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FORTY- TWO MONTHS

I NTO THE TRI BULATI ON;

TVENTY- FI VE DAYS | NTO
THE GREAT TRI BULATI ON
The Believers

Rayford Steele, md-forties; former 747 captain for Pan-Continental; lost wife and son in the
Rapture; former pilot for dobal Conmunity Potentate Nicol ae Carpathia; original nmenber of the
Tribulation Force; international fugitive; on assignment at M zpe Ranon in the Negev Desert,
center for Operation Eagle

Caneron ("Buck") WIllianms, early thirties; forner senior witer for d obal Wekly; former
publ i sher of d obal Community Weekly for Carpathia; original menber of the Trib Force; editor of
cybernmagazi ne The Truth; fugitive; incognito at the King David Hotel, Jerusal em

Chloe Steele Wllians, early twenties; forner student, Stanford University; |ost nother and
brother in the Rapture; daughter of Rayford; w fe of Buck; nother of fifteen-nonth-old Kenny
Bruce; CEO of International Conmodity Co-op, an underground network of believers; original Trib
Force nmenber; fugitive in exile, Strong Building, Chicago

Tsion Ben-Judah, late forties; forner rabbinical scholar and Israeli statesman; reveal ed belief in
Jesus as the Messiah on international TV-wife and two teenagers subsequently nurdered; escaped to
U S.; spiritual |eader and teacher of the Trib Force; cyberaudience of nore than a billion daily;

fugitive in exile, Strong Building, Chicago

Dr. Chai m Rosenzweig, |ate sixties; Nobel Prize-winning Israeli botanist and statesman; forner
d obal Weekly Newsmaker of the Year; nurderer of Carpathia; incognito, the King David Hotel,
Jerusal em

Leah Rose, late thirties; former head nurse, Arthur Young Menorial Hospital, Palatine, Illinois;
on Trib Force assignment en route to M zpe Ranpn

Hattie Durham early thirties; former Pan-Continental flight attendant; forner personal assistant
to Carpathia; on Trib Force assignnent in Israel

Al B. (aka "Albie"), late forties; native of Al Basrah, north of Kuwait; pilot; fornmer
i nternational black marketer; assisting Rayford at M zpe Ranon

David Hassid, nid-twenties; high-level director for the GC, presuned dead in plane crash; actually
en route to M zpe Ranon

Mac McCullum late fifties; pilot for Carpathia; presuned dead in plane crash; actually en route
to M zpe Ranon

Abdul I ah Smith, early thirties; former Jordanian fighter pilot; first officer, Phoenix 216;
presuned dead in plane crash; actually en route to M zpe Ranobn

Hannah Pal enpon, late twenties; GC nurse; presuned dead in plane crash; actually en route to M zpe
Ranon

M ng Toy, early twenties; w dow, forner guard at the BelgiumFacility for Fenal e Rehabilitation
(Buffer); AWOL fromthe GC, Strong Building, Chicago

Chang Wong, seventeen; M ng Toy's brother; new enpl oyee, d obal Community Headquarters, New
Babyl on

Lukas ("Laslos") Mklos, md-fifties; lignite-mning magnate; |ost wife, pastor, and pastor's wife
to Nicolae Carpathia's guillotines; in hiding, Geece, United Carpathian States



Gust af Zuckermandel Jr. (aka "Zeke" or "Z"), early twenties; document forger and disguise
specialist; lost father to guillotine; fugitive in exile, Strong Building, Chicago

Steve Pl ank (aka Pinkerton Stephens), fiftyish, forner editor of d obal Wekly; former public
relations director for Carpathia; assuned dead in wath of the Lanb earthquake; undercover with GC
Peacekeepi ng forces

Unknown nmal e, fifteen; escaped loyalty mark center in Ptolemai's, Geece, with Al bie's and Buck's
hel p; whereabouts unknown

Unknown fermal e, sixteen; escaped loyalty mark center in Ptolenmai's, Greece, with Al bie' s and
Buck' s hel p; whereabouts unknown

The Enem es

Ni col ae Jetty Carpathia, nmid-thirties; former president of Romani a; forner secretary-general
Uni ted Nations; self-appointed dobal Conmunity potentate; assassinated in Jerusalem resurrected
at GC pal ace conpl ex, New Babyl on; visiting Jerusal em

Leon Fortunato, early fifties; former supreme commander and Carpathia's right hand; now Mst Hi gh
Reverend Fat her of Carpathianism proclaimng the potentate as the risen god; in Jerusalemwth
Car pat hi a

PROL OGUE
From The Mark

"WE CAN all keep our fingers crossed,"” Mac said. "I've seen those Quasis do ammzi ng things based
solely on what the flight nanagenent system onboard conputer tells it to do. But this is a long
flight on its own, and |I've asked it to do sone interesting stuff, barring turbul ence."

"Cross our fingers?" Hannah said. "Only God can make this work. You're the expert, Captain
McCul lum but if this thing goes down anywhere but deep in the Mediterranean, it won't take |ong
for soneone to di scover no one was aboard."

This plane was not free-falling toward the Mediterranean. No, this multimllion-N ck marvel of
noder n technol ogy was accel erating, her burner cans hot, the vapor shimering in a long trail. The
strange attitude and angle sent the craft careening toward the shore approxinately three-quarters
of a mle south of the crowd.

The Quasi and ostensibly her two-man crew and two passengers sl anmed the beach perfectly

per pendi cul ar at near the speed of sound. The first inpression of the shocked-to-silence crowm had
to be the sanme as Buck's. The screaning jet engines still resonated even after the plane

di sintegrated, hidden in a billow ng globe of angry bl ack-and-orange flanes. An eerie silence
swept in, followed less than half a second later by the nauseating sound of the inpact, a

t hunderi ng expl osi on acconpani ed by the roar and hiss of the raging fire.

Buck hurried to his car and phoned Rayford. "The ship is down on the shore. No one could have
survived it. On ny way back to the voice that will cry in the wlderness."

Buck was struck by an unusual enotion as he nerged into traffic that craw ed toward the ancient
city. It was as if he had seen his conrades go down in that plane. He knew it was enpty, yet there
had been such a dramatic finality to the ruse. He wi shed he knew whether it was the end of
sonet hi ng or the begi nning of sonething. Could he hope the GC was too busy to thoroughly
investigate the site? Fat chance.

Al'l Buck knew was that what he had endured in three and a half years was a walk in the park
conpared to what was com ng. The entire drive back he spent in silent prayer for every |oved one
and Trib Force nember. Buck had little doubt that the indwelt Antichrist would not hesitate to use
his every resource to quash the rebellion scheduled to rise against himthe next day.

Buck had never been fearful, never one to back down in the face of nortal danger. But Nicol ae
Carpat hia was evil personified, and the next day Buck would be in the line of fire when the battle



of the ages between good and evil for the very souls of men and wonmen woul d burst fromthe
heavens, and all hell would break | oose on earth.

Then | heard a loud voice fromthe tenple saying to the seven angels, "Go and pour out the bow s
of the wath of God on the earth."

So the first went and poured out his bow upon the earth, and a foul and | oathsonme sore cane upon
the men who had the mark of the beast and those who worshi ped his inmage.

Revel ation 16:1-2
ONE

RAYFORD STEELE slept fitfully and awoke tangled in a prickly wool en bl anket, knees drawn to his
chest and fists balled under his chin. He bolted fromthe cot and peered out of his tiny makeshift
quarters near M zpe Ranon in the Negev Desert.

The sun cast an eerie, orange glow, but it would soon grow harsh and yellow, shinmrering off rock
and sand. The thernoneter woul d exceed 100 degrees Fahrenheit by noon-another typical day in the
Uni ted Carpathian States.

Engaged in the riskiest endeavor of his life, Rayford had cast his lot with God and the niracle of
technol ogy. There was no hiding a jury-rigged airstrip on the desert floor-not fromthe
stratospheric cameras of the d obal Community. Ridiculously vulnerable, Rayford and his ragtag
team of flying rebels-having arrived by the dozens from around the gl obe-were at the nmercy of the
nost audaci ous ruse inmagi nabl e.

H s conrade in the eneny's lair had planted evidence in the dobal Conmunity database that the
massi ve effort at M zpe Ranmon was an exercise of the GC'S. As long as GC Security and Intelligence
personnel bought the great "lie in the sky,” Rayford and his extended Tri bul ati on Force woul d
continue what he called Operation Eagle. The nane was inspired by the prophesy in Revel ation
12:14: "The woman was given two wi ngs of a great eagle, that she mght fly into the wilderness to
her place, where she is nourished for a tine and tines and half a tine, fromthe presence of the
serpent.

Dr. Tsion Ben-Judah, spiritual mentor of the Tribulation Force, taught that the "wonan"
represented God's chosen people; the "two wings," land and air; "her place," Petra - the city of
stone; "a time" one year-thus "a tinme and tinmes and half a tinme" to be three and a half years; and
the "serpent,"” Antichrist.

The Tribul ation Force believed that Antichrist and his mnions were about to attack |srael
Christians and that, when they fled, Rayford and his recruited fellow believers would serve as
agents of rescue.

He dressed in a khaki shirt and shorts and went |ooking for Al bie, his second-in-conmand. The

hel pers, rallied via the Internet by Rayford's daughter, Chloe, fromthe safe house in Chicago,
had only recently finished the landing strip. They had alternated shifts; sonme were instructed in
flight plans by the sanme personnel who had checked themin and verified the mark of the believer
on their foreheads, while others ran heavy equi pnment or toiled as |aborers.

"Here, Chief," Albie said, as Rayford took in the row after row of helicopters, jets, and even the
occasional prop plane lining the far side of the strip. "First mssion acconplished.”

The smal |, dark, forner black marketer, nicknanmed after his home city of Al Basrah, wore his bogus
GC deputy comander uniformand had in tow a | arge young man who, Rayford was not surprised to
Il earn, was from California.

"Ceorge Sebastian," the tall, thick blond said, extending a powerful hand.
n Rayf - n
"Ch, | know who you are, sir," Ceorge said. "Pretty sure everybody here does."

"Let's hope nobody outside here does," Rayford said. "So you're Al bie's choice for chopper |ead."



"Well, he, uh, asked that | refer to himas Conmander El baz, but yes, sir.
"What do we |ike about hinP" Rayford asked Al bie.

"Experienced. Smart. Knows how to handle a bird."

"Fine by me. Wsh | had tinme to socialize, George,but-"

"If you have just another mnute, Captain Steele .. ." Rayford glanced at his watch. "Walk with
us, Ceorge." They headed to the south end of the new airstrip,
Rayford's eyes and ears alert for unfriendly skies.

"I1"l'l make it quick, sir. It's just that | like to tell people how it happened with ne."

e

"You know, sir."

Rayford | oved these stories, but there was a tine and place for everything, and this was neither.

"Not hi ng dramatic, Captain. Had a chopper instructor, Jerenmy Mirphy, who always told nme Jesus was

coming to take Christians to heaven. 'Course, | thought he was a nutcase, and | even got himin
trouble for proselytizing on the job. But he wouldn't quit. He was a good instructor, but | didn't
want a thing to do with the other stuff. I was loving |life-newy married, you know. "

"Sure."

"He invited ne to church and everything. | never went. Then the big day happens. MIlions nissing
everywhere. Smart as |' m supposed to be, | actually tried calling himto see if nmy session was

called off that day 'cause of all the chaos and everything. Later that night sonmebody found his
clothes on a chair in front of his TV."

Rayford stopped and studi ed George. He woul d have enjoyed hearing nore, but the clock was ticking.
"Didn't take you long after that, did it?"

George shook his head. "I went cold. | felt so lucky I hadn't been killed. | prayed, | nean right
then, that | would renmenber the nanme of his church. And | did, but hardly anybody was there.
Anyway, | found sonmebody who knew what was goi ng on, they reninded ne what Mirphy had been telling

me, and they prayed with me. |'ve been a believer ever since. My wife too."

"My story's alnost the sane," Rayford said, "and nmaybe one of these days I'll have tine to tel
you. But-"

"Sir," the young man said, "I need another second."

"l don't want to be rude, son, but-"
"You need to hear himout, Cap," Al bie said.
Rayford sighed

George pointed to the other end of the airstrip. "I brought sanples of the cargo that's follow n'
me, soon as the strip can handle a transport."”

"Cargo?"
"Weapons. "
"Not in the nmarket."

"These are free, sir.

"Still-"



"Qur base trained for conmbat," Ceorge said. "When Carpathia told the nations to destroy 90 percent
of their weapons and send the other 10 percent to him you can inmagi ne how t hat went over."

"The U.S. was the largest contributor," Rayford said.
"But I'Il bet we also held on to nore."

"What ' ve you got ?"

"Probably nore than you need. Want to see the sanpl es?"

David Hassid sat in the front passenger seat of the rented van with his sol ar-powered | aptop. Leah
Rose was driving. Behind her, Hannah Pal enbon sat next to Mac McCullum while Abdullah Smth |ay
on his back across the third seat. They had spent the night hidden behind a rock outcropping a
mle and a half off the nmain road, m dway between Resurrection Airport in Amman, Jordan, and M zpe
Ramon. The last thing they wanted was to lead the GC to Operation Eagle.

David found on the Net that he, Hannah, Mac, and Abdullah were still presuned dead fromthe
airplane crash in Tel Aviv the day before, but Security and Intelligence personnel were conbing
the wreckage. "How soon before they realize we're at |arge?" Hannah said.

Mac shook his head. "I hope they assune we'd a been vaporized in a deal like that. Pray they find
smal | bits of shoes or sonmethin' they decide is clothing material."

"I can't raise Chang," David said, angrier than he let on

"I imagi ne the boy's busy," Mc said.

"Not for this long. He knows | need to be sure he's all right."
"Worryin' gets us nowhere," Mac said. "Look at Smitty."

David turned in his seat. Abdullah slept soundly. Hannah and Leah had hit it off and were planning
a mobile first-aid center at the airstrip. "W all fly back to the States when the operation is
over," Leah said.

"Not nme," David said, and he felt the eyes of the others. "I'mgoing to Petra before anybody el se
even gets there. That place is going to need a tech center, and Chang and | have already put a
satellite in geosynchronous orbit above it."

Hi s phone chirped, and he dug it fromhis belt. "Hey," he heard. "You know where | am because |'m
on schedule.”

"You don't need to talk in code, Buck. Nothing' s nore secure than these phones."
"Force of habit. Listen, sonmebody m ssed their rendezvous."

"Just say who, Buck. If we were going to be conpromised, it's happened al ready."
"Hattie."

"She was with Leah in Tel Aviv. Then she was supposed to-"

"I know, David," Buck said. "She was to check in with ne at dawn today in Jerusalem"
"The old man's there and okay?"

"Scared to death, but yeah."

"Tell himwe're with him"

"No offense, David, but he knows that, and Hattie is a much bigger problem"”



"She's got her alias, right?"

"David! Can we assune the obvious and deal with the problen? She's supposed to be here, but I
haven't heard fromher. | can't go looking for her. Just |et everybody know that if they hear from
her, she needs to call ne."

"She crucial to your assignment?"
"No," Buck said, "but if we don't know where she is, we're going to feel exposed."

"The GC lists her deceased, just like us." "That could be what they want us to think they
bel i eve. "

"Hang on," David said, turning to Leah. "Wat was Hattie supposed to do after you two split up?"

"Di sgui se herself as an Israeli, blend into the crowd in Tel Aviv, go to Jerusalem check in wth
Buck, and watch for signs that Carpathia' s people recogni zed either Buck or Dr. Rosenzweig."

"Then?"

"Lie lowin Jerusalemuntil everything blew up there, then head back to Tel Aviv. Soneone fromthe
operation was going to pick her up and fly her back to Chicago while all the attention was on
Jerusal em and the escape.”

Davi d turned back to the phone. "Maybe she got spooked in Tel Aviv and never got to Jerusalem™

"She needs to let ne know that, David. |'ve got to hold Chaims hand for a while here, so inform
everybody, will you?"

A few mnutes after m dnight, Chicago tine, Dr. Tsion Ben-Judah knelt before his huge curved desk
at the Strong Building and prayed for Chaim The forner rabbi's confidence in his old nentor's
ability to play a nodern-day Moses was only as strong as Chaims own. And whil e Rosenzwei g had
proved a qui ck and thorough study, he had left the United North American States still clearly
resisting the mantle.

Tsion's reverie was interrupted by the low tone on his conputer that could be triggered by only a
handful of people around the world who knew the code to summon him He struggled to his feet and
peered at the screen. "Dr. Ben-Judah, | hope you're there," canme the nessage from Chang Wng, the
teenager David had left in his place at G obal Community headquarters in New Babylon. "I am
despairing for ny life."

Tsion groaned and pulled his chair into place. He sat and pounded the keys. "I am here, mnmy young
brother. | know you nust feel very nuch alone, but do not despair. The Lord is with you. He wll
gi ve his angel s charge over you. You have nmuch to do as the point man for all the various
activities of the Tribulation Force around the world. Yes, it is probably too nmuch to ask of one
so young, in years and in the faith, but we all nust do what we have to. Tell ne how | can
encourage and hel p you so you can return to the task."

"l want to kill nyself."

"Chang! Unl ess you have purposely jeopardi zed our m ssion, you need feel no such renorse. If you
have nade a mistake, reveal it so we can all adapt. But you have satellites to manipul ate and
monitor. You have records to keep in order, in case the eneny checks the various aliases and
operations. W are nearly at zero hour, so do not |ose heart. You can do this."

Chang' s nessage cane back: "I amin my roomat the palace with everything set up the way M.
Hassid and | designed. My machinations are filtered through a scranbler so conplex that it would
not be able to unravel itself. I could end ny life right now and not affect the Tribul ation
Force. "

"Stop this tal k, Chang! W need you. You nmust stay in position and adjust the databases dependi ng
upon what we encounter. Now, quickly, please, what is the problen"

"The problemis the mirror, Dr. Ben-Judah! | thought | could do this! | thought the mark that was



forced on me would be an advantage. But it nmocks ne, and | hat it! | want to take a razor bl ade
and slice it fromny head, then slit nmy wists and et God decide ny fate."

"Cod has decided, ny friend. You have the seal of God upon you, according to our trusted brothers.
You did not accept the mark of Antichrist, nor will you worship him™"

"But | have been studying your own witings, Doctor! The mark of the beast brings damation, and
the Bible says we can't have both marks!"

"I't says we cannot take both."

"But the heroes, the martyrs, the brave ones accepted death for the sake of the truth! You said a
true believer would be given the grace and courage to stand for his faith in the face of the
bl ade. "

"Did you not resist? God is noliar. | have told people that they cannot |ose the mark of the
seal of God and that they need not worry they will | ose heart because of their human weakness, but
that God will grant them peace and courage to accept their fate."

"That proves | amlost! | did not have that peace and courage! | resisted, yes, but | did not
speak out for God. | cried like a baby. M father says | pleaded fear of the needle. Wen it
becanme clear they were really going to do this, | wanted to die for ny faith! | planned to resist
till the end, though | knew ny father would then find out about my sister and expose her too.

Ri ght up until the time they stuck nme, | was prepared to say no, to say that | was a believer in
Christ."

Tsion slunped in his chair. Could it be true? Was it possi ble God had not given Chang the power
to resist unto death? And if not, was he not truly a believer?

"Do me this favor,"” he tapped in slowy. "Do not do anything rash for twenty-four hours. W need
you, and there nust be an answer. | do not want to gloss over it, for | confess it puzzles ne
too. WIIl you stay at the task and fight your tenptation until | get back to you?

Tsion stared at the screen for several mnutes, worried he was al ready too |ate.

Rayford's breath caught when he saw what George Sebastian had apparently already shown Al bie.
"We're not soldiers,"” he said. "W're flyers."

"Wth these you can be soldiers too," CGeorge said. "But it' your call."”

"I wish it were my call,"” Albie said. "If Carpathia's troops are not our nortal enenies.

Geor ge handed Rayford a weapon nore than four feet |long that weighed at |east thirty-five pounds
and had a built-in bipod. Rayford could barely heft it horizontally.

"Carry it nose up," CGeorge said.

"I won't be carrying it at all," Rayford said. "What in the world kind of ammp does this thing
t ake?"

"Fifty-caliber, Captain," George said, digging out a clip of four six-inch bullets. "They weigh
nmore than five ounces each, but get this, they have a range of four mles."

"C non!"

"l wouldn't lie to ya. Around | eaves the chanber at three thousand feet a second, but it takes a
full seven seconds to hit a target two mles away, considering deceleration, wind, all that."

"You coul dn't hope for any kind of accuracy-"

"I't's on record that a guy put five rounds within three inches of each other froma thousand
yards. At two hundred yards you can put one of these through an inch of rolled steel."



"The recoil nust be-"
"Enornous. And the sound? Wthout an earplug you coul d danage your hearing. Wanna try one?"

"Not on your life. | can't imagine a use for these nonstrosities, and | sure wouldn't want to
produce a sound that would alert the GC before the fun starts.”

George pressed his |ips together and shook his head. "Should have checked with you first. |'ve got
a hundred of "emon the way with all the anmo you'd need, some with incendiary tips."

"Dare | ask?"
"A primer inside makes the casing separate if it hits soft material."
"Li ke flesh?"
Geor ge nodded.

Rayford shook his head. "My flyers would never be able to nanage these fromthe air, and that's
top priority."”

Al bie said, "W'Ill store them You never know. "
"Wanna see the other?" George said.

"Not if it's anything like these," Rayford said.

"I't's not." George carefully set the fifty-caliber back into the cargo hold. "These are designed
to use from planes or ground vehicles," he said, producing a lightweight rifle and tossing it to
Rayford. "No projectiles.”

"Then what - ?"

"It's a DEW a directed energy weapon. Froma little under half a mle you can shoot a
concentrated beam of waves that penetrates clothing and heats any noisture on the skin to 130
degrees in a couple of seconds."

"What does it do to a man's i nnards?"

"Not a thing. Nonlethal."

Rayford handed it back. "Inpressive," he said. "And we appreciate it. My problemis, | don't have
conbat troops, and even if | did, we'd be no match for the GC. "

George shrugged. "They'll be here if you need "em™

Had the day's prospects not been so dire and Buck not so worried about Hattie's whereabouts, he

nm ght have chuckled at the sight of Dr. Rosenzweig. The ol d nan opened his door to Buck's knock at
the King David Hotel wearing baggy boxer shorts, a sleeveless T-shirt, and the sandals he was to
wear with the brown robe. "Cameron, ny friend, forgive me; cone in, cone in." Buck was used to
Rosenzwei g' s nornal appearance: wiry, clean shaven, slight, in his late sixties, pale for an
Israeli, and with hazel eyes and wi sps of wild white hair rem niscent of pictures of Al bert

Ei nstein. Normally the decorated statesnan and Nobel Prize wi nner wore wire-rinmed gl asses, bul ky
sweat ers, baggy trousers, and confortable shoes.

Buck found it hard to get used to his old friend with burnt anber skin, very short dark hair, a
bushy beard and nustache, deep brown contact |enses, and a protruding chin caused by a tiny
appliance in his back teeth. "Zeke sure did a job on you," Buck said, aware that surviving a
horrific plane crash had also left its effects on Chaim

Dr. Rosenzweig retreated to a chair near where he had laid out his Bible and two commentari es,
whi ch he had hidden in his luggage for the flight fromthe United North American States. A half



gl ass of water sat next to himon a lanp table. H s roony, hooded, nonklike robe lay on the bed.
"Way not dress, brother?"

The old man sighed. "I amnot ready for the uniformyet, Caneron. | amnot ready for the task,"
Chai msaid, his speech altered not only by the appliance but also fromdamage to his jaw.

Buck checked the closet and found a hotel robe. "Put this on for now," he said. "W've got a
coupl e of hours."

Dr. Rosenzwei g seened grateful to be helped into the terry-cloth garnment, but it was white and a
one-si ze-fits-all. The contrast between it and his new skin color, and the hem bunching up on the
floor when he sat again, nmade him |l ook no | ess comi cal

Chai m | owered his head,then | ooked at the hotel name on the breast pocket. "King David," he
said."Do you not think we should have 'Patriarch Mdses' sewn onto the brown one?"

Buck smiled. He could not imagine the pressure on his friend. "God will be with you, Doctor," he
sai d.

Suddenly Rosenzwei g shuddered and slid to the floor. He turned and knelt, his el bows on the chair.
"Ch, God, oh, God," Chaim prayed,then quickly tore off his sandals, casting them aside.

Buck hinself was driven to his knees with enpotion so deep he believed he could not speak. Just
before he closed his eyes he noticed the rising sun reach between the curtains and bathe the room
He too slipped off his shoes, then buried his face in his hands, flat on the floor

Chaim s voice was weak. "Who am | that | should go and bring the children of Israel out?"

Buck, despite the heat of the day, found hinmself chilled and trenbling. He was overwhelnmed with

the conviction that he should answer Chaim but who was he to speak for God? He had drunk in the
teaching of Dr. Ben-Judah and overheard his counsel to Chaimon the calling of Mdses. But he had
not realized that the dial ogue had been burned into his brain.

Silence hung in the room Buck allowed hinself to peek for an instant before squeezing his eyes
shut again. The roomwas so bright that the orange stayed in his vision the way Chainls question
lingered in the air. The nman wept al oud.

"God will certainly be with you," Buck whi spered, and Chai m stopped cryi ng. Buck added, "And this
shall be a sign to you that God has sent you: When you have brought the people out, you shal
serve him"

The old man said, "lIndeed, when | cone to the remmant of Israel and say to them 'The God of your
fathers has sent nme to you,' and they say to nme, 'Wiat is his nane?'" what shall | say to then?"
Buck pressed his fingers against his tenples. "As God said to Moses," he said, "'I AmWo | Am'
Thus you shall say to the children of Israel, 'I Amhas sent ne to you. The Lord God of your

fathers, the God of Abraham the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob, has sent ne to you.' This is
God's nane forever, and this is his nmenorial to all generations. 'The Lord God of your fathers has
seen what has been done to you and will bring you up out of the affliction to a |land of safety and
refuge.' They will heed your voice; and you shall cone to the king of this world and you shall say
to him 'The Lord God has nmet with nme; and now, please, let us journey into the wlderness, that
we may sacrifice to the Lord our God.' But the king will not let you go, so God will stretch out
his hand and stri ke those who woul d oppose you."

"But suppose they will not believe nme or listen to ny voice?" Chaimsaid, so faintly that Buck
could barely hear him "Suppose they say, 'The Lord has not appeared to you' ?"

Buck rolled onto his back and sat up, suddenly frustrated and inpatient with Chaim He stared at
the old man kneeling there, and Buck's head was abuzz, his eyes full of the color perneating the
room Buck had not felt so close to God since he had witnessed Dr. Ben-Judah's conversing with El
and Moishe at the Wailing Wall. "Reach out your hand and take the water," he said, suddenly
feeling authoritative.



Chaimturned to stare at him "Caneron, | did not know you knew Hebrew. "

Buck knew enough not to argue, though he knew no Hebrew and was thinking and formng his words in
English. "The water," he said.

Chaimheld his stare, then turned and grasped the glass. The water turned to bl ood, and Chai m set
it down so quickly that it sloshed onto the back of his hand.

Buck said, "This is so that they nay believe the Lord God has appeared to you. Now take the water
again."

Chaimtimdly reached for the glass, and when he touched it, the blood becane water, even on his
hand.

"Now turn your hand toward God's servant," Buck said. Chaimset the water down again and gestured
questioni ngly toward Buck. And Buck was paral yzed, unable even to nove his |ips.

"Caneron, are you all right?"

Buck coul d not respond, |ight-headed from having stopped breathing. He tried to signal Chaimw th
his eyes, but the man | ooked terrified. Chaimpulled his hand back to his chest, as if afraid of
its power, and Buck dropped, gasping, his palns on the floor. Wien he had caught his breath, he
said, "Then it will be, if they do not believe you, nor heed the nessage of the first sign, that
they may believe the nessage of the latter sign." "Caneron! | amsorry! |-"

But Buck continued, "And it shall be, if they do not believe even these two signs, or listen to
your voice, that you shall take water fromthe river and pour it on the dry land. And the water
whi ch you take fromthe river will becone blood on the dry land."

Buck sat back on his haunches, hands on his thighs, exhausted.

Chai msaid, "But | amnot eloquent, even now since God has spoken to nme. | am sl ow of speech and
sl ow of tongue."

"Who has made man's nout h?" Buck said. "Or who nakes the mute, the deaf, the seeing, or the blind?
Has not the Lord? Now therefore, go, and he will be with your nmouth and teach you what you shal
say."

Chai mturned away again and knelt at the chair. "Ony Lord," he cried out, "is there no other you
can send?"

Buck knew the story. But there was no Aaron. Tsion was at the safe house, not having felt led to
hel p in person. The only other nenber of the Trib Force with Jew sh bl ood, though he had grown up
in Poland, was David Hassid, and he had his own special skills and assignment. Anyway, there was
no tine to disguise him If David suddenly appeared in public, he would expose the others who were
assuned dead in the plane crash- at |east for now

Buck waited for God to give himan answer for Chaim but nothing cane.

TWD

JUST BEFORE 9 A.M and about an hour east of M zpe Ranon, David told Leah to pull over. "I'm
sorry, everyone," he said, "but | just got sonething from Tsion you need to hear, and | have to
get a nessage to Chang. It's too hard with this thing bouncing in ny lap."

"Better hide the van," Mac said. "W're pretty conspi cuous."

Leah checked her mirrors, switched into four-wheel drive, and ained toward the sand. Abdul | ah sat
up, fastened his seat belt, and said, "You would think it was the end of the world."

"Hi | ari ous," Mac sai d.



Leah stopped a couple of miles off the road in the shadow of a small crag and two scraggly trees.
David set his machine on the seat and stood outside, leaning in. The others stretched, then
gathered to hear himread Tsion's copy of his back-and-forth w th Chang.

"That does not sound so good," Abdullah said. "Wat to do?"

"I'd take a tone with that boy," Mc said.

"Just what | was thinking," David said. "Sonebody update Rayford while |I'm working here."
"Cot it covered," Mac said, flipping open his phone.

Davi d wr ot e:

You've got tinme to interrupt Dr. Ben-Judah but not to check in with your imedi ate superior? You

think this is a game, Chang? Wat happened to the smart-al eck knowit-all who was going to handle
all this in his sleep? Nobody begrudges you your second thoughts and spiritual angst, but you had
better conme to grips with the fact that you accepted this assignnent.

Bottomline, Chang, is that you don't have time for this right now Too nany people are counting
on you, and the very success of a |life-and-death operation is in your hands. Doing harmto
yoursel f because you can't figure out why God m ght have | et sonethi ng happen woul d be the nost
royal ly selfish act you could conjure up

Now as soon as | transmit this, | want a reply fromyou that you're still on the job. If it is not
forthcomng, 1'Il be forced to initiate the codes that destroy your setup and all the stuff |

built there and explained to you. You know we can't risk your doing yourself in and | eaving

evi dence that sonething was aniss. W need to know Suhail Akbar's plans on investigating the crash
site. You need to hack into Sandra's files and be sure we're up-to-date on Carpathia' s schedul e.
And if he holds neetings anywhere you can tap into, you' ve got to direct that transmission to
Chicago, to M zpe Ranon, and to ne. Were's the 216, who's flying it, and is Carpathia using it
for neetings?

Hear ne, Chang. Sonething you wote to Dr. Ben-Judah remnminded me of sonething you said to me about
this whole dual mark thing. |I know you didn't take it on purpose, though you wanted ne to think
you got used to it right away and see, as you called it, the "upside.” But it's not so easy, is
it, when we're all so new at this and sonething doesn't jibe with what God seens to say about it?
Dr. Ben-Judah's the expert, and you've got himbaffled, so | won't pretend to have an answer for
you. But obviously sonmething's not right, and | don't blame you for wanting to find out how God
sees you now.

There's no doubt in ny nmnd that nothing can separate you from God and his | ove, but you're not
goi ng to have peace until you know for sure what really happened that norning. Now, again, let ne
be clear: This is not your top priority. Mst inmportant for you is to conplete the tasks | listed
above and nmake sure we're all safe and still undetected. Last we knew, Carpathia was to make his
public appearance in Jerusalemat 11:00 A.M Carpathian tinme.

But once you're sure everything is under control and that we are all up to speed, try the

coordinates | list below It's a long shot, but | programred in a string that mnight allow access
to surveillance equipment | did not install. It's possible there's a record, video or audio or
both, of what went on that day. The problemis that Building D was a naintenance facility that the
brass rarely, if ever, visited. | didn't bother planting bugs there, but for all | know, sonething

was al ready in place.

You told ne in person, and Dr. Ben-Judah a little while ago, that you were trying to get out of
taking the mark and were even prepared to tell the truth right up to the tine they "stuck" you.
took that to nmean up to the time you were given the mark. Maybe that is what you neant, but that's
not the way nost people refer to the application of the tattoo and the enbeddi ng of the chip. |
don't know. Maybe |'m reaching. But maybe sonething el se was going on. You never told me what
happened fromthe time you got to the basenment of Building D until you got to nmy office. Do you
remenber? And if not, why not?



So, first, tell ne you're there and doing your job. Gve us everything we need. Then see what you
can find for Building D. Answer back as soon as you've read this.

David transnmtted the nessage, then let Mac read it before they headed off for M zpe Ranon. Mac
nodded. "How nuch time do you give hinP"

Davi d shrugged. "Not much, but | don't want to nuke the system because he's on a bat hroom break
either."

Wthin mnutes of their return to the road, David had a reply from Chang: "Follow ng orders. And,

M. Hassid, | thought the mark was adninistered in the basenment of the pal ace. Blueprints show
Bui | di ng D several hundred yards fromhere. | have no menory of having been there. And by being
"stuck,' | meant the anesthetic they gave nme prior to the procedure. | thought that was done in

the pal ace too."

Rayford was encouraged to hear how close the Quasi Two quartet and Leah were to M zpe Ranpbn. He
told Mac about the weapons Ceorge Sebastian was having flown in.

"Smitty will want to see those,"” Mac said. "He was a conbat man before he flew fighters, you
know. "

Rayford hadn't known, and he could hear Abdullah in the background, demanding to know what they
wer e tal king about.

"Just keep a rein on that canmel there, desert boy," Mac said.
"You watch it, Texas-cowboy boy. | wll learn sone slurs about you and torment your ancestors."

"Just a minute, Ray," Mac said. "Smitty, you nmean ny descendants. My ancestors are dead."

"So much the better. | will make themturn over in their tonbs."
"Albie's a gun guy too," Rayford said. "But |I've had ny fill. Anyway, | need both himand Abdul | ah
inthe air."

He was glad to hear of Leah and Hannah's plans, but he fell silent at the news that David wanted
to precede everyone to Petra. In the background he heard Hassid say, "I wanted to tell himthat
mysel f, Mac."

But as Rayford turned it over in his mnd, David s setting up Petra for Chaimand the Israel
bel i evers made sense. He asked Mac what anyone knew about Carpathia's |atest plans. Mac brought
hi m up-to-date on the troubles with Chang.

"I need to know as soon as possible," Rayford said. "The parade or whatever you want to call it,
the desecration, and the attack could all happen this week."

Buck carried his Corporal Jack Jensen GC Peacekeeper ID, but he wore civilian clothes and counted
on his own new hair and eye color, not to nmention his severely scarred face, to throw of f anyone
who m ght otherwi se recognize him He and Chaimleft the King David by car at 9:30 and pi cked
their way through heavy traffic to within wal king distance of the Add City. Chaims robe was
gathered at the waist by a braid of rope, but the hem brushed the ground and hid his feet, making
it appear he was gliding.

The two were soon envel oped by the masses who |ined the Via Dol orosa, where Carpathia was expected
an hour before noon. Buck was struck by the crowds, despite the wani ng popul ati on around the
world. The city still showed residue fromthe earthquake that had | eveled a tenth of it, but
not hi ng stopped the opportunists. On every corner hawkers presented Carpathia nenorabilia,
including real and plastic fronds to toss before himas he woul d nake what was becom ng known as
his triunphal entry.



Apparently, Nicolae Carpathia the pacifist was no nore. Convoys of tanks, mlitary trucks,
fighters and bonbers on flatbed trucks, and even missiles slowy rolled through the streets. Buck
knew they wouldn't fit within the Od City without choking the tiny thoroughfares, but they were
pervasi ve everywhere el se

Buck kept an eye out for Hattie and a hand on his phone, but he had | ong since despaired of a
reasonabl e expl anation for her disappearance. He tried not to think the worst, but reaching himor
anyone else in the Trib Force shoul d have been easy for her.

Chai m trudged al ong beside him hunched, hands deep in the folds of his brown robe, his nearly
bal d head hi dden by the hood. He had uttered not a word since the hotel -room experience. He had
merely traded the King David terry cloth for the burlap-1ooking but soft flannel robe and slipped
into his sandal s.

It seenmed the city was short of Peacekeepers, local or international. Many shopw ndows were
boarded up, and anything and everything served as a taxi, even dilapidated private vehicles. At

t he occasi onal open appliance store, TVs blared fromthe wi ndows as onl ookers gathered and gaped.
Buck put a hand on Chaim s shoul der and nodded toward such a place. They joined the cromd to watch
a replay of the crash of the Quasi Two, coverage of rubber-gl oved technicians picking through the
wr eckage, and the sonber statements from Potentate Carpathia, Mst H gh Reverend Father Leon
Fortunate, Suprene Comander Walter Mon and, finally, Security and Intelligence Director Suhai
Akbar .

"Unfortunately,"” the latter said, "while the investigation continues, we have been unable to
confirmthe evidence of any human remains. It is, of course, possible that four |oyal patriots of
the @ obal Community were vaporized upon inpact in this tragedy. Medical personnel tell us they
woul d have died w thout pain. Once we have confirned the deaths, prayers will go to the risen
potentate on behalf of their eternal souls, and we will extend our synpathies to their fanilies
and | oved ones."

The news anchor intoned that further investigation revealed pilot error on the part of Captain Mac
McCul | um and that a New Babyl on-based | oadnmaster had warned the crew of a cargo wei ght-and- bal ance
probl em and had begged them not to take off.

Buck knew he shoul d dread what was coning, but having felt the presence of God at the King David,
he was filled with courage. He didn't know how he and Chai mwere going to avoid detection or what
nmi ght happen once Carpathia had initiated his awful deed. He only w shed he detected sone evi dence
that Chai m had derived the same confidence from what had happened while they were on their knees.

David and the others in the van listened to Suhail Akbar's concl usions on the radi o as Leah
followed careful directions and pulled to within sight of the Ianding strip outside M zpe Ranon.
David was nmoved by the shock and sadness in the voice of Tiffany, his assistant, as she was

i ntervi ewed about him He wished he could tell her he was all right, but he feared sonme m ght

al ready suspect that.

He enbraced Rayford, shook hands with Al bie, and introduced Hannah all around. As the rest were
briefed on plans wholly dependent on the unpredictable Carpathia, David was pointed to Rayford's
quarters, where he cleared a table and set up his conmputer to nonitor Chang Wng's success at
keeping up with the potentate.

The young man had succeeded in getting the |atest copy of Carpathia's itinerary. It showed a
meeting including NC, LF, WM SA, and LH on the FX at 1000 hours. "I know that's now, " Chang
reported, "but I'mlost after the initials for the four we know. Help?"

"I don't know LH either," David wote back, "but cone on, smart boy. Go phonetic and assunme FX is
t he Phoeni x and patch ne in there."

"I've got the Akbar press conference downl oaded. You want that first?"

"Priorities, man! The press conference was broadcast internationally."



David rustled through his bag for earphones and was slipping themon just as Chang nade the
connection to the Phoenix. He felt the anbience of the idle plane, and Chang transmitted an inset
screen listing GC replacenents for David, Mac, and Abdullah. "A. Figueroa for ' you," Chang wote.
"Know hi n? Apparently they're not replacing Nurse Pal enpon. Still no idea who LHis."

"No need to prolong this neeting with Hut." That was clearly Carpathia. "Get on with it."

"Ri ght away, Excellency," Mon said. "Leon, uh, Reverend Fortunate would |ike to update you on the
i mage and the animal."

"I just saw him Were is he?"

"The head, sir. Feeling sone disconfort."

"What is the probl en"

"I don't know. "

"He was sitting right here a nonent ago, Walter."

"Squirm ng. "

"About what ?"

"I"'msorry, sir. I-"

"Well, find out, would you? And get Akbar and Hut in here now "

Davi d heard Moon on a wal kie-talkie, directing soneone to "let Akbar and Hut board. And have the
purser check on Reverend Fortunate."

"Cone back?"

"Fortunato. First-class can."

Carpathia roared with |aughter in the background. "An apt description, M. Moon!"
"I didn't nmean that, sir. | was just-"

"Can we get on with this, Walter? Should Fortunato not find his way back here, what is he going to
tell ne about the inage and the animal ?"

"He didn't tell me, Lordship, but he seened very excited."
"Until he went to the bathroomin disconfort."
"Exactly."

After a few seconds of silence, Carpathia barked, "Walter, tell Suhail if he does not have his new
man aboard in thirty seconds-"

"Supreme Potentate Carpathia, sir, Security and Intelligence Director Suhail Akbar of Pakistan and
d obal Community Morale Mnitor Chief Loren Hut of Canada.™

Akbar said, "Forgive the delay, Potentate, but-"

"Sit, both of you. Director Akbar, where did you find this tall specinmen and why is he not still a
rodeo cowboy in Cal gary?"

Davi d noticed that Carpathia had pronounced the city with enphasis on the second syllable, just
Iike the |ocals.

"l enjoy ropin' dissidents nore," the young man sai d.

Carpat hi a | aughed. "I was not speaking to you, Chief Hut, but-"



"Sorry. "
"-you saved yourself with that answer. Got everything you need?"

"Yes, sir.

"Yes, Potentate," Carpathia corrected. "Sir will not cut it when addressing your risen-
"Absol utely, Excellency, Lordship, Potentate. | was told. | just nmisspoke there."

"You woul d nock nme?"

"No, sir! Potentate!"

"l asked you a question."

"1 woul d not nobck-"

"Whet her you have what you need, inbecile! Honestly, Director Akbar, this is the best we could
do?"

"He is quite acconplished and decorated, Excellency, and nerely too intimdated in your presence
to exhibit the loyalty he's known for."

"l ndeed?"

"Yes, sir, Potentate. |'mloyal to you and al ways have been."

"And you worship nme?"

"Whenever | can."

Car pat hia chuckled. "Is every Mrale Mnitor armed, Hut?"

"Here in Israel, yes, they are. And everywhere else, they will be by the end of next week."
"Way the del ay?"

"The sheer nunbers. But we have the weapons. It's just a matter of getting '"emto everyone."
"Your top priority is here, Hut. You understand that."

"Absol utely."

"And then it is to armevery one of your troops."”

"Yes."

"What is the male-female ratio anong the nonitors?”

"About sixty-forty males, Excellency."

" About ?"

"I't's al nost exactly fifty-eight to forty-two."

"Excellent. Leon! You're back!"

"Forgive nme, Lordship."

"Sit, please. Meet-"

"I'd rather stand, if you don't mind, Excellency. And | have nmet M. Hut. |npressive young man."

"Yes, well, | amglad you find himso. | wll decide for nyself by the end of next week when |



| earn whet her he has acconplished his task. And | will be interested to know how he handl es
incorrigibles here.”

“In Israel, sir, Potentate?" Hut said.
"That is what 'here' would nean, yes."
"l just can't inagine anybody givin' you a problemhere, but if they do-"

David heard Carpathia suck in a breath. "Yes!" he hissed. "Tell me, Hut, what you have in store
for people who woul d be so inpudent as to oppose ne here in the Holy Gty."

"They woul d be inmedi ately apprehended and i ncarcerated!"
"Wong!" Carpathia shouted. "Wong answer! Akbar, | swear, if you do not-"

David coul d hear Akbar whispering urgently. Then an earnest Loren Hut: "I would have themkill ed,
Potentate. On the spot. Or | would kill them myself!"

"And how woul d you do this?"

"Probably shoot them™

"\Wher e?"

“In the street. In public. In front of everybody."
"1 nmean, where on their body?"

"Their body?"

"Where woul d you shoot then?" Carpathia was speaking quickly now, his delivery liquid, as if
savoring the nmere thought.

"In the heart or in the head, Potentate, for a sure kill."

"Yes! No! You have how many rounds in your personal side arn®"
"Me? I'mcarryin' a semiautomatic handgun with a nine-round clip."
"Use it all!"

A ?"

"Start with the hands. First one, and when they grab it, the other. As they scream and dance and
turn and try to flee, shoot first one foot, then the other."

"I see."

"Do you? As they lie howing and others abandon themin fear, you still have five rounds, do you
not ?" "

"Yes." Hut sounded terrified.

"Bot h knees, each shoulder. Particularly painful. Make them change their nmnd, Hut. Mke them say
they love ne and that they are sorry they opposed ne. And you know what to do with the fina
round. "

"Heart ?"

"A cliche! No creativity!" David heard the | eather seat squeak and imagi ned Carpathia shifting to
act this out. "You put the hot nmuzzle of the weapon to their forehead, right where their mark
shoul d be. And you ask if they are prepared to pledge their loyalty. And even if they screamto
the heavens that they have seen the light, you give themtheir own nark. It will be the only round
they do not hear or feel. And then what?"



"And t hen?"

"What do you do, Hut? Wth a dead victimat your feet, nine rounds in or through the body, surely
you do not |eave the carcass in the street."

"No, |'d have him haul ed off."

"To the guillotine!"

"Sir? Potentate?"

"The price of disloyalty is the head, Hut!"
"But they are-"

"Al ready dead, of course. But the world is clear on the choice and the consequence, friend. Dead
or not, a disloyal citizen sacrifices his head."

"All right."

"Did you know, Hut, that when a live victimis beheaded, the heart can continue to beat for nore
t han hal f an hour?"

Apparently Hut was stunned to silence.

"It is true. That is a nedical fact. Well, we would not be able to test it with a victimyou
riddled with bullets, would we?"

"No. "
"But one day we will get the chance. | look forward to it. Do you?"
"No. "

"You do not? | hope you are not too tinmd for your job, son

"I"'mnot. I'll shoot your bad guys and chop their heads off, but | don't need to check the other
victins to see if their-"

"Do you not? | do! This is life and death, Hut! Nothing is purer! | have cone to give life! But to
the one who chooses to place his loyalty el sewhere? Wl |, he has chosen death. What could be so
stark, so clear, so black-and-white?"

"I understand, Potentate."”

"Do you?"

"I think so."

"You will."

"Yes."

"Now go. Big week ahead. Be prepared.”

David, chilled and disgusted, scribbled hinmself a note. It would be just like Carpathia to mlKk
this for days.

He heard Carpathia tell Mon to see Akbar and Hut out and to | eave himalone with Fortunate.
"Excuse us for a monment, would you?" he said to others apparently attending to themin the cabin.
After a beat, "Leon, do you not agree that fear is a form of worship?"

"I'n your case, certainly, Excellency. The fear of our god is the beginning of wi sdom?"



"I like that. Biblical, is it not?"

"Yes, Lordship."

"Sit, Leon, please!"

“I'd like to, but-well, all right."

Leon let out a tiny cry as he settl ed.

"What is it, ny friend? Food di sagreeing with you?"

"No, excuse ne, but-"

Carpat hia snickered. "Atrue friend feels free to scratch hinself in front of his risen

potentate."

"I amso sorry, Excellency."

"Think nothing of it. You are in such disconfort because your hip itches?"
"I'mafraid it's nmore than that, sir. But |1'd rather not-"

"Bring ne up-to-date on your assignnents, then."

"The animal is in place."

"You may feel free to call it what it is, Leon." "The pig."

"Ch, | hear it is nuch nore than a pig. A hog! A sow A huge, ugly, snorting, snelly beast.’

sir."

"I cannot wait to see it." "Anytime you wish."

"Well, | am due aboard her not |long fromnow, am | not?"
"Yes, sir. But you would have slipped off." "Wuld have?"
"I had a saddl e made for you, Excellency."

"Leon! You do not say! A saddle for a pig?"

"And the biggest pig |I've ever seen."”

"l shoul d hope so! How did you do it?"

"Peopl e are happy to serve you, Potentate."

"I't nust be wide."

"I worry you will feel as if you are doing the splits.™

"You ook as if you would like to, Leon. Stand if you rmust. There you go! And yes!
must!"

"I"'mso sorry, Excellency."

"Why, you are wiggling Iike a schoolboy at his first dance!"

"Forgive ne, 1'd better head back to the-"

"Go then, by all means. What is it? A bite? An itch can be terribly annoying."

"I wish that's all it was, Excellency. It's quite painful too. Wien | scratch it,
I am mi serable."”

"Yes,

Scratch if you

it hurts worse.



"You must have been bitten."

"Per haps. Excuse ne."

"ol

"I wanted to tell you about the inmage."

"And | want to hear it, but | cannot stand to see you in such agony."
"I will return before you nust |eave and tell you about it."

Davi d sat shaking his head. How he wi shed he could see what was going on. But the theater of the
m nd was that much better anyway. Carpathia called sonmeone to fetch Walter Mon, and then he had
Moon "bring nme that costune.”

Moon told himthe caravan to Pilate's court would be leaving inside ten ninutes. "Did Reverend
Fortunate run down the sites for you?"

"No. He seens to be in considerable disconfort."

"Still? well, we go fromPilate's court to the street. A ways down we have Viv lvins in place to
meet with you as a stand-in for your nother." David heard the rustle of paper-a map, he assuned.
"Here's where we have a young wonan conme out and w pe your face; then two stops |ater you exhort
t he wonen of Jerusalem And then, after Col gotha, you see Viv again, playing your nother. Then
it's on to the Garden Tonb."

Sormeone seenmed to be naking a sound through his teeth, and David coul dn't inmagi ne Mbon doi ng that
in front of Carpathia. Finally Nicolae said, "All right, cut out half of these. This part, and
that one with Viv, and this, and the one with the young wonan and the speech to the wonen, this
one, and the last one with Viv."

“May | ask-"

"The point is reenacting, Walter. Half of these never happened.”
"W don't know that. They're tradi-"

"They never happened. Believe nme. | know. "

"You' Il want to change cl ot hes now?"

"As soon as Leon is finished in the-ah, Leon! Feeling better?"
"Sadly, no."

"So what is it?"

"I'd rather not talk about this with you, sir."

“"Nonsense! So is it a bite?"

"I don't think so, sir. But it's large and painful and infected."
"And it is right there?"

"Yes." Leon sounded m serable.

"Poor man! A sore on your left-"

"Yes. On ny, uh-on ny behind."

Carpathia seened to be stifling a giggle. "You nust tell ne about the inmge."

"On the way, sir. | was hoping you'd notice."



"Noti ce?"
"My mark."
"Let me see! On your hand! Striking! Two-one-six! Excellent. Thank you, ny friend. Does it hurt?"

"l wouldn't know. Because of the, uh-"

"Yes, well. . ."
"Anyway, |'ll show you the chosen inmage. It's life-size and gold and beautiful. And when | had
taken the mark of loyalty, |I fell before it and worshiped."

"Bl ess you, Leon. And may you heal quickly."

THREE

HATTI E KNELT in her hotel roomin Tel Aviv, thanking God for all she had | earned from Tsi on Ben-
Judah in such a short tine. She thanked himfor Leah and for Chai mand especially for Buck, whom
she had met even before he becanme a believer. She thanked God for Rayford, who first told her
about Christ. She thanked himfor Al bie who, for sone reason, cared so nmuch for her

As she prayed, she becane aware of soneone standing in her room Here she was, one who al ways
checked everywhere before | ocking herself in. No one else could have been there. Yet the sound of
his words nade her |ower her face to the floor as if in a deep sleep. Suddenly a hand touched her
whi ch nade her trenmble. And a voice said, "O daughter, you are greatly bel oved of God. Understand
the words | speak to you, and stand upright, for | have been sent to you."

Hattie had read Dr. Ben-Judah's story of being spoken to in a dream and she stood, shaking. The
voi ce said, "Do not fear, for fromthe first day you hunbl ed yourself before your God, your words
were heard. | have come because of your words."

"May | know who speaks to ne?" Hattie managed.
"I am M chael ."
Hattie was too terrified to say anything el oquent. She said, "Wat are you supposed to tell me?"

He said, "I have cone to nake you understand what will happen in these latter days." Hattie felt
so privileged she couldn't say anything. And M chael added, "O daughter greatly bel oved, fear not!
Peace be to you; be strong, yes, be strong! Accept not the blaspheny of the evil one and his false
prophet. If you are w se, you shall shine like the brightness of the firmanment. Those who turn
many to righteousness shall shine like the stars forever and ever. Many shall be purified, and
made white and refined, but the wi cked shall do w ckedly; and none of the wi cked shall understand,
but the wi se shall understand."

Hatti e sat panting. She took the nessage to nean she was to speak out against the lies of
Antichrist. She prayed that God woul d gi ve her the courage, because she could only inagi ne what
woul d happen. She coul dn't sleep and asked God if she was del uded. "Wy ne?" she said. "There are
so many older in the faith and better equipped to do such a thing."

Hattie went to her conputer and e-nmiled Dr. Tsion Ben-Judah, relaying the entire incident. She
set the nessage to be delivered to himafter she woul d have a chance to confront Carpathia the
next day, along the Via Dol orosa, she assuned. She concl uded,

Per haps | should have consulted you rather than scheduling this to be sent to you after the fact,
but | feel directed to exercise faith and believe God. | |ook at what |'ve witten and | don't
even sound like nyself. | know | don't deserve this any nore than | deserved God's |ove and

forgi veness.

Maybe this is all silly and will not happen. If | chicken out, it will not have been of God and I
will intercept this before it gets to you. But if you receive it, | assune | will not see you



until you are in heaven. | love you and all the others, in Christ.
Your sister,

Hatti e Dur ham

Rayford gathered the troops at the airstrip. He introduced the Fatal Four and expl ained their
roles. "Deputy Commander El baz," he said, referring to Albie, "will ferry M. Hassid to Petra,
where he will begin setting up the conmunications center. Jew sh by blood, M. Hassid plans to
stay with the displaced believers.”

A hand went up, an African's. "Is Hassid the one we have to thank for being able to stand here
t oday?"

"Among nany," Rayford said. "But it's safe to say that without the GC thinking this is their own
operation, we'd be getting strafed right now "

Soneone el se asked, "How realistic is it that this can | ast?"

"We're in no-man's-1and," Rayford said. "Once the fleeing Israelis are followed here, it will be

obvi ous what we are doing. As you know, the healthy will walk. But it is quite a journey, and the
GC shoul d quickly overtake them W believe God will protect them The elderly, the toddlers, and
the infirmwill need rides. You will recognize themby the nark of the believer and probably al so
by the fear on their faces. Anyone arriving here in any manner should be transported i medi ately

to Petra by helicopter. Sonme of these birds have huge capacities, so fill "emup. Petra is about

fifty mles southeast of here. You all have the flight plans.”

"I't sounds like a death flight," soneone called out.

"By any human standard, it is,"” Rayford said. "But we are the wings of the eagle."
"The co-op didn't call for food or clothing," soneone said. "How wi |l these people survive?"

"Anyone want to address that?" Rayford said, and several talked over each other, explaining that
God woul d provi de manna and water and that clothes would not wear out.

Finally Rayford raised a hand. "One thing we don't know is timng. Carpathia is on schedule to
begin down the Via Dol orosa at 1100 hours. That will end at the Garden Tonmb. Whether he will speak
fromthere or head for the temple, we don't know. W've heard that the w nning i mage of the

pot ent ate has been chosen and noved to the Tenpl e Mount, where people are already gathering to
worship it and take the mark of loyalty."

"Of the beast, you nean!"

"Of course. And many want to do that with Carpathia present. Wen he | earns the crowds are waiting
for him he'll want to be there."

"Are your people in place, Captain Steele?"

"As far as we know. The only one we have not heard fromis not crucial to the operation, unless
she has been conproni sed."

"When wi Il Carpathia be opposed?"

"Qur man may debate himbefore he enters the tenple. Who knows? The crowd may oppose himat their
peril, of course. You must renenber, it is not just Jewi sh and Gentile believers and unbelievers

in Jerusalem There are also Orthodox Jews who do not enbrace Jesus as their Messiah but who have
never accepted Carpathia as deity either. They could very well oppose himand refuse to take the

mar k. Then, of course, there are many undecided."

"They' || decide soon, won't they?"



"Likely," Rayford said. "And nmany will decide the wong way. Wthout Christ, they will succunb to
fear, especially when they see the consequences of opposing Carpathia. Ckay, it's tinme for
transportation troops to head toward Israel. Wen the tinme cones, help anyone who needs it."

"And if we are stopped?”

"You're on your own," Rayford said.

"I"'mgoing to tell theml'mon ny way to get the mark of loyalty."
"That's lying," soneone el se shout ed.

"I have no problemlying to Carpathia's people!"

"l do!"

Rayford held up a hand again. "Do what God tells you to do," he said. "W're depending on himto
protect his chosen people and those who are here to help them"”

Buck found a perch overlooking Pilate's court behind several thousand cheering supplicants. The
el derly Rosenzwei g appeared to gasp for breath w thout nmaking a sound. Sweat appeared on his
forehead, and Buck thought it a credit to Zeke that it did not affect the old man's phony col or
This was nore than makeup

Still, Chaimhad not spoken since they left the hotel, even when Buck nerely asked how he was
doing. He only shrugged or nodded. "You'd tell nme, wouldn't you, if there was a probl enP"

Chai m nodded m serably, | ooking away.
"Cod will be with you."

He nodded slightly again. But Buck noticed he was trenbling. Was it possible they had chosen the
wrong Moses? Coul d Tsion have miscal cul ated? Tsion hinself would have been so nuch better, having
spoken in public for so many years as a rabbi and a scholar. Chaimwas brilliant and fluent in his
own field, but to expect this ancient, tiny, quaking man with the weak-and perhaps now nonexi stent -
voice to call down the Antichrist, torally the very remmant of Israel, to stand agai nst the
forces of Satan? Buck wondered if he hinself would have been a better choice. Despite Chainis

al nrost comical getup, he appeared not even to be noticed by the crowd. How could he command an

audi ence?

Buck had worried what he would say or do if GC Peacekeeping forces or Mrale Mnitors checked for
his mark of loyalty. But |oudspeaker trucks threaded their way through the streets, announcing
that all citizens "are expected to display the mark of loyalty to the risen potentate. Wy not
take care of this painless and thrilling obligation while H s Excellency is here?"

Many in the crowd already had the mark, of course, but others tal ked anong t hensel ves about where
the nearest loyalty administration center was. "lI'mtaking nine at the Tenple Munt today," a
wonan sai d, and several agreed.

Buck was amazed at the nunber of nen and wormen who carried toddl ers waving real and fake palm
branches. Soneone passed out sheets with the lyrics to "Hail Car-pathia," and when people
spont aneously broke into song, others assuned Carpathia had appeared and began a rousi ng ovati on.

Finally Buck spotted a notorcade, led and followed by GC tanks topped with revol ving blue and red
and orange lights. Between the tanks were three oversized bl ack vehicles. Wen the convoy stopped,
a deafening cheer rose. The first vehicle disgorged |ocal and regional dignitaries, then Myst H gh
Reverend Father Leon Fortunato in full clerical regalia. Buck stared as the man strai ghtened his
robe, front and back, and slowy continued smoothing it in back. Finally he kept his left hand
just below his hip as he wal ked, clearly trying to hide it but unable to keep from massagi ng an
apparently tender spot.

The second vehicl e produced GC brass, including Akbar and Moon, and then, to a renewed burst of



appl ause and waving, Viv lvins. Fromnore than a hundred yards away, she stood out anong the dark-
suited nen. Her white hair and pal e face appeared supported by a columm of sky blue, a natty suit
tailored to her short, matronly frane. She carried her head high and noved directly to a snal

| ectern and microphone, where she held both hands al oft for silence.

Al eyes had been on the third vehicle, its doors still closed, though the driver stood guard at
the rear left and Akbar at the rear right, hand on the handle. Buck noticed that while the
attention refocused on Viv lvins, Leon went to work on his backside, riffling his fingers over the
area. He couldn't stop, even when Ms. lvins introduced himas "our spiritual |eader of

i nternational Carpathianism the Reverend Fortunato!"

He nuted the applause with his free hand, then asked everyone to join himin singing. He began
directing with both hands, but Buck wondered if anyone in the crowd mssed it when he kept
directing with the right hand and scratching with the left.

Hai | Carpathia, our lord and risen king; Hail Carpathia, rules o' er everything. We'll worship him
until we die; He's our beloved N colae. Hail Carpathia, our lord and risen king.

Buck felt conspicuous not singing, but Chaimseened not to care what anyone thought. He nerely
bowed his head and stared at the ground. Wen Leon urged the people to "sing it once nore as we
wel comre the object of our worship," people clapped and waved as they sang. Buck, ever the
wordsmith, changed the lyrics on the spot and sang:

Fail, Carpathia, you fake and stupid thing;
Fail, Carpathia, fool of everything.

I"lI'l hassle you until you die;

You' re headed for a | ake of fire.

Fail, Carpathia, you fake and stupid thing.

Fi nal Iy Suhail Akbar opened the car door with a flourish and a deep bow, and Carpathi a bounded out
al one. The crowds gasped, then roared and appl auded at the yout hful man wearing gol d sandal s and
an iridescent white robe, cinched at the waist with a silver belt that seemed to glow with its own
Iight source. As bodyguards in sungl asses and bl ack suits, hands clasped before them fornmed a
half circle behind him N colae stood with eyes closed, face beatifically pointed toward the
clouds and pal ns outstretched as if eager to enbrace everyone at once.

Buck stole a glance at Chaim who merely squinted at Antichrist in the distance, his face a mx of
sadness and di sgust.

As the vehicles discreetly pulled away, a canmoufl age canvas-covered military truck slowy rolled
to within twenty feet of Carpathia. Buck saw Fortunate kneel and reach under his robe to
vi gorously scratch his ankle.

Two uni forned GC Peacekeepers lowered a ranp fromthe truck; then one junped onto the trailer and
the other reached for a dangling rope. One pulling, the other pushing, they brought into view a
nmonstrous pink sow that, despite its enornous bulk, daintily stepped down the ranp and turned
slowy to face Carpathia. The aninmal, which had clearly been drugged, reacted lethargically to the
may hem

A bl ack leather strap with a flat |eather pad and rounded, covered stirrups was fastened around
its mddle. Carpathia approached and cupped the pig's fleshy face in his hands, |ooking over his
shoul der to the crowd, which was now | aughi ng and whocping in frenzy. One of the Peacekeepers
handed hi m what appeared to be a noose, which Carpathia draped around the sow s neck.

Then, with one hand on the rope and the hem of his own garnent-which he hiked up to his knee-and
the other steadied by a Peacekeeper, Nicolae placed his left foot in a stirrup and swng his right
over the pig's back. He |l et go of the Peacekeeper's hand and snoot hed his robe back down over his
| egs, held :he rope with both hands, and | ooked again to the crowd for a response. The pig had
moved not an inch uncer N colae's weight, and as he yanked on the rope, tightening the knot around



its neck, the spindly legs felt for purchase on the paverment and slowy turned to nove the other
direction. N colae waved as the crowd exulted.

"I don't get it!"™ a man in front of Buck said, his accent German. "What's he doi ng?"

"Putting all previous religions in their places, Fried-rich!" his wife said, her eyes glued to the
scene. "Even Christianity. Especially Christianity."

"But what's with the pig?"

"Christianity has Jew sh roots," she said, still not |looking at him "Wat's nore offensive to a
Jew than an animal he's not allowed to eat?"

The man shrugged, and finally she turned to look at him "It's hardly subtle."
"That's what |'mthinking! You'd think he'd have nore class."

"Hey," she said, "you cone back fromthe dead, and you can define class any way you want."

The spectacl e was broadcast internationally on radio and television and via the Internet. David
followed it on his conputer as Al bie helicoptered himtoward Petra. Carpathia's brazenness

shoul dn't have surprised him but with relatives in Israel and chil dhood menories of the place,

t he whol e pageant gave hima headache. David's scalp itched, but he dared not scratch it. He
pressed his pal mover the healing area, which rem nded himof Hannah's treating him That, of
course, reninded himof what he was doi ng when he had col | apsed-searching for his mssing fiancee
in the aftermath of Carpathia's resurrection-and he felt the faniliar ache for Annie. He would see
her again in less than three and a half years, but that made the second half of the Tribulation
seem even longer. |If he stayed in Petra, it would be that |ong before he saw Hannah again too.

David envied Buck Wllians and his marriage. He couldn't wait to neet Chloe, the brain behind the
I nternational Comodity Co-op. Besides creating an underground where believers would be able to
buy and sell from each other when they were restricted fromworld nmarkets, she had al nbst single-
handedl y brought together the personnel for Operation Eagle w thout having net them In a cooler
behi nd Al bi e was food enough to last David until the fleeing Israelis joined him Mybe God woul d
feed David with manna before the others arrived. He hoped bringing food was not evi dence of

faithl essness.

Chloe WIlians had arranged for the shipnment of the |atest high-tech conputer equipnment from
various parts of the world, and that too was in the cargo hold. David could only guess how long it
woul d take himand Al bie to unload. He studied an aerial sketch of the area and wondered where he
woul d set up and where he would live. "This place sure doesn't look like it could house all the
believers in Israel."”

"It won't," Albie said. "W're estimating a mllion people will need refuge. Petra will hold about
a quarter of that."

"What do you plan to do with the rest?"

"Expand the borders, that's all. The co-op has tents for the others."

"WIl they be safe? Qutside Petra, | nean?"

Al bi e shook his head. "There's only so nuch we know, brother. This is a faith nission."

At alittle after three in the norning in Chicago, Tsion lay with his hands behind his head on the
cot in his study. He fought sleep as he watched the broadcast on his conputer nonitor. Hearing
voi ces in the commopns area, he padded out to find Chloe, Kenny on her |ap, watching tel evision

"Do you believe this?" he said.



"Dis!'" Kenny said, and Chl oe shushed him
She pressed her lips together. "I wish | were there."

"You shoul d be pleased with what God has all owed you to acconplish, Chloe. Every report says
things are going |ike clockwork."

"l know. And |'ve | earned what strangers can do when they have a bond."
Tsion sat on the floor. "The vehicl e advance should be underway by now. "

"It is," she said. "And it's one of the riskiest parts. W didn't have tine to put GC insignias on
the vehicles."

"God knows," Tsion said.
"Cott!" Kenny said.
"That's God in Gernan, you know," Tsion said.

"I doubt he's bilingual,"” Chloe said. "But apparently Buck is. Never studied another |anguage and
now he's speaki ng Hebrew wi t hout even knowing it."

It was clear to Buck that Carpathia had decided not to address the crowds until either the Garden
Tonb or the Tenple Mount. Al along the Via Dol orosa he confused many by skipping traditiona
sites, and the people sang and chanted and cheered. Chai m seened to nove nore and nmore slowy, and
Buck worried about his health.

The drugged pig was even weaker, however, and the nilling throngs found it hilarious somehow when
her front |egs buckled and she dropped to her knees, nearly pitching Carpathia on his head. They
| aughed and | aughed as aides rushed to help Carpathia off the animal. He forned a gun with his
thunmb and forefinger and pretended to pop the sow where she rested. Then he dragged a finger
across his own neck, as if renenbering the actual plan for the porker.

Ni col ae strode on while the nmilitary truck pulled into view and half a dozen Peacekeepers worked
on getting the pig back on four feet and into the trailer. The potentate jogged fromthe centra
bus station area up to the traditional site of Calvary, and it was all Buck could do to watch. He
was grateful there was no nock crucifixion, but still it turned his stomach to see Carpathia stand
at the edge of the Mount and again spread his arns as if enbracing the world.

Suddenly Fortunato stepped beside his boss and tried to mmc his pose. He could hold it only so
| ong before having to scratch his backside or his ankle. Sorme in the crowm seened to devel op
synpathetic itches. "Behold the | anb who takes away the sins of the world!" Fortunato bel | owed.

Buck gritted his teeth and | ooked away, noticing that Chainmls breath now cane in short gasps.

The sky bl ackened, and people pulled their collars up and | ooked around for shelter. "You need not
move if you are loyal to your risen ruler!"” Fortunato said. "I have been inbued with power from on
high to call down fire on the enem es of the king of this world. Let the loyalists declare

t hensel ves!"

Buck froze. Wile thousands junped and screaned and waved, he stood stock-still, fearing that just
about anyone would be able to tell he opposed Carpathia. Chaimcrossed his arns and stared
directly up at Fortunato, as if daring the man to stri ke hi m dead.

"Today you shall have opportunity to worship the inage of your god!" Fortunato shouted, but he
could be seen only when lightning flashed. Buck saw rapturous | ooks on the faces of the crowd.
"But now you have opportunity to praise himin person! Al glory to the |Iover of your souls!"

Thousands knelt and raised their arnms to N colae, who renmained with his hands outstretched,
drinking in the worship



"How many of you will receive the mark of loyalty even this day at the Tenple Munt?" Fortunato
i npl ored, now scratching in three places, including his stomach

Buck stared at the strobelike inage of Carpathia's pitiful sycophant, wondering if he woul d be
reveal ed and struck dead by the man whose power came fromthe pit of hell

Thousands rose fromtheir knees to wave, to assure the | eader of Carpathianismthat they would be
there, taking the mark in the shadow of the inage. That at |east made Buck and Chaim/ ess
conspi cuous.

"My lord, the very god of this world, has granted ne the power to know your hearts!" Fortunato
sai d. The people junped and waved all the nore.

"Not true," Chai mwhi spered. Buck | eaned close. "Carpathia-Antichrist-Satan is not omniscient. He
cannot tell his False Prophet what he hinself cannot know. "

Buck narrowed his eyes at Chaim So this was it? This was the opposition? This was Mses standing
agai nst Pharaoh? Buck gestured as if Chai mshould shout it out, nmake it clear. But Chai m| ooked
awnay.

"l know if your heart is deceitful!"™ Fortunato said between claps of thunder, rubbing his body in
the flashing light. "You shall not be able to stand against the all-seeing eye of your god or his
servant!"

The hymm to Nicol ae spontaneously erupted again, but Buck did not have the heart to sing even his
own lyrics.

Suddenly the crowd fell deathly still, and the thunder dimnished to lowrolls that seened to cone
fromfar away. Fortunato stood surveying the massive throng, still scratching, but his eyes

pi erci ng. Carpathia had sonmehow mai ntai ned his pose for several mnutes. Heads and eyes turned
toward a hi gh, screeching voice fromthe base of Gol gotha. The crowd evaporated fromaround a
worman who stood pointing at Carpathia and Fortunato.

"Liars!" she railed. "Blaspheners! Antichrist! False Prophet! We unto you who woul d take the
pl ace of Jesus Christ of Nazareth, the Lanb of God who takes away the sin of the world! You shall
not prevail against the God of heaven!"

Buck was stricken. It was Hattie! Chaimdropped to his knees, clasped his hands before his face,
and prayed, "God, spare her!"

"l have spoken!" Fortunato shouted.

"Yours is the enpty, vain tongue of the damed!" Hattie called out. She lifted her pointing finger
fromthe two on the hill and raised it above her head. "As he is nmy witness, there is one God and
one nedi at or between God and nen, the man Christ Jesus!"

Fortunato pointed at her, and a ball of fire roared fromthe black sky, illum nating the whole
area. Hattie burst into flames. The nmasses fell away, screaming in terror as she stood burning,

nm ghty tongues of fire licking at her clothes, her hair, envel oping her body. As she seened to
melt in the consum ng bl aze, the clouds rolled back, the lightning and thunder ceased, and the sun
r eappear ed.

A soft breeze nade Hattie topple like a statue. People gaped as she was quickly reduced to ash,
her silhouette branded onto the ground. As the fire died and the snoke wafted, Hattie's renains
skittered about with the wi nd.

Fortunato drew the attention back to hinself. "Marvel not that | say unto you, all power has been
given to ne in heaven and on the earth!" Carpathia carefully rmade his way down the Pl ace of the
Skull, and the silent crowds noved to follow As people passed the snol dering ashes, sone spit,
and others kicked at the powdery stuff.

Buck was overwhel ned with nmenories of neeting Hattie, of introducing her to Carpathia. He turned
and grabbed the prayi ng Rosenzwei g by the shoul der and yanked himto his feet. "That should have



been you," he hissed. "Or nme! W should not have left her with the responsibility!"

He et go of the man's robe and marched of f toward the Garden Tonb, not caring whet her Chai m kept
up with him If Rosenzweig would not accept the mantle, despite having been a believer even |onger
than Hattie, maybe Buck was being called to stand in the gap. He didn't know what Carpathia or
Fortunate had in store for the tonmb, but this tine, if need be, he would be the one to oppose
Antichrist.

Rayford hadn't felt as motivated or useful since he had first becone a believer. Supervising the
advance of his Operation Eagle troops, he had kept just an intermttent eye on what Carpathia was
up to. It would be clear when Chai mreveal ed hinmself and sent the remmant toward refuge. That
woul d be his cue to start watching for the return to Mzpe Ranon and the airlift to safety.

But now his phone was alive with nessages. He took Chloe's call first. "Wat was that?" she asked.
"Clearly Fortunato zapped sonmeone, but they didn't show who!

Was it Chai n®?"
"l don't know," Rayford said. "Let ne call you back."

David reported the same thing just before Rayford heard from Mac and then Abdullah. "I'Il call
Buck," he told them

But Buck wasn't answering.

Davi d spent the next hour setting up near what he knew to be a "high place," a site used centuries
bef ore by pagans who believed they were sacrificing to their gods by being as close to heaven as
possi bl e. He was | onely already, Al bie having headed back as soon as he was unl oaded. David didn't
know how long it would be before he was joined by as nany as a nillion others. So far he had seen
only fromthe air the stunning red-rock masterpiece of a city carved fromstone. He coul dn't

i magi ne what it would | ook Iike fromclose-up when he had the tinme to explore.

No one seened to know what happened with Fortunato and the crowd at Calvary, and David's

occasi onal glances at the screen nerely showed the crowds neking their way to the Garden Tonb.
Then he heard a tone and stood still in the lofty quiet of the high place. Someone was trying to
reach himon his conputer. David scranbled froma cave he had decided might be his first living
quarters. He reached his computer and sat cross-legged before it. The play-by-play from Jerusal em
droned on, commentators filling time before the next event, no one specific about what had gone on
at the last site. He checked the encoded Qperation Eagle site but found nothing new

The tone sounded again, and he sw tched screens to receive a sumons from Chang Wng in his
apartment at the pal ace in New Babyl on

"I found the nother |ode!" Chang had witten. "Upl oading so you can celebrate with ne."

Suprene Commander \Walter Moon was clearly not confortable in front of a crowd, particularly the
size of the one pressing around the Garden Tonb. A nicrophone and sound system had been hastily
rigged up for him and he read nervously fromnotes. Buck had been anobng the first to arrive, and
he had | ost Chaim

The attitude of the crowd had changed. The festive, eager anticipation had given way to dread, yet
no one seenmed to feel free to | eave. They had seen the power delegated to Leon Fortunate, and
surely no one wanted to give the inpression they weren't followi ng through on their comitnment to
taking the mark of |oyalty.

"Thank you for being with us today," Mwon began. "As you may know, |I'm G obal Comrunity Suprene
Conmander Walter Moon, and I'mfilling in tenmporarily for the Most Hi gh Reverend Father Fortunato
as he goes on ahead to prepare for Potentate N colae Carpathia' s address at the Tenple Munt an



hour from now. "
"I's he all right?" someone called out.

"Ch, he's better than all right," Mon said, "judging by his performance at Gol gotha." He
apparently thought that would elicit a laugh, and when it didn't, he searched his notes again to
find his place.

Buck cal |l ed Chang. "W on secure phones, M. Wng?" he asked. "Be sure."

"Yes, sir, M. WIllians, and | just communicated with M. Hassid by conputer that-"
"Sorry, kid, no time. Check with Medical and see what's happening with Fortunato."
"I''msorry?"

"What didn't you hear?"

"I heard you all right, sir, but | was under the inpression you were with the pageant there in
Jerusalem That's where Carpathia and Fortunato are, along with-"

"Fortunato's di sappeared and they're saying he's gone on ahead for preparations.”

"I"'mon it." Buck heard himtapping at a keyboard. "Good call, M. WIllians," he said. Now
reading, ""Cassified, top secret, director-level eyes only . . . Mst H gh Reverend, blah, blah
bl ah, under care of palace surgeon in chief, nobile unit, Jerusalem blah, blah.' Ah, here it is.
"Prelimnary diagnosis rash, several boil-like epidernmal eruptions, testing for carbuncles.'

That's all that's here for now. "

FOUR

TSI ON WORRI ED about Chl oe. She had a ot on her nmind, sure, and the pressure had to be enornous.
But she seened so distracted. No doubt she dreaded Buck's being in yet another dangerous
situation, but if Tsion had to guess, being so far fromthe action frustrated her. Everyone in the
Trib Force had, at one tine or another, tried to inpress upon Chloe that she was ampong its nost
cruci al menbers and that few people anywhere could do what she was doing. But she was a young
worman of action. She wanted to be there in the thick of it. Tsion wi shed he could di ssuade her

He had enjoyed the respite fromhis unconfortable cot, but while he and Chl oe nonitored the boring
TV feed fromJerusalem waiting for the fiasco to reach the Garden Tonmb, Kenny had fallen asleep
Chl oe | ooked at Tsion apologetically as she attenpted to rise with the toddler in her arnms. She
poked out a free hand and he reached to pull her off the couch. As she nade her way to Kenny's
crib, Tsion thought he heard sonmething fromhis study. Chang agai n?

He padded back and found a timed nmessage conposed two days before and sent automatically on a
schedul e determi ned by the sender. It read:

Dr. Ben-Judah,

Pl ease pass this along to ny brothers and sisters in Christ, old friends and new. | don't know
what to nmake of it except that | believe |I have been called of God to risk ny life for the cause
It certainly was nothing | was seeking, and | hope you all know | have no grandi ose vi ew of

mysel f.

| knelt to pray in nmy hotel roomin Tel Aviv .

Tsion stood, his spirit recognizing that this was no frivolous inmagining froma new believer. He
bent over the screen and read, finally groaning and naki ng his way back out to where Chl oe was
wat ching the end of a brief speech by Walter Mon. "I have forwarded a nessage to your conputer
that you need to read right away," he said, knowi ng his quavering voice scared her

"Is it Buck?" she said. He shook his head. "ChainP"



"No," he said. "Please wake the others. W will want to pray. And you will want to call Caneron."

Davi d ignored the signal that he had a nessage from Tsion. That could wait as he checked the

upl oad from Chang. Not only had the young man pi eced together recordings fromdevices in the

pal ace, starting in the Wngs' guest apartnment the norning in question, but he had al so taken the
time to include a translation, where necessary, from Chinese to English. David would check the
tape with Mng later to be sure the translation was accurate. Chang began with the news that he
remenbered "only snatches of this before the so-called anesthetic. You nust have known they use no
such thing."

Davi d knew. But he hadn't known any nore than Chang about what had really gone on. Chang's pieced-
toget her production began with the audi o of another |oud argunment between himand his father. Ms.
wong kept trying to pacify her husband and son, but she fail ed.

"You will be anong the first to take the mark of loyalty!" the subtitles read, as David |istened
to M. Wong fiercely whisper to the boy in Chinese.

"I will not! You are loyal to Carpathia. | amnot!"

"Do not speak such heresy to ne, young man! My famly is loyal to the international governnent as
| have al ways been to ny superiors. And now we know the potentate is the son of god!"

"He is not! | know no such thing! He could be the son of Satan for all | know"

David heard a slap and soneone crashing to the floor. "That was |," Chang wote.
"You saw the man resurrected! You will worship himas |I do!"
"Never!"

A door slammed. Then a phone call. "M ssah Mon! Son talk crazy. Say he not want mark, but he just
scared of needle. You got tranquilizer?"

"I can get a tranquilizer, M. Wng, but it comes in the formof an injection.”
"Injection?"

"Shot. Hypoderm c needl e?"

"Yes! Yes! | can do."

"You can adninister the injection?" Mon said.

" Par don?"

"G ve the shot?"

"Yes! You bring!"

They rang off, and M. Wing apparently returned to where Chang had | ocked hinself in a room "You
be ready to go in ten mnutes!”

"I'"mnot going!"

"You will go or answer to ne!"

"I''"'manswering to you now. |I'mtelling you I'mnot going. | don't want to work here. | want to go
hore. "

"Nol

"I want to talk with Mther."



"Very well! Mther will talk sone sense into you."

A few mnutes later, a quiet knock. "Mother?"

"Yes.
world wi thout showing loyalty to the | eader."

The door opened. "Son, you nust do what your father says. W cannot survive in this new

"But | don't believe in him Mther. Neither does Mng." Along silence. "She doesn't, Mther."

"She told me. | fear for her life. | cannot tell your father."

"I agree with her, Mother."

"You are a Judah-ite too?"

"I am and | will say so if he tries to nake ne take the mark."

"Ch, Chang, don't do this. | will lose both of nmy children!"

"Mt her, you must read what Rabbi Ben-Judah wites too! At least ook into it. Please!"

"Maybe, but you cannot cross your father today. You take the mark. If you are right, your
forgive you."

"It doesn't work that way. | have al ready made ny decision.”

M. Wong returned. "Let's go. M. Moon is waiting."

"Not today," Ms. Wng pleaded. "Let Chang think about it awhile."
"No nmore tinme for thinking. He will enbarrass the famly."

"No! I won't! You can't make ne."

Silence. Ms. Wng: "Please, Husband."

"Very well, then. I will tell M. Mon not today."

"Thank you, Father."

"But soneday soon."

"Thank you for your patience, Husband."

It sounded as if both parents left. Then the door opened.

" Fat her ?"

"You wi Il think about it?"

"I have been thinking about it a lot."

The bed squeaked. "Father, I-ow Don't! \Wat are you doing? Wat's that?"
"Hel p you relax. You get some rest now. "

"I don't need any rest! Wat did you do?"

"See? You are not so afraid of needles! That did not hurt."

"But what was it?"

"I't will help you cal mdown."

"I"mcalm"

God wi ||



"You rest now. "

The door shut.

"How | ong take, M ssah Mbon?"

"Not long. Don't wait too long or he won't be able to wal k by hinmsel f."
"Okay. You help."

They returned.

" Chang?"

Y-y

"You cone with us now?"

"WWho?"

"M ssah Moon and ne."
"Who?"

"You know M ssah Moon
“No, |-

"Come on now. "

“I' will not. . . take . . . the . . . mm..."
"Yes, you will."

"No, I'm..."

The sound continued with the two nen encouragi ng Chang to walk with themand his munbling in
Chi nese and English about not wanting to, refusing.

"Now, watch this,"” Chang wote. "The surveillance canmera fromthe hallway picks up that they're
pretty nmuch carrying ne down the hall, and | ook what |'m doing! Crossing nyself! | don't even know
where | got that! And | ook! Here, |'mpointing toward heaven! | know it's inpossible to prove what
I was doing, since whatever they gave ne nade nme forget even the conversation with ny nother. And

I can't tell what words I'mtrying to formthere, but | had to be trying to say | was a believer!"

The whol e rest of the way, as Chang tied together the angles fromvarious caneras all the way to
the corridor leading to Building D, David watched as Walter Moon and M. Wng prodded Chang al ong.
At sone point a third man met them carrying a canera. The boy wept, pointed, and tried to form
wor ds. Moon reassured the phot ographer and any onl ookers that the boy was "all right. He's okay.
Just a little reaction to nedication.”

Most shocking was that indeed there was a surveillance canera in Building D, and by the time they
got Chang there, he was unconsci ous, eyes shut, drooling, noaning. "Take cap off," his father
said. "Smooth hair."

A worman technician who | ooked Filipino fired up the device. "This boy, he is all right?" she said.
"Fine," Moon said. "What's the region code for the United Asian States?"

"Thirty," the tech said, setting the inplanter. "I worry that | mght get into trouble for-"

"Do you know who | anP"

"OfF course."



"I'mtelling you to do your job."

"Yes, sir.

The wonan swabbed Chang's lolling forehead with a tiny cloth and pressed the nechanismonto his
skin, producing a loud click and whoosh. "Thank you," Mon said. "Now be sure this place is ready
for the lines in about an hour."

The technician left, and M. Wng and M. Mon took turns keeping Chang sitting up. "Thing wears
off alnmpbst as fast as it goes to work," Mon said.

"Fix hair nore," M. Wng said, slapping Chang's cheeks. "W get picture."

The phot ographer shot Chang with a digital canera. The boy came to, and his father held the camera
before his face. "There!" M. Wng said. "Look at new enpl oyee, one of first to take mark!"

Chang wobbl ed and pul | ed back, reaching for the canera and trying to focus on the picture. H's
shoul ders drooped and he glared at his father, his face stony. Wen M. Wng and M. Mon stood
hi m up, he said, "Where's ny hat?"

He jamed it on and stood there until he regained his equilibrium He said sonething to his father

in Chinese. "I said, 'Wat have you done?'" he wote.

"Sonmeday you thank ne," M. Wng said. "Now we go sonewhere, relax till interview™"

"I remenber just snatches of the argunent fromthe apartnent and ny father injecting nme," Chang
wote. "I have a vague recollection of the flash of the camera and being angry at my father. After
that, | only renmenber sitting awhile in a side roomw th Mon and ny father and slowy realizing
that | had been given the mark of loyalty. | wanted to kill them but | was al so enbarrassed. |
worried what you would think. | was still out of it for the first part of our nmeeting, but then I
decided to play tough, try to make you see the benefits. You already know, though I didn't, that
the neeting in your office was recorded too. | can send that if you need renmi nding, but that's the

end of this upload."

Davi d sat back and realized his legs had gone to sleep. He rolled his head to rel ease tension in
his neck. By now, Chang should be busy nonitoring the Garden Tonb. David clicked on the nessage
that had been forwarded from Tsion.

Buck's phone vibrated in his pocket, but he didn't look to see who it was. He was prepared i f Cod
was calling himto take Chainm s place, but that was foolish. Surely, the chosen one would be an
Israeli believer. Maybe Chaimwas calling, lost in the crowd. Buck reached in his pocket and shut
of f the phone. Let himfind his owm way. It was |long past time for the man to accept his role.
Nobody said it would be easy. Nothing was easy anynore. But God's call wasn't hard to recognize.
It was clearly on Chaim If Hattie had the courage to do what she had done, surely know ng she
couldn't survive, how could any of themshirk their duties again?

Car pat hi a stepped from behind a draped curtain near the tonb, smiled, and opened his arnms to the
crowmd. Less animated now, they nmerely appl auded. The cheering, the kneeling, the waving were over.
It seened nbst just wanted to get on to the Tenple Muunt and get in line for their mark. That
woul d insure them against the fiery fate of the crazy wonan at Mount Cal vary.

"I was never entonbed!" Carpathia announced. "I lay in state for three days for the world to see
Soneone was said to have risen fromthis spot, but where is he? Did you ever see hin? If he was
God, why is he not still here? Some woul d have you believe it was he behind the di sappearances
that so crippled our world. What kind of a God would do that? And the sane peopl e woul d have you
believe | amthe antithesis of this great One. Yet you saw me resurrect nyself! | stand here anong
you, god on earth, having taken my rightful place. | accept your allegiance."

He bowed and the people cl apped again.

Moon stepped back to the nmike and read fromhis notes. "He is risen!"



The people nmurnured, "He is risen indeed."

"Cone, cone," Moon said, smling nervously. "You can do better than that. He is risen!"”

"He is risen indeed!" the crowd responded, and someone appl auded. The ovation slowy built unti
Moon held up a hand to silence it. "W are providing you with the opportunity to worship your
potentate and his inmage at the Tenple Mouunt, and there you may express your eternal devotion by
accepting the mark of loyalty. Do not delay. Do not put this off. Be able to tell your descendants
that Hi s Excellency personally was there the day you nade your pledge concrete.”

Speaki ng softly now and naking it sound |like an afterthought but still clearly readi ng, Mon
added, "And please renenber that neither the mark of loyalty nor the worshiping of the image is
optional."

A helicopter nosed into place and descended to take Carpathia and the rest of the dignitaries to
the Tenple Mount. Buck still had not seen Chai msince he had | eft himnear Col gotha. The crowd
di spersed quickly, and many ran in the direction of the loyalty mark application site.

Unabl e to reach Buck, Rayford called Tsion. "Hattie was the victim then, in whatever happened at
Cal vary?" he said

"That is what we have pieced together, Rayford. W are grieving and praying, but we are al so
amazed at how God spoke to her."

Rayford had known Hattie for years, of course, and had once jeopardized his narriage over her. He
asked to speak with Chloe. At first neither he nor his daughter could speak. Finally Rayford said,
"I't seens forever ago that you nmet her."

"Thi nk she acconplished anyt hi ng, Dad?"

"That's not for me to say. She obeyed God, though. That seens clear."
"What was he up to there?"

"I don't know. If someone in the crowd was wavering, who knows?"

"They woul d see what happens when you oppose Carpathia," Chloe said. "I don't see what it was all
about. Everybody here is speechless."”

Rayford tried to dismss an intruding thought but couldn't. "Chloe, are you envi ous?"
"Of Hattie?"

"Yeah. "

"OfF course | am Mre than | can say."

He paused. "Kenny okay?"

"Sl eepi ng." She paused. "Dad, am | a scoundrel ?"

"Nah. | know how you feel. At least | think | do. But nbst people see you as a hero, hon."
"That's not the point. That's not why |I'm envious."

"What t hen?"

"She was there, Dad! Front lines. Doing the job."

" Youl re- "

"I know. Just put ne out there next time, will ya?"



"We'll see. You heard from Buck?"
"Can't raise him" she said.
"Me neither. | imagine he and Chaimare treading carefully."”

"I just wish he'd check in, Dad."

Buck waited at the Garden Tonmb until the crowd was gone. He no | onger cared how suspici ous he

| ooked. He scanned the horizon and worried how he woul d explain hinmself if he lost track of Chaim
Buck forgot what he had been trying to prove or elicit by leaving him He was still frustrated
with Chaim of course, but what should he expect froman old man who had endured so nuch? Chai m
had hardly sought this assignment.

Buck noseyed anong the olive trees, drawing gl ances fromguards. He recalled his first neeting

with Dr. Rosenzweig. He had known of himyears before that. It wasn't common to becone friends

with story subjects, especially Newsnmakers of the Year, but it was fair to say the two had been
cl ose.

The afternoon sun was hot. The garden was still a beautiful spot, untouched by the earthquake. An
armed guard, so still he could have been a nannequin, stood by the entrance to the tonb. "My | ?"
Buck said. But the guard did not even look at him "If I'mjust a mnute?" he tried again. Zero
response.

Buck shook his head and ducked inside as if to say, "If you' re going to stop ne, stop ne."

Still the guard did not nove. Buck found hinself in the surprising cool ness of the sepulchre. The
slanting light fromthe entrance cast a thin beamwhere Christ's burial cloth would have been
| eft. Buck wondered why Carpathia and his people had |eft this place untouched.

He | ooked up qui ckly when Chai mshuffled in. Buck wanted to say sonething, to apol ogi ze, anything.
But the man was weepi ng softly, and Buck didn't want to intrude. Chaimknelt at the slab of rock
where the light shone, buried his face in his hands, and sobbed. Buck | eaned agai nst the far wall
He bowed his head, and a lunp invaded his throat. Could it be that Chai mwould claimhere the
final vestige of courage to follow through on his assignnent? He | ooked so snmall and frail in the
oversi zed robe. He seened so overcone that he could hardly bear up under his grief.

Buck heard a sigh fromoutside, then the creak of |eather, the crunch of footsteps. The entrance
filled, the silhouette of the guard nearly blotting out the Ilight.

"Just give us another mnute, please,” Buck said. But the guard remnai ned.
"I'f you don't mind, we'll leave in just a nonment. Sir? Do you speak English? Excuse ne ...

The guard whi spered, "Wiy do you seek the |iving anong the dead? Fear not, for | know that you
seek Jesus, who was crucified. He is not here, for he is risen, as he said."

Chai m strai ghtened and whirled to | ook at Buck, squinting at himin the | ow light.
"You," Buck said to the guard. "You're-you're a-"

But the guard spoke again. "And the Lord spoke to Moses, saying: 'This is the way you shall bless
the children of Israel. Say to them "The Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord nake his face

shi ne upon you, and be gracious to you; the Lord lift up his countenance upon you, and give you
peace. "'

So they shall put ny nane on the children of Israel, and I will bless them
"Thank you, Lord!" Chaimrasped. Buck stared. "Sir? Are you a-"

"l am Anis."



uAni SI n

The guard stepped back outside. Buck followed, but the guard was gone. Chai m energed, shielding
his eyes fromthe |light. He grabbed Buck's armand pulled himto a souvenir shop, where a young
woren | ooked as if she was about to close up. Buck found it hard to believe such a place renai ned
open in the d obal Community.

Chai m seened to know exactly what he was | ooking for. He picked up a small, cheap replica of the
container in which the Dead Sea Scrolls had been found in the caves of Qunran. He took it to the
young worran and | ooked to Buck, who felt in his pockets for cash. "Two N cks," she said.

He peeled off the bills, and Chai m opened t he package on the way out. He discarded the box and the
tiny printed scroll and put the pal msized clay vessel and its miniature top in the pocket of his
robe. Suddenly his gait was sure and quick, and he | ed Buck back the way the crowd had cone.

Gol got ha was deserted now, but Chaimfound his way to where Hattie had been i nmol ated. He knelt by
what was | eft of her ashes and carefully scooped a handful into the little pot and pressed the top
down.

Chai m put the container of ashes back into his pocket and stood. "Cone, Caneron," he said. "W
nmust get to the Tenple Munt."

FI VE

DAVI D HASSI D sat stunned in the desol ate al oneness of a "high place" in Petra. While the pagan
religions of the ancient past had used such locations to sacrifice to their gods in a hel pl ess,
desperate attenpt to gain favor, all he wanted was to express to God his thanks for grace. Nothing
he could do or say or give or sacrifice could gain what God had offered himfreely.

Al'l he could see were sky, clouds, valleys, and the occasional bird of prey. It was clear this
woul d be the ideal cradle of refuge for the remmant of Israel, for those who recognized that Jesus
was the | ong-awaited, prophesied Messiah. It was he who would put the finishing touches on God's
love affair with his chosen peopl e.

But David's own field of expertise, the gadgets and narvels of technol ogy, would not allow himthe
proper reprieve to exult in the holiness of God' s plan. He had

needed, desperately, to know the truth about Chang. But now the news of Hattie Durham had rocked
him And here was a brief nessage, |aboriously pecked in fromBuck's cell phone, that said David
needed to nonitor activities at the Tenple Munt. Yet another nessage from Tsion announced a fina
teaching on the next event on the prophetic calendar, Antichrist's desecration of the Holy of
Hol i es.

Well, that was not news, and Tsion had taught on it before. But if the rabbi felt the need to
clarify and crystallize it for his billion constituents, who was David to argue? The teaching,
according to the worldw de Net announcenent, woul d be posted that evening. The very people who
m ght nost benefit from Tsion's teaching could be in flight for their lives the next day.

David tapped in the string that brought up the GCNN coverage of the Tenple Munt activities and
patched the other half of his screen to an ancient video nonitor that kept a twenty-four-hour eye
on the Wailing Wall. He was convinced the canmera there had | ong been forgotten, and it was amazi ng
it still functioned, though the fidelity of the picture had been conprom sed by the years.

David wanted to set his transceivers in strategic spots to maxinm ze the wirel ess network he
envi sioned for Petra. But here cane yet another urgent nessage from Chang:

| have been invigorated, encouraged, notivated. Dr. Ben-Judah concurs that the record vindicates
me, though he fears Carpathia and his henchnen are devi ous enough to cone up with the idea of
dopi ng known believers and forcing the mark on them and that would be a catastrophe

I know you're busy, but | thought you'd want to know. | intercepted a private transm ssion between
Moon and the head of both Peacekeepi ng and Mrale Mnitor forces in Jerusalem Apparently Walter
was spooked by the change in the attitude of the crowd with the nartyrdom of the dissident and the



sudden nystery about Fortunato's health. Wthout infornmng Carpathia, he has directed that armed
personnel lead the way in taking the mark of loyalty. If you haven't checked it out yet, connect
with the Tenple Mount and | ook at the chaos.

So that's what had Buck so exercised that he would use his phone to transmit a nessage to David's
conputer. The official GC broadcast feed showed news anchors nearly beside thenselves with gl ee.
"Look at the hundreds and hundreds of military vehicles lined up for mles outside the Ad City.
They woul d clog the narrow passageways | eading to the Tenpl e Mount anyway, but these are nostly
unmanned. Only a skeleton crew of, we would estinmate, perhaps one uniformed Peacekeeper naintains
custody over every four or five vehicles. W've learned that the ones left to keep an eye on the
rolling stock are personnel who have already received the mark of loyalty. The rest are |eading
the way today, becoming patriotic exanples to civilian citizens. Indeed, by the tine the nmassive
crowd followed Potentate Carpathia's pageant through the Via Dol orosa and half of what is known as
the Stations of the Cross fromthe now defunct Christian religion, the loyalty mark application
site was already clogged with Peacekeepers and Morale Mnitors.

"Many citizens are |l ess than happy about the delay, but the response from d obal Comunity brass,
i ncluding H s Excellency hinself, appears to be one of delight. Here's the scene at the Tenple
Mount, where tens of thousands of GC personnel noisily jockey for position to receive the mark
and civilians, patient for the nost part, are lined up all the way outside the city walls,

awai ting their turn.

"Here's our reporter, Anika Janssen, with several civilians deep in the long lines."

The tall, blonde reporter exhibited nastery of at |east the rudinents of several |anguages as she
guessed nationalities and began the interviews in citizens' native | anguages. Mstly she asked in
their tongue if they understood English so translators would not be forced to enpl oy captioning on
t he screen.

"What do you make of this?" she asked a couple hailing fromthe United African States.

"It is exciting," the man said, "but | confess we expected to be anong the first in line, rather
than the last."

H s wi fe stood noddi ng, appearing reluctant to speak. But when Ms. Janssen waved the m crophone in
her face, the wonman proved opi nionated. "Frankly, | believe soneone in authority should insist
that the soldiers make way. Those nen and wonen are assigned here. Many of us are on pilgrimages.

I do not nmean to criticize the risen potentate, and | can hardly bl ane those who happened to have
the privilege of transportation and could get here first, but this does not seemfair."

O her interviews unearthed the same attitudes, though nost seened al nbst benused, or perhaps
afraid, to conplain publicly. "Oh, ook at this special privilege," Anika Janssen said. "Here is
Ms. Viv Ivins of the potentate's inner circle, working the lines, so to speak. She is greeting
peopl e, thanking themfor their patience. Let's see if we can get a word with her."

To David it seened that Ms. Ivins had been directed to a spot where a canera crew woul d notice
her. She was certainly ready with the party line. "I'"'mso inpressed with the loyal citizens and
their patience," she said. "H s Excellency was overwhel med at the eagerness of his own personne
to become exanples and role nodels of loyally."

"Though there is, of course, a visible, promnent guillot-"

"Which we prefer to call a 'loyalty enforcenent facilitator,'” M. lvins said with an icy snile
"Of course it represents the gravity of such a decision. In all candor, Anika, our intelligence
reports indicated that we might face nore opposition here, in the traditional honel and of several
obsolete religions. Yet | daresay that except for the lunatic fringe, such as the |one
representative of the Judah-ites who recklessly challenged the power and authority of our Mst

H gh Reverend Father of Car-pathianism any such stubborn opponents have |l earned to keep silent."

" Speaki ng of Reverend Fortunate, ma'am what can you tell us? W expected to see himhere."

"Ch, he's fine, and thanks for asking. He's fallen a bit under the weather, but he passes al ong
his greetings and best wi shes and expects to be back at full strength tonmorrow for the potentate's



bl essing of the temple."”
"The bl essing of it?"

"Ch, yes. We believe that the beautiful tenple was constructed with the best intentions to honor
god, even though the ancients were unaware that they had nisplaced their devotion. They neant to
serve the one true god but were misled by their own innocent ignorance and erred only in directing
worship to their chosen deity. W now know, of course, that our risen potentate is clearly the god
above all pretenders and that his rightful place is in a house built for the one who sits high
above the heavens. By making this his own house of worship, he lends credibility and authenticity
toit, and it becones the true house of god."

"Besides the Judah-ites and their seemngly large Internet follow ng-"
"Clearly inflated and exaggerated, of course."

"Of course. But besides that faction, mght you expect opposition from hol dout Jews who are
neither Christ-followers nor Carpathianists?"

"An excell ent question, Anika. You do your homework. This should give the lie to those who say
that the @ obal Community News Network is nerely a shill for the potentate.”

"Thank you. So, opposition?"

"Well, that is what we were led to believe and what we have been prepared for. It is stil
possi bl e, of course, but | amconfident that the display of divine power exhibited a few hours
ago, along with the overwhel mi ng enthusiasmon the part of GC personnel and these thousands of
civilian pilgrins, will far overshadow any pockets of resistance."

"But should either the Judah-"

"Have you seen the imge of the potentate yet, Anika? The Reverend Fortunate judged the entries
hinsel f, and the winner is stunningly beautiful."

"I have not seen it yet, but | hope to-oh, I"'mgetting word that our cameras do have a shot of the
imge, so let's go there now "

Buck had found the area around the Tenpl e Munt-now dom nated by the gl eanming new tenple itself,

of course-so congested that he and Chaimwere able to just anmble around and observe, draw ng
little attention despite Chaims getup. Buck | ooked for other dissidents and was surprised to see
that many Ot hodox Jews were allowed at the Wailing Wall. He could not get close enough to see
whet her anyone in that area had the mark of the believer, but he suspected that these devout mnen
of prayer were prepared to oppose the desecration in nore overt ways than nerely wearing their own
religious garnents and assenbling to pray at the Wall

The rest of the Mouunt had been entirely converted into a virtual factory of efficiency. Dozens and
dozens of lines herded the Carpathian faithful, or at least the fearful, to stations where they
were regi stered, processed, prepped, and finally nmarked. Most accepted the nark on their
foreheads, but nmany took it on the backs of their right hands.

Unli ke what Buck had seen in Greece, here it was not assumed that anyone in |ine would decide
against taking the mark. In the niddle of all the processing stations stood one gl eam ng
guillotine with two operators sitting patiently beside it. Ten feet behind the contraption was a
freestanding frame with a drape hung on it, apparently so that the di senbodi ed could be discreetly
hi dden once the awful sound and severing had served their deterring purposes. No sense rubbing it
in, apparently.

As the supplicants finished showi ng each other their narks and posing for pictures, they were
funneled to the east-facing steps of the new tenple, where the w nning inage of Carpathia stood at
the second to the top level. The tenple itself, a sparkling replica of Solonobn's original house
for God, was pristine but sinple on the outside, as if nodest about the extravagance of cedar and



olive wood, |laden with gold and silver and brass on the inside.

The inmage of Carpathia appeared bigger than life, but everything Buck had heard about it confirmed
it was as exact a copy of Carpathia hinself as it could be. Behind it were two freestandi ng
pillars outside the entrance to the tenple, and Buck could see what appeared to be a recently
fabricated platform made of wood but painted gold, in the porch area. "Carpathia | eaves out
nothing," Chaimtold him "That appears to be a replica of where both Sol onbn and the evi

Anti ochus-a forerunner of Antichrist-stood to address the people in centuries past."

Many gasped and fell to their knees upon their first glinpse of the golden statue, the sun
bouncing off its contours. Unlike the nmark application lines, this one noved nore quickly as
dozens at a tinme rushed the steps and knelt-weepi ng, bow ng, praying, singing, worshiping the very
i mge of their god.

Chaim s revul sion mrrored Buck's own. The ol der man | ooked nore resolute than before, but his
carriage evidenced no nore authority or promse. And still he linped. Buck wasn't sure how Chai m
felt or how he woul d know when the time had cone to reveal hinself as the eneny of Carpathia, but
the nore he watched, the nore Buck could barely contain hinself. He realized that these people-al
of them were choosing Satan and hell before his very eyes, that he was powerless to di ssuade them
and that their choice was once and for all.

Buck estimated it would be hours before the GC personnel nade way for the average citizens. He
found a | edge where Chai mcould rest and asked if he wanted anything to eat. "Strangely, no,"
Rosenzwei g said. "You eat. | could not."

Buck pulled a neal bar fromdeep in his pocket and showed it to Chaim "You're sure?"

Chai m nodded, and Buck ate. But he could enjoy nothing while thousands eagerly lined up to sea
their doom He swallowed his |ast bite and was scanning the

area for a water vendor when a cloud shouldered in front of the sun and the tenperature di pped. As
if on cue, conversation stopped and the col ossal crowd stared at the image, which seened to rock
forward and backward, but which Buck was convinced was an illusion

The voice emanating fromit was no illusion, however. Even the rabbis at the Wall stopped praying
and novi ng, though Buck could see they were not in the Iline of sight of the statue.

"This assenblage is not unaninous in its dedication to ne!" the i nage booned, and grown nen fel
to their faces, weeping. "I amthe nmaker of heaven and earth, the god of all creation. I was and
was not and am agai n! Bow before your lord!" Even the workers in the mark application |lines froze.

Buck worried that he and Chai m woul d be exposed. Though the old man had to be as frightened as he,
neither, of course, knelt before the evil apparition. He forced hinself to | ook away to see if he
could find other believers, and he was anazed at what appeared to be row after row of themat the
far edges of the crowd. Sone were dressed in fatigues; many could have easily been m staken for
GC. They had to be part of Operation Eagle! They nust have driven into Jerusalem found the
schedul e del ayed, and wandered to the Tenple Munt, prepared to help with the evacuation

Buck wanted to signal them to wave, to approach, to enbrace his brothers and sisters. But who
knew how far God chose to extend his protection? The Trib Force believed Chai mwoul d sonehow be
supernaturally insul ated, but other brave believers had been nmartyred for their faith and courage.

"The choi ce you make this day," the golden inmage roared, "is between |life and death! Beware, you
who woul d resist the revelation of your true and living god, who resurrected hinmself fromthe
dead! You who are foolish enough to cling to your outdated, inpotent mythol ogies, cast off the
chains of the past or you shall surely die! Your risen ruler and king has spoken!"

The sun reappeared, the people slowy rose, and nore and nore tourists and pilgrinms joined the
Iines. Buck was jeal ous that those undeci ded should hear both sides, yet when he | ooked at Chaim
he saw passivity.

As if the man could read his mnd, Rosenzwei g said, "They know their options. No one alive could
doubt that a great gulf is fixed between good and evil, life and death, truth and fal sehood. This
is the battle of the ages between heaven and hell. There is no other option, and no honest nan or



woman can cl ai m ot herwi se. "

Well, the old man knew how to sunmarize, but his was still the plaintive, weak voice with the

t hi ck Hebrew accent that remnminded Buck of Jew sh conedians or storytellers or timd scholars-the
latter of which Dr. Rosenzweig certainly was. Buck wanted the faith to believe that somehow this
nodest speci men of a man- so endearing, so engagi ng-coul d capture the inaginations, the hearts,
and the mnds of people on the fence.

And yet that was not Chaimls calling. He was to stand agai nst Antichrist-the evil one, the
serpent, that old dragon, the devil. He was to go nose to nose with Carpathia himself, while
instructing the remmant of Israel that it was tinme to flee unto the nountains. Different as Chaim
appear ed now, whom woul d he fool ? He had been a cl ose personal friend of Carpathia's |ong before
Ni col ae becanme head of the d obal Conmunity. Chaimhad once nurdered the man! Woul d Chai m not be

i mredi ately recogni zed from his voi ce al one?

Buck wondered if he hinself had the faith to believe this was anything but folly. If there were
really a mllion Messianic believers in Israel, surely they were unarnmed. Carpathia was of no mnd
to let themgo! He had nore than one hundred thousand arned, plainclothes Mrale Mnitors and

uni formed Peacekeepers. H s arsenal of personnel carriers, tanks, nissiles, rocket |aunchers,
cannons, rifles, and side arnms was on public display. Buck shrugged. Only God could do this, so
that made the thought process sinple: You either believed it or you didn't.

Buck had | ong since chosen to believe it and had to fight a grin. Resting apparently none too
confortably beside himwas the nmost unlikely |leader of a nmillion people. He couldn't wait to see
how God woul d manage this.

By now, thousands of GC personnel had received the mark of loyalty and cl ogged the area,

cel ebrating. Their conmanding officers urged themto return to their posts and vehicles, and
suddenly the Tenple Munt was alive and ani nated again. Men and wonen, clearly mdl evel managers,
stood in a ring near the front of the application centers, using bullhorns to remind the nemy
tattooed and chi p-inplanted novices that their spiritual obligation for the day was only half
over.

"The worship of the inage is not optional!" they shouted. "You are not finished here until you
have knelt before the living, breathing, speaking i mge of your lord."

It wasn't as if they were trying to get out of it, Buck thought. But nmany of these were young
peopl e, excited, flushed with renewed enthusiasmfor their work. They had seen the nanifestations
of power. They had seen the potentate hinself. They knew that Nicolae's nmaking the tenple of
Jerusal em his own was tantanount to setting up residence in the nosque of the Dome of the Rock or
movi ng i nto what had once been St. Peter's Basilica in Rone. This woul d establish himonce and for
all the true god over all. And if the pathetic, weakened resistance had breath left, if they truly
bel i eved there was a hi gher being than Hi s Excellency the potentate, where were they? Did they
dare reveal their true loyalties in the face of such overwhel ni ng evi dence?

And now the revelers were still again. Those with the bullhorns clicked themoff. Activities in
the Iine ceased. Carpathia hinself appeared in his white robe and gold sandal s and shiny rope
belt, smling, standing one step above his own inmage, arnms outstretched. The silence gave way to a
deaf ening roar. Woul d he speak? Wuld he touch the worshipers? Sone nust have wondered the sane,
for they slowy rose fromtheir knees on the steps and noved as if to advance upon him He stopped
themwith a gesture and nodded toward the center nark application line.

There canme his top mlitary brass in all their finery, dress uniforns with white gl oves, broad
epaul ets, buttons with sheens as reflective as their patent-|eather shoes, capturing and enitting
every staggered ray fromthe sun. Two dozen nmen and wonen, heads high, bearings regal, marched to
the front of the line, upon comand stood at ease, and renoved their uniform caps.

One by one they proudly subnmitted to the application of the mark of loyalty, each receiving it on
the forehead, several asking for the |argest, darkest tattoo so their honel and designati ons woul d
be obvious from far away.

As the | ast of these were processed, the effusive crowd bubbled over again as the dozen nenbers of
t he Suprene Cabi net narshal ed thenselves into the staging area. The last three in this contingent



were Suhail Akbar, Walter Mon, and Viv Ivins. Wiile the mlitary brass knelt on the tenple steps,
wor shi pi ng Carpathia and his i mge, the cabinet waited until all were processed and then noved as
one to the worship area.

Al the while, Carpathia stood benevolently above and besi de the gold statue, gesturing toward

t hese hunbl e shows of loyalty. The assenbl ed nasses cheered as M. Akbar turned to display the
giant black 42 that donminated his olive forehead. Then M. Mon displayed his -6. Finally Viv
Ivins chose to kneel on the pavenment as she received the application, then slowy stood and
turned. Buck could not nake out her numnber, but he knew her native Romania was part of the United
Carpat hian States and that her discreet tattoo would read 216

The cabinet solemly filed to the tenple steps as the mlitary brass noved away. One by one they
ascended the steps on their knees, finishing by wapping their arns around the statue's feet,
their shoul ders heaving with enotion. Carpathia watched each one and dism ssed them by placing his
open pal mupon their heads.

Finally only Viv Ivins remained at the base of the steps. The crowd seemed to wait breathlessly as
she delicately removed her shoes, tugged up the hemof her suit's smart skirt, and began the sl ow,
awkward clinmb on her knees. Her hose ran with the first brush against the marble, but people
seened to nmoan in synpathy and in awe of her willingness to publicly hunble herself.

When finally she reached the third step fromthe top, she only briefly enbraced the statue, then
detoured slightly and went up one nore stair, where she prostrated herself and ki ssed Nicol ae's
feet. He raised his face to the sky as if he could inagine no greater tribute. After severa

m nutes, he bent and reached for her, but instead of letting himhelp her up, she envel oped his
hands and ki ssed them Then she reached into a pocket and pulled out a vial- Buck assuned perfumne-
and poured it over N col ae's shoes.

Again Carpathia feigned a hunbly honored | ook and shrugged to the crowd. Finally, as he pulled Ms.
Ivins to her feet, leaving her a step below him he turned her to face the crowd and rested his
hands upon her shoul ders.

When the cheering died, Nicolae announced, "I personally will be watching froma secure vantage
point, all night if need be, until the | ast devoted citizen of Jerusalemreceives the mark of

| oyalty and worships ny inmage. And tonorrow at noon, | will ascend to nmy throne in nmy new house.
shall initiate new cerenonies, and you will see again the 'friend" who acconpanied nme for as |ong
as she could on the journey today. And you shall be led in worship by the Mdst Hi gh Reverend

Fat her of Carpathianism”

Ni col ae waved farewel |l to every side, and the application |ines began noving again

"I"'mtired," Buck said. "Shall we head back to the hotel to rest and pray and prepare for
t onor r ow?"

Chai m shook his head. "You go, ny friend. | feel the Lord would have ne stay."
"Here?"
Chai m nodded.

"Il stay with you," Buck said.

"No, you need your rest."

"How l ong will you be?"

"I will be here until the confrontation."

Buck shook his head and | eaned close. "WII| that be before or after the desecration?"

"God has not told nme yet."

"Chaim | cannot |eave you. Wat if something happens?”



The old man waved hi m of f

"I can't, Chaim Leave you here overnight? | would never forgive nyself."

"If what?"
"If anything! You sit here until the |last mark has been applied, and it will be obvious you have
not taken it. | have reason to think Carpathia is watching, as he said. He doesn't sleep anynore,

Chaim He'll know. "

"He will know soon enough anyway, Caneron. Now you go. | insist."
"I need to check with the others. This is lunacy."

"Excuse nme? Caneron, you believe God has chosen ne for this?"

"OF course, but-"

"He is leading ne to stay and prepare. Alone."

Buck pulled out his phone. "Just let nme-"

"I will take full responsibility for the consequences. | have ny inspiration in my pocket. The
young worman who nodel ed the ultimate obedi ence once personally encouraged ne, though she was newer
even than | to the things of God. You are to go back to the hotel to rest and pray for ne."

"God told you that too?"
Chaimsmiled sadly. "Not in so many words, but | amtelling you that."

Buck was at a loss. Should he pretend to go but watch from sonewhere? He'd done that before. It
was near this very spot where he had seen the two witnesses resurrected and rai sed to heaven

"I see your nmind turning,” Chaimsaid. "You do what | say. If it is true that | have been assigned
this task, it nust come with sone | eadership responsibility."

"Only for a nmillion people."

"But not for you?"

"I amnot a Messianic Jew, sir. | amnot part of the remmant of I|srael."
"But surely you nmust obey one who is to answer for so nany."

"I don't follow your logic."

"Ah, Caneron! If this had to do with logic, what would | be doing here? Look at ne! An old man, a
scientist. | should be in an easy chair sonewhere. But here | am a stranger in ny own mrror
trying to tell God he has nmade a m stake. But he will not listen. He is nore stubborn than I. He
uses the sinple to confound the wise. H s ways are not ours. The sheer illogic of his choice of ne
forces me to the reluctant acceptance that it nust be true. Am| ready? No. AmI| wlling? Perhaps.
After tonight, | nust go forward, willing or not. Do | believe he will go before me? | nust."

It seened as if he and Chaimwere alone in a sea of people. Buck pawed at the pavenment with his
foot. "Chaim |I-"

"Cameron, | would ask that you call me Mcah."
"M cah?"

Chai m nodded.

"I don't get it."

"I am not fool hardy enough to call nyself Mses, and | shall not reveal ny real nane to N col ae



unless God wills it."

"So you'll tell himyou' re Mcah? Wiy not Tobias Rogoff? Zeke has provided identification for that
and-"

"Think about it and you will understand."

"Should | bring ny fake I D? You don't have a new nane for me, do you?"
"You will not need a nane."

"You know this for sure.”

"As sure as | know anything."

"So | bring noID."

"Your papers show you as Jack Jensen. Should that be checked, you would be traced to the ranks of
t he Peacekeeping forces. How woul d you explain a GC corporal assisting the |eader of the
opposi tion?"

"So I'lIl cone without papers, and if they demand to know who | am 1'll be deened a vagrant."
"I will identify you as ny assistant, and that will satisfy them"
Buck | ooked away. "I liked you nore when you were | ess sure of yourself."

"And Caneron,"” Chaimsaid, "you are a vagrant. W all are. W are aliens in this world, honeless
i f anyone is.

Buck thrust his hands deep into his pockets. He couldn't believe it. The old nan had persuaded
him He was going to |leave his old friend al one overnight with the enemy. Wiat was the natter with
hin? "M cah?" was all he coul d say.

"You go," Chaimsaid. "Check in with our conrades and your fanmily. And think about nmy new nane. It
will come to you."

SI X

THE LATE- AFTERNOON sun nade beautifully interesting shadows on the stunning architecture at Petra.
David found a sweater and pulled it over his shoulders as he descended fromthe pagan hi gh place
to one of the nost remarkable cities ever built.

The various buil dings, tonbs, shrines, and neeting places had literally been carved out of the
striking red sandstone mllennia before, and though its early history was |largely specul ative, the
pl ace had beconme a tourist attraction in the 1800s. David wondered how t he new i nhabitants of such
a surreal place would make confortable quarters out of solid rock. Tsion taught that God had

promni sed food from heaven and that clothes would not wear out, but what would substitute for
insulation, inner walls, and anything resenbling nodern conveni ences?

The place was spread out, many of its famous edifices-the treasury of the pharaoh, the five-
t housand- seat anphitheater, the various tonbs-connected by a system of gorges and channel s damed
and rerouted by the various civilizations that had inhabited the area.

Because David had arrived by helicopter, he had to hike down to the main level to find the sole
passageway | eading in. Wth rock walls over three hundred feet high in places and a trail at
points fewer than seven feet across, it was no wonder nobst visitors rode in on canel, donkey, or
hor seback. Operation Eagle would fly in the majority of the newconers, because a mllion fleeing
Israelis would be slaughtered if they had to traverse the roughly mile-long, narrow pass on foot.

David coul d see why the city had been a perfect defensive |ocation thousands of years before.
Tsion taught that the Edomites, who inhabited it at the tinme of Mses, had refused to let the
Israelites pass through. But in this world of high-tech travel, only a mracle could protect
unarmed i nnocents fromaerial attack. Rather than a place of refuge, David decided, wi thout the



hand of God this place could just as easily be ideal for an ambush.

David's |life was no | onger about creature conforts. And he had forgotten what |eisure tine was.
Until the dorious Appearing, this would be where the action was, where niracles would be the
order of every day. David's people would inhabit this city, and they would be preserved from
ill ness and death, insulated against their enemes until Messiah |iberated them If w tnessing
that meant nmaking his bed on a slab of stone, it was a snall price to pay.

Davi d made sure his | aptop had stored enough sol ar energy to remain charged throughout his night
in a cave. In the loneliness at the top of the only world he knew anynore, reading Tsion's post of
what he believed Antichrist was up to, nonitoring the Carpathian-fashi oned news, and conmuni cati ng
with his confreres would serve as David's only links to humanity.

He expected, within twenty-four hours, the first of nore conpany than he woul d know what to do
with. How a million of themcould be contained even in the vast area surrounding the great rock
city was a problemonly God could solve. David had | earned not to wonder and question, but to
wat ch and see.

After checking in with everybody and doing his best to explain how he could | eave Dr. Rosenzweig
unat t ended, Buck spent that evening at the King David Hotel, watching television with Chainms

Bi bl e before him He read through M cah, seeing parallels between the Jerusal em of then and now,

and he noticed the reference to Moses. Cearly the book was a dire prom se of God's judgnent, but
Buck was not enough of a theologian to decipher its significance to Chaim The prophecies seened
to deal nmore with the first coming of Christ than with the Rapture or the d orious Appearing, but
per haps Chai m pl anned to use sonme of the words and phrases when dealing with Carpathia.

The TV news carried nostly rehashes of the day's events, but at |east Hattie's death was not

gl ossed over as it had been during the live coverage. Wile she was not identified - the death of
a wonan they thought dead previously would have been a puzzler to the GC anyway - it was clear she
had died for her courage to speak against the ruler of this earth. The GC did not spin it that

way, of course, but boasted of the event, using it as an exanple of the veracity of Carpathia's
clains of deity and confirmation of Fortunato's role as his designate of spiritual power and
wonder s.

Buck was exhausted, nearly too much so to sleep. But as he stared at the ceiling in the darkness,
eager to get back to the Tenple Munt at first light, he rehearsed Dr. Rosenzweig's insistence on
being called Mcah rather than Chaim The nanmes floated before his mnd s eye. And he slept.

In the middle of the afternoon in Chicago, Dr. Tsion Ben-Judah printed out the nessage he pl anned
to post on the nost popular Wb site in history. He asked Mng and Chloe to reviewit for him
They sat together and read.

To MY DEAR TRI BULATI ON SAI NTS, BELIEVERS I N JESUS THE CHRI ST, THE MESSI AH AND OUR LORD AND SAVI OR,
AND TO THE CURI QUS, THE UNDECI DED, AND THE ENEM ES OF OUR

FAI TH:

It has now becone clear that N col ae Carpathia,the one who calls hinmself the ruler of this world
and whom | have identified (with the authority of the Holy Scriptures) as Antichrist, along with
his Fal se Prophet Leon Fortunate (upon whom has been bestowed the audacious title of the Mdst High
Reverend Father of Carpathianisn), has schedul ed what the Bible calls the desecration of the

tenpl e.

As with every other connivance and schene Antichrist believes is the product of his own creative
nmnd, this event too has been prophesied in the infallible Wrd of God. The O d Testanent prophet
Daniel wote that during this time in history "the king shall do according to his own will: he
shal | exalt and magnify hinself above every god" and "shall speak bl aspheni es agai nst the God of
gods. "



The prophet also predicted that "many countries shall be overthrown,"” but one of those that "shal
escape fromhis hand" is Edom That, friends, is where Petra lies. Sadly, Egypt will not escape
his hand. He will have "power over the treasures of gold and silver, and over all the precious
things of Egypt; also the Libyans and Ethiopians shall follow at his heels."

Antichrist has already begun fulfilling the prophecy that "he shall go out with great fury to
destroy and anni hilate many." Fortunately, soneday "he shall cone to his end, and no one will help
him™"

It is also prophesied that the great archangel, M chael, shall "at that time" stand up. He is
referred to as "the great prince who stands watch over the sons of your people," referring to the
remmant of Israel, those Jews |ike nyself who have cone to believe that Jesus is the Mssiah.

Prai se God, Daniel also foretells that "at that tine your people shall be delivered, every one who
is found witten in the book."

You know from nmy previous teachings that the book referred to is the Lanb's Book of Life, in which
are recorded those who have trusted in Christ for their salvation. Wile | cannot be nore specific
now, due to the divine experience of a beloved colleague just within the |last few days, | believe
that M chael the archangel is standing watch and that deliverance is nigh.

Jesus hinmself referred to the prophecies of Daniel when he warned of "the 'abom nation of
desolation' . . . standing in the holy place." | believe he was speaking of the very desecration
pl anned by Antichrist.

Many were confused before the rapture of the church and believed that the apostle Paul's second
letter to the Thessal onians referred to that event when he spoke of "the coming of our Lord Jesus
Christ and our gathering together to him" W may rejoice, because it is now clear that Paul was
speaki ng of the G orious Appearing. Paul wites, "Let no one deceive you by any means; for that
Day will not conme unless the falling away cones first, and

the man of sin is revealed, the son of perdition, who opposes and exalts hinself above all that is
called God or that is worshiped, so that he sits as God in the tenple of God, show ng hinself that
he is CGod."

Qur hope is in the pronise that "the | am ess one will be reveal ed, whomthe Lord will consume with
the breath of his mouth and destroy with the brightness of his coming. The coming of the | aw ess
one is according to the working of Satan, with all power, signs, and |ying wonders, and with al
unri ght eous decepti on anong those who perish, because they did not receive the |ove of the truth,
that they might be saved."

We often wonder, when the truth is now so clear, why not everyone conmes to Christ. It is because
of that very deception! People did not, as Paul says above, "receive the love of the truth." He
says it is "for this reason God will send them strong del usion, that they should believe the lie,
that they all may be condemmed who did not believe the truth but had pleasure in unrighteousness.”
Can you imagine it? There are people who know the truth, know their futures are dooned, and yet
still they take pleasure in sin! Awarning, if you are one of those: Due to your rebellion, Cod
may have al ready hardened your heart so that you could not change your mnd if you wanted to.

Now, if the following is not a description of the two who would steal the souls of every man and
worman, | don't know what is: "So they worshiped the dragon who gave authority to the beast; and

t hey worshi ped the beast,