
Chapter 15
Desecration


And from the time that the daily sacrifice shall be taken away, and the abomination that maketh desolate set up, there shall be a thousand two hundred and ninety days. Daniel 12:11

But when you shall see the abomination of desolation standing where he ought not to be, then let those who are in Judea flee to the mountains.	Mark 13:14

He [the man of lawlessness] will exalt himself over everything that is called God or is worshiped, so that he sets himself up in God’s temple, proclaiming himself to be God.	2 Thessalonians 2:4

When they shall have finished their testimony, the beast… will make war with them … and kill them… their dead bodies shall lie in the street…and they of the people and kindreds and tongues and nations shall see their dead bodies… and they that dwell upon the earth shall rejoice… make merry… and send gifts to one another… after three days and a half.. they stood upon their feet… and great fear fell upon them which saw… and they ascended up to heaven in a cloud.	Revelation 11: 7-12


“Well,” said Omar. “Looks like everyone is looking to you for leadership again.”
“As well they should,” replied the Mahdi. “With Stevens out of the way we should be able to get back to my agenda without delay.”
“Are you sure the Christians won’t keep being a hindrance. They’re still out there preaching and converting people.”
“I think we should be able to take care of them.”
“How sir?”
“Start by getting the Rothberg on the phone and set up a meeting between us.”
“What will that do?”
“You just let me worry about that. Just arrange the meeting and then get the pope on the phone. I want to make sure he understands his role in this matter.”
“Yes Mahdi, right away.”
Omar puts in a call to Israel and arranges the meeting with the Prime Minister for the following day. Next he calls


the Bavalim office of the Pope and asks him to come to the Mahdi’s office. When he arrives the Mahdi tells him of his plan and explains what needs to be done.
The next morning they both board the Mahdi’s private jet, with a contingent of Bavalim security, and fly to Israel. At the Jerusalem airport he tells the security staff to wait while he and the Pope go to see the Prime Minister.
When he arrived at the Prime Minister’s office he is escorted in and Rothberg rose to greet him. “Did you have a pleasant journey?”
“It was ok. Let’s get down to business.
You have to do something about these Messianic Jews. They’re leaving Israel and interfering with my business around the world.”
“What can I do about it? I can’t just keep them from leaving Israel.”
“If you had done something about the two strangers, when they first appeared, I wouldn’t be having problems with them now.”


“We have tried to deal with them. For over three years, we’ve tried to deal with them, but every time…”
“Don’t start with your tales of flames from the mouth and bouts of hail and darkness. I’ve heard it all from you before and I’m getting tired of your excuses.
That’s why I’m here today.” “What do you mean?” “I’ll show you.”
With that the Mahdi contacted his security force waiting at the plane and told them to meet him at the temple with their weapons. They left Rothberg’s office and the two of them headed to the temple.
As they approached the temple they were met by Isaac who said: “Mr. Prime Minister, your Eminence what brings the two of you to the temple this morning?”
“We are here on business of sorts,” replied the Rothberg. “Please, don’t let us interrupt the morning sacrifices.”
“That’s ok,” said Isaac. “My sons can handle the Priestly duties, if you need to


talk to me.”
“That’s not the business we’re here to take care of,” interjected the Mahdi.
“Oh,” replied Isaac quizzically. “Just what business are you here for?”
“We’re here to take care of your problem,” said the Mahdi.
“What problem?” Asked Isaac. “I didn’t know I had a problem.”
“The two strangers,” said Rothberg. “Oh, them,” replied Isaac. “I hadn’t
really thought of them as a problem. I mean they do draw crowds who are curious as to what they have to say, but I don’t bother them and they don’t bother me. They’ve never interfered with temple business.”
“You don’t think that what they’ve been saying, the past three and a half years has caused problems?” Inquired Rothberg.
“I’ve listened to them every now and then, and what they say is interesting, but I haven’t made up my mind about them yet.
Some people believe what they say and some don’t,” continued Isaac. “They can be


very compelling though, but if you don’t try and interfere with their preaching they don’t cause problems.”
“Well, they have caused problems for me,” stated the Mahdi flatly. “And I plan to take care of the situation, once and for all.”
“How?” Asked Isaac and Rothberg together.
At that moment his security forces arrived and the Mahdi ordered them to open fire on the two strangers. When the shooting stopped the two strangers lay on the ground, dead. A nearby news team, who were doing another story on the temple, filmed the incident and called it in to their home office.
“I don’t believe it,” said Rothberg. “As final as that, without any resistance?”
“I don’t know what your problem has been. You should have done this years ago. It wasn’t that hard.”
“What do we do now?” “What do you mean?”
“With the bodies. We can’t just leave


them there.”
“Why not? Let everyone see that they’re gone for good.”
“But, the news crew…” “What about them?”
“They’ll report what happened.”
“Good, then the whole world will know they’re dead. Let them come, setup and broadcast everything. Show the whole world.”
“…but for how long?”
“Who cares,” said the Mahdi as he headed for the temple door. “Now that’s two things I’ve taken care of for you.”
“What do you mean?” stammered Rothberg. “What TWO things?”
“Who do you think took care of the Russians for you,” asked the Mahdi snidely over his shoulder.
“Yahweh, of course,” replied Isaac emphatically. “He has always protected His people in times of danger.”


“Who do you think I am?” said the Mahdi, defiantly. A lightning bolt striking the brazen alter behind him as he turned to enter the temple.
“Yyyou…” Stuttered Isaac with amazement.
“That’s just one of the names I’ve gone by over the years. How do you think I survived a rifle shot to the head? How do you think I just happened to appear in the Jakaram well?”
“But you’re just a man! And a gentile at that! You can’t go into the temple!”
“Am I? Or have I just been taking this form for the past several years? Now it’s time for me to reveal who I really am. To you and to the entire world!”
_•_•_•_•_
“Oh ‘Enlightened One’,” cried Omar in a frightened voice as he burst into the Mahdi’s office.
“What is it?” Demanded the Mahdi angrily at Omar’s interruption.
“The news cast,” exclaimed Omar.


“What about it?” replied the Mahdi curiously.
“We have a huge problem in Jerusalem,” replied Omar reluctantly.
“What kind of problem?” “The two strangers.”
“What kind of problem could they possibly be,” said the Mahdi with a superior tone in his voice. “They’re dead and gone.
They can no longer interfere with my plan.”
“They are gone,” replied Omar with caution. “But, they’re not exactly dead.”
“What are you babbling about, you fool,” snapped the Mahdi angrily. I’ve seen their dead bodies on the television for the past few days. Of course their dead!”
“No, sir, they’re not,” said Omar fearfully.
“Spit it out Omar,” demanded the Mahdi. “What are you trying to tell me?”
“I was watching the news on television,” replied Omar hesitantly.


“And?” asked the Mahdi.
“They were televising the celebrations going on about the death of the two strangers, when they suddenly stood up and began to rise into the air.”
“They did what?” Said the Mahdi, suddenly confused and visibly shaken from the news.
“They rose into the air and disappeared into the clouds,” said Omar. “What are we going to do? There’s no way to hide it.
Everyone around the world was able to see everything because the media was covering it.”
“What is the public’s reaction so far,” inquired the Mahdi with a sigh.
“Most of the people are worried and scared,” replied Omar.
“But,” said the Mahdi slowly. “The new followers of Jesus are
celebrating,” answered Omar. “They say that they see this as a sign from God.”
“This is bad,” said the Mahdi quietly. “Very bad.”

