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This book was created to be given away freely, so that nothing would stand between a 
searching soul and the truth it contains. It may be shared in its complete and unaltered form. It 
may not be altered, excerpted for profit, or republished by anyone other than the author.

If you paid for this copy, I owe you an explanation, because it matters to me more than 
almost anything else on this page.

This was written to be given away. That was the whole point, and it still is. The entire book is 
available at no cost at whatgodactuallysaid.com, every chapter, every source, every scanned 
page, with no email required, no signup, and nothing held back. You can read it there or 
download the whole thing and keep it. That is where I would rather you have gotten it.

But the retail platforms that put a book in front of the most people will not allow a price of zero. 
Amazon sets a minimum on digital editions, and a printed book costs real money to 
manufacture and ship no matter who is selling it. I could either accept those terms or accept 
that this never reaches the people sitting in the rooms I spent years sitting in.

So I accepted the terms. Every cent above the platform’s cut and the cost of the paper was never 
the reason any of this exists, and I want that in writing, in the front of the book, where you can 
hold me to it.

If money is the reason you almost did not read this, go to the website and take it for free. If you 
already paid, thank you, and please give this copy to someone else when you are done with it.

Freely you have received. Freely give.

Scripture quotations are taken from multiple translations, including the Holy Bible, New Living 
Translation, and the Holy Bible, New International Version. Scripture quotations marked NLT are 
taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright 1996, 2004, 2015 by Tyndale House 



Foundation, used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, all rights reserved. Scripture 
quotations marked NIV are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version, NIV, copyright 
1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc., used by permission, all rights reserved worldwide.

References to the Tanakh and Jewish tradition are drawn from standard English translations of 
the Hebrew Scriptures for the purpose of commentary, critique, and comparative religious 
analysis, out of respect for the text and the tradition that has carried it.

This book is a personal testimony and a work of commentary. It reflects the author’s own 
experiences, beliefs, spiritual convictions, and sincerely held opinions. Where public figures, 
organizations, publications, and events are discussed, the factual statements are drawn from 
publicly available and publicly reported information, including news reporting, published 
works, court records, and official statements, and every effort has been made to represent that 
information accurately and in good faith. Any interpretation, characterization, or conclusion 
drawn from those facts is the author’s own protected opinion and is offered as religious, 
cultural, and social commentary, not as a statement of fact about any person’s private conduct 
or intent. This book is not intended to defame, disparage, or make factual accusations against 
any individual or organization. Names, quotations, and public statements are used for the 
purposes of commentary, criticism, education, and reporting.
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“For many deceivers have gone out into the world, those who do not confess the coming of Jesus 
Christ in the flesh. Such a one is the deceiver and the antichrist. Watch yourselves, so that you 
may not lose what we have worked for, but may win a full reward. Everyone who goes on ahead 
and does not abide in the teaching of Christ, does not have God. Whoever abides in the teaching 
has both the Father and the Son. If anyone comes to you and does not bring this teaching, do not 
receive him into your house or give him any greeting, for whoever greets him takes part in his 
wicked works.” 2 John 1:7-11

Prologue
R.C. Sproul, founder of Ligonier Ministries, once made an observation in a Q&A that has never 
left me since I first heard it. Speaking generally, about churchgoers of every kind, he said, “Most 
people who go to churches, whatever communion they’re in, are not all that deeply informed 
about the theology of that particular communion, or what’s going on even in the worship 
service.”

That sentence does not need a single harsh word added to it, because it is not an accusation. It 
is simply true, and true of nearly everyone I have ever known, including me for most of my life. 
Sincere people fill churches every single week, generation after generation, believing they 
belong to Christ because they belong to a building, a denomination, a family tradition, without 
ever having actually opened the book that building claims to be built on. That hand-me- down 



faith gets passed from parent to child like an heirloom nobody has ever appraised, and the cycle 
never breaks on its own, because no one inside it ever stops long enough to ask whether what 
they inherited actually matches what God said. We never asked what it was we actually 
believed. We simply took someone else’s word that it was true, generation after generation, and 
built a faith on sand because we never once checked it against the rock ourselves. Hosea 4:6 
already told us exactly where that road ends: my people are destroyed for lack of knowledge. 
Not for lack of sincerity. Not for lack of devotion. For lack of knowledge, plain and simple, and 
the knowledge was always sitting there available to anyone willing to open the book and look. I 
know that cycle personally. I lived inside more than one of them, and for most of my life I 
thought I knew Jesus. I believed in God, prayed, attended church, and defended what I thought 
was true, sincerely wanting to honor Him, and because of that sincerity I assumed I was safe. I 
never imagined someone could spend decades surrounded by Christian language while still 
misunderstanding the very Gospel that language was meant to proclaim. I was not searching for 
evil. I was searching for God. Looking back now, I believe that is precisely why the deception 
was so effective.

I spent years inside the systems this book names, not as an observer but as a believer, and I 
gave them my faith, my time, my certainty, and in some cases my sanity. I was baptized as an 
infant into the Catholic Church, a shared tradition from both sides of my family, and the most I 
ever saw the inside of the church I was dedicated to was Christmas, Easter, and the infant 
baptisms of other family members. That was the whole of it. It was a costume we put on for the 
special days and took off the minute we got home. There was no church in any sense that 
actually means church. There was no foundation and there was no spiritual food, so there was 
never going to be any spiritual fruit. It does not work that way, and I understand that now. Sit 
with the rest of it for a second the way I have had to. I was baptized under the doctrine of an 
entire institution before I ever said my first word, before I could walk, before I had any capacity 
whatsoever to agree or object, and neither could any of the women in my family before me. 
That was never an accident. A system that wants to keep a soul for life has every reason to 
claim it before that soul can speak for itself, and mine was claimed before I could. I spent most 
of my Christian life inside non-denominational churches steeped in the Prosperity Gospel and 
the Word of Faith movement, and for me those were never two different things. It was one 
world with two names, chasing whatever the newest move of God was said to be, believing that 
stronger faith would produce greater blessing, and that my suffering was always a referendum 
on how well I was believing. During the isolation of a global lockdown I fell hard into QAnon 
and the wider world of Christian Nationalism, convinced I had finally found the hidden truth 
everyone else was too comfortable to look for, and I watched a movement fuse the name of 
Jesus to a flag until I could no longer tell the difference between the two. I studied for months 
with the Jehovah’s Witnesses beside someone I loved. I stood at the edge of a New Age 
spirituality that promised me a light and a voice that were never Christ’s, and I brushed up 
against Gnosticism’s oldest promise, that there was a secret knowledge available to me the 
ordinary church had somehow never taught me. I explored systems that promised certainty, 
systems that promised power, systems that promised deeper spiritual insight, and systems that 
claimed to possess answers the rest of Christianity had somehow overlooked. Every one of them 
offered something I genuinely desired, truth, security, purpose, healing, understanding, hope, 
and none of them introduced themselves as counterfeits because counterfeits never do. They 
survive by resembling the genuine article closely enough that sincere people stop asking 
difficult questions. I almost did not find my way back.



That is my credential. I am not a theologian. I am not a trained scholar. I am a woman who was 
sincerely deceived, in more than one of these systems, by the same lie told a thousand different 
ways, dressed in different clothes every single time, and for years, I was one of those people. 
Then, in His mercy, God interrupted my life. He did not rescue me through another teacher, 
another movement, another conference, another political awakening, or another bestselling 
book. He rescued me through His Word. The Bible I thought I already knew began reading me 
instead of the other way around. Passages I had skimmed over for years suddenly confronted 
me with questions I could no longer explain away. The Holy Spirit began exposing places where 
I had unknowingly trusted systems more than the Savior those systems claimed to represent. It 
was painful because every illusion we surrender feels like a loss before it becomes freedom. Yet 
it was also the greatest act of love I have ever experienced because the Lord was not exposing 
my deception to humiliate me. He was exposing it to rescue me.

As I followed that rescue backward through Scripture, I found something I had not gone 
looking for. Every deception I had fallen for, no matter how modern it looked, turned out to be a 
version of a conversation that happened in a garden. Did God really say. Four words. The 
promises that followed were all different, but the invitation underneath every one of them 
never changed. Add something to Jesus. That is the oldest lie in human history, and the next 
chapter is where I take it apart properly. This book is the story of what happened when I finally 
stopped defending what I believed and began investigating why I believed it. It is the story of a 
woman who spent years searching for God through systems, only to discover that God had been 
pursuing her through His Son all along. It is not a book written from bitterness toward people 
still inside those systems because I remember what it felt like to sincerely believe I was 
following the truth. This book is for the one who is still inside, whichever door you happened to 
walk through to get there. The Catholic who has never once felt free to speak to God directly 
without a priest standing between you. The Jehovah’s Witness terrified that one honest 
question could cost you your only shot at paradise. The believer who traded the cross for a flag 
so slowly you cannot remember the exact day one quietly became the other. The one still 
waiting on a resurrection seed or a financial breakthrough to prove your faith was ever enough. 
The one who went looking for something deeper and came home with crystals, or secret 
knowledge, or a god who loves you but never actually judges anyone. The Jewish reader who 
has been told your own Messiah could not possibly be the very one your own prophets already 
described. Wherever you are reading this from, this was written for you specifically, not for a 
general audience of the deceived. I see you. I was you, and God did not give up on me when I 
was deep inside every one of these systems, so I refuse to give up on you now that I have been 
shown the way out. I remember defending ideas I had never carefully examined. I remember 
loving Jesus while misunderstanding important truths about Him. If the Lord had been patient 
enough to rescue me, then I want to extend that same patience to every person who turns these 
pages.

I am not asking you to believe this book because I wrote it. In fact, I hope you will do the 
opposite. Test everything you read. Open your Bible, read every passage in its context, examine 
every historical claim, follow every citation, and ask the difficult questions, because truth has 
never feared honest investigation, and truth belongs to God. If what I have written cannot 
withstand the light of Scripture, then it deserves to be rejected. But if God’s Word confirms 
what you are about to read, then my prayer is that you will have the courage to follow the 
evidence wherever it leads.



There is one more thing I am going to ask of you, and you will notice me asking for it over and 
over, in almost every chapter. I am going to say, sit with that. When you come to it, I want you 
to actually do it. Stop reading. Put the book down on your knee if you have to. Let the sentence 
stand there in front of you a few seconds longer than is comfortable, and do not reach for what 
you already think about it.

I ask because of how every one of these systems got me. Not one of them handed me a lie I 
examined and accepted. They handed me things I moved past. A phrase in a song. A verse 
quoted with the front half missing. A teaching that sounded close enough on a Sunday when I 
was tired. Deception does not survive a long look. It survives the glance. It needs you agreeable 
and in motion, nodding along at the speed of the room, and it counts on you never stopping 
long enough to ask what you just agreed to.

So sitting with something is not a literary flourish when I say it. It is the actual work. It is the 
thing I did not do for years, and the thing that finally undid all of it when I started doing it. 
Every discovery in this book came from stopping on a sentence I had passed a hundred times 
before.

Sit with that.

This book is not ultimately about exposing deception. It is about revealing the faithfulness of a 
God who has never broken a single promise. From the moment sin first entered the world, He 
announced His plan to send a Savior who would crush the serpent’s head. That promise became 
an unbroken thread running through every page of Scripture, leading generation after 
generation toward the Cross, the empty tomb, and the returning King. Every counterfeit I once 
trusted eventually unraveled beneath the weight of that promise because every counterfeit 
asked me to place my hope somewhere beside Christ. The Gospel called me back to Christ 
Himself. My prayer is that when you reach the final page, you will not remember me as much 
as you remember the One who never stopped pursuing either of us.

None of this was unintentional, and I do not just mean the writing of this book. God let me walk 
through every single one of these systems on purpose, and He pulled me out of every one of 
them on purpose too, at this exact moment in history, at the precise time the world needed this 
message most. Nothing the Lord does is accidental. Not the years I spent deceived. Not the 
timing of when He finally opened my eyes. He let me walk through the fire so that I could turn 
around, right now, in this exact moment, and reach back to snatch you from it too.

For everyone still standing inside the fire I was pulled out of. This is my hand, reaching back for 
yours.

“And they have conquered him by the blood of the Lamb and by the word of their testimony, for 
they loved not their lives even unto death.”

Revelation 12:11 ESV

“But you must remember, beloved, the predictions of the apostles of our Lord Jesus Christ. They 
said to you, ‘In the last time there will be scoffers, following their own ungodly passions.’ It is 
these who cause divisions, worldly people, devoid of the Spirit. But you, beloved, building 
yourselves up in your most holy faith and praying in the Holy Spirit, keep yourselves in the love of 
God, waiting for the mercy of our Lord Jesus Christ that leads to eternal life. And have mercy on 



those who doubt; save others by snatching them out of the fire; to others show mercy with fear, 
hating even the garment stained by the flesh. Now to him who is able to keep you from stumbling 
and to present you blameless before the presence of his glory with great joy, to the only God, our 
Savior, through Jesus Christ our Lord, be glory, majesty, dominion, and authority, before all time 
and now and forever. Amen.”

Jude 1:17-25 ESV

Chapter 1
The First Question
Where Every Deception Begins

Every investigation begins with a single question. Investigators arrive at a scene asking what 
happened. Historians ask what really occurred beneath the story everyone has been repeating. 
Journalists follow the evidence, knowing assumptions are the greatest obstacle to finding truth. 
The investigation you are about to begin starts with a question older than any civilization, 
religion, denomination, or political movement, one that has quietly shaped cultures, 
philosophies, governments, and churches. Most people have heard it a thousand times without 
ever recognizing its voice. It was first whispered in a garden.

The opening chapters of Genesis are often treated as little more than familiar Sunday school 
stories, a beautiful garden, a forbidden tree, a talking serpent, and two people whose 
disobedience brought sin into the world. While all of that is true, it is not the central focus of 
the account. Hidden within that conversation is something much more significant. Genesis 3 
does not merely record humanity’s first sin. It reveals humanity’s first deception, and in doing 
so it exposes the strategy Satan has continued using from that moment until this very day.

Most people imagine deception as an obvious lie, something that announces itself boldly, 
wearing the unmistakable appearance of evil. Scripture presents something very different. The 
serpent never approached Eve asking her to stop believing in God. He never encouraged her to 
build an altar to another deity or openly reject her Creator. Instead, he began with what 
appeared to be a harmless question, did God really say, in Genesis 3:1, and those four words 
altered the course of human history. The brilliance of the serpent’s strategy was never found in 
denying God’s existence. It was found in subtly questioning God’s authority. Before Eve ever 
reached toward the fruit, something else had already happened. The authority of God’s Word 
had been placed on trial. Instead of allowing God’s command to evaluate the serpent’s claims, 
Eve was invited to evaluate God’s command, and the center of authority quietly shifted from 
God’s voice to human reasoning. The moment that shift occurred, the deception had already 
begun. The most dangerous deceptions are the ones that borrow the language of faith while 
quietly redefining its foundation. They keep speaking about Jesus, keep quoting Scripture, keep 
calling people to spiritual commitment, and somewhere beneath the surface they introduce one 
small change that moves everything built on top of it.

Sincerity alone does not protect anyone from that. If anything, sincerity makes it more 
effective, because sincere people rarely suspect they need to reexamine what they already 
believe. That is not a theory to me. I did not begin investigating these systems believing myself 



wiser than the people inside them. I began investigating because I was one of them, and for 
years I confused confidence with truth.

What finally broke that open was not a debate or an argument or another book. It was a change 
in how I read. For years I had come to the Bible looking for verses that supported what I 
already believed. Then I started asking the opposite question, whether what I already believed 
actually agreed with the Bible, and that small shift moved everything. Passages I thought I 
understood began challenging assumptions I had carried for decades. Every movement I 
investigated, no matter how different it looked on the surface, eventually led me back to the 
same place. Each one suggested, in its own way, that what God had already provided in Christ 
required something more.

That was when Genesis 3 stopped being an ancient story and became a lens. The serpent’s 
strategy has never changed because it has never needed to. The names change, the cultures 
change, the marketing changes, but the whisper stays remarkably familiar. That pattern 
became the foundation of this entire investigation, because if every counterfeit is ultimately 
asking whether Christ is enough, then every investigation has to answer by showing who Christ 
actually is. Everything else is secondary. It never once occurred to me, in all those years, that 
someone could sincerely speak about Jesus while quietly redefining who He is, what He 
accomplished, or what He asks of the people following Him.

One of the greatest gifts God ever gave me was not another teacher. It was the willingness to ask 
uncomfortable questions. Those questions were not born out of skepticism. They were born out 
of hunger. I loved Jesus, and because I loved Him, I wanted to know whether I had 
unknowingly confused Him with the systems surrounding Him. Was I following Christ because 
I knew Him, or because I had become comfortable with the traditions, movements, and ideas 
that claimed to represent Him? That question unsettled me because I realized I had never 
separated the two.

As those questions grew, I found myself returning to a passage I had read countless times 
without appreciating its significance. Luke records that after His resurrection, Jesus walked 
alongside two discouraged disciples on the road to Emmaus. They had heard reports that He 
was alive, yet they remained confused because they had misunderstood what the Messiah had 
come to accomplish. Rather than immediately revealing His identity, Jesus did something 
remarkable. Beginning with Moses and continuing through all the Prophets, He explained the 
things concerning Himself in all the Scriptures, in Luke 24:27, and that verse became one of the 
turning points of my entire investigation because it revealed how Jesus Himself taught the 
Bible. He did not begin with isolated verses. He traced a single story running through the 
entirety of Scripture, a story that ultimately pointed to Him.

That one verse rearranged the way I approached God’s Word. For years I had treated the Bible 
like a collection of individual lessons, moral examples, and promises waiting to be claimed. 
Jesus revealed something much greater. The Bible is one story. It has one central Author, one 
central purpose, and one central Hero. Every covenant, every sacrifice, every prophet, every 
king, every act of judgment, every display of mercy, and every promise ultimately points toward 
Him. Once I understood that, I finally understood why so many counterfeits had been able to 
convince me. I had been familiar with pieces of Scripture without ever once seeing the picture 
they formed.



That picture is what I have come to call the Red Thread. It is not a theme or a literary device. It 
is the unfolding promise of God that begins in the garden immediately after humanity’s 
rebellion and does not stop until Christ returns in glory. The next chapter follows it end to end, 
so I will not trace it here. What matters right now is only what it did to me. What had looked 
like a pile of separate stories became one unified testimony that God never once abandoned His 
plan to redeem His people.

Every counterfeit I had trusted shared one characteristic in common. None of them denied 
every biblical truth. In fact, many of them affirmed a great deal that was true. That is precisely 
why they were persuasive. Counterfeits rarely succeed by replacing truth entirely. They succeed 
by weaving enough truth into the deception that the error becomes difficult to detect. A forged 
painting is convincing because it resembles the original. Counterfeit currency circulates 
because it closely resembles authentic money. Likewise, spiritual deception rarely begins with 
an obvious rejection of Christ. More often, it begins by placing something beside Him that 
slowly becomes just as essential as He is.

That works on us because of something rooted deep in every human heart. We struggle to 
believe that Christ is enough. We long for certainty we can control, knowledge we can possess, 
experiences we can measure, and systems that promise visible security. Left to ourselves, we 
gravitate toward anything that appears to offer just a little more than simple dependence on 
Jesus. My own journey was never really about moving from one religious system to another. It 
was about discovering all the different ways I had already answered the serpent’s question 
without noticing. From the first promise spoken in Eden to the final pages of Revelation, the 
Father has never once pointed humanity toward another system. He has always pointed us 
toward His Son.

For most of my career, I worked in marketing, specifically learning how to use social media 
platforms to reach a customer base most people considered unreachable. I learned what 
actually moved people and what fell flat the moment it hit a feed. I learned to read a room, 
whether that room was a comment section, a Facebook group of half a million people, or a 
single person standing in front of me, well enough to know within seconds whether something 
was landing or dying. Every successful product begins with the same question. What problem 
does the customer believe they have? Once that question is answered, everything else follows 
naturally. The marketing highlights a solution, emphasizes the benefits, addresses objections, 
and presents the product as the answer the customer has been searching for. The better the 
product satisfies a perceived need, the more successful it becomes. It did not take long for me to 
realize that the same principles exist far beyond the marketplace. Every belief system, every 
philosophy, every movement, and every religion presents itself as the solution to a problem, and 
every one of them runs the same play, making a promise, offering certainty, and finally 
claiming to answer the deepest question a human heart is capable of asking.

It changed the way I looked at spiritual movements too. Instead of immediately asking whether 
they were true or false, I started asking a different question. What are they promising? That 
question may seem simple, but it exposes something profound. People rarely devote their lives 
to ideas they know are false. They devote themselves to ideas that promise to satisfy longings 
already present within them. Some long for forgiveness. Others long for security, identity, 
purpose, justice, healing, belonging, certainty, or hope. Those desires are not sinful. In fact, 
many of them were placed within us by God Himself. The tragedy is not that we possess those 



longings. The tragedy is how easily those longings can be redirected toward something that 
cannot ultimately satisfy them. Nobody wakes up one morning hoping to believe something 
untrue. They are redirected, gently, while looking for something real.

The enemy understands that tendency far better than we do. He has spent thousands of years 
studying human nature, and he knows what we fear, what we want, and what we will believe 
when we are hurting. He does not waste his time offering most believers an obvious idol. He 
offers a version of faith that appears to bring us closer to Christ while quietly teaching us to 
lean on something else, and whatever that something is, the objective never changes. If our 
confidence can be moved off of Christ, even slightly, the foundation under everything else starts 
to move with it.

As these patterns became clearer, another question began taking shape in my mind. If every 
counterfeit succeeds because it promises to satisfy a legitimate longing, then what is it about 
Jesus that makes Him sufficient to satisfy every one of those longings without anything being 
added to Him? That question became the driving force behind everything that follows in this 
book. I did not set out to write a catalogue of religious errors. I set out to understand why so 
many intelligent, sincere, compassionate people, including myself, could spend years inside 
systems that sounded so convincing while missing something so central. Every investigation 
eventually brought me back to the same conclusion. The problem was never that Christ had 
failed to provide enough. The problem was that I had underestimated everything He had 
already provided.

That is why this book is not about proving how wrong other people are. It is about magnifying 
how complete Jesus truly is. Every chapter will examine a different movement, a different 
philosophy, or a different religious system. We will study their history, examine their own 
teachings, compare those teachings with Scripture, and follow the evidence wherever it leads. 
We will not rely on caricatures, internet rumors, or exaggerated claims because truth has no 
need for embellishment. If a system cannot withstand careful historical investigation and the 
light of God’s Word, then it collapses under its own weight. If it can withstand that 
examination, we should have no fear of asking honest questions.

So ask the Holy Spirit for one thing as you read, and mean it. Ask Him to reveal not only where 
deception may exist around you, but where it may exist inside you. That was the prayer that 
changed my life, because I eventually realized the greatest danger was never believing a few 
wrong things about God. The greatest danger was allowing anything, however sincere, however 
well intentioned, to occupy the place in my heart that belongs to Christ alone.

Everything we are about to investigate returns to that one question. Is Jesus enough? Your 
answer decides far more than your theology. It decides where you place your trust, where you 
look for hope, how you survive suffering, and how you read the Book itself. We are not 
searching for counterfeits here. We are following the One who has always been genuine, and 
every road in this book leads back to Him, because He is not the answer to one chapter. He is 
the answer to every chapter.

Before you turn the page, look at the one that follows this chapter, because I want to hand you 
something to carry.



The serpent made four moves in that garden, in order, and they are laid out there in his own 
recorded words. He questioned the Word. He denied the consequence. He impugned God’s 
motive, suggesting He was holding out on them for reasons of His own. Then he offered a 
counterfeit, which was the whole point of the first three.

Before we go any further, stop and ask the question every investigator eventually has to ask. 
Why. Why did the serpent come to that garden at all? Adam and Eve had nothing he wanted. He 
was not after the fruit, and he was not truly after them. He was after the only target he could 
actually reach. Satan cannot touch God. He tried, and he lost, and he was thrown down. So he 
did the only thing a defeated enemy can do to a Father he cannot defeat: he went for what the 
Father loves most. That is what you are, and it is all you have ever been to him. Not an enemy 
he hates. Not a prize he wants. The fastest way to wound a God he cannot lay a finger on. He 
does not care about you or me personally. He never has. We are simply what God loves, and 
hurting what God loves is the single cruelest thing he can do to Him. Hold on to that motive, 
because every system in this book stops being confusing and starts being obvious the moment 
you look at it through that lens. None of this was ever about you. All of it was always about 
Him.

Learn those four. Sit with them for a minute longer than feels necessary, because you are about 
to watch them run nine more times. Different centuries, different buildings, different 
vocabulary, different men at the front of the room, and the same four moves in the same order 
every single time. Once you can name them, you will not be able to stop seeing them, and that is 
the entire reason I wrote this book.

One more thing while you are looking at that page. Find the apple.

It is not there, and it never was. Genesis says fruit. It has always said fruit. The apple came from 
paintings and songs and a Latin pun, and it has been sitting on the front of Bibles and Sunday 
school walls for centuries, including on the cover of the book you are holding right now, 
because I put it there on purpose. It is the first thing you thought you knew that is not in the 
Book.

That is the smallest possible example of the thing this entire book is about, and I wanted you to 
catch me doing it before you caught anybody else.

Now let me hand you the largest, so you know what every page ahead of you is actually aimed 
at. This whole book rests on one fact, and I need it settled in you before we open a single door. 
Jesus of Nazareth was a real man. Not a legend that grew, not a composite, not a character the 
early church invented. A man who stood in documented, datable history, so firmly documented 
that even the historians of the empire that executed Him wrote Him into their records, hostile 
witnesses with no reason on earth to help His followers. I will hand you those receipts near the 
end of this book, in a chapter built for the skeptic, and you can weigh them yourself. But carry 
the fact itself from here: His existence is not the debate. That fact sits underneath the most 
staggering sentence human language can form. That man was God. Not a messenger from God, 
not a piece of God, not a created stand-in. God Himself, stepped down into His own creation, 
wearing the body He designed, walking the ground He spoke into being. The Creator wrote 
Himself into the story, close enough to touch. That is the divine simplicity: God, in person, 
reachable, with no stairs to climb and no gate to pass and no man to go through. Once you 
know the serpent’s motive, you know exactly why that simplicity could not be left alone. If you 



cannot touch God, and God has made Himself touchable in one Person, then that one Person’s 
identity becomes the only thing worth attacking. Watch what the nine systems ahead of you do. 
Every single one of them takes the simple, historical, breathing fact of God with us and does 
something to it: demotes Him, distances Him, hides Him behind a priest, sells access to Him, 
argues Him into a created being, dissolves Him into energy, or waits for Him as if He has not 
already come. Nine different renovations of one identity. Because taking Him from you is how 
the enemy takes you from God, and taking what God loves is the only weapon he has left.





Chapter 2
The Red Thread Through Scripture
The Lie, the Promise, and the Person

I do not think we fully comprehend what we have been handed. The very last book of the Bible, 
the one that lays out in specific detail the eternal fate of every single human being who has ever 
lived, is called Revelation, and that is not a coincidence, not poetic styling, but a declaration. He 
told us exactly what this book was from the very title, and somehow we still walk past it like it 
is fine print on a contract we never intended to read.

He did not make this hard. We made it hard, by simply not caring enough to sit down and read 
it for ourselves. So let me take you back to the very beginning, because something stopped me 
while I was studying, and once you see it, you cannot unsee it.

THE WORD WAS THERE FIRST

Genesis 1:1. In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. That is the very first 
sentence of Scripture. Plain language. No riddle hidden inside of it, no theological gymnastics 
required to understand it, and yet tucked inside of it is the first revelation of Jesus Christ in the 
entire Bible, and most of us have read right past it our whole lives.

Colossians 1:16 reads, For in him all things were created, things in heaven and on earth, visible 
and invisible, whether thrones or powers or rulers or authorities; all things have been created 
through him and for him, all things, through Him, by Him, for Him. Now go back to Genesis 1:1. 
The One doing the creating in that very first sentence is the same One Paul is describing in 
Colossians. Jesus Christ was not introduced to history in a manger in Bethlehem. He was 
present at the foundation of the world, because He is the Word of God, and John 1:1 makes that 
undeniably clear: In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word 
was God, with God, in the beginning, and God Himself. Then John 1:14 tells us that Word became 
flesh and made His dwelling among us, stepping into the very world He spoke into existence, 
and yet John 1:10 says the world did not recognize Him.

Let that sit with you for a second. Every time God spoke throughout the entire Old Testament, 
every time God’s voice came to a prophet in the night, every burning bush, every still small 
voice, every word thundered from heaven over Israel, that was Jesus speaking. He is the Word 
of God. He is the great I AM who answered Moses in Exodus 3:14, the same I AM who declared 
Himself openly in John 8:58 when He said, Before Abraham was, I am, and the religious leaders 
picked up stones because they understood exactly what He was claiming. Their own translation 
renders that verse as I have been instead, a small grammatical shift that erases the very claim 
that nearly got Him stoned. He was not a new idea introduced in the New Testament. He is the 
thread woven through every single page of Scripture from Genesis to Revelation, which is 
exactly why that last book carries that name. The whole Bible is one long, continuous, 
breathtaking revelation of Jesus Christ, written in plain language, placed in our hands, and 
waiting for us to actually read it.



BEFORE THE LIE

Before the deception, there was perfect communion. God walked with Adam and Eve in the 
garden, and they knew Him the way you know someone you have spent every day of your life 
beside, with nothing standing in between them and Him, no intermediary, no ritual to perform 
first, no hidden knowledge to unlock, nothing to earn and nothing left to want. The only 
boundary God placed anywhere in that entire world was a single tree: the Tree of the 
Knowledge of Good and Evil. God’s instruction was not oppressive. It was protective. He was not 
withholding something good from them. He was keeping something destructive away from 
them.

Adam and Eve already had unlimited access to the tree of eternal life. They had everything they 
could ever need. What the enemy targeted was the one thing that was forbidden, and he did it 
by making them question what God had actually said. His lie to Eve was, you will not surely die, 
you will be like God. What makes that lie so calculated is that God Himself confirmed in Genesis 
3:22 that it was partially true. He said the man has now become like one of us, knowing good 
and evil. Satan told Eve just enough truth to make the lie land. That has been his method ever 
since.

This is a book about that thread. From Genesis to Revelation, a single pattern of deception runs 
through every age, every generation, and every false religious system the world has ever 
produced. It begins with four moves: question the Word, deny the consequence, impugn God’s 
motive, and offer a counterfeit. It has never needed to change. It has never needed to update. It 
only needs you to stop looking at Jesus long enough to look at something else.

Fruit in Scripture is not incidental. It is a thread that runs from Genesis all the way through 
Revelation. The one thing forbidden to Adam and Eve was the fruit of the tree of the knowledge 
of good and evil, and the enemy went after it by making them question what God had actually 
said. We are still standing in front of the same two trees. We still have the same two choices, 
and no one who has been called can honestly say they did not know.

That same story does not end at the expulsion from the garden. It is where the entire 
redemptive arc begins. When God removed them from the garden, He did not do it in anger 
alone. He did it because allowing them access to the tree of eternal life in a fallen state would 
have sealed their separation from Him permanently. Even in the moment of consequence, the 
expulsion was an act of mercy, and before they left, God Himself shed the first blood in human 
history. He clothed them in animal skins, which means something had to die to cover their 
shame. That was the first substitutionary sacrifice ever recorded. The pattern of blood 
atonement did not begin at the cross. It began in Eden, and it pointed forward to the cross from 
the very first moment sin entered the world.

THE PATTERN REPEATS

By Genesis 6, the corruption had become so total that only Noah’s household remained. By 
Genesis 11, the unified human race had gathered at Babel to build a tower to reach heaven on 
their own terms. It was another counterfeit ascent, another attempt to reach God through 
human effort and ingenuity rather than through the terms God Himself established.



The golden calf in Exodus 32 is one of the most heartbreaking examples of counterfeit worship 
in all of Scripture. Israel had been delivered from Egypt by the hand of God Himself. They had 
watched the plagues. They had walked through the Red Sea on dry ground. They had seen the 
pillar of cloud and the pillar of fire, and while Moses was on the mountain receiving the law 
directly from God, they built a golden calf and declared it to be the god who brought them out of 
Egypt. They did not abandon the idea of God. They replaced the real God with something they 
could see, touch, control, and approach on their own terms.

When God was delivering Israel out of Egypt through Moses, Pharaoh’s magicians replicated 
the first two plagues. They could not undo them. They could not stop them, but they could 
imitate them well enough to give Pharaoh a reason to harden his heart and refuse to see the 
hand of God at work. This is a critical pattern. The enemy does not need his counterfeits to be 
perfect. He only needs them to be convincing enough to give people a reason to look away from 
the real thing.

WARNING AFTER WARNING

The entire prophetic tradition of the Old Testament is essentially God repeatedly sending 
messengers to tell His people that they have traded the real thing for a counterfeit and that the 
counterfeit is going to destroy them. Isaiah 44 contains one of the most scathing passages in all 
of Scripture, where God describes a man who cuts down a tree, uses half of it to warm himself 
and cook his food, and then bows down to the other half and calls it his god. The prophet’s 
point is not primarily about idolatry in the obvious sense. It is about the human capacity for 
self-deception: the ability to look directly at something we have constructed ourselves and 
convince ourselves it is divine. Jeremiah 17:9 says the heart is deceitful above all things and 
beyond cure. That is not poetic pessimism. That is the diagnostic that explains why the same lie 
keeps working generation after generation.

“My people have committed two sins. They have forsaken me, the spring of living water, and have 
dug their own cisterns, broken cisterns that cannot hold water.”

Jeremiah 2:13

THE LIE ATTACKS THE SON DIRECTLY

When the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, the deception did not disappear. It 
intensified. Satan attacked Jesus directly in the wilderness in Matthew 4, and every temptation 
he offered followed the same Genesis 3 pattern. He questioned whether Jesus really was who 
God said He was. He offered counterfeit shortcuts to what Jesus had come to accomplish 
through obedience and sacrifice. He offered Jesus the kingdoms of the world, which were 
already His by right, through a path that would bypass the cross. Jesus answered every 
temptation with the written Word of God, which is itself the instruction we need.

The Pharisees knew the Scriptures thoroughly. They had the law memorized. They built an 
entire system around it, and they did not recognize the God those Scriptures were written about 
when He stood in front of them.



THE LIE ENTERS THE CHURCH

The deception did not wait long to enter the early church. Paul’s letter to the Galatians is one of 
the most urgent documents in the New Testament because it was written to a church already 
infiltrated by people adding requirements to the gospel of grace. Paul does not handle this 
gently. He writes in Galatians 1:8 that even if an angel from heaven were to preach a different 
gospel, that messenger should be accursed. He knew what was at stake. A gospel with additions 
is not a better gospel. It is a different gospel. It is a counterfeit.

Paul warned the Ephesian elders in Acts 20:29-30 that savage wolves would come in among 
them and that some would rise from within their own number. Peter warned in 2 Peter 2:1 that 
false teachers would arise in the church, secretly introducing destructive heresies. John wrote 
in 1 John 4:1 that we are not to believe every spirit but to test them, because many false 
prophets have gone out into the world. And Paul told Timothy something that names this entire 
book in a single line: the Spirit clearly says that in later times some will abandon the faith and 
follow deceiving spirits and things taught by demons, in 1 Timothy 4:1. Not bad ideas. Not 
human error. Doctrines with a mind behind them, deceiving spirits doing the teaching through 
sincere human mouths. The New Testament does not present false teaching as a distant future 
problem, and it does not present it as merely human. It presents it as a present, immediate, and 
spiritual danger that had already begun.

“For the time will come when people will not put up with sound doctrine. Instead, to suit their 
desires, they will gather around them a great number of teachers to say what their itching ears 
want to hear.”

2 Timothy 4:3

THE FINAL UNMASKING

The book of Revelation is the full unveiling of everything that has been happening in the 
spiritual realm throughout human history. The beast system described in Revelation 13 is not a 
sudden invention. It is the fully mature form of the counterfeit kingdom that has been under 
construction since Babel. The false prophet who causes people to worship the beast is operating 
from the same playbook as every false religious system before him. He performs signs and 
wonders. He speaks with apparent authority. He points people toward a false object of worship.

Revelation 17 describes Babylon the Great as a religious and economic system that has made the 
nations drunk with the wine of her adulteries. Babylon the Great is the final and fullest 
expression of every false religious system that has ever existed, the convergence of every 
counterfeit the enemy has ever offered humanity. The deception that began in a garden ends in 
a city, and it ends in judgment, but before that judgment comes, the call goes out in Revelation 
18:4: Come out of her, my people. God’s people are still inside her. That is the urgency. That is 
the weight of every chapter in this book.

“Come out of her, my people, so that you will not share in her sins, so that you will not receive any 
of her plagues.”

Revelation 18:4



The Standard We Measure By
Before we examine anything else in this book, we have to establish the foundation we are 
standing on. 2 Timothy 3:16-17 tells us that all Scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is 
profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction, for instruction in righteousness, so that the 
man of God may be complete, thoroughly equipped for every good work. That means what you 
hold in your hands when you hold a Bible is not a human document dressed in divine language. 
It is God- breathed. It is alive. It is the only measuring rod that can tell us whether something is 
true or false, whether a system is of God or of the enemy.

Here is the test I want you to hold onto as you read this book. If something cannot be proven by 
the Scriptures from Genesis to Revelation, it is a lie about God. It is that simple. If it contradicts 
the truth of God’s Word, its origins are from Satan. That is not an extreme statement. That is 
what the Bible itself teaches. We do not get to invent our own standard for truth and then ask 
God to endorse it.

The enemy’s greatest weapon has always been our ignorance of God’s Word, and what makes 
that so alarming is that he is not ignorant of it himself. Satan is a master theologian. He has 
stood in the presence of God. He believes in God’s existence and knows more about God’s 
attributes and abilities than most people who sit in church on a Sunday morning. He quoted 
Scripture to Jesus in the wilderness. He distorted it, but he knew it. Knowledge about God does 
not equal faith in God. The enemy proved that. What separates the believer from the deceived is 
not how much information they have absorbed about God. It is whether they have surrendered 
to Him.

His weapon has always been the same question he asked in the garden, did God really say? He 
does not need to invent new lies. He just needs to take what God said and twist it into 
something it does not mean. He did it to Eve in Genesis 2:16-17, distorting God’s generous 
permission into a restrictive command that made God look stingy and withholding. He does the 
same thing today. Every false religious system we are going to examine in this book operates on 
some version of that same distortion. They take the Word of God, they copy its language, they 
borrow its authority, and they twist it into something God never said.

Here is a principle worth writing down. God does not need to plagiarize Himself. Truth does not 
need to borrow from someone else’s scripture. Genuine revelation does not show up recycled. If 
a religious system has to copy the Bible and then claim it is new revelation, that is not divine 
inspiration. That is a red flag. If something claims to be from God but cannot stand on its own 
without leaning on what God already said, then maybe the source is not divine at all. The devil 
is a master manipulator, but he is no match for the truth of God’s Word. The more we know the 
truth, the easier it becomes to recognize and reject the lies.

One more thing about the enemy’s power that we must not minimize. Satan deceived a third of 
the angels who were actually in the presence of God. Think about that. These were beings who 
existed in the literal, undeniable, overwhelming reality of God’s presence, and the enemy still 
found a way to deceive them. So imagine what he can do with men and women who have never 
opened a Bible, who are operating on half-truths and borrowed theology. The only protection 
against that level of deception is to submit to the Word of God completely, not selectively, not 
only when it is convenient. One of the worst assaults on God’s Word does not come from people 



who openly reject it. It comes from people who say they believe the Bible yet do not know what 
it teaches. That sentence describes a vast portion of the modern church, and it describes how I 
spent years of my own life, believing in the Bible without actually knowing what it said. That 
gap between believing and knowing is exactly where every false system makes its home.

I want to tell you how that gap usually gets made, because it is almost never a decision. It is an 
inheritance. Think about how most of us came to believe what we believe. We did not sit down 
as adults, open the Scriptures, weigh the claims, and choose. We were handed something. A 
baby is baptized before she can speak a word, committed to a system by people who love her, in 
a ceremony she will never remember and never got to refuse. A child is raised inside a set of 
doctrines and absorbs them the way she absorbs a language or an accent, not by examining 
them but by breathing them. A little girl watches her mother go down under a blanket at the 
front of a church and is told it is the Holy Spirit, and she files it away as simply the way God 
works, because the grown-ups around her are not alarmed. A family keeps its traditions, its 
holidays, its prayers, its assumptions about God, and passes them down intact to the next 
generation, who pass them down again, and at no point in that chain does anyone stop to ask 
what, exactly, they are spiritually agreeing to. The agreement was made for them, before them, 
around them. They simply stepped into it.

This is the foundation underneath every chapter in this book, and it is why these systems are so 
difficult to leave. It is not that the people inside them are foolish or faithless. It is that they 
never chose in the first place, so it never occurs to them that there is anything to re- examine. 
You do not question the air. You do not fact-check your own accent. When a belief comes to you 
as inheritance rather than decision, it feels less like a position you hold and more like a part of 
who you are, and questioning it feels like betraying your family, your childhood, your mother, 
your entire past. That is exactly why the enemy loves this delivery method. A doctrine you 
chose can be re- examined by the same faculty that chose it. A doctrine you inherited before 
you could reason gets stored somewhere deeper, wired in beneath the level where you argue 
and decide, and it will sit there unquestioned for fifty years unless something finally makes you 
pull it out and hold it up to the light. This whole book is me asking you to pull yours out and 
hold it up to the light, not because the people who handed it to you were wicked, but because 
they were handed it too, and somewhere back up that chain a spiritual agreement was made 
that nobody ever actually read.

Let me give you the smallest possible example of what I mean, one that cost me more than it 
should have. I grew up hearing, the way most of us did, that God helps those who help 
themselves. I never questioned it. I could not have told you where it was in the Bible, but I did 
not need to, because everyone around me said it the way you say something everyone already 
agrees is true, and I filed it away as Scripture. It carried enormous weight in my life, and here is 
the cruel part: it landed on me at the exact moment I could not help myself. That was the whole 
problem. I was drowning, and the verse I believed God had given me said that His help was 
reserved for people who could first get themselves halfway to shore. So I did the only logical 
thing a person can do with a promise like that when they have nothing left. I gave up. Why 
would I keep reaching for a God whose help, I had been told my whole life, only came to those 
who did not really need it that badly?

Here is what I did not know, because no one had ever told me to check. That sentence is not in 
the Bible. It is not a paraphrase of anything in the Bible. It is a line from Benjamin Franklin’s 



almanac, borrowed from an old Greek fable, and it has been quietly wearing a Christian mask 
for two hundred years. A survey once found that around two out of three born-again Christians 
not only believe it but believe it is a Bible verse. It is not, and it matters that it is not, because 
the actual Bible says the exact opposite of it, in words that would have changed everything for 
me if I had known them. Romans 5:6 says that while we were still helpless, at the right time, 
Christ died for the ungodly. Not the capable. Not the ones halfway to shore. The helpless and 
the ungodly, which on my worst day was precisely and only what I was. The counterfeit told me 
God met people who could help themselves. The real God met me exactly where the counterfeit 
swore He would not: at the bottom, with nothing to offer, unable to lift a finger toward my own 
rescue. I almost died believing a bumper sticker I thought was a promise from God. That is what 
an unexamined inheritance can do. That is why I am asking you to check.

There is one more thing you need to know about seeds before we open the first door, because 
Jesus did not stop at the parable of the sower. In the very same chapter, Matthew 13, He told a 
second parable about the very same field. A man sowed good seed, and while men slept, his 
enemy came and sowed tares among the wheat, counterfeit grain, nearly indistinguishable 
from the real thing, and slipped away. When the servants found the field growing both, they 
asked the question this whole book exists to answer: where did these come from? The master 
gave the answer I want you to carry through every chapter ahead of you. An enemy has done 
this. Not carelessness. Not coincidence. An enemy, sowing counterfeits into the same field as 
the truth, right beside it, close enough to be mistaken for it. That is what the nine systems in 
this book are. The master said something else, something patient and terrifying at once: let 
both grow together until the harvest. The sorting is coming. It is just not finished yet. 
Remember that, because we are going to end there.

I want to be plain about something before I go any further, because you may already be 
thinking it. The nine systems in this book are not the same size, the same age, or the same kind 
of thing. Roman Catholicism has stood for two thousand years and counts more than a billion 
people inside it. Christian Nationalism is not even a denomination; it is a handful of decades old 
and lives more in Facebook groups and voting blocs than in any single church. Universalism is 
a position, not an institution. Putting them in the same book is not a claim that they are equally 
wrong, equally old, or equally organized. It is a claim that they answer the same question the 
same way. Somewhere in each one, the sufficiency of Christ gets quietly supplemented, whether 
by an institution, a formula, a hidden knowledge, a flag, or a hope untethered from what 
Scripture actually says. The size of the system does not change the shape of the lie. A cathedral 
and a Facebook group can be built on the identical crack in the foundation. This book is not 
measuring how big each system is. It is measuring where each one, in its own words, in its own 
official teaching, places something beside Jesus that Jesus never asked to share the room with.

Before we walk into the first system, I owe you an honest answer to a fair question. Who am I to 
hold a two-thousand-year-old institution, a modern movement, or anyone’s sincere tradition up 
against a book and say it fails? What gives Scripture, and not a council, a pope, a prophet, or a 
movement’s own leadership, the final word?

Here is my answer, and I want you to test it the same way I am asking you to test everything 
else in this book: not by whether it comforts you, but by whether it is actually what the text 
says.



Paul told Timothy that all Scripture is breathed out by God and profitable for teaching, for 
reproof, for correction, and for training in righteousness, so that the man of God may be 
complete, equipped for every good work, in 2 Timothy 3:16-17. Read that last phrase slowly. 
Equipped for every good work. Not most. Not the basics, with a living authority required to 
supply the rest. Every good work. Paul is writing to a young pastor about to lead a church, and 
he tells him Scripture alone is sufficient to equip him fully for that task. That is not a minor 
claim. It is the claim this entire book stands or falls on.

This was never a new idea invented by the Reformers fifteen centuries later. In Acts 17:11, Luke 
praises the Berean believers as more noble than the Thessalonians specifically because they did 
not simply trust what the apostle Paul, an apostle, told them. They examined the Scriptures 
every day to see if what he said was true. Think about who is being tested there. Not a fringe 
teacher. Not a false prophet. An apostle of Jesus Christ, and Luke calls it noble that ordinary 
believers still checked his words against the text rather than his authority. If Paul himself was 
subject to that test, nothing after the apostles has ever claimed more authority than an apostle, 
and nothing after the apostles should ever be granted more.

Jesus made the same point to the religious authorities of His own day, and it is worth sitting 
with how sharply He said it. In Mark 7:8-9, He tells the Pharisees they have let go of the 
commandment of God and are holding to the tradition of men, and then, you have a fine way of 
rejecting the commandment of God in order to establish your tradition. These were not pagan 
priests. They were the most devoted religious leaders of their generation, sincere, disciplined, 
and confident that their tradition faithfully carried God’s authority forward. Jesus did not 
congratulate their sincerity. He told them plainly that tradition, however old, however devout, 
however carefully guarded, can still stand in direct opposition to God’s own Word, and when it 
does, the Word wins every time.

This is also why the book ends the way it began. In Revelation 22:18- 19, John warns that if 
anyone adds to the words of this prophecy, God will add to him the plagues described in it, and 
if anyone takes away from it, God will take away his share in the tree of life. Scripture opens 
with a garden where a serpent’s first move was adding a question to God’s Word, and it closes 
with a warning against doing the exact same thing to God’s Word ever again. That is not a 
coincidence. It is the whole book, structurally, protecting itself against the very temptation it 
opens by describing.

So when the chapters ahead test a claim, whether it comes from a pope, a prophet, a 
movement’s founder, or a preacher on your television, they are tested the same way the 
Bereans tested an apostle, the same way Jesus held even devoted religious leaders accountable 
to the text over their tradition. I am not asking you to trust my read of these systems. I am 
asking you to do what the Bereans did. Open the book. Check it every day. See if what I am 
telling you is true. If it is not there in the text, reject it, including anything in these pages. But if 
it is there, plainly, in context, then the question stops being about me, or about the system in 
front of you, and becomes the only question that has ever mattered. Is Christ, and the Word 
that reveals Him, actually enough?



Chapter 3
The Prosperity Gospel, the Word of Faith Movement, and the Non-
Denominational Church
A Seed, a Jet, and Jesus?

I spent most of my Christian life inside non-denominational churches steeped in the Prosperity 
Gospel and the Word of Faith movement, and for me those were never two different things. It 
was one world with two names, chasing whatever the newest move of God was said to be, 
believing that stronger faith would produce greater blessing, and that my suffering was always 
a referendum on how well I was believing. The music was extraordinary, the community was 
warm, the energy in the room on a Sunday morning felt like the most alive thing I had ever 
stood inside, and the message was intoxicating: God wants to bless you. Your faith can move 
mountains and heal bodies and shift financial circumstances. The measure of your spiritual 
health is visible in your outcomes. You are not a victim, you are victorious, and all you have to 
do is declare it, believe it, and receive it.

Every service began with a coffee bar you paid for out of your own pocket, and a walk through 
the church merch shop to grab the newest gear, hoodies and bumper stickers that let the world 
know you believed in Jesus without you ever having to say a word about Him yourself. I had the 
shirt and the sticker to prove it. We walked into the sanctuary to a production that looked like a 
Blue Man Group show, lights and energy and hands raised and tears streaming down our faces. 
It felt real, and it felt good. But underneath it was a hollow feeling I could never quite name, a 
sense that I was doing something wrong even though I could not have told you what. I met 
genuinely good people in those rooms, but like a flame they burned hot and went out fast. Once 
I started to see the scales come off the facade, I slowly started to back away, and with that went 
the friends, the whole crew. That does not hurt now the way it used to.

What it did to me was make my relationship with God entirely transactional. I never 
experienced the real Jesus because of it. It was the seed He spoke of that fell on rocky soil and 
withered fast. In all my years inside that belief system I responded to an altar call three or four 
times, going forward hoping to finally feel something real. I never did, not until a November 
afternoon when I was alone in my bedroom and the real Jesus showed up without a single 
promise of breakthrough or financial harvest attached. I want you to hold on to where that 
happened, because it is not a small detail. I had spent years going searching for Him, down 
every aisle and every altar call, and when He finally let me see Him, He was already standing in 
the doorway of my bedroom. Not the doorway of a church. Mine. Think about everything this 
book has shown you about doorways. In every one of these systems, there is a man standing in 
the doorway, a priest, a pastor, a governing body, a gatekeeper, blocking the way in and calling 
it access. But Jesus said, I am the door. He did not say He would meet me on the other side of 
theirs. He is the doorway, and the doorway came and stood in mine. He was literally, personally 
mine in that moment, because that is where I saw Him, in my own home, with no building, no 
stage, no man in between. That is the whole difference between the counterfeit and the real in a 
single image. Theirs stand in the doorway to keep you out. He stands in the doorway because 
He is the way in. I did not realize until then that I had been slowly, imperceptibly trained to 
treat Jesus as the mechanism and blessing as the point. That inversion is the entire problem.



But this world did not always come wrapped in a private jet or a seed- faith offering plea. Its 
softer face was just as costly, and it was the one I actually lived inside every single Sunday. It 
was the sermon series, three or four weeks at a time, on how to have a better marriage, how to 
manage your money, how to raise resilient kids, how to walk in your purpose. I remember 
sitting under a sermon meant mostly to make us laugh, and the pastor’s anecdote that 
particular Sunday happened to be about wanting a new Tesla, delivered the same morning I 
had just given what little money I had left through the church’s giving app, on my way home to 
a house I knew my family was about to lose.

Every message opened with a verse and then spent the next forty minutes explaining what that 
verse meant for me, my goals, my potential, my best life. I do not remember a single series in all 
those years that simply preached who God is and what He did for sinners on a cross. The Word 
got centered comfortably around us, how amazing we are, how much potential we carry, how 
close we are to our breakthrough, and never once around Him, how holy He is, what our sin 
actually cost Him, how undeserved His love really is. That is why I never felt different sitting in 
those services. That is why I never experienced the full weight of God’s love, because the gospel 
that produces that experience was never actually being preached to me. It was being quietly 
replaced with a better version of myself, and I did not notice the substitution because it felt so 
good to hear. This movement does not need a financial harvest to rob you. It can steal the gospel 
itself without ever mentioning money, simply by making every message about your 
improvement instead of His glory. I was robbed of that experience for years. If you are sitting in 
a church like that right now, so are you. Before I tell you what happened when I reached out to 
that church, I want you to understand that what I went through is not rare, and it is not just 
me. It is a pattern you can watch play out in public, over and over, the moment someone in 
need comes to these places with empty hands. Not long ago, a woman named Roberta McCoy 
experienced a version of it on a very big stage. At a Detroit church’s day of giving in October of 
2025, a pastor named Marvin Winans asked his congregation to come forward with a thousand 
dollars and then raise another thousand. Roberta came up with her son and what she had, 
twelve hundred and thirty-five dollars, and said she would work on the rest. On camera, in 
front of everyone, he told her that was not what he asked her to do, and the room reacted. 
There is a debate about whether that was a rebuke or a correction, and I will let you watch it 
and decide. But watch what happened after, because that is the part that tells you what system 
you are looking at. When she publicly defended him, the church reportedly pressed her to 
apologize, and then the warmth dried up. In her own words, they turned on her; she had served 
her purpose; she was only ever damage control. I know that feeling in my body. A person gives 
what they have, is corrected or overlooked in front of the room, and is quietly discarded the 
moment they stop being useful to the image. That is not the love of Christ. That is a business 
protecting its brand, and it happens in these rooms constantly, most of the time with no camera 
running and no one like me ever writing it down.

If you think my experience was just a run of bad luck at a few unlucky churches, I want to 
show you what happened the moment somebody decided to test it on a national scale. In late 
2025 a woman named Nikalie Monroe, an Army veteran and former teen mother from 
Kentucky, started a series on social media that she called testing your church. The premise was 
devastatingly simple. She called churches, including some of the wealthiest megachurches in 
America, played the sound of a crying baby in the background, and said she was a struggling 
mother of a two-month-old who had completely run out of formula and had no way to feed her 



child. Then she recorded what they did. Out of her first forty or so calls, only about nine or ten 
offered immediate help. The rest turned her away, or buried her under an application process, 
or told her the food pantry was only open on certain days, or explained that they only helped 
official members, or simply hung up. When she called Joel Osteen’s Lakewood Church, one of 
the richest congregations in the country, she was told there was a benevolence ministry but she 
would need to fill out an application that could take a few days or weeks to approve. A baby 
who has not eaten does not have a few days or weeks. I want to be fair, because it matters: at 
least one of the churches she recorded, First Baptist Dallas, publicly disputed her account 
afterward, saying she had contacted them before, that they had given her resource information, 
and that they had reason to believe the call was not genuine, since churches are in fact targeted 
by scam calls. That is a real consideration and I am not going to pretend it is not. You can weigh 
it for yourself.

But here is what undid me when I watched it, and it is the same thing this whole chapter has 
been about. The ones who said yes without a single hesitation, without an application, without 
asking whether she was a member or even whether she shared their faith, were almost never 
the wealthy, polished, brand-conscious megachurches. They were a historically Black church, a 
handful of small Catholic parishes, a Buddhist temple, one little rural congregation, and the 
Islamic Center of Charlotte, which immediately asked what kind of formula the baby needed 
and offered to buy it and bring it to her. Sit with the fact that a mosque fed the hungry 
Christian baby that the megachurch with millions in the bank sent away to fill out a form. 
Something has gone deeply, spiritually wrong in a place that can build a coffee bar and a 
lighting rig and a promotional video team, and still cannot move fast enough to put formula in 
the mouth of a starving infant without a background check. That is not the church Jesus built. 
He fed people first and asked nothing. To Monroe’s credit, she said plainly that her goal was 
never to breed hatred, only to get these institutions to look honestly at the gap between the 
resources they claim and the help they actually give, and in the weeks after, a few of the pastors 
whose churches failed stood up on a Sunday and apologized and promised to do better. That is 
the right response. I pray it holds.

I have shown you all of that first, the woman at the day of giving and the churches on the 
phone, because I need you to know that what happened to me was not a fluke and it was not me 
being too sensitive. It is the water these systems swim in. But now I have to tell you my part, 
because this is the one that sent me away for good. I reached out to that church for help not 
long after, during one of the scariest seasons of my life. A church of more than two thousand 
members, a building I had served with my hands and my car and my testimony and my face on 
their promo screen. I reached out to everyone. I even reached out to the pastor who had 
baptized me there just a few months before. I never heard back from him, not once. A few 
weeks later my daughter and I ran into him and his wife at a movie premiere our small group 
had gone to, and I have never felt so transparent in my life, because he looked right through me 
as though I were made of glass. I had been baptized by that man. He did not see me at all.

It happened again. This past Father’s Day, I was out to dinner with my family when the hostess 
walked a party past our table and seated them directly across from us. It was him. His family. I 
was close enough to reach out and touch him. We sat there through an entire meal, an arm’s 
length apart, and he never once acknowledged that he knew who I was.



I want to be honest about what that did to me, because I am not writing this to embarrass 
anyone. That man held my hand while I went down into the water. He spoke over me. He said 
beautiful, specific things about my journey with Jesus, out loud, in front of a room, on one of the 
most significant days of my life. How do you forget that? I have turned that question over more 
times than I can count and I still cannot answer it. Not as a member. As a pastor. How do you 
stand a person up out of the water, speak the name of Christ over their life, and then look 
through them twice like they are a stranger?

There is an answer people would give me. He is busy. He shepherds thousands. He cannot 
possibly remember everyone. I understand that, and I am not asking to have been remembered 
as special. I am telling you what it does to a person to be forgotten by the man who baptized 
her, and I am telling you because I do not think I am the only one this has happened to.

But what I actually grieve is bigger than one man at a table. I lost a community. I lost people 
who sat beside me every single week and taught me about the very One I confessed as Lord and 
Savior on the day that pastor put his hand on my back. That is the part that still gets me. The 
teaching was real to me. The friendships felt real to me. The worship, the serving, the whole 
shape of my week belonged to that place. When I needed them, all of it turned out to be 
attached to my usefulness rather than to me. It did not just end. It evaporated, like it had never 
been load-bearing in the first place.

What carried me through that season was not the church. It was my crew, the handful of people 
I served beside, one of whom you will meet later in this book. They showed up when the 
building did not, and I am grateful for it. They were the ones I was with at that premiere; I had 
just handed each of them a gratitude letter I had written out by hand.

They are also who I mean when I say the fire burns out. When I began to pull away, when the 
Holy Spirit started nudging me toward something realer than what that place was selling, the 
calls simply stopped. The friendships that had felt like family went quiet. They had been vines I 
was clinging to on my way to find Jesus, and you cannot cling to vines that let go the moment 
you start moving toward the light.

You need to see how I got wrapped that tightly in the first place, because it did not happen by 
accident and it is not unique to me. It is the model, and the megachurches run it on believers all 
over the world. There is an activity for everything and a group for everyone. Conferences. 
Retreats. Women’s nights with motivational Christian women standing on stages, pouring 
themselves out into rooms full of sponges who are desperate to soak up that kind of love. 
Holiday events for the kids, trunk-or-treats and egg hunts and Christmas productions, the fun 
woven so tightly through the calendar that the people beside you start to feel a lot less like 
fellow members of a congregation and a lot more like family. That is not a side effect. That is 
the design. Here is what we all actually were inside of it, myself included: walking, talking 
hands and feet of that system. Nothing more and nothing less. The proof is brutally simple. Step 
outside the building and watch what happens. Everything that was inside it, everything you 
had wrapped Jesus up in, stays inside. It does not come with you. It was never yours. It 
belonged to the machine, and the machine keeps it.

I was not just wrapped up in the machine. I recruited for it. I would tell my friends and my 
family how amazing this place was, and the line I always used to lure them in is, I now realize, 
the exact reason my own seed never grew. You will love this preacher, I would promise them. 



He preaches the Word in a way you can really apply it to your life, right now, in real life. How to 
have a healthy marriage. How to overcome your addictions. That was true, and that was 
precisely the problem. The Word was being served as a life tool, and it was never allowed to do 
what the Word is actually there to do: cut, convict, uproot, plant, save. Jesus told a parable 
about seed that fell among thorns, where the cares of this life and the deceitfulness of riches 
grow up around the Word and choke it, and it becomes unfruitful. I did not just hear that 
parable. I lived it, in a building with a coffee bar. I handed out the thorns personally, with a 
smile, to the people I loved most.

I had wanted so badly for this to be home. The outreach pastor had asked me to come help be 
the hands and feet of Jesus in our community, and I jumped at it. I called everyone. I sat in 
meetings with the pregnancy care center and the food pantry and other local outreach 
programs in our own community, trying to find ways we could all gather together and give 
more, and I would come back to her with a full plan, an outline, a spreadsheet, a list of ideas, on 
fire for Jesus and desperate to be useful. It went deeper than serving and worshipping there, 
because I worked there too. Every weekday afternoon I was at the church’s children’s academy, 
teaching and watching over their sixth through twelfth graders after school. They trusted me 
with their kids. Sit with how embedded that is. My worship, my ministry, my community, and 
my workday all lived at the same address. You need to understand the size of the place to 
understand what happened next. This was a church of more than two thousand members. Two 
thousand. So when they asked me, out of all of those people, to become an official partner of the 
church, I was over the moon. I had been seen. I had been chosen. I thought I was home. That is 
even what the sign on the building said. Welcome Home. They asked me to write a bio for their 
committee, and I went home and typed my heart out, my whole testimony, word for word, all of 
the ugly parts and everything I believed Jesus was doing with me in that season. It was a dark 
season, one I will not spend this book detailing, because this book is not about me. I will only 
say that I told them the truth, including the part about the suicidal thoughts I had wrestled 
with and how I felt Him pulling me out of them. I was tender and raw and hopeful, laying all of 
it out for people I believed were my family.

Let me tell you about the day I gave them the most, because it is the day that told me the most. 
That is the day it all came full circle for me, the day I found out what I actually was to them. I 
thought I was a servant of Jesus. I was a photo op. I helped with a huge food drive for the local 
pantry. I did not even know going in what they would have me doing. I just wanted to be doing 
something, anything, for Jesus. We loaded up my car and about ten other church members’ cars 
and we hauled donations to the pantry, trip after trip, carrying bag after bag into their 
storeroom. Every trip I made left my heart heavier in the best way, so much so that I offered to 
come back the next day and help organize all of it. While I was there sorting, I stopped to talk 
with one of the sweet women who ran the place, and something in the way she spoke about all 
of it moved me so deeply I could not shake it. I wanted to dive all the way in. I did.

Then the next Sunday morning, during the hype video they play before worship, the one that 
gets everybody on their feet, they rolled footage from that day. I froze when I saw myself on the 
big screen. It was a terrible angle, the kind that gives you three chins, caught mid hot flash, 
looking like a drowned cat, bawling my eyes out with those people. A church staff photographer 
had been shooting the whole time. I never knew that my private, holy moment with that 
woman and with Jesus would be harvested for a promotional video. The reel closed on a few 
polished still shots of the outreach pastor and the women who ran the pantry, fanning out a 



stack of ten gift cards like a hand of playing cards. I became physically nauseous in my seat. 
The giving had been turned into marketing, and I had been unknowingly cast in the 
commercial.

I kept going to that pantry anyway, on my own, off the church’s radar, helping the women there 
build a system so they could spend less time organizing and more time actually helping people. 
I loved it there. But I think I ruffled the outreach pastor’s feathers somewhere along the way, 
because after I submitted the testimony and photo she had personally requested from me, I 
never heard back. Not a word. At the academy, every single day I would take my class out to the 
courtyard, the strip of ground that separated the academy from the church building, to let them 
burn off energy. Every single day, she would walk right past me. Every single day, I was 
invisible. She never spoke to me again. She was even supposed to be at my baptism, the one she 
had personally scheduled for me, and she never showed. To this day I do not know what I did 
wrong. I only know that the spiritual scars from being treated like that inside the house of God 
go deeper than almost any other kind, and that this happens to far more people than you would 
ever guess.

Look at the order of events one more time, because the order is what gives them away. The 
serving came first. All of it. The outreach meetings, the spreadsheets, the food drive, the 
academy, the testimony they requested, the footage they harvested. They had me doing all of 
that. They saw my fire, and they used it to light a few of their lamps, and then they put it out in 
the rain. Because when the rain came for my family, I was not some stranger dragging in off a 
street corner asking for a handout. I was standing in their pew with my hands raised in the air, 
grasping for the hand of Jesus. That is who they looked through. That is who never got a call 
back. That is the counterfeit, and that is exactly how it hurts you: it takes the realest thing you 
have, your fire for Him, spends it on itself, and abandons you the moment you cost more than 
you produce. Everything else, the coffee bar, the conferences, the women’s nights, the hype 
videos, every bell and every whistle, those are just the promises used to captivate you and keep 
you holding on to it long enough for it to happen to you too.

When I finally left, I left with a deep wound on my heart, and it took me a long time to 
understand why it cut so deep. It was because somewhere along the way I had quietly equated 
the community with Jesus Himself. Losing them felt like losing Him. One sweet friend I had 
served beside every single month met me for coffee right after I walked away, and she validated 
me, and she prayed over me, and she related to what I was feeling, and I will always love her for 
it. I miss her too. Because here is a plain fact about people, even the well- meaning ones: if you 
are not right in front of them, they forget you. It is not cruelty. It is just how it works.

I will be honest about something that is hard to admit, maybe the hardest thing I have had to 
admit in this entire book. In that season, losing my church home and my church family hurt 
me more than the thought of losing Jesus did.

I have had to sit with why, because the answer is not flattering to me. It is because I was never 
really going there to be with Him. I was going to a building with His name on the front of it. 
That is the whole reason it always felt so empty to me, no matter how full the room was, no 
matter how loud the worship or how bright the lights. He was never actually inside. So when I 
lost the crew, and the lights, and the music, and the belonging that came wrapped around all of 
it, it hurt me in the exact place and the exact way that losing the One I thought I was going 



there to be with would have hurt. I had put the whole ache of my longing for Jesus onto a 
building and the people in it, and when the building let go of me, it felt like He had.

That is also why it cut so deep when I asked those people for help and did not receive it, and 
why I grieved so hard after I had bared my whole soul to them, poured out my joy over what I 
truly believed Jesus was doing in my life, and brought it to my elders, to the people I trusted, 
asking them to confirm it and to water the soil my little seed was finally growing in. What I got 
back instead was rejection at the rawest level a person can feel it. Because I had already fused 
those people to God in my own heart, I took their rejection as His. I decided that God Himself 
had looked at me and turned away.

Here is how I know now that He had not. I was not changing. I was not feeling the Spirit move. 
The proof of that is sitting in something I did not understand at the time: I responded to the 
same altar call more than once across those years, three or four separate times, quietly going 
forward to invite Him into my heart yet again. You do not keep answering the same call to let 
Him in if He is already in. I kept going back to the front of that room to find Him, and I never 
found Him there, and I could not understand why. How could I have found Him there? He was 
never in the building. I knew the crew, the belonging, the coffee bar and the worship set and 
the feeling of being needed. I had mistaken all of that for Him. That was the exchange, and I 
want you to sit with it, because it is the most striking thing I have learned from this whole 
season. The church itself was the counterfeit Jesus. Not a doctrine inside it. The place. The 
ecosystem. The belonging. It is what keeps people inside, and it is what shuns them, and it does 
both with the same hand. Sitting back now, I can see how clever the enemy’s design really is. 
With one hand he offers you the counterfeit, the building and the family and the feeling, 
dressed in His name. The other hand is already holding your further separation, because when 
the thing you have equated with Jesus fails you, and it will fail you, every single time, then in 
your heart, Jesus fails you too. It all collapses at once, and your heart just goes dark, and you 
walk away believing God Himself abandoned you. But that was never a loving God turning His 
face away from someone He loves. That was people who claimed to be the access point to Him 
standing in the doorway, blocking the way in. Jesus said exactly that to the Pharisees, to the 
religious gatekeepers of His own day: they shut the door of the kingdom in people’s faces, 
refusing to go in themselves and stopping the ones who were trying to enter. Two thousand 
years later the gatekeepers have coffee bars and camera crews, and they are still standing in the 
same doorway.

That was the last church I attended. It has been a few years now.

I want to be honest that this was not one church having one bad moment. It was a pattern, at 
just about every church home where I tried to drop roots. They let me down, one after another, 
and here is the part I did not understand at the time: I did not know to look up. No one told me 
to. Not at any of them. Not one of them ever really wanted to water the seed that was trying so 
hard to grow in me, and so, every single time, it withered. I want to say clearly that I am not 
writing this to place blame. This is my testimony, not an indictment, and I still love each and 
every one of those people and those places with a whole heart. But love does not require me to 
pretend it was right, because it was not, and Scripture says so plainly. The psalmist wrote that it 
is better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in man, and better to trust in the Lord than 
to put confidence in princes, which is exactly what I had been doing without ever realizing it. I 
had put my confidence in people, in pastors, in a building, in a crew, and people are a broken 



staff to lean on. Jeremiah says it even more bluntly, and he says it in the same language of seeds 
and roots that my whole life had been speaking. Cursed is the one who trusts in man and makes 
flesh his strength, he wrote, for that person will be like a shrub in the desert, in a parched land 
where no one lives. That was me, planted over and over in soil that could not hold water, 
wondering why I kept drying up. But then he says the other half, and the other half is the whole 
reason I am writing this book. Blessed is the one who trusts in the Lord, whose confidence is in 
Him. That person is like a tree planted by the water, that sends out its roots by the stream and 
does not fear when the heat comes, whose leaves stay green, that never stops bearing fruit. I 
had been trying to root myself in people the entire time. I had never once been planted by the 
actual Water. That is not their failure to repent of. It is simply the truth of where I had my 
roots, and it is why they never took.

I know now that none of it was a coincidence. He did not let my seed wither in all those shallow 
rooms by accident. He let me be the seed in the parable, nearly every soil of it, so that I would 
recognize the ground you are standing in right now, whoever you are, whichever of these 
chapters you find yourself in. I have been the seed on the path. I have been the seed in the 
rocks. I have been the seed in the thorns, and I planted thorns around other people’s seed 
without knowing it. If that is you, do not put this book down. I am not walking you through 
these rooms to show you how they wrecked me. I am walking you through them to show you 
how it ended.

But before I can show you the ending, you deserve to know the beginning, because this system 
did not begin with the men who preach it today. It began with a nineteenth century American 
philosophical movement called New Thought, which taught that the mind has the power to 
shape material reality and that sickness, poverty, and limitation are mental conditions to be 
overcome through correct internal disposition. New Thought was never Christian theology. It 
was a blend of Transcendentalism, mesmerism, and early self-help psychology, developed by 
figures like Phineas Quimby and carried into a full religious system by Mary Baker Eddy’s 
Christian Science. The bridge between that movement and Pentecostal Christianity was built by 
E.W. Kenyon, a pastor deeply shaped by the metaphysical healing movements of his day, and 
Kenneth Hagin, widely considered the father of the modern Word of Faith movement, drew 
extensively from Kenyon’s writings as he built his own ministry. What Hagin started, Kenneth 
Copeland, Fred Price, Creflo Dollar, Jesse Duplantis, Joyce Meyer, T.D. Jakes, and Joel Osteen all 
carried forward, each repackaging the same framework in softer, more aesthetically appealing 
forms for new generations.

Before I name specific people in the pages ahead, and I am about to name several, I want to say 
plainly what I am doing and what I am not doing. I am not the judge of anyone’s soul, and it 
was never my job to be one. Condemnation belongs to God alone, and I believe with everything 
in me that God is willing to forgive absolutely any sin a person brings to Him honestly, no 
matter how public, how repeated, or how financially motivated it looked from the outside. 
There is exactly one sin Scripture says will not be forgiven, blasphemy against the Holy Spirit, 
the settled, final rejection of the very Spirit who convicts a person of their need for a Savior in 
the first place, named in Matthew 12:31-32. Everything else, every dollar amount, every strange 
claim, every scandal named on the next several pages, sits underneath the same offer of 
forgiveness available to me and to you. I want you to sit with the weight of that for a moment 
before we go further, because it changes what this chapter is actually for. It was never written 
to hand down a verdict on any person named in it. It was written to test what is being taught, in 



public, to millions of people, against the same Scripture those teachers claim to represent, 
because that test is something every believer is actually commanded to do, and it is a 
completely different act than condemning a soul only God can judge.

The line did not stop at the megachurch either. Paula White built her platform on this same 
framework and went on to serve as a spiritual advisor to the President of the United States, 
appointed in February 2025 to lead the newly created White House Faith Office.

I want to show you what she actually says, because it is not subtle and it does not need my 
interpretation laid over the top of it. In 2016 she asked her television audience to sow a 
resurrection seed of exactly $1,144, a number she tied directly to John 11:44, the verse where 
Lazarus walks out of his own tomb, and she promised that whoever gave that amount in faith 
would receive their own resurrection from whatever in their life was dead. For anyone who 
could not manage $1,144 she offered $144. For anyone who could not manage that, $44, as long 
as they still stood on the verse.

Read that again, and think about who is actually watching daytime television with a phone in 
their hand and a dead thing in their life. Think about who hears “resurrection seed” and hears 
hope. It is not the comfortable. It is the woman whose marriage is dying. It is the man who just 
got the diagnosis. It is the mother who has already buried a child and would give anything, 
anything at all, for a verse with a number attached to it that promises to bring something back. 
That is who a number like $1,144 is built for. That is who sends it.

When nothing rises, that woman does not conclude the teaching was false. She concludes she 
did not have enough faith. That is the part that should make every one of us furious. The 
system is built so that it can never fail. It can only be failed, by her.

A theology built on metaphysical manipulation, dressed in Christian vocabulary, now has a seat 
at the table of national power.

Joyce Meyer is worth sitting with for a moment, because her case is more complicated than 
most of the names in this chapter, and I want to be fair to her in a way that people in her 
position are rarely fair to the ones in the pew. Her ministry has taken financial accountability 
seriously in ways that many of these ministries never have, submitting to outside oversight it 
was never required to accept. I am not going to pretend otherwise, and I am not interested in 
the money here anyway.

I am interested in the teaching, because the teaching is what reaches the woman at home. 
Meyer’s still runs on the same current as the rest of this chapter. Positive confession. The idea 
that speaking a promise aloud with enough faith is what activates it. Sit with what that actually 
does to a person. It turns faith into a force you generate instead of a trust that rests entirely on 
God’s character, which means the weight comes off of Him and lands squarely on you. A person 
carrying that weight has no way to interpret an unanswered prayer except as her own failure.

Clean books and sound doctrine are two entirely different tests. Passing one has never been the 
same as passing the other, and only one of them is capable of breaking somebody’s heart.

Do not make the mistake of thinking this spirit only lives where the jets are parked. It shows up 
in the biggest megachurches in the country and it shows up in the hometown churches too, the 



kind with a really catchy slogan slapped across the backs of their members’ cars like 
advertisement. The scale changes. The production budget changes. The spirit does not.

Underneath all of that, hidden in plain sight, is a single strategy repeating itself the same way it 
always has. The first move this system makes is the same move the serpent made in the garden. 
Before he denies anything, he questions it. Did God really say. Here, that question gets asked of 
every verse that assumes suffering is normal for a believer, and it is asked through misreading 
rather than denial, because every load-bearing verse in this theology collapses the moment it is 
read in context. Take 3 John 2, the verse most often quoted to prove God wants you rich. The 
apostle John writes to his friend Gaius, beloved, I pray that in all respects you may prosper and 
be in good health, just as your soul prospers. This is a personal greeting, the first century 
equivalent of opening a letter with I hope this finds you well, not a theological promise to the 
universal church, any more than a friend wishing you good health in a birthday card is issuing 
a divine guarantee. An entire doctrine of wealth has been hung on a first century hello. Take 
Isaiah 53:5, by his stripes we are healed, lifted out of the most explicit prophecy of the 
crucifixion in the Old Testament and repurposed as a guarantee of physical healing on demand. 
Read the whole verse. He was pierced for our transgressions, he was crushed for our iniquities, 
the punishment that brought us peace was on him, and by his wounds we are healed. That 
healing is the healing of the sin that separates us from God, which is exactly how Peter quotes it 
in 1 Peter 2:24, saying Christ bore our sins in his body on the tree so that we might die to sin 
and live to righteousness, and then, by his wounds you were healed. Peter applies it to sin. The 
prosperity preacher applies it to arthritis and quietly drops the sin. Take Deuteronomy 28, the 
covenant blessings and curses spoken to national Israel under the Mosaic covenant, applied 
directly to the modern believer as a prosperity contract, blessings quoted and curses never 
mentioned, though the same chapter promises both in equal, terrifying detail. You cannot claim 
the contract and skip the fine print. Take Malachi 3:10, a promise made to a specific people 
bringing literal food into a literal temple storehouse, sold today as a formula for turning a 
donation into a financial return. In every case the pattern is identical. A verse addressed to a 
specific person or people in a specific moment is stripped of its context and resold as a 
universal law that obligates God to pay out. That is not interpretation. It is extraction.

The second move follows naturally from the first: deny the consequence. If Scripture no longer 
says what it plainly says, then suffering can no longer be treated as the normal Christian 
experience Jesus and every apostle after Him described. Paul, who wrote more of the New 
Testament than any other human author, lists in 2 Corinthians 11 the floggings, shipwrecks, 
hunger, and danger that filled his ministry, and in 2 Corinthians 12 he describes a thorn in the 
flesh he begged God three times to remove. God refused him. His answer was my grace is 
sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness, an answer the prosperity 
framework has no room for, which is why its teachers work so hard to explain it away. James 
was beheaded. Peter was crucified upside down. Stephen was stoned while a man named Saul 
held the coats of the crowd approvingly. The early church did not receive this movement’s 
promised abundance. They received exactly what Jesus promised in John 16:33, in this world 
you will have trouble, with no clause attached about insufficient confession, followed 
immediately by but take heart, I have overcome the world. What makes this move so exposed is 
that the loudest objections to it have never come from outsiders who deny that God heals at all. 
They have come from Pentecostal and charismatic Christians who believe most fervently in the 
active power of the Holy Spirit, and who looked at this movement and recognized a counterfeit 



of the very thing they hold dear. The Assemblies of God, the largest Pentecostal denomination in 
the world, formally examined prosperity teaching and published a rejection of it, concluding 
that its promises rest on a misreading of Scripture and a distortion of faith itself. In 1982, a 
graduate assistant at Oral Roberts University, the flagship school of the healing movement 
itself, wrote a thesis tracing the Word of Faith movement’s core ideas not to the book of Acts 
but to the metaphysical mind-science cults of the nineteenth century by way of Kenyon. That 
was not an outsider throwing stones. That was research produced inside the movement’s own 
house, and it has never been answered, only ignored.

The third move is to impugn God’s motive, and this is where the theology stops being merely 
wrong and starts being cruel. God is recast as a Father who wants to shower you with 
abundance and is only withholding it because you have not met His conditions, so that your 
suffering becomes your fault rather than the ordinary experience of living in a broken world. 
The doctrine of seed faith, popularized by Oral Roberts, teaches that a financial gift is a spiritual 
seed God is obligated to multiply back according to a fixed supernatural principle. People on 
fixed incomes have given away rent money and grocery money into that promise. People have 
taken out loans expecting supernatural debt cancellation that never came. When healing has 
been presented as a guaranteed right that faith unlocks, the failure to be healed can only be 
explained one way: you did not believe hard enough. This has produced documented tragedy. 
Followers, and the children of followers, have died from treatable conditions after medical care 
was refused or delayed because seeking a doctor was framed as an act of doubt that would 
cancel the healing. I know the weight of that performance treadmill because I ran on it for 
years. Every unanswered prayer became evidence of my own failure. I could not simply be sick. 
I had to be sick because I had said or thought or believed something wrong. The theology never 
breaks down under its own weight. It breaks you instead, because it is built so that it is never 
wrong. Only the believer can be.

The fourth move is to offer a counterfeit, and this movement’s counterfeit is filmed, published, 
and defended on camera without shame, though my own introduction to it was considerably 
smaller than a private jet. Back in 2003, alone in my apartment at some ungodly hour, I 
watched a late-night infomercial for a televangelist named Peter Popoff selling little packets of 
his own specially anointed Miracle Spring Water, guaranteed to unlock financial breakthrough 
and physical healing for anyone faithful enough to drink it. I did not watch that infomercial 
with healthy skepticism from a safe distance. I called the number. I ordered the water. It 
arrived, I said a prayer over it exactly the way the packaging instructed, and I drank it like it 
was about to rearrange my bank account by morning. Nothing happened. Not one single thing, 
and I share that not because it is flattering, but because the exact same seed was already 
planted in me that would later flower, at a much larger scale, in the men I am about to describe. 
In 2018, Jesse Duplantis publicly asked his followers to fund a fourth private jet, a Dassault 
Falcon 7X costing roughly fifty-four million dollars, explaining that if Jesus were on earth today 
He would not be riding a donkey, He would be in an airplane. That same year Kenneth 
Copeland purchased a Gulfstream V previously owned by the filmmaker Tyler Perry, and when 
a reporter confronted him about his fleet and his recorded description of commercial flights as 
getting into a long tube with a bunch of demons, he grew visibly angry on camera and told her 
his purchases were none of her business. Copeland runs a fifteen-hundred acre tax-exempt 
campus in Texas with its own private airstrip and hangar. The most damning testimony against 
this lifestyle comes not from its critics but from inside its own royal family. Costi Hinn, nephew 



of the faith healer Benny Hinn, grew up inside that empire, in ten-thousand-square-foot homes 
and twenty-five-thousand-dollar hotel suites funded by the donations of the poor, and 
describes healing crusades where doctors were paid a stipend to sit in the front row and verify 
claims that were not true. He walked away from all of it and now calls the lifestyle he was 
raised in, in his own words, a blend of royal family and organized crime. This is the counterfeit 
on offer: the activated, confessing, seed- sowing believer, replacing the humble, cross-carrying 
disciple, so that Jesus is no longer presented as the treasure but only as the key to obtaining 
every other treasure. You can watch this substitution happen in real time in the words of its 
gentlest and most beloved practitioner. In a 2005 interview with Larry King, Joel Osteen was 
asked whether he uses the word sinners. His answer was honest, and it is the entire chapter in 
one sentence: I don’t use it. I never thought about it. Hold that next to the apostle Paul, who 
called himself the chief of sinners in 1 Timothy 1:15, and who told the Corinthians he resolved to 
know nothing among them except Jesus Christ and Him crucified. A gospel that has never 
thought about the word sinner has quietly stopped being about the cross, because the cross has 
no meaning at all until you know what it was for. Eleven years later, in a 2016 Easter interview 
on CBS Sunday Morning, he was pressed on the same omission from the other end, asked 
directly whether he was cheating people by not preaching the hell part, and his answer was of a 
piece with the first: it is not hellfire and brimstone, he said, but most people are beaten down 
enough by life, they already feel guilty enough. Put those two admissions side by side, because 
together they explain everything. First the sin goes, then the consequence of it goes, and what is 
left is a message with no disease and no diagnosis, only comfort. That is not an accident, and it 
is not a small omission. It is the entire business model. A gospel that never names your sin and 
never warns you where it leads is a gospel that costs you nothing to sit under, and a message 
that costs nothing is a message an arena will stay slap full to hear, every single Sunday, for 
years. Remove sin, and you do not get a kinder gospel. You get a gospel with nothing left to save 
you from, which is no gospel at all. Reformed pastor John MacArthur has called the result a 
false gospel that presents a false God. Theologian Michael Horton has described it as a 
Christless Christianity, a religion that keeps the vocabulary of Jesus while quietly removing 
Jesus from the center. These men agree on very little else. They agree on this. What is sold in 
the arenas is not a variation of the gospel. It is a substitute for it, and Paul named that danger 
by name in Galatians 1:8, warning that if anyone, even an angel from heaven, preaches a gospel 
other than the one you received, let him be accursed.

Here is a truth this system takes and immediately destroys. God is a Father. God loves His 
children. Jeremiah 29:11 really does say He has plans to prosper us and not to harm us. Every 
one of those things is true, and this theology drags them through a meat grinder until what 
comes out bears no resemblance to what went in. The truth that God is generous becomes the 
lie that He owes you financial abundance. The truth that God heals becomes the lie that your 
sickness is evidence of your weak faith.

The enemy has always trafficked in earthly wealth. If material abundance were the sign of 
God’s pleasure, Satan would be the most beloved being in the universe, and that is the whole 
indictment in a single sentence. What this system will never let you see, because its entire 
structure depends on you not finding out, is that the loudest rejection of it has come from the 
very Pentecostal and charismatic Christians who believe most strongly in miracles, that the 
most detailed exposure of where it actually came from was written by a researcher inside its 
own flagship university, and that Costi Hinn, born into the bloodline of its royalty, walked away 



and called what he grew up inside a fraud. A system that depends on your certainty cannot 
afford to let you see its own family disagreeing with itself, so it never shows you. What is being 
taken from you is not only money, though money is being taken too, and it is not only the 
gospel reshaped Sunday after Sunday around your potential instead of His glory, though that is 
being taken as well. What is being taken is your rest. You are handed a gospel that makes your 
worth conditional on your outcomes, so that every unanswered prayer becomes a referendum 
on whether you are loved, and if your version of this world never mentions money at all, what 
is being taken from you is something harder to name. You are handed a message about your 
best life so consistently that you never get the chance to be devastated by your sin and rescued 
by a holy God, and a gospel you are never devastated by is a gospel you can never fully love. 
Satan does not need you to renounce Jesus. He only needs you convinced that Jesus is not 
enough on His own, that His finished work requires your performance to activate it, that His 
glory needs your improvement standing in front of it. That is the oldest lie there is, dressed up 
in an offering envelope or a sermon series, whichever version found you first.

Getting out starts with letting yourself grieve what this cost you, the money, yes, but also the 
years you spent believing your suffering was your fault. It means finding people who will let 
you be sick, or broke, or struggling, without treating it as evidence against your faith. It turns 
out the truth actually does set you free, and it was sitting right there in my hands the entire 
time. I have to ask myself honestly whether I was ever too lazy, or too comfortable, to go 
looking for it. I was both. I am no longer ashamed to admit that, because I got saved from that 
too. One of the things I had been most deeply deceived about was sanctification itself. In this 
world, transformation was something you produced through enough faith, enough confession, 
enough spiritual effort, and it crushed me every time I failed, which was constantly. What 
Scripture actually teaches is that sanctification is the work of the Holy Spirit, not the 
performance of the believer. Philippians 1:6 says He who began a good work in you will carry it 
on to completion, starting it, sustaining it, and finishing it Himself. Our part is surrender, not 
achievement. When the Holy Spirit finally began that work in me, He did not hand me a 
checklist. He simply, gently, started removing things I could never have removed on my own, 
revealing Himself to me the whole time He was doing it. That is grace, not performance, and it 
is the opposite of everything this system ever taught me to believe. Jesus was never the 
middleman to your blessing. He was always the blessing.

None of that was wasted time either, not one Sunday of it. God let me sit inside that world long 
enough to know exactly what it costs, and He pulled me out at the precise moment I needed to 
be able to turn around and tell you before you spent as many years there as I did. I cannot tell 
you how I got out without telling you how I got in, because for me it did not start in any of those 
churches. It started at home. The preachers I would later hand my faith to were never distant 
celebrities to me. They were the furniture of my childhood, the names that filled my mom’s 
bookshelf, and growing up she was the only spiritual mirror I ever looked into. I want to be 
gentle here, because what I am about to say is not an insult. It is the saddest thing I know how 
to say. I do not think my mom ever truly committed to any of it. She believes in the prosperity 
gospel and she holds to Catholic tradition, and she has never known anything outside those two 
rooms, because she was satisfied inside them. Nobody ever handed her a reason to go looking. 
She never went.

We did not go to church much, only when her fire happened to be lit. Sit with that, because I 
ran on the very same current my whole Christian life and never once saw where I learned it. It 



was a faith with no pilot light, the kind you strike when you need it and let go cold the rest of 
the time. The one book of hers that stayed with me is Joyce Meyer’s Battlefield of the Mind, and 
I would bet it is still on her shelf today.

I want to be fair to that book, because it was not entirely wrong. It was just incomplete in the 
one place that matters most. It is right that the mind is a battlefield. It is right that the enemy 
plants his lies there and builds strongholds out of the thoughts we never stop to question. 
Where it stops short is the weapon. The battle is not won by thinking positively hard enough, 
and it is not won by the strength of your own declarations, the way that whole world taught me 
to believe. It is won by submitting your mind to Christ and letting the Holy Spirit renew it 
through the actual Word of God, the written thing itself, not a feeling about it. Look at how 
Jesus did it. When Satan came at Him in the wilderness, hungry and alone, He did not out-
positive the devil and He did not out-argue him. Three times He simply said, it is written, and 
answered each lie with Scripture until the devil left Him. That is the whole antidote to the 
question this entire book is built around. The serpent asks, did God really say. The only thing 
that has ever silenced him is a person who actually knows what God really said, and can say 
back to him, it is written. My mom had a book about the battlefield. What she was never 
handed was the sword.

That is the whole difference between us, the one I did not have words for as a kid and have 
spent my whole adult life learning how to say. She was satisfied. I was not. I could not be 
satisfied with a warm feeling on the Sundays we showed up, or a shelf of books that told me God 
wanted me comfortable, because none of it ever introduced me to Him, and somewhere in me I 
knew the difference between hearing about a Person and actually meeting Him. She never had 
to meet Him to feel settled. I could not stop until I did.

Do not read past that too quickly, because it is the most important thing in this chapter and 
maybe in this whole book. You can agree to every word of a belief and feel absolutely nothing, 
and a system like this will call that faith and let you stay there for the rest of your life. It is not 
faith. It is anesthesia. Nodding along to a truth you have never once encountered, agreeing to a 
God you have never actually met, is not a safe, neutral, harmless place to idle. It is the most 
dangerous ground a soul can stand on, because it feels like standing still when you are actually 
stepping off the curb straight into oncoming traffic, calm the entire way, never hearing the 
thing that is about to hit you.

By the time I grew up and went looking for God myself, building after building, these were the 
same voices I reached for, without ever once deciding to. That is how this thing actually travels. 
Not passed down like a family recipe, but carried down the bloodline by hand, the same 
teachers planted in the mother and then watered in the daughter, on purpose, every time. I did 
not choose them. I inherited them. The only reason I am not still handing them down is that 
Someone reached into the middle of that inheritance and stopped it.

There is one more person I need to talk to before I close this, maybe the person I wrote this 
entire chapter for. I have told you my story here not because this book is about me, because it is 
not, but because I know some of you are reading this with a specific kind of ache, the kind that 
comes from having already left. You did not just walk out of a building. Somewhere in the hurt, 
the disappointment, the being looked through and used and forgotten by people who claimed 
His name, you walked away from Him too. You decided that if that was Jesus, you did not want 



Him, and I understand completely how you got there, because I very nearly went there myself. 
So hear me, because this is the truest thing I know. What hurt you was not Him. It was people, 
and a system built by people, and a counterfeit that had learned to use His name to sell you a 
version of Him that was never real. He was never the one who turned you away at the door. He 
was standing in the parking lot the whole time.

But I need you to know that He is not angry with you for leaving the building. He knows exactly 
what happened to you inside it. He saw every bit of it, and He was grieved by it long before you 
were. He is not standing at a distance with His arms crossed, waiting for an apology. The only 
thing that grieves Him is that when you walked away from them, you thought you had to walk 
away from Him too, and you did not. You never did. He has not moved. He has not stopped 
loving you for a single second of your time away. He is not finished with you, and He is not 
disappointed in you, and He has been right here the entire time, patient and unoffended and 
still yours, waiting, not for you to fix yourself first, but simply for you to turn around and 
realize He never actually left. The building may have failed you. He did not. He is still here. He 
just wants you.

So turn around. That is the whole of it. The One who was stolen from you was never a program 
or a building or a feeling in a dark room with the music swelling. He was a Person, the man 
Christ Jesus, lifted out of your hands by people who were never authorized to hold Him, and He 
was never inside that building to begin with. Pick up the love letter He left you, the one they 
only ever read to you in pieces and sold back to you a verse at a time, and let Him wreck you 
with His love Himself, in your own two hands, with no stage in the way and no donation at the 
door. He already paid. There is nothing left for you at the register.

When you are ready to learn how to read it for yourself, I will tell you the one thing that finally 
taught me the tempo of it, because I did not find it in any of the rooms I just described. I found 
it listening to a man named Phillip Anthony Mitchell, who pastors 2819 Church in Atlanta. This 
is not a plug and he does not know I exist. I am only telling you what I would tell you across a 
kitchen table: if you are tired of a cotton candy gospel that filled your mouth and never once fed 
your soul, that talked about Jesus for years and never actually introduced you to Him, go listen 
to a single one of his sermons and see if you do not hear the difference.







Chapter 4
Roman Catholicism
A Priest, a Pope, and Jesus?

I was baptized as an infant into the Catholic Church, the same as every one of my cousins 
before me, my brother, and all the ones who came after, their kids too. We all wore the very 
same baptism gown, passed hand to hand down through the family, even the boys, and it is still 
being passed around to this very day. A hand-me-down religion, wrapped quite literally in a 
hand-me-down gown.

There is a piece of this I did not understand until I was much older, and the timeline matters, so 
follow it with me. My parents went to the Catholic Church because they came from Catholic 
homes, the same way their parents had. They did everything the Church asked. They were both 
confirmed in it. They were married in it. They carried me to its font and had me baptized right 
after I was born. Nobody deliberated over any of it. It was just what we did. It was tradition. 
When I was three, they divorced, but nobody went anywhere; the machine kept running, and it 
kept running me. I was still being walked through my own sacraments at nine years old, sitting 
in that priest’s office for my first confession, a child of a broken Catholic marriage being 
processed right on schedule by the system that had married and baptized all of us.

It was later, after my sacraments were already done, that one of my parents wanted to remarry, 
and that is when the family collided with what Rome actually requires. In the Catholic Church, 
remarriage is not simply a matter of a civil divorce. To be free to marry again in the eyes of 
Rome, the first marriage has to be declared null, a formal process with an application and a 
tribunal and official documents filed and reviewed and approved, ending in a ruling that the 
marriage that had produced me was, in the Church’s eyes, never a valid marriage at all. I want 
to be careful and fair here, because it matters to me that everything in this book is true: canon 
law is clear that such a ruling would not have made me illegitimate or unwelcome, and my 
parents never even filed the paperwork. Stand at that fork in the road with them for a second. 
The institution that had confirmed them, married them, baptized their daughter, and run her 
through nine years of sacraments was now telling them the price of a future was a tribunal’s 
ruling on their past. Faced with that, they did what an enormous number of Catholic families 
quietly do. They walked. No annulment, no paperwork, no fight. We hopped to other religions 
and never once looked back.

But here is the part that took me thirty years to see, and it is the reason this story belongs in 
this book. We left the building, but nobody ever examined the inheritance. The beliefs and 
traditions that had been engraved on the hearts of the generation before me did not get 
unpacked, questioned, or held up to the Word on our way out the door. They just stayed down 
there, engraved, and every religion we hopped to afterward simply grew new doctrine on top of 
the old layer, roots wrapped around roots, none of it ever looked at even once. That is how 
inheritance actually works when nobody checks it. You do not trade it in. You build on top of it. 
I was claimed by this Church in a borrowed gown before I could agree to anything, sacramented 
on its schedule, and then carried out its door with its engravings still on me, before I was old 
enough to ask a single question about any of it.



I think I was about nine years old when I sat in a priest’s office for my first confession and 
asked him why I could not speak to God directly. Little girl me, already nervous and afraid, sat 
in a strange room with an old man wearing what looked like a dress, who was explaining that I 
needed to call him father and confess my sins to him. What sins? I was a child. I will never 
forget that he became visibly upset with me for asking, and I did not understand why my 
question had landed wrong. I do now.

I went through the sacraments after that. I wore the pretty white dress, and the veil my mom 
had worn for her own first communion, yet another innocent hand-me-down tradition carrying 
a weight none of us ever stopped to measure. I remember being genuinely excited to get dressed 
up for it, and looking back I can see I was simply doing exactly what I was told to do, nothing 
more. I nearly set the church on fire lighting a candle and praying for my dead loved ones in 
purgatory. I had no idea what purgatory even was. I was nine. I left that building with my 
certificate and my confusion and no real encounter with Jesus at all.

Ask any one of us, across four generations, what we actually believed and why, and I think you 
would have gotten the same answer every time. A pause. Then something about being Catholic, 
which is a description of a family, not a confession of a faith. My mom was raised Catholic. Her 
parents were raised Catholic. Their parents before them were raised Catholic. By the time this 
faith reached me, it was not something anyone in my family had actually chosen. It was a 
religious inheritance, handed down the way you hand down a name or an heirloom, generation 
after generation, without a single one of us ever stopping to ask what we actually believed or 
why. I do not think my mom could have told you, clearly, what she believed and why she 
believed it. I do not think her mom could have either. We went. We observed. We crossed 
ourselves at the right moments and recited the right prayers on cue, and none of us, across 
however many generations this had already been happening, actually knew the God we were 
supposedly worshiping. I grieve that more than I can easily put into words. I think about my 
mom, and her parents, and their parents, moving through the motions of a faith none of them 
had ever truly examined, and something in me still breaks a little every time I really sit with it.

I have proof of it now, and I keep it on my own shelf. When she passed her faith down to me, 
she handed me her Bible, a soft pink one, and her name is engraved on the front of it in silver. 
My stepdad gave it to her for their seventh wedding anniversary, years after she was baptized 
in 1991 and publicly gave her life to God. Think about what that book actually is. It is a love 
letter, written to her by the One who knew her and named her before she was ever formed in 
her own mother’s womb, and He had her very name pressed into the cover so she would never 
doubt it was meant for her.

I have turned every page of it. There is not a single mark anywhere inside. No highlight, no 
underline, no note in a margin, no verse circled in a hard season. The spine has never cracked. 
The seam has never once broken open. The one book in this world addressed to her by name, 
from the God who formed her, and she never once opened it to read what He wanted to say. She 
kept the one that made her feel better about her mind instead. I do not say that to shame her. I 
say it because I cannot hold those two facts next to each other without grieving what she was 
never given, a heart handed something holy that she was never taught to open, passing it to me 
exactly the way she got it, and calling that the whole of the faith.



But I made a decision a long time ago that the chain stopped with me. I refused to drag my own 
daughters into a system that would stand between them and God the same way it had stood 
between every woman in my family before them. I knew something was wrong long before I 
could have explained exactly what, and that discernment was later confirmed, in full, by the 
very same Word of God this institution claims to be built on. Both of my girls are grown women 
now, and both of them know the real Jesus. Not a system. Not a set of sacraments performed on 
schedule. Him, directly, with nothing standing in between.

Somewhere along the way I understood something that reorganized my entire life around it. I 
cannot take a single thing with me when I die. Not one. But I can take them. That became my 
mission, and it is still my mission, and I only wish I had understood it sooner. This bloodline 
would not have had to walk through so much of what it walked through, and where it still had 
to walk, we would have gone through it standing on something that could actually hold us, 
leaning on the only One who was ever able to carry any of it. No one ever helped me find the 
Person at the center of that building. What I was handed was a system. What I needed, and 
what my daughters and I now have, is a Savior.

Here is the question I want you to carry through the rest of this chapter, because every fact that 
follows only matters if you keep asking it. Who actually stands between you and God? Scripture 
answers that question once, plainly, in 1 Timothy 2:5, there is one God and one mediator 
between God and mankind, the man Christ Jesus. One mediator. Not a priest hearing your 
confession. Not a pope defining your doctrine. Not a saint you pray through. Rome answers that 
question differently, and it does so gradually, patiently, one layer at a time, until a believer can 
spend an entire lifetime never once realizing how many people got quietly inserted between 
them and the God who tore a temple curtain in half specifically so that would never have to 
happen again. That is what this chapter is actually about. Not a list of complaints about 
Catholic tradition. One question. Who is standing in the way.

Everything Rome asks you to believe rests on one claim, and I want to slow down here because 
this is the foundation the entire rest of the system is built on top of. If this claim does not hold, 
nothing built on it holds either. The claim is that Jesus personally appointed Peter as the first 
pope, that Peter served as the first Bishop of Rome, and that Peter’s authority has passed down 
through an unbroken chain of successors ever since, all the way to whoever currently sits in 
that office. Every later doctrine in this chapter, the Magisterium’s authority to interpret 
Scripture, the pope’s claim to speak infallibly, the entire chain of command that tells a billion 
people what to believe, depends on that one claim being true.

It is not true, and the historical record is not ambiguous about it. Peter almost certainly did 
travel to Rome, and the early church fathers consistently record that he was martyred there 
under Nero. That part is not in dispute. What is missing from every single early source is any 
evidence that Peter functioned as a monarchical bishop, meaning a single ruling authority over 
the entire Roman church, because that kind of office simply did not exist anywhere in the first 
century. Paul’s own letter to the Romans, written around AD 57, addresses that congregation in 
specific, personal detail, greeting dozens of people by name, and never once acknowledges Peter 
as its leader. Think about what that means. If Peter had already been installed as the bishop of 
that church, the man writing the most detailed letter we have to that exact congregation 
somehow forgot to mention its own bishop. The far simpler explanation is that there was no 
bishop yet to mention. The scholarly consensus on this, including from Catholic scholars such 



as Francis Sullivan, is that the church at Rome was governed for decades by a council of elders, 
not a single bishop.

Even the earliest church historians undercut Rome’s claim in a completely different direction. 
Eusebius and Clement of Alexandria, both regarded by Rome itself as legitimate church fathers, 
record that James, not Peter, was the first bishop of the Jerusalem church, chosen by the 
apostles themselves after the resurrection. Sit with that for a second. If Peter’s primacy were 
the settled, obvious, apostolic fact Rome now claims it always was, the earliest history of the 
church would not have needed to hand that exact title to someone else in its own first city. 
Peter never claimed the title for himself either. In his own first letter, he calls himself a fellow 
elder among elders, writing to the elders among you, I appeal as a fellow elder, in 1 Peter 5:1. 
That is not how a supreme pontiff addresses his subordinates. That is how a humble man 
addresses his peers.

So where did the doctrine of the papacy actually come from, if not from Peter or the apostles? It 
was asserted, more than two centuries after Peter’s death, by a Bishop of Rome named Stephen 
in the 250s AD, and the churches in the East never accepted it, a disagreement that eventually 
helped split the entire church in two. What Rome presents to a billion people as the unbroken, 
apostolic foundation of its entire authority is, on its own evidence and in the words of its own 
historians, a claim invented generations after the man it depends on was already gone. 
Constantine’s conversion in 312 AD then permanently welded the church to political power, and 
as the Western Roman Empire collapsed, the church simply filled the vacuum left behind, 
inheriting an empire’s administrative machinery along with its instinct for centralized control. 
Once that structure existed, it kept adding to itself. The Immaculate Conception of Mary was 
defined by papal decree in 1854. The Assumption of Mary in 1950. Papal infallibility itself was 
only formalized at the First Vatican Council in 1870. Every one of those doctrines has a date 
attached to it, and every one was added by the same institutional authority whose very first 
claim to that authority does not survive contact with its own history. If the foundation cracks 
like this, ask yourself what that means for everything Rome has built on top of it since.

Before I show you how this system has actually used that inherited authority, I want you to 
understand one doctrine clearly first, because nothing else in this chapter fully lands until you 
do. That doctrine is purgatory, and it is stranger, and crueler, than most people who grew up 
with it ever stop to examine. Purgatory teaches that a soul who dies in a state of grace, meaning 
genuinely right with God, genuinely saved, but who still carries unresolved temporal 
punishment for sins already forgiven, must pass through a period of purifying suffering before 
being allowed into heaven. Read that construction again slowly. This is not a teaching about 
unsaved people facing judgment. This is a teaching about saved people, people already right 
with God, who still are not allowed into His presence yet, because some residue of penalty is 
said to remain that has to be burned off first. Think about what that does to the way a devout 
Catholic is permitted to die. A woman can spend sixty years faithfully attending Mass, faithfully 
confessing, faithfully doing everything this institution ever asked of her, and still lie on her 
deathbed without full assurance of where she is going, because she cannot know for certain 
that every debt has actually been paid in full. That uncertainty is not a minor theological 
footnote. It is the emotional and spiritual center of what it feels like to live, and to die, inside 
this system.



Rome does not claim purgatory has no scriptural support, and it is worth naming what it points 
to before answering it. The Catechism cites 2 Maccabees 12:46, where Judas Maccabeus takes up 
a collection so the dead might be freed from sin; 1 Corinthians 3:15, where Paul writes that a 
man’s work may be burned up yet he himself will be saved, but only as through fire; and 
Matthew 12:32, where Jesus says a sin against the Holy Spirit will not be forgiven, in this age or 
in the age to come, read by Rome as implying some sins are forgiven in the next one. Each of 
those deserves a real answer, not a wave of the hand. Look closer at what each is actually doing. 
2 Maccabees was never accepted as Scripture by the Jewish community that produced it, by 
Jesus, or by the apostles, who quote the Hebrew canon constantly through the New Testament 
without once citing it, which is exactly why the Reformers left it out of the Protestant canon, 
not because it was inconvenient. Paul’s fire in 1 Corinthians 3 is a metaphor for the testing of a 
believer’s ministry and works, in a passage about what gets built on the foundation of Christ, 
not a description of where the soul goes after death. The phrase “age to come” in Matthew 12:32 
is a standard Jewish idiom for eternity, the same phrase used elsewhere in the Gospels simply to 
mean never, not a reference to a specific intermediate realm. None of the three texts carries the 
weight purgatory needs them to carry. That is worth knowing, not because Rome invented the 
doctrine from nothing, but because the actual texts, read in their own context, do not go where 
the doctrine needs them to go. Scripture says something more directly opposite in other places 
besides. Hebrews 9:27 states plainly that it is appointed for man to die once, and after that 
comes judgment, with no purifying interval described in between. The thief who died on the 
cross beside Jesus was told, that same day, on Christ’s own personal word, that he would be 
with Him in paradise, with no purgatorial waiting room mentioned anywhere in that exchange, 
despite the fact that this man had done nothing whatsoever to atone for a lifetime of crime 
beyond simply believing in the hours before his death. Paul says the same thing about his own 
death in 2 Corinthians 5:8, that to be absent from the body is to be present with the Lord. 
Immediately present. Not present after a purifying delay.

Now watch what happens once a doctrine like that is already firmly in place, because 
unresolved temporal punishment does not stay theoretical for long once an institution realizes 
it can be measured, managed, and eventually monetized. That is exactly what happened in 1517. 
Pope Leo X needed money that year to finish building St. Peter’s Basilica, and to raise it he 
authorized the sale of indulgences across Germany. A German archbishop named Albert of 
Mainz had gone deep into debt to purchase his own church office, a practice so common it had 
its own name, simony, and the arrangement struck to solve his debt let him sell indulgences 
and keep half the proceeds for his creditors while the other half financed the basilica in Rome. 
A Dominican friar named Johann Tetzel ran the actual sale like a traveling road show, 
promising ordinary people they could buy the release of dead relatives from purgatory, and the 
slogan history remembers from that campaign states the transaction plainly, as soon as the 
coin in the coffer rings, the soul from purgatory springs. Now that you understand what 
purgatory actually is, feel the full weight of what that sentence was really selling. The 
forgiveness of sins, the grace of God Himself, sold across an entire country, priced per soul, to 
pay off one bishop’s personal debt and finish a building project. That is not an accusation 
invented by the church’s enemies. It is the church’s own recorded history, and it is precisely 
what drove an obscure German monk named Martin Luther to nail ninety-five theses to a door 
in Wittenberg protesting this exact traffic in salvation.



Underneath that scandal sits the actual doctrine that makes it possible, and it has never really 
been about indulgences or purgatory in isolation. It is about authority. It is about whether 
Scripture alone, thoroughly equipping the servant of God as 2 Timothy 3:16 says it does, is 
actually sufficient on its own, or whether it requires an institution standing over it to tell you 
what it really means. Rome formally teaches that Scripture and Sacred Tradition hold equal 
authority, and that the Magisterium alone holds the right to interpret either one. Think about 
what that quietly does to you as an individual believer. It means you are never actually free to 
simply read your Bible and trust what you find there. You need permission. You need an 
interpreter. That is the serpent’s oldest move, inserting a layer between a human being and the 
plain Word of God, dressed this time in incense and stained glass instead of a garden.

The next move is to impugn the sufficiency of grace itself, and this is where the theology stops 
being merely wrong and starts being cruel, because Rome has done this in writing, formally, in 
language it has never once revoked. When the Reformation forced the question of what actually 
saves a person, Rome answered at the Council of Trent, issuing canons that each end with the 
same phrase, let him be anathema, meaning let him be cursed and cut off from the church 
entirely. Canon 9 of Trent’s decree on justification declares that if anyone says the sinner is 
justified by faith alone, let him be anathema. Canon 30 declares that if anyone says no debt of 
temporal punishment remains after justification, to be discharged either in this world or in 
purgatory, let him be anathema. I need you to actually feel the weight of what that means 
before you move past it. The gospel Paul preached in Romans, that a sinner is justified by faith 
apart from works, is not merely disagreed with by Rome. It is formally cursed, on the books, in 
an official council of the church, and that curse has stood there for nearly five hundred years 
without retraction. If you were ever taught that faith alone in Christ alone was not sufficient to 
save you, that teaching did not come from nowhere. It came from an actual council that said so, 
in writing, and meant it.

The final move is to offer a counterfeit in grace’s place, and the shape of that counterfeit is 
Mary, which is exactly why it works so well on sincere people. It never feels like a replacement 
for Jesus. It feels like extra devotion, extra reverence, extra honor for someone genuinely worth 
honoring, and that is precisely what makes it so effective. The Mary of Scripture is a young 
Jewish woman of extraordinary courage, called blessed among women in Luke 1:42. She is not, 
anywhere in the Bible, the Mediatrix of all graces or the Queen of Heaven, a title Jeremiah 7:18 
and 44:17 actually apply to a Babylonian fertility goddess whose worship God explicitly 
condemned. This is not Protestants misreading Catholic devotion from the outside. Paragraph 
969 of the Catechism, Rome’s own current official teaching, states that Mary continues by her 
manifold intercession to bring us the gifts of eternal salvation, and that she is invoked under 
the title Mediatrix. Rome does not leave that title standing bare. The very next paragraph, 970, 
adds a qualifier: Mary’s function “in no way obscures or diminishes” Christ’s unique mediation, 
and whatever influence she has “depends entirely” on His and “draws all its power from it.” I 
want to take that qualifier seriously rather than skip past it, because it is Rome’s own attempt 
to answer exactly the objection I am about to raise. But read 1 Timothy 2:5 again anyway: there 
is one God and one mediator between God and mankind, the man Christ Jesus. Paul does not 
write that Christ is the one mediator whose mediation a second, dependent mediator may share 
in, so long as she acknowledges where her power comes from. He writes one. The qualifier in 
970 does not remove Mary from that sentence. It only explains the terms on which she was 
added to it. However carefully caveated, a title Scripture never uses is being applied to someone 



Scripture never applies it to, and no amount of “depends entirely on Christ” changes the fact 
that 1 Timothy 2:5 was never written to leave room for a second name in that verse, qualified or 
not. Paragraph 966 goes further still, calling Mary Queen over all things, the same royal 
language Scripture reserves for Christ alone. Every one of these titles was defined recently 
enough to have a date attached, the bodily Assumption declared required dogma only in 1950, 
within living memory. A teaching a believer is bound to accept, defined nineteen centuries after 
the apostles finished their work, cannot honestly be called apostolic. It is an addition, laid on 
the conscience of every member as though refusing it endangers the soul, and a gospel that 
keeps growing new requirements was never the gospel the apostles finished delivering.

While I was researching this chapter, I came across a video on TikTok that I was not prepared 
for. It showed the actual preserved body of Padre Pio, an Italian friar canonized as a saint in 
2002, lying inside a glass case in a shrine in Italy, nearly a full minute of real footage of an 
actual human body. He was exhumed in 2008, forty years after his death, and Catholic officials 
themselves admitted that his face had decayed too badly to be displayed, so a lifelike silicone 
mask was made and fitted over what remained of his actual skull. Millions of pilgrims travel 
there every year to see that body. Some throw money at the glass. I sat there watching real 
footage of a real corpse, wearing a mask because the real thing was too decomposed to look at, 
being venerated as though it were proof of holiness, and something in me went cold. Not 
because it was gruesome, although it was. Because I understood in that moment, with a clarity I 
had not felt before, exactly how serious this deception really is. This is not a theoretical 
disagreement about doctrine. This is real. People are kneeling in front of an actual body behind 
glass right now, today, believing it brings them closer to God, and we need to pay attention to 
that with the same seriousness it deserves. In that same moment, watching that footage, I felt 
something else rise up in me that I was not expecting, and I want to say it carefully, because it 
is not an accusation against anyone who loved me. Nobody forced me into anything. What 
happened is quieter than that, and I think it is worse. By baptizing an infant into that system 
simply because it was the family tradition, without anyone ever stopping to research or 
understand what the institution itself actually teaches, my family placed a newborn child into 
total spiritual agreement with a divine that did not come from God. I could not consent. I could 
not object. I could not read. That should sober every parent reading this page. I did not choose 
my infant baptism. I did not choose the sacraments handed to me one after another before I 
was old enough to understand a single one of them. My heart is so eternally grateful to Jesus, in 
a way I do not know how to fully put into words, that He fulfilled His promise in me, the same 
promise He makes to everyone who genuinely believes. He pulled me, and He pulled my 
children, out of that fire, so that I could turn around right now and pull you out of it too.

I need to tell you about a conversation with my mom, because it is the one that taught me what 
all of this actually costs. I had finally understood something that changed everything for me, 
and I wanted her to hear the very words of Jesus that made me understand it, so that maybe I 
could plant a seed. So I sat in the room with her and I read to her, out loud, the exact words of 
Jesus in John 6:44. No one can come to me unless the Father who sent me draws him. And I will 
raise him up on the last day. Then I tried to explain what it had done to me. All those years, I 
told her, I had been running into building after building looking for Jesus, because they had His 
name on them, and I thought that was where I would find Him. But that was never how it 
worked. He did not wait at the end of my searching. He came to me instead, while I was still far 
off and not even looking for Him. That is the difference. That is the whole difference, and it is 



exactly where the change in a heart actually lives. I did not climb up to Him. He came down to 
me.

Her answer was simple, and it was chilling. I don’t believe that.

My heart shattered quietly into a million pieces, and it has never entirely gone back together, 
because of what that sentence actually revealed. She stood firm in purgatory. She could not 
stand firm in Jesus. She held with total confidence to a doctrine that is not in the Bible, and 
could not hold at all to the words of the Savior when they were read to her from it. That is not a 
failure of her intelligence or her sincerity, and I want to be so careful here, because she is my 
mom and I love her. It is the living proof of exactly what R.C. Sproul described at the very 
beginning of this book. She had spent a lifetime inside a communion without ever being taught 
what it actually teaches, and by the end, the only thing that had truly taken root was the part 
that came from the institution rather than from God.

I want you to sit with what it actually feels like to live inside a system built on all of that at 
once, uncertain whether you are currently in a state of grace, uncertain whether your last 
confession genuinely covered everything, uncertain whether you will spend years in purgatory 
before you ever reach heaven. I knew the Ten Commandments the way a child knows the words 
to a song without understanding a single one of them, and it was not until years later that I 
finally understood what Exodus 20:4 actually says, that you shall not make for yourself a 
carved image of anything in heaven above or on the earth beneath, and you shall not bow down 
to them or serve them, for the Lord your God is a jealous God. Once I understood that verse, I 
thought back to the statues we knelt in front of inside that same building, reciting that exact 
commandment from memory while they did it, and something in me could not make the two 
things sit peacefully together anymore.

Once that started, I could not stop seeing it, including in the one service we actually showed up 
for.

Christmas was the big one. Midnight Mass, the whole building full, candles and incense and the 
choir, the one night a year the pews were packed with people like me who had not been inside 
since Easter. It was beautiful. It was the closest thing to reverence I ever felt in that place. The 
entire scene the whole night was built around, the one on the altar, the one on the lawn outside, 
the one in the ceramic set my family unpacked every single December, is not what the Bible 
says. Open Matthew 2 and count the wise men. Scripture never gives a number. It names three 
gifts and never once numbers the men, and every three you have ever seen came from tradition, 
not from the text. Then look at where they are standing. Matthew 2:11 says they came into the 
house. Not the stable. Herod, working from the timeline the magi themselves gave him, orders 
the killing of every boy in Bethlehem two years old and under, which is not the arithmetic of a 
man hunting a newborn. They arrived at a house, and they arrived at a child who may well 
have been walking.

I want you to sit with the size of what that means, because it is small and it is enormous at the 
same time. We take a distortion of the birth of the Son of God, and we put it on the altar at His 
own birthday Mass, and we set it on our front lawns, and we sing about it, and not one of us 
ever opened the book to check. It was never hidden from us. It is sitting in plain language in a 
book most of us own three copies of. We simply took everyone else’s word for it, the same way 



we took their word for purgatory, and for the confession booth, and for the statues we were 
kneeling in front of.

That is the whole diagnosis in one ceramic figurine. If we could miss something that obvious, 
printed that clearly, on a page that easy to find, in the one story we claim the entire season is 
about, then let us be honest with ourselves about whether we were ever really reading any of 
the rest of it. Had we been, this book would never have needed to exist.

I am not pointing at that ceramic figurine from a safe distance. I owned it. I owned all of it. I 
played Mary in my third or fourth grade Christmas pageant, in a homemade costume, and I 
could not have been prouder. I have nativity sets that came down to me the way everything in 
this book comes down to people, hand-me-downs from my mom, who got them from her mom, 
and they absolutely had to be on display every single year, exactly as they had been in her 
house, and in her mother’s house before that. I loved Christmas. I did not decorate for it so 
much as detonate it. Every year I made sure my house looked like it had thrown up Christmas, 
wall to wall, and I loved every second of it.

Then this past December, the Holy Spirit put something on my heart that I did not want to hear. 
He told me not to decorate, and not to celebrate Christmas. I want you to understand how much 
that unsettled me, because this was not a small thing I could shrug off. This was a lifelong love, 
a family inheritance, a part of who I understood myself to be. So I took it to prayer, for days, 
genuinely wrestling, half-hoping I had heard wrong. The answer He gave me was not really an 
answer at all. It was a question, and it has not let go of me since. He asked me, “Will you choose 
tradition over obedience?”

I do not have adequate words for what that question did to me. It was not gentle, and it was not 
meant to be. It was a layer of my own flesh being peeled back so I could see what was 
underneath it, and what was underneath it was a thing I had inherited and adored and never 
once held up to the light, defended in my heart with a loyalty I had never given to the Word 
itself. That is the exact mechanism this entire book is about, and I did not get to observe it from 
the outside. It was operating in me, in the thing I loved most, and I only saw it because He loved 
me enough to ask. I am forever thankful that He did. If He asks it of you too, in whatever your 
ceramic figurine turns out to be, I am praying you can answer it better and faster than I almost 
didn’t.

The apostles in the book of Acts did not pray to Mary. They did not pray to the dead. They did 
not teach purgatory, bow to images, or answer to a pope. What they did was pray to the living 
God through Jesus Christ, study the Scriptures for themselves, and preach the resurrection, and 
an institution that has spent centuries adding what they never practiced is not the faithful 
continuation of what they built. It is a departure from it, one dated addition at a time, and what 
it quietly took from four generations of women in my family was never small. It was our direct 
access to the Father, traded so gradually for a priest, a Mary, a pope, and a purgatory that none 
of us ever felt the exchange actually happen, only the exhaustion of never quite knowing 
whether we had done enough, confessed enough, been devout enough, to stand clean before a 
God who tore the temple veil in two so that nothing would ever have to stand between us and 
Him again. Satan did not need any of us to stop believing in Jesus. He only needed us convinced 
we could not reach Jesus by ourselves, and he told my family that for longer than I can trace.



If you have spent your life going through someone else to get to Him, and if I could sit with you 
right now and hold onto your hand while I said this, here is what I would tell you. When He 
died, the curtain in the temple tore in two from the top down, and it has never been sewn back 
together. That was not a detail. That was the whole point. No priest, no confession booth, no 
system was ever supposed to stand in that gap again. You do not need anyone’s permission to go 
to Him. You never did. He has been reachable this entire time, and He is not waiting for you to 
become good enough first. He is just waiting for you.

Getting free of this does not mean abandoning reverence, and it does not mean turning your 
back on a heritage that raised generations of your own family in the name of God. It means 
going back to 1 Timothy 2:5 and letting it mean exactly what it says. It means confessing your 
sins directly to the God who already knows every one of them, who promises in 1 John 1:9 that if 
we confess, He is faithful and just to forgive us. It means standing on the finished word Jesus 
spoke from the cross instead of an unfinished system that keeps asking you for more. Jesus did 
not die so that we could build an institution that competes with Him for your trust. He died so 
that God could reconcile the world to Himself, as 2 Corinthians 5:19 says plainly, and anything 
that inserts itself between a believer and that reconciliation has misunderstood the entire point 
of the cross. It was never meant to be a religion you perform. It was always meant to be a 
relationship, made possible by a sacrifice that needs nothing added to it, including you.

Before I close this chapter, I want to name the exchange itself, because Rome runs the same one 
I showed you in the prosperity churches, only older and more beautiful. The Church wraps you 
in a whole world: the feast days and the fish fries, the first communion parties, the rosaries 
draped over rearview mirrors, the parish that watched you grow up, Midnight Mass with your 
whole family in one pew. With one hand it hands you all of that, wrapped in His name, and 
calls itself the access point to Him. The other hand is already holding the cost, because once you 
believe the institution is the way to God, leaving the institution feels like leaving God. That is 
why generations stay. Not because they examined the doctrine and found it true, but because 
walking out the door feels like walking away from Him, when He was never the one standing in 
that doorway. The gatekeeper was.

The seed fares the same way here that it did in my prosperity years, only slower. It gets handed 
down still in its packet, carried in procession, kissed and displayed and never planted, because 
a system that reads the Word for you keeps it from ever reaching your soil. Mine sat unopened 
in that ground for years. Jesus named this soil first: the seed on the path, heard but never 
understood, snatched away before it can root.

Now I have to close the argument of this chapter the way Rome herself closes it, in her own 
words, because you deserve to know exactly what is being agreed to when a family plants its 
generational spiritual roots in this soil. The Catechism of the Catholic Church, paragraph 181, 
quoting one of the Church’s own fathers, says it plainly: no one can have God as Father who 
does not have the Church as Mother. Paragraph 846 says the Church is necessary for salvation, 
and that those who know the Catholic Church was founded as necessary and refuse either to 
enter it or to remain in it cannot be saved. Those are not my words and they are not fringe 
words. They are the official teaching, in the official book, available for anyone to read. In their 
own words, you cannot fully have God without the Catholic Church, and you cannot be saved 
outside of her. I will be fair, because fairness is the standard of this whole book: the very next 
paragraph allows that those who never knew any of this may still be saved through means 



known to God alone. But be honest with yourself about which category you are standing in 
right now, because you have just finished reading this chapter. You know now. By their own 
paragraph, the door marked ignorance closed behind you a few pages ago.

So understand what the agreement actually contains, because when you plant your roots here, 
or leave them here because your grandma planted them, this is the whole contract, whether 
you ever read a line of it or not: the Church as the mother without whom you cannot have the 
Father. The Magisterium as the only authorized interpreter of the Scriptures in your own 
hands. The sacraments, administered by her priests, as the channels of the grace that saves you. 
The confessional between you and forgiveness. Mary as mediatrix, purgatory as destination, 
indulgences drawn from a treasury of merit, and the standing anathemas of Trent on anyone 
who dares to say faith in Christ alone is enough. That is the pledge. All of it, as one piece. There 
is no version of this membership where you quietly keep the parts you like, because the system 
does not register partial allegiance. It counts your baptism as your signature on the entire 
document.

Which brings me to the real point, the one I need you to carry out of this chapter. You cannot 
straddle the fence and pledge allegiance at the same time. You cannot keep one foot in the pew 
for tradition’s sake and one foot in the gospel and call it both. The two claims underneath your 
feet contradict each other at the exact point that decides eternity, Christ alone or Christ plus the 
system, and no one gets to agree to both. Here is what I have come to believe with my whole 
heart: Satan’s greatest joy is convincing you that you can. That you can stay for the incense and 
the memories and grandma’s rosary and never have to choose, that the fence is a fine place to 
build a house. It is not. The fence is his favorite address, because a person on the fence feels 
religious enough to never go looking and committed enough to never leave. Get off the fence. 
Read the contract. Then look at the One it kept you from.

I need to tell you one more thing before this chapter ends, because it is not really about me at 
all. It is about how far His mercy reaches, and how late it can arrive and still not be too late. My 
grandma was Catholic her whole life, the same inheritance handed to my mom and handed to 
me, and in the last weeks of her life she finally opened a Bible that had sat closed for decades. 
Tucked inside it was a small blue ribbon printed with instructions on how to read it, and a 
photograph of a boy who had once sat beside her and told her about Jesus. He was not a priest, 
or a scholar, or anyone with a title. He was the neighbor boy, a child my own age, and she was 
the one who asked him to come. I cannot get past that. Jesus said that unless we turn and 
become like little children, we will never enter the kingdom of heaven, and at the very end of 
her life my grandma learned about Him from a child.

She also kept a mailer from the 1990s. Printed beside the tear-off portion was the story of the 
prodigal son, the one Jesus told about a boy who took his father’s money, spent it on everything 
that could not hold him, and finally came home starving and rehearsing an apology, only to 
find his father already running down the road toward him, cutting the apology off before it ever 
left his mouth. That is the story that was sitting there in front of her. On that mailer, in her own 
hand, my grandma had checked a small box confessing that she was sorry for her sins. Decades 
later, after we lost my grandpa, his devotional was handed down to me, and what I found inside 
it told me that he too had come to know the truth before the end. There was a bookmark still 
resting in it, set for the next morning. The morning he never woke up to see. Which means the 
page before it is the last page he ever read.



I want to tell you what is on it, and then I want to tell you what happened when I read it myself, 
because I did not go looking for any of this and I could not have written it if I tried.

It is dated May 12. The title printed across the top is A Defective Doctrine. The key verse is John 
16:33, and it is Jesus talking: These things I have spoken to you, that in Me you may have peace. 
In the world you will have tribulation; but be of good cheer, I have overcome the world.

The page underneath it is about Satan. It calls him the ruler of this world system and says he 
runs precise, orchestrated schemes against believers, and that recognizing his tactics is how 
you walk in victory. It says his first move is a defective doctrine of guilt, built to make you 
withdraw from God, when your guilt was already placed on Christ at Calvary and you are 
already completely accepted. Then it names his second move.

Satan’s other primary stratagem to foil your walk with Christ is causing you to doubt God’s 
promises.

Then it asks the reader three questions. Do you really believe God will do what He says? Will He 
honor His Word? Can you bank on the Scriptures without reservation and expect God to fulfill 
His pledges?

Then it answers them, in a single word, sitting on its own.

Absolutely.

There is a prayer at the bottom of the page. It is the last thing printed on the last page my 
grandfather ever read. I believe what You said, Lord. You will honor Your Word. You will fulfill 
Your promises. Your truth will bring triumph in my life today.

I was already deep into writing this book the day I sat down and re- read that page. It was not 
the first time I had read it. I had read it before and it had been what it was, a devotional page, a 
keepsake, my grandpa’s last morning. But this time I was reading it in the middle of writing a 
book built on one question, and I want you to understand exactly what I was suddenly holding.

This entire book is one question. Did God really say. It is the question the serpent asked in the 
garden, and it is the question underneath every system I have walked you through, in every 
chapter, wearing a different face each time. That is the whole thread. That is the entire thing.

The last page my grandpa ever turned was a page titled A Defective Doctrine, about the enemy’s 
scheme to make you doubt God’s promises, that asks the serpent’s question out loud and then 
answers it in one word.

I underlined it. Sitting right there, with his devotional open in my hands, I underlined the lie, 
and I marked the question, and I underlined that one word answer, because I needed it. Not for 
him. For me. I was in the middle of writing a book that told people the Word of God is 
trustworthy and every counterfeit is a lie built on doubting it, and I was carrying the ordinary, 
quiet fear that comes with saying something like that out loud, and God handed me the 
confirmation out of a dead man’s devotional. Out of my grandpa’s. Out of a page he had read on 
his last morning and never gotten to finish the next one after.

Absolutely.



That is my handwriting on that page now, under his last morning. He had been in the world, 
and he had tribulation, and Jesus had already told him He had overcome it, and he read that 
promise and set his bookmark for a day that belonged to someone else and went home. Years 
later God used the exact page he stopped on to tell me to keep going.

The Word is real. The promises are real. They held a man I loved all the way to the last page he 
ever turned, and then they reached forward out of that same book and steadied my hands while 
I wrote this one, and they will hold you too.

They were raised the same way I was, inside a system that hands down ritual instead of 
relationship, generation after generation, without ever quite handing down the Person at the 
center of it. Yet somewhere in those final weeks, something broke through decades of inherited 
religion that had never let Jesus all the way in, and He reached both of them anyway, right at 
the very end, before either of them ever had to stand before Him as a stranger. When my 
grandma took her last breath, she knew exactly where she was going, because somebody finally 
told her, plainly, in time. My grandpa knew it too. They simply ran out of time before either of 
them could tell the rest of us, which is exactly why I am telling you now.

That is what this chapter has actually been about from its first page. Not an institution, not a 
lineage, not even my own family, only this: that Jesus is patient enough to wait for someone at 
the very end of a road built entirely out of inherited religion, and merciful enough to meet them 
there the moment they finally let Him in, even if it is the last moment they have. I do not know 
how many years my grandparents carried a faith that was never fully theirs before it finally 
became theirs in truth. I only know that it did. I will see them again, and the same God who 
reached them at the very end of their road is standing at the start of yours right now, not 
waiting for you to run out of time first.







WHAT ROME ACTUALLY TEACHES

Everything in this chapter can be verified in the Catholic Church’s own published documents. You 
do not have to take my word for any of it. These are theirs.

The pages that follow are from my own investigation, the receipts I gathered while following this 
thread, put together in one place so you would not have to go hunting the way I did. But I want 
you to know how easy the hunting actually is, because that is part of the lesson. The full 
Catechism of the Catholic Church is published free on the Vatican’s own website. The canons and 
decrees of the Council of Trent are public, online, a search away. Nothing I found was hidden, 
and that is the most sobering part of all of it. This system does not need to hide its documents. It 
only needs to make sure you never feel the need to open them. You are handed the interpretation 
from the pulpit and the tradition from your family, and the sources sit in the open, unread, for a 
lifetime. It took me one afternoon with free tools to read what generations of my own family 
agreed to without ever once looking. Here is what I found.













Chapter 5
Christian Nationalism
A Flag, a Nation, and Jesus?

Go back to the spring of 2020 for a second, because you were there too.

Wherever you were in the world, you were in your house. All of us were, at the same time, for 
the first time in human history. The schools closed. The offices closed. The churches closed, 
which should have been the loudest alarm any of us ever heard and instead barely registered. 
We stood on tape marks on the floor of the grocery store. We watched the numbers climb every 
night on a screen. We could not touch our own parents. Underneath all of it, in every single 
house on every single street, the same low hum was running, a specific kind of dread that 
nobody could name out loud, because for the first time most of us could not answer a very 
simple question. Is the world ending.

I want you to understand what that was, spiritually, because it was not an accident of history 
and it was not bad luck. Eight billion people were sealed in their homes, cut off from every 
ordinary comfort, cut off from gathering, cut off from the ordinary rhythms that keep a person 
steady, frightened, isolated, and suddenly with unlimited hours and a device in their hand. If 
you wanted to build a laboratory for growing a deception, you could not build a better one than 
that. You would not even try. The soil was already turned over. Every one of us was starving for 
an answer, and something was about to walk through every door on earth at once and offer us 
one.

It got me. I want to tell you exactly how.

This is the chapter I write with the most personal weight, because it is the system I was most 
completely inside, and it did not happen to me once. It happened to me twice, wearing two 
different names, and I did not recognize until much later that both times were the same trap. 
By 2020 I was deep inside a movement that called itself an awakening. It had a name: QAnon. I 
did not see it as a conspiracy theory at the time. I saw it as finally waking up to what everyone 
else was too comfortable to look for. I waited for Q drops like a fiend. I refreshed boards 
constantly. I believed a specific political figure had been anointed by God to dismantle a global 
satanic system, that the drops were intelligence from a divine source, that resistance to him 
was demonic. I believed John F. Kennedy Jr. was alive and coming back to help him, a real-life 
Batman and Robin waiting in the wings to save the world. I was trapped in my home during 
COVID, afraid the world itself was ending, spiritually starving and pressing against that hunger 
with everything I had. It was a perfect environment for that fire, and if you have not figured it 
out by now, all of it was, is, and always will be entirely intentional. It works because we eat it 
up. Every new revelation about the darkness of the world became another brick in a wall of a 
worldview I was building instead of the Word of God. It felt like clarity. It felt like waking up. 
That is always how it feels from the inside, which is exactly why it works, and 2 Corinthians 
11:14 tells us that Satan disguises himself as an angel of light. It does not say he arrives looking 
dangerous. It says he arrives looking bright.

I want to be plain about something before I go one sentence further, because it matters more 
than anything else in this chapter. QAnon and the political Christian revival that followed it 



were never two different seasons of my life. They were the same strategy wearing a second 
costume, and Satan used both of them, back to back, to trap me the same way he is using them 
right now to trap you. I lost family and friends walking that road both times, and I do not say 
that to earn your sympathy. I say it because the cost is real and I want you to know it before 
you pay it twice, the way I did.

Christian Nationalism is not a denomination or a centralized organization. It is the belief that 
America is or should be a Christian nation, that its founding was divinely ordained, and that 
defending America’s Christian identity is itself a spiritual calling. People will tell you America 
was founded as a Christian nation, and I believed it for years because it was repeated around 
me as settled fact. The actual record says otherwise. The Constitution does not mention God or 
Jesus a single time. In 1797, under President John Adams, the Senate unanimously ratified the 
Treaty of Tripoli, whose eleventh article states plainly that the government of the United States 
is not in any sense founded on the Christian religion. Thomas Jefferson, writing to the Danbury 
Baptist Association in 1802, described the First Amendment as building “a wall of separation 
between church and state,” a phrase he chose deliberately, not casually. These are not the 
words of modern skeptics rewriting history to suit an agenda. They are the words of the 
founding generation itself, in their own hand, about their own intentions. I am not telling you 
this to wound your love of country. I am telling you because the lie I fell for needed exactly this 
soil to grow in, and the most effective deception never comes dressed as something foreign. It 
comes wearing the flag you already salute and quoting the Bible you already believe.

The first move this strategy makes is to question the Word, not by denying it but by filtering it 
through a lens that decides in advance which parts of it are allowed to matter right now. Watch 
how it works on the Seven Mountain Mandate, the theological engine running under most of 
what calls itself Christian Nationalism today. It traces to 1975, when two respected evangelical 
leaders, Loren Cunningham and Bill Bright, said they had each received the same vision from 
God, that Christians should influence seven spheres of culture: family, religion, education, 
media, arts, business, and government. In its original form this was a vision of discipleship, of 
believers serving as salt and light within their own vocations. That is not what it became. 
Around the year 2000, Cunningham shared that vision with a business consultant and self-
described prophet named Lance Wallnau, who reframed the seven spheres as seven mountains 
to be conquered from the top down rather than served from the ground up, and in 2013 
Wallnau and Bill Johnson published Invading Babylon: The 7 Mountain Mandate, completing a 
shift from influence to invasion, from being salt to seizing territory. It was Wallnau who later 
popularized the specific claim that a modern American president carried the anointing of 
Cyrus, the pagan king God raised up in Isaiah 45 to release Israel from captivity. God does call 
Cyrus His anointed and His shepherd, and that argument is true as far as it goes. The problem is 
the application. The Israelites were never called to worship Cyrus. They were called to worship 
the God who sent him, and a theology that quietly reverses that distinction is not tracing 
Scripture, it is filtering it. This is also the logic that makes a leader’s personal failings stop 
functioning as a warning sign and start functioning as proof of the theology. Once a leader is 
declared specially anointed, his flaws are not a problem to be reckoned with. They become 
evidence that God simply uses unusual people, which means there is no longer any behavior 
that could ever disqualify him in his followers’ eyes, only facts that need to be reframed until 
they fit.



The second move is to deny the consequence, and this movement has run that experiment 
before, in public, with the whole world watching. In Germany in the 1930s, a popular movement 
called the German Christians, made up of tens of thousands of ordinary churchgoing believers, 
fused their faith with national identity and glorified Adolf Hitler as a prophet raised up by God. 
They rewrote the faith to match the politics of the moment, and they were certain the entire 
time that they were being faithful. They did not see the consequence coming because their 
theology had no room to look for it. What should give every believer hope is that not everyone 
went along with it. In May of 1934, a group of pastors including Karl Barth and Dietrich 
Bonhoeffer met in the German town of Barmen and issued a declaration that Jesus Christ alone 
is the Word the church must obey, and that the church cannot hand its allegiance to any nation 
or leader without betraying Him. Bonhoeffer was executed in a concentration camp in April of 
1945, weeks before the war ended, having understood what most of the church around him 
refused to see until it was too late. I watched a smaller version of the same denial play out 
inside my own movement in real time. Deuteronomy 18:22 gives Scripture’s own test for a false 
prophet: when someone speaks in the Lord’s name and the thing does not come to pass, that is 
a word the Lord never spoke, and you need not fear it. QAnon’s central promise was an event 
called the Storm, a coming day when the hidden cabal would be exposed and the anointed 
leader vindicated, tied to specific dates. When the inauguration came on January 20, 2021, and 
the Storm did not, the date moved to March 4. When that passed, it moved again. Nothing ever 
happened, because nothing was ever going to happen, and the consequence of that failure, 
according to Scripture’s own test, should have been the end of the movement’s credibility.

This was never confined to anonymous message boards. The same test applies to prophets 
speaking with their own names attached, on camera, to millions of people. Kat Kerr is one of 
the most viral voices in that world, a self-described prophetess who claims to have visited 
heaven hundreds of times since 1996, describing it in detail on camera to millions of views: 
friendly dinosaurs children can ride and pet, unicorns she insists are real creatures rather than 
myth, and a place she calls Christmastown, where, in her words, Santa Claus himself lives and 
the snow is alive. I want to be clear about why that detail belongs in a book about deception 
and not just a book about strange television. A woman claiming that level of direct access to 
heaven is the same woman who, in 2018, told her audience that God had shown her Trump 
winning reelection in 2020, followed by Mike Pence serving two full terms after him, 
guaranteeing what she called twenty-four years of God in the White House. None of it 
happened. By December 2025, the same woman was telling the same audience she had spent an 
entire week in heaven with the recently assassinated Charlie Kirk, describing in detail what he 
was wearing and the private conversations he was having with God the Father. The 
Christmastown story and the election prophecy are not two separate categories, one silly and 
one serious. They come from the identical claim, that this specific person has reliable, literal 
access to the mind of God, and Deuteronomy 18:22 gives exactly one test for that claim: does 
what she says will happen actually happen. It did not, and a platform of millions of views has 
never once been the same thing as a word actually spoken by the Lord.

Cindy Jacobs, co-founder of a prayer network called Generals International and one of the most 
influential figures in the modern prophetic movement, stood on a stage outside the United 
States Capitol on January 6, 2021, praying and prophesying to halt the certification of the 
presidential election while the building was being stormed a few hundred feet behind her. 
Deuteronomy 18:22 does not carve out an exception for a prophet with a large platform or 



powerful friends. A word that does not come to pass was never the Lord’s word, no matter how 
many people were watching when it was spoken, and no matter how sincerely the person 
speaking it believed every word.

Every single thing I just showed you is sitting in public right now, on YouTube, on TikTok, in 
searchable news archives, free for anyone to find in under five minutes. None of it is hidden. 
None of it required special access or inside information. I did not uncover a conspiracy. I 
watched the same videos you could watch tonight. That should unsettle you more than the 
content itself does. If this is genuinely this easy to find, the only thing standing between you 
and seeing it clearly was never a lack of information. It is cognitive dissonance, the very human 
refusal to let a fact land when landing costs you your community, your identity, or your 
certainty that you have been standing on solid ground the whole time. Here is the question 
underneath all of it that I need you to actually sit with, not skim past: what are you entering 
into a spiritual and eternal agreement with when you nod along to a woman who claims to 
have God’s itinerary memorized, or stand and pray beside people storming a building in Jesus’s 
name? An agreement is still an agreement even when nobody signs anything. You make it with 
your attention, your trust, and your amen.

I know exactly what it feels like to be the one standing outside screaming about this, because I 
am doing it right now, in this book, to you. It is a genuinely terrifying feeling, watching people I 
love sit inside a house that is on fire, watching smoke come out from under the door, and 
watching them turn the television up louder instead of getting out. I am not writing this 
chapter from a place of superiority looking down at you. I am writing it from the sidewalk 
outside your window, and I need you to hear me over whatever is playing inside.

Instead came the third move, impugning God’s motive rather than accepting the test He had 
already given. Faced with predictions that had plainly failed, followers did not conclude they 
had been misled. They moved the goalposts, insisted the real victory was how many people had 
been awakened, and layered Scripture and worship songs over the wreckage to spiritualize it, 
telling each other God woke you up for a reason and you cannot go back to sleep now. That is 
not the fruit of the Spirit of truth. That is the reflex of a lie protecting itself, and for a while it 
was protecting itself inside of me. The same reflex runs underneath the political side of this 
system whenever God’s apparent inaction or a lost election needs explaining. It is never the 
theology that gets questioned. It is always your prayer that was not enough, your faith that was 
not strong enough, never the possibility that God’s kingdom was never designed to travel by 
ballot in the first place.

The fourth move is to offer a counterfeit, and Jesus already showed us exactly what the real 
thing looks like by refusing this one every time it was handed to Him. In the wilderness, Satan 
offered Him every kingdom of the world and its splendor, and He declined. After He fed five 
thousand people, the crowd tried to force a crown onto Him, and He withdrew. He told Pilate 
plainly that His kingdom was not of this world, or His servants would be fighting. He held all 
the power required to build any kingdom He wanted at any moment, and He chose a cross 
instead. This movement offers the opposite kingdom, and it does not ask whether a leader is 
holy. It asks only whether he promises order and restoration, so that political victory becomes 
the kingdom of God, national identity becomes Christian identity, and the flag gets offered as a 
companion to the cross until, over time, it quietly becomes a replacement for it. A savior who 



can be voted out of office, assassinated, or indicted is not a savior. He is a distraction wearing a 
crown, and I gave my whole heart to one anyway.

So that is the machine. That is what it is, where it came from, how it moves, and what it does to 
the people it gets. Now I have to tell you what it looked like when it came for me the second 
time, and where it ended up, because this particular deception does not stop at your kitchen 
table. It ends in the Oval Office.

In the fall of 2025 everything cracked open. On September 10th, Charlie Kirk was assassinated. 
He loved Jesus and never missed an opportunity to declare his faith publicly, and I loved him 
for that, which is part of what made his death land in me the way it did. That moment changed 
the trajectory of my life, and I believe it was meant to. I knew in my spirit that I had just 
watched a literal turning point, not only for me, but for all of us.

I need to tell you what those days actually felt like, and I am aware of how it is going to sound. I 
am telling you anyway. Hear me over whatever news channel you are listening to inside, 
because there are millions of people who felt the exact same thing at the exact same time, and 
they have been coming forward ever since, one after another, with the very same testimony, 
almost word for word.

The air went dead. That is the only way I know how to describe it. Something pulled in close 
and sat down on top of everything, and it did not lift for weeks. I could not scroll a single 
platform without seeing his death or the world’s reaction to it, and when I looked at the faces, 
at the celebrating and the mockery and the jokes, the scales came off my eyes and what I was 
seeing was not political passion and it was not cultural anger. It was something ancient and 
specific, wearing a human expression. I watched demons manifest themselves in people, not 
metaphorically. I saw black clouds rolling in over all of it, closer and darker as the days went 
on. The rest of the world either threw a party or went to work like it was an ordinary 
Wednesday.

I am not asking you to take my word for any of that. I am only telling you what I saw, and that 
it never left me. Whatever came off my eyes in those weeks never went back on.

There were moments I still cannot shake. I sat glued to the television and watched a grieving 
widow stand before the nation and deliver what she described as a battle cry, and I bawled my 
eyes out, swept up in the emotion of it the way the whole country was.

Then I watched the memorial, and I want to describe it to you the way I actually saw it, as an 
observer, through the lens I am now convinced Jesus Himself was holding up to my face in 
those weeks. A man was murdered, and eleven days later, eleven, there was a full memorial 
ready in a stadium. Lighting, staging, speakers, production, a stadium filled to capacity with a 
crowd estimated between ninety and a hundred thousand people and overflow arenas opened 
to catch the rest, cameras positioned, a program running on schedule. Grief that moves at that 
speed is grief that has been produced, and I do not say that to diminish a single tear in that 
building, because I believe most of them were real. I say it because I was watching with 
different eyes by then, and what I saw was a machine that already knew how to turn even this, 
even a murder, even a widow, into an event with a run of show. The scales were off, and once 
they are off you cannot unsee it anywhere.



Brandon Lake stood on that stage and led worship over a stadium full of people mourning a 
well-loved Christian political figure. I want to be careful and honest about what I believe was 
actually happening in that room, because I say this with love for every single person in it, and 
with love for Charlie himself. Charlie was an amazing human being. I will never change my 
mind about that, and I will never change my mind about this either: he was used precisely 
because of it. He was lured out to the very edge of the political battlefield, and his relentless love 
for Jesus and his relentless love for his country were fused together out there until the lines 
between them blurred. That fusion did not die with him. It filled a stadium. Those tens of 
thousands of people believed they were lifting their hands to heaven, and what they were 
actually bringing into that room, into those same raised hands, was their love of country, their 
love of Charlie, and their love of their Jesus, all braided into one thing. They were not raising 
their hands for just Jesus. They were not buying all those Bibles for just Jesus. It got blurred, 
and it got blurred without them ever noticing it happen, which is exactly how this deception 
has always worked, on every one of us, in every chapter of this book. The Holy Spirit made sure 
I noticed. Not because I am sharper than anyone in those seats, because I am not. He made me 
notice for one reason only: to save me from it.

Watch how high the fusion was honored, because this was not a fringe thing happening at the 
edges. His body was flown home to Arizona in a beautiful wooden casket aboard Air Force Two, 
and the Vice President of the United States himself helped carry it, a grieving pallbearer in a 
dark suit on the tarmac. I am not telling you that to diminish the honor. I am telling you 
because I want you to see, clearly, how completely the line between the sanctuary and the state 
had already dissolved before the first worship song was ever sung over him. A man who loved 
Jesus was given a head of state’s farewell, and almost no one paused to notice that those are two 
entirely different kingdoms.

Here is the part that confirmed everything the Holy Spirit had shown me, because I did not 
have to wait long to watch where the fire actually led. Just over three months after the 
memorial, I could not scroll a feed or turn on a television without catching clip after clip of the 
same thing. Erika Kirk, now leading his organization, stood up to open AmericaFest in Phoenix 
that December and said it plainly. We are going to get my husband’s friend, JD Vance, elected 48 
in the most resounding way possible. She had already told Megyn Kelly a month earlier that the 
support was in the works, and that one of the last conversations she and Charlie ever had was 
about how intentional he was about backing Vance for the next election. Sit with that. The 
revival that so many sincere believers latched onto, the one that filled stadiums and sold Bibles 
and lifted a nation’s hands, resolved in front of the whole country into a presidential 
endorsement. The worship and the campaign were never actually two separate things. They 
were the same fused thing the entire time, and I had watched it get lit.

Let me say it plainly. They are comfortable. They have no reason to question the motive, or who 
is really behind it, or why, because all of it feels like home. It is the same cognitive dissonance I 
lived inside for years. I was them. I was firm in my convictions and would have argued you 
down over them, and never once suspected that what I was defending was not actually Him. 
That is how these systems work. They do not knock. They swallow people whole, comfortably, 
and the person inside feels only peace the whole way down. I cannot soften this part: millions 
will spend eternity on the far side of that comfortable decision, separated from the very One 
they say they worship, still certain they were right. There is no hell that comes wrapped in a 



flag. No cross-and-country hell with worship music playing. Just separation from Jesus, and the 
one who engineered it. Just Satan. Nothing else was ever down there waiting.

I have to tell you where I was standing while I watched all of it, because this is the part of my 
testimony I can only say once. Those weeks did not just grieve me. They took me to an edge I 
had been walking toward for a long time, and I got close. I promise you, I was close. The 
darkness over everything felt total, and the enemy, who you now know does not care about me 
personally but knows exactly what I am to God, would have been perfectly happy to finish me 
off in it. He did not get to. Jesus held that lens up to my face with one hand and held me back 
from the edge with the other, and His timing, down to the day, is the only reason there is a book 
in your hands at all. I did not survive that season and then decide to write. I survived that 
season because there was a book He wanted written, and you are the person He wanted it 
written for. So when I spend these pages begging you to turn around, understand that I am not 
preaching from a pulpit. I am calling back over my shoulder from the ground I was nearly lost 
on.

In the days that followed, I watched the Turning Point organization move quickly to channel 
the grief and shock of that moment into what was framed as a Christian revival. Bible sales 
soared. In September 2025, the month Charlie was killed, about 2.4 million Bibles were sold in 
the United States, a 36% jump over the year before and the single highest month of the entire 
year, according to Circana BookScan, the firm that tracks book sales nationwide. He was given a 
special national honor, a presidential medal, a national day of remembrance set on his 
birthday, and had roads renamed after him. On the surface, more people reading Scripture 
sounds like an unambiguous good. I watched something else happen alongside it, something 
that did not sit right with my spirit, and I believe God was holding me back from falling into the 
same trap I had fallen into before, because I would have.

There is more from inside that stadium I need you to see, plainly, so you can decide for yourself, 
because these are things that happened and you can go watch them.

His microphone sat encased in a lighted box, the way a crown sits under glass. His shirts sold 
out nearly as fast as they could be printed, the Freedom shirt most of all, the same one he was 
wearing the day he was killed. You blinked and it became the new uniform of the American 
Evangelical Christian patriot, worn like a testimony, the exact same way I once wore that 
QAnon mask during Covid, proudly, certain it meant I belonged to something true. Nearby 
stood a tent, said to be the same tent he had been sitting under when the shot that took him out 
of this world rang out, and I watched people take selfies under it. I want you to sit with that 
image for one second longer than is comfortable. The event itself opened like a WWE entrance, 
pyrotechnics and fire and spectacle staged around the things of God. There were hands raised 
in worship everywhere the cameras turned. Political commentators I never in my life expected 
to hear say the name of Jesus said it, from a stage, to millions.

Then the service closed with an image I will carry for the rest of my life. The President of the 
United States stood on that stage at the end, holding up the grieving widow. The most powerful 
man on earth and a brand-new widow, side by side under the lights, grief and government in a 
single embrace, in front of a stadium with its hands in the air. Whatever you believe about any 
of the people in that frame, I need you to see the frame itself, because the frame is the sermon. 



That picture taught millions of mourning believers, in one image, that their comfort and their 
country and their Christ all stand together on the same stage.

A year earlier, every bit of that would have set my heart on fire in exactly the wrong direction. 
This time something in me went quiet instead of stirred, and I could not make it stir no matter 
how hard I tried.

Because here is what I was actually watching. A Christian man was murdered, and his murder 
was picked up by the most powerful office on earth and built into a stage. That is the part that 
should concern every single person reading this, and it has nothing to do with politics and 
nothing to do with the organization that put on the event. I am not asking you to look at them. I 
am asking you to look at what got built on top of the grief, and who it was built for, and what it 
was quietly teaching the millions of people watching it to feel about a flag and a cross at the 
same time.

I am not forming an opinion about who did this or why, and neither should you. That is not the 
part of this story I am asking you to look at.

Here is the part I am asking you to look at. Just a few weeks later, Turning Point was 
everywhere. Unavoidable. On every feed, in every church conversation, on campuses and 
screens and stages, and not in the same capacity Charlie had been involved. The shift happened 
fast, and I want to be honest with you: had I not been paying attention, had the Holy Spirit not 
already pulled the scales off my eyes, I would have fallen for it the very same way the world was 
falling for it, with my whole sincere heart. Watch the sequence. In a matter of weeks, we went 
from mourning Charlie to being rallied around carrying his close friend, the sitting Vice 
President of the United States, toward becoming the forty-eighth president. Mourning became 
momentum. A funeral became a launchpad. The timing of the entire thing, from the stadium to 
the merchandise to the movement to Scripture being read aloud from the White House itself, is 
the part almost nobody stopped to look at, because grief does not stop to look. I believe it may 
be one of the most spiritually dangerous things that has ever happened to this nation, precisely 
because it was wrapped in the name of Jesus and watered with real tears. You need to hear the 
last part of this clearly. None of it is happening by chance. Not the timing, not the fusion, not 
the speed. That alone should sober up every human being alive on this earth today with a set of 
eyes and a newsfeed.

If you think I am reading too much into a staged event and a feeling, listen to how plainly it is 
now being said out loud, by the most powerful family in the country. In October 2025, on a 
podcast, the President’s son Eric Trump said, and I am quoting him directly, we’re saving 
Christianity, we’re saving God, we’re saving the family unit. Saving God. Sit with the size of that 
sentence. The God who spoke galaxies into existence, who was before the foundation of the 
world, who holds every atom together by the word of His power, described as something a 
political family is rescuing. Five years earlier the same man had already said his father literally 
saved Christianity. In between those two statements, after the assassination attempt in Butler, 
Pennsylvania in the summer of 2024, he spoke at faith events and on podcast after podcast 
declaring that there is a hand of God on my father’s shoulder, framing his father’s survival as 
divine intervention aimed at a higher political and cultural purpose. This is not a slip of the 
tongue. It is a worldview, stated proudly, on the record, and applauded.



The woman the President appointed to lead the White House Faith Office said the quiet part 
with no hedging at all. Explaining, at a book signing in late 2019, why she had joined the 
administration after a lifetime of insisting she would never touch politics, Paula White said 
this: it wasn’t about doing politics, it was about an assignment, and to say no to President 
Trump would be saying no to God, and I won’t do that. Read that again slowly. Declining to 
serve a particular politician is placed on the same level as refusing God Himself. That is not an 
endorsement. It is a category error with eternal stakes, the exact move the serpent has always 
made, taking something that belongs to God alone, in this case the authority to bind your 
conscience, and quietly reassigning it to a man. When obedience to God and loyalty to a 
president are treated as the same sentence, one of them is about to swallow the other, and it is 
never the president who gets swallowed.

But I need to land the full weight of what she actually did there, because at this hour in the 
timeline, with it this out in the open, I am still amazed that almost no one has caught it. There 
is exactly one Person in all of history about whom her sentence is true. Jesus said it of Himself: 
whoever rejects Me rejects the One who sent Me. That is Luke 10:16, and it is a claim that 
belongs to the Son of God alone. So listen to what was really said at that book signing. A 
property that belongs exclusively to Jesus Christ was lifted off of Him and set onto an American 
president, by the woman who now leads the White House Faith Office. Saying no to this man is 
saying no to God is a sentence with only one rightful owner, and He was crucified for being the 
One it is true of. She has not only said it. The world has the photographs of her hands laid on 
the President in the Oval Office, and the broadcasts declaring God’s anointing over him, the big 
deal of God’s own anointing, publicly pronounced onto a politician’s head from the most 
powerful office on earth, in front of the watching world. Hold on to the image of those hands, 
because you are going to meet them again before this book is over, and when you do, I want you 
to remember exactly where you saw them first. At this hour, with the signs this obvious and the 
words this plain, the silence of the watching church is the loudest sound in the room.

Even the last legal guardrail is being tested. In July 2025 the IRS filed to settle a lawsuit by 
agreeing it would not enforce the rule that has long kept pulpits from endorsing candidates, at 
least when a pastor speaks to his own congregation through the church’s normal channels. A 
federal court declined to finalize that agreement, and the fight is still moving through appeals, 
so as of this writing the rule technically stands. But watch the direction of the pressure, not the 
paperwork. Set aside whether the policy itself is good or bad, and ask the spiritual question 
instead: what happens to a church the moment its pastor can stand on the stage and tell you, on 
God’s authority, who to vote for? The pressure that used to stop at the sanctuary door is now 
looking for a key to it, and a flock that has already been taught to hear a man’s political 
preference as the voice of God will not know the difference when it walks in.

It comes from the top too. In the spring of 2024, ahead of Easter, Donald Trump posted a video 
urging Americans to buy a sixty-dollar Bible he had partnered to sell, the God Bless the USA 
Bible, which binds the actual text of Scripture together with the Constitution, the Declaration of 
Independence, and the lyrics to a country song, with both him and the singer taking a royalty 
on every copy. The caption on that post is the whole chapter in four words. Let’s Make America 
Pray Again. Not repent. Not believe. Pray again, as a national campaign, with the founding 
documents stitched into the back of the holy Scriptures as though they belong in the same 
book, and the name of God turned into a product with a price tag, a profit margin, and a 
presidential signature on the cover. I need to say that last part plainly, because it actually 



happened and it should not be allowed to slide past anyone. Special editions were sold, for 
around a thousand dollars apiece, with his name signed across the cover of the Holy Bible. Sit 
with that. There is exactly one Author of that Book, and He did not need a co-signer.

Then it went somewhere I would not have believed if I had not watched the footage myself. On 
May 6, 2026, at Trump National Doral in Miami, a twenty-two-foot statue of the President, 
covered in gold leaf, was unveiled with his fist raised in the air. It had been commissioned by a 
group of crypto investors, it reportedly cost around four hundred fifty thousand dollars, and 
when the covering came off, an evangelical pastor named Mark Burns, a member of Pastors for 
Trump, stood at a podium in front of it and led a dedication ceremony. The President called in 
by phone while it was happening, and the pastor held the receiver up to the microphone so the 
crowd could hear him.

I want you to notice what the pastor said, because he said it before anyone else could. Let me be 
clear, he told them. This is not a golden calf. He named it himself. He stood in front of a gilded 
twenty-two- foot image of a living man, at a ceremony held to dedicate it, and the very first 
thing he had to do was assure everyone watching that this was not the thing it obviously 
resembled. Nobody has to clarify that about a war memorial. Nobody stands in front of a statue 
of Lincoln and explains that it is not an idol. You only have to say that when the resemblance is 
close enough that the room is already thinking it.

Read Exodus 32 again sometime. The people were not trying to abandon God when they built 
that calf. That is the part everyone misses. Aaron announced a feast to the Lord and built an 
altar in front of it. They believed they were worshiping the God who brought them out of Egypt. 
They just needed something they could see, something gold, something present, while Moses 
was up on the mountain taking too long. That is not a story about people who quit believing. It 
is a story about people who got tired of waiting on an invisible God and made themselves a 
visible one, and then attached His name to it.

I am not going to tell you what to conclude about a statue. I am asking you to notice how far the 
road went, and how few people driving it ever felt the turn. It started with a flag next to a 
pulpit. It ended with a gold-leafed man on a pedestal and a pastor dedicating it while insisting, 
out loud, that it was not what it looked like.

I am not telling you how to vote, and I need you to hear that clearly, because this is the exact 
spot where people stop reading. This chapter is not a case for the other party, which is chasing 
its own idols just as hard. It is a warning about what happens to your soul when the kingdom of 
God gets quietly folded into the kingdom of this world until you can no longer tell them apart, 
because Scripture tells you precisely how that ends, and it does not end with a Christian nation.

Jesus told a parable about exactly this in Matthew 13, and almost nobody applies it where He 
aimed it. A man plants good wheat, and while everyone sleeps an enemy comes and sows weeds 
right in among it, a counterfeit that looks identical to the real thing as it grows up. The servants 
want to tear the weeds out at once. The master says no, because at this stage you cannot tell 
them apart without uprooting the wheat too, so he says let both grow together until the harvest, 
and He tells us plainly that the harvest is the end of the age. That is the danger of this entire 
movement in one story. The counterfeit is not planted in a field far away from the church. It is 
planted in the same soil, in the same building, growing to the same height, using the same 
words, singing the same songs, indistinguishable until the day it is separated out. A political 



religion that wraps itself in the cross and the flag together does not look like a weed. It looks 
exactly like wheat, right up until the harvest, and that is precisely why so few people standing 
in the middle of it can see it at all.

So when the noise gets loud enough to drown out His actual voice, when the movement and the 
ministry and the merchandise and the memorial all blur into one glowing thing you are being 
told to feel patriotic and holy about in the same breath, go back to the only King who was ever 
crowned with thorns instead of votes. He is named, in Revelation 19:16, King of kings and Lord 
of lords, and that title is not honorary, it is not ceremonial, and it is not shared. There is no 
office He is running for, no election He can lose, no nation He depends on, and no son of any 
president saving Him. He is not on the ballot. He is on the throne.

One of the things that happened in the months after was that a road got built, one that led the 
Christian church straight to its president, teaching them to receive him under the presumption 
that he was a man of God. I do not believe Charlie understood the weight of that, and I do not 
think he ever knew he was being used to build it. It was not ambition that paved that road. It 
was his genuine love for sharing the truth of the gospel, and that love was the very thing that 
got used to accomplish it. Between that and Paula White seated as spiritual advisor in the White 
House Faith Office, this should stop every believer in their tracks. How can you not see what is 
happening?

I am not saying revival cannot be real or that God cannot use any of this. He can use anything. 
He used a donkey. He used a pagan king. What I am saying is that I have learned to ask a 
different question now than the one I used to ask. I no longer ask, does this feel like God? I ask, 
where is this pointing? Is it pointing to a man, a movement, a moment, a nation? Or is it 
pointing to Jesus, and only Jesus, with everything else falling away? That distinction is 
everything. It is the whole reason I sat down to write this.

Let me be careful and clear about what I am naming here, because it is not a person. It is a 
strategy. For a generation now there has been a machine that fuses patriotism and Christianity 
into a single product, and Turning Point Faith became one of its most effective engines, 
carrying the merger of God and country into churches, campuses, and living rooms as though 
the two had always been one thing. The strategy did not stay on the cultural stage either. It 
found its way to the highest halls of political power, and the access it gained there handed the 
Christian nation narrative something it had never quite held before, the credibility of the White 
House itself. When a message is blessed from that height, it stops sounding like opinion and 
starts sounding like confirmation.

That is the part I need you to see, because it is the part that nearly took me. Sincere believers 
did not embrace this because they were foolish. They embraced it because they heard it from 
people who genuinely seemed to love God, in language drawn straight from the faith they 
already held, carried by a movement that wept and worshiped and opened Bibles. When the call 
to merge the kingdom of God with the kingdom of a nation comes from voices that appear to 
love Jesus, it does not register as a temptation. It registers as a homecoming. That is exactly why 
it works. The most effective deception never looks like the enemy. It looks like everything you 
ever prayed for, finally arriving, wrapped in the very things you love most.

I am not questioning whether the people inside it love God. Many of them love Him with 
everything they have, and that is precisely what is being used. I am telling you that love can be 



aimed, and a machine built to aim it has learned to point it at a movement and call that Jesus. I 
know, because I followed that aim once with my whole heart, certain the whole time that I was 
following Him.

My mother belongs in this chapter too, and I have been putting off writing this part. You have 
already met her twice. She is the one with the Bible she never opened. She is the one who told 
me she did not believe the words of Jesus when I read them to her out loud in her own living 
room. She is also, and I want to say this with real affection because it is real, a genuine red, 
white, and blue patriot. She loves this country the honest way. That love is not the problem and 
never was.

The problem is that the lines got erased, and I do not think she could tell you when it happened. 
Every screen in her house runs the same channel all day long. The television in the living room, 
the tablet in her lap, the radio in her car. It is on when I arrive and it is on when I leave. Every 
story is the same story, and every story is about one man. That is the water she swims in, all 
day, every day, and nobody swimming in something all day notices it is wet.

On the exact day I sat in her living room and read her John 6:44, hoping the words of Jesus in 
His own voice might plant something, I got up afterward and walked toward her kitchen, and I 
saw it. There is a tin sign hanging above her kitchen doorway. It says something patriotic and 
something about loving Jesus, in the same breath, in the same sentence, in matching letters.

I cannot remember what it said. I have tried. I want to be honest about that, because at first it 
embarrassed me that I could not recall the words. Then I understood that my not remembering 
is the entire point. The specific wording did not matter. It was never meant to be read closely. It 
was meant to be felt, and what it made you feel was that the two things on it were one thing.

Stand in that doorway with me for a second and take inventory of that house. On the wall, Jesus 
and the nation, fused into a single decoration. On the shelf, a book about the battlefield of the 
mind, holding the place where a Bible should be, gathering the attention that Bible never got. In 
her theology, purgatory, a doctrine she cannot show me anywhere in Scripture but will defend 
without hesitation. Three different systems, from three different chapters of this book, all of 
them living in one woman at the same time, and not one of them announcing itself as the thing 
it is.

She is not a case study to me. She is my mom. She loves God, and I believe that completely. That 
is what makes this so heavy to write, because everything I have spent this book documenting 
did not come for her all at once and it did not come wearing a costume. It came one comforting 
thing at a time, over years, until there was a sign over her doorway with two loves printed on it 
and no seam left between them.

God’s timing is never unintentional, and I want to show you a moment from that same season 
that most people watched without really hearing. In the spring of 2026, as part of a nationwide 
event marking America’s two hundred and fiftieth anniversary, the President read Scripture 
live from the Oval Office, a passage chosen for him specifically by the event’s organizers 
because of its long history as a call to national prayer: 2 Chronicles 7:14, if my people who are 
called by my name will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and turn from their 
wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven and forgive their sin and heal their land. That verse 
is real, and it is powerful, and I believe every word of it. But read what surrounds it. The very 



same chapter that promises healing also warns, only two verses later, that if the nation turns 
aside and serves other gods, God will pluck it up from the land He gave it, and everyone passing 
by will ask why the Lord did this to them. We heard the most sobering scripture a nation could 
be handed, read aloud on live television from the most powerful office in the world, and the 
overwhelming response was to celebrate the vessel that read it rather than tremble at the 
warning inside it. Go back and open your own Bible and read the whole chapter yourself, 
slowly, not just the verse they chose for the cameras. That is the apple in the garden for this 
entire system, offered to a starving nation, and we took a very big bite.

None of this is an argument for sitting out of public life. William Wilberforce spent decades in 
the British Parliament fighting to end the slave trade because of his faith, not despite it, and 
Martin Luther King Jr. built the civil rights movement on Scripture. The difference is not 
whether a Christian engages the world. It is who gets served by that engagement. Wilberforce 
and King served their neighbor. This movement serves the nation and calls it God, and I could 
not tell the two apart for years.

Leaving was not instant and it was not painless. The Holy Spirit convicted me plainly, and the 
first things He had me get rid of were the physical reminders, and I want to be specific about 
what was in that pile, because it was both of them. The MAGA merchandise and the QAnon 
merchandise, the shirts, the sweatshirts, even a Covid mask I had worn like a badge. I name 
that mask on purpose, because it is a timestamp. It tells you exactly what season this was, and 
exactly what kind of soil this seed grew out of: the lockdowns, the fear, the isolation, the endless 
scrolling, a whole nation shut indoors and starving for something to belong to. Both went, 
together, because by then I understood they were never two different things. They are the very 
same monster wearing the same mask. I got rid of every piece of it, not because someone told 
me to, but because I could not hold onto the movement and hold onto Jesus at the same time, 
and that is exactly the choice this system is quietly asking you to make right now, whether you 
have noticed the question yet or not. What it will not tell you, because its whole structure 
depends on your certainty, is that its own founders admitted the framework was never meant 
to be a conquest, that the prophecy it built your hope on already failed a biblical test it cannot 
survive, and that the last time a generation of sincere believers fused this tightly with a 
national identity, it took a small remnant of pastors willing to be called traitors to their own 
country to say the word no. What is being taken from you is not your love of country. It is your 
discernment about where your citizenship actually lies, and it is being traded so slowly that you 
will never feel the exchange happening. You are being taught to read prophecy through the lens 
of an election, until a political victory starts to feel like the arrival of God’s kingdom and a 
political loss starts to feel like spiritual defeat, and a fear that specific is never going to leave 
room for the peace Philippians 3:20 promises the people whose citizenship is actually in 
heaven. Ask yourself honestly whether your hope would survive an election going the other 
way. If the answer troubles you, that is the Holy Spirit, not condemnation, and it means 
grieving the leaders and movements you trusted the way you would grieve any other loss, 
because that grief is real. Jesus never asked Rome for a throne, and He is not asking 
Washington for one now. His kingdom was never going to be won at a ballot box, and it was 
never going to be lost at one either.

Here is the same exchange again, the one running through every chapter of this book. The 
movement wraps you in belonging: the rallies, the flags, the shared enemies, the feeling of 
standing shoulder to shoulder in a righteous army with God as your general. One hand offers 



you that identity, stitched in His name. The other hand is holding your collapse, because when 
the prophecy fails, when the election is lost, when the leader falls, the faith you welded to the 
movement cracks with it. I have watched people walk away from Jesus because a man lost, as if 
the Kingdom had been on the ballot. Anyone who steps back gets branded a traitor to God and 
country in a single breath, as if those were one allegiance. That is not God turning from you 
when the movement fails you. That is what happens when a nation is standing where only He 
should.

Watch what this soil does to the seed. Jesus said thorns would grow up and choke the Word, the 
cares of this world crowding it out, and there is no thornier ground than a heart where the 
news cycle gets watered every day and the Word gets watered on Sundays. My seed spent 
seasons in ground exactly like that. Nothing grew but the thorns.

If you have been carrying this one, and I believe some of you have been carrying it a long time, 
here is the thing I most want you to hear. He told Pilate plainly that His kingdom was not of 
this world, and He meant it then and He means it now. He is not running for anything. He does 
not need a nation to enforce His name, and He never once asked one to. You can love your 
country. I love mine. But He is not asking you to stand under your kingdom with Him. He is 
asking you to come stand under His, the only one that was never going to be voted in and can 
never be voted out. He does not want your loyalty split in two. He just wants you.

None of this was accidental either. God let me walk two seasons of this same deception, years 
apart, and pulled me out of the second one at the exact moment a watching world needed 
someone who had lived both to say so, clearly, before more sincere believers walked the same 
road.





















Chapter 6
Christian Gnosticism
A Secret Gospel, a Hidden Password, and Jesus?

My encounter with Gnosticism came through the same door all my most dangerous encounters 
came through: the internet rabbit hole. My QAnon years had trained my brain for a specific 
kind of hunger, the hunger for the hidden layer beneath the surface, the real story the powers 
controlling information did not want you to find. When the political prophecy world began to 
crack, that hunger did not disappear. It found a new address. Suddenly I was reading about 
suppressed gospels, the divine feminine, the real Jesus the institutional church had supposedly 
buried for two thousand years. It felt like the same awakening dressed in academic clothing, 
and I did not recognize it as the oldest heresy the church had ever faced.

Gnosticism is not a footnote to Christian history. It was present during the lifetime of the 
apostles, addressed directly in the New Testament, and it has returned in every generation 
since in whatever costume fits the moment. Gnosticism itself was never native to Christianity in 
the first place. It began as a sprawling philosophical framework further east, and as it migrated 
into Rome, Greece, and Israel, it did what it always does: it reached for whatever religious figure 
carried the most authority in a given culture and absorbed him into its own system to borrow 
his credibility. When it collided with the early church, it did the exact same thing to Jesus, and 
what came out the other side, a full second-century distortion wearing Christian language 
while gutting the center of the Christian message, is really its own distinct phenomenon. That is 
why this chapter is titled Christian Gnosticism rather than Gnosticism alone. The philosophy is 
older and wider than the church. What it did specifically to Jesus is what this chapter is about. 
The word gnosis is Greek for knowledge, specifically the kind of secret, experiential knowledge 
available only through initiation, and its foundation is a radical split between spirit and matter. 
The physical world, in this system, is not the good creation of the true God. It is the flawed 
handiwork of a lesser being called the Demiurge, usually identified with the God of the Old 
Testament, and human beings carry a divine spark trapped inside corrupt bodies, waiting to be 
liberated through the right knowledge rather than reconciled through an atoning sacrifice. 
Several Gnostic texts even reinterpret Genesis 3 to make that logic explicit, recasting the God 
who forbids the tree as a jealous, controlling Demiurge and the serpent as the liberator bringing 
light he was trying to withhold. That is the Genesis 3 lie carried all the way to its conclusion. 
The serpent was right, God was wrong, and humanity should have taken the fruit, dressed up 
this time as ancient wisdom rather than a whispered question in a garden.

Because Jesus cannot, in this framework, actually inhabit corrupt physical matter, His body 
becomes an illusion. He only seemed to suffer. He only seemed to die. That specific heresy has a 
name in the early church, Docetism, from the Greek word meaning to seem, and John 
confronted it directly in his own lifetime, writing that every spirit confessing Jesus Christ come 
in the flesh is from God, and every spirit that will not confess it is the spirit of antichrist. The 
logic is not abstract. Paul spells out exactly what collapses if it is true, writing in 1 Corinthians 
15:17 that if Christ has not been raised, your faith is futile and you are still in your sins. Take 
away a real body and a real death, and there is no real atonement, no real forgiveness, and no 
real reconciliation with a holy God, only a costume drama with no consequence attached to it. 
This is why men like Irenaeus of Lyon devoted five entire volumes to Valentinus, a Gnostic 



teacher so persuasive he nearly became bishop of Rome, and why Tertullian took on Marcion, 
who tried to sever the God of the Old Testament from the Father of Jesus and was expelled from 
the church at Rome for it in 144 AD. These were not academics arguing footnotes. They were 
pastors watching real congregations get pulled apart by teachers who sounded spiritual and 
claimed higher knowledge, and every Bible you have ever opened with four Gospels in it instead 
of forty is the outcome of a fight they were willing to give their lives to.

The counterfeit these teachers were fighting can be examined directly now, because the Nag 
Hammadi library, discovered in Egypt in 1945, gave the modern world the actual documents 
instead of vague rumors about suppressed truth. The Gospel of Thomas is a list of sayings with 
no narrative at all, no crucifixion, no resurrection, teaching salvation through self-knowledge 
rather than the cross. The Gospel of Judas portrays Judas as the most enlightened disciple, the 
only one who understood that betraying Jesus would free his spirit from his body, a complete 
inversion of what the four Gospels record about betrayal and sin. The Gospel of Philip is where 
the popular claim about Jesus and Mary Magdalene originates, built on a damaged manuscript 
with missing words later writers filled in to fit their own theory. None of these were written by 
the apostles whose names they borrow. The entire suppressed gospel narrative that sells 
paperbacks and streaming documentaries requires the dates to run backward, and they do not. 
The four canonical Gospels were functioning together as the recognized fourfold Gospel of the 
church by the middle of the second century. Around the year 170 AD, a scholar named Tatian 
wove only those four Gospels into a single harmony. Around 180, Irenaeus wrote that it was as 
natural for the church to have four Gospels as for the earth to have four corners, treating the 
number as already settled. The Gospel of Thomas, by contrast, is dated by most scholars to the 
middle of the second century and is widely judged to draw on material already circulating in 
the four Gospels. The documents marketed to you as the hidden originals are demonstrably the 
copies, leaning on the very Gospels they claim buried them.

I read several of these texts myself, and I need you to understand the state I was in when I did, 
because I was not browsing. I was submerged. I had been told my whole life that there was a 
Jesus being kept from me, a fuller one, a truer one, the one the church had buried when it voted 
on the canon and locked the rest away, and I went looking for Him. That is the honest shape of 
it. I was not hunting for heresy. I was hunting for Jesus, convinced that somebody had hidden 
part of Him from me and that if I read far enough down I would finally meet the whole of Him. 
That hunger is the same one that had already pulled me through QAnon and carried me 
straight through this chapter’s door. So I read. I read most of the Books of Adam and Eve. I read 
what I could get my hands on of the Gnostic material, and I read looking for the Jesus I had 
been promised was down there. The Books of Adam and Eve are worth naming honestly, 
because their actual origin explains exactly why they carry no weight. They were written by 
anonymous authors, most likely Jewish writers working somewhere between the first century 
before Christ and the first century after Him, and later editors falsely attached the names of 
Moses or Adam himself to the writing to lend it borrowed authority, a practice common enough 
in this kind of literature to have its own name, pseudepigrapha, meaning false writings. No 
Jewish or Christian tradition has ever recognized them as inspired. They were never part of any 
canon, in any era, in any branch of the faith. Reading them, I noticed something I did not 
expect going in. Even that story hands you a warning about its own subject matter, describing 
Satan appearing to Eve yet again during her penance, disguised as an angel of light, the 
identical disguise 2 Corinthians 11:14 still warns us he wears.



But I want to show you the Jesus I actually found down there, because this is the part nobody 
warns you about. People in this world are not making Him up as they go. They have texts. They 
can cite chapter and verse of something, and when they tell you about Jesus they are describing 
a real figure out of real documents. The problem is that the figure is not Him.

In the Gospel of Philip, one of the Nag Hammadi finds, you meet a Jesus with a favorite. The text 
calls Mary Magdalene his companion and says the Lord loved her more than all the disciples 
and used to kiss her often. The papyrus is damaged at the exact word that would tell you where, 
and centuries later people are still filling in that blank to suit whatever they need it to mean. 
The Gospel of Mary carries the same current, with Peter sulking that the Savior loved her more 
than the rest of them. I understand the appeal completely, because when you have been handed 
a Jesus who feels like an institution, a Jesus with a private favorite and a secret intimacy feels 
warmer and more human than the one they gave you. That is exactly the hook. It offers you a 
Jesus you can imagine being in a relationship with, rather than a Savior who came to die for 
you.

Then there is the Jesus of the Infancy Gospel of Thomas, and this one I could not get past. In it 
He is a child of about five, and a boy runs by and bumps into His shoulder. Jesus turns and 
curses him, and the boy drops dead in the street. The parents come to Joseph, begging him to 
teach his son to bless instead of curse, because, in their words, he is killing our children. So 
Jesus strikes those parents blind. Elsewhere in the same text He withers a boy for draining a 
puddle He was playing in, and kills a teacher who dared correct Him.

Sit with that for one second. That is not the Jesus who took children into His arms and blessed 
them and told grown men that the kingdom belonged to people like them. That is not the Jesus 
who wept outside a tomb, or knelt down in the dirt beside a woman a mob was ready to stone, 
or looked at the men driving nails through His own hands and asked His Father to forgive 
them. The Jesus of these texts is petty. He is powerful and He is easily offended, and He uses the 
power on people who annoy Him. Give any honest person both accounts side by side and ask 
which one sounds like God and which one sounds like a man’s idea of what he would do with 
God’s power, and they will not need a seminary degree to answer.

That is what I finally understood about the whole enterprise. These texts are not simply adding 
footnotes about Jesus. They are handing you a different person and keeping the name. The 
name is the entire reason it works.

There is one text I want to treat differently here, and I want to be careful about how I say it, 
because the difference is not in the text. The difference is in me. I came back to the Book of 
Enoch years later, long after I had climbed out of all of this, and I read it that second time with 
an entirely different lens held up to my eyes. The first time, I had been down in the hole looking 
for a hidden Jesus. The second time, I already knew Him, I had a Bible open in my own hands, 
and I was no longer reading anything hoping it would complete Him. That changes everything 
about how a book like that lands. This time I did not read it as Scripture. Not the way I had read 
all the others when I was searching. I never once placed it beside my Bible as though it 
belonged there. I read it understanding exactly what it was: an ancient Jewish text that an 
entire faith tradition took seriously for centuries, and one Scripture itself references directly. 
Jude 1:14 quotes Enoch by name, prophesying the Lord’s coming judgment, and Peter appears to 
draw on that same tradition in 1 Peter 3:19, describing the spirits in prison who did not obey in 



the days of Noah. That is a meaningfully different category than a text inventing a secret gospel 
and attaching an apostle’s name to it after the fact. Enoch does not deny that Jesus came in the 
flesh, because it predates Him entirely. It does not offer a competing path to salvation. It 
expands on the Watchers, the Nephilim, and the corruption that led to the flood, background 
Genesis 6 only summarizes in a handful of verses, and two New Testament authors apparently 
found it useful enough to reference on those exact points. I recommend it the same way now, 
loosely, as background and context, never as doctrine, and never placed anywhere near the 
level of the Word of God. That is precisely where it parts ways with the Gospel of Thomas, the 
Gospel of Judas, and the Gospel of Philip. Those do not fill in background. They rewrite the 
center of the story.

Bible scholar Wes Huff makes a further point about these texts worth sitting with. There were 
not one or two rival Gnostic gospels quietly circulating in agreement with each other. There 
were dozens of separate Gnostic sects, and set their actual writings side by side and they 
contradict one another on nearly every point of doctrine, unable even to agree among 
themselves what the secret knowledge they all claimed to guard actually was. The four 
canonical Gospels, written by four different authors across roughly three decades, harmonize 
on the identity and mission of Jesus in a way these later, competing texts never once achieve 
with each other. The shape of the deception is right there in the word gnosis itself. It casts Jesus 
as a hidden, almost covert figure, trading secret passwords and cryptic riddles with a spiritually 
elite few in the shadows, nothing like the Jesus of the four Gospels, who taught in the open, in 
crowded streets and hillsides and temple courts, in front of anyone willing to listen, even when 
what He said required real spiritual discernment to understand. Huff’s summary of the stakes 
is blunt: stripping Jesus of an actual physical body, turning Him into a floating spiritual concept 
with no flesh to crucify or raise, is not a harmless alternate theory about who He was. It is the 
specific deception 1 John 4:3 names directly, the spirit of the antichrist, already at work in the 
world.

This did not stay in the second century. It shows up now in any space that suggests Paul 
corrupted Jesus’s original message, that the institutional church suppressed some authentic 
diversity of belief, that the real gospel is found through inner awakening rather than the plain 
external Word of God, or that the spiritually awakened few understand something the ordinary 
believer sitting in an ordinary pew does not. What is being taken from you, if this is the door 
you walked through, is not your hunger to know God deeply. That hunger is good, and it is 
Christian. What is being taken is the goodness of the ordinary, so that the plain gospel preached 
in plain churches starts to feel beneath you, unsophisticated, insufficient for someone as 
spiritually advanced as you are becoming, while secret knowledge starts to feel like arrival. 
Satan’s joy in this one is quiet. He does not need you to reject Jesus. He only needs you 
convinced the Jesus available to everyone cannot possibly be enough for someone like you. 
Getting free of it starts with rereading John 1:14, that the Word became flesh and dwelt among 
us, and letting that verse offend the part of you that still wants matter to be lesser than spirit, 
because God made a body and called it good and then put one on Himself. There is nothing 
hidden that you need and nothing elite that you lack. The whole of Christ has already been 
shown to the whole world, and He has never once held anything back from you that required a 
secret key to unlock.

The exchange here is quieter, but it is the same trade. The secret wraps you in the most 
intoxicating belonging there is: being one of the few who are awake in a world of sleepers, 



holding a deeper truth the ordinary church was never given. One hand offers you that 
specialness, dressed in His name. The other hand holds the trap, because once you believe the 
real God lives behind a hidden door, leaving the secret feels like being shut out of Him entirely, 
and admitting you were misled costs you the very identity that held you. People stay in hidden 
knowledge for the same reason they stay in megachurches: not because it is true, but because 
stepping out feels like losing God. It is not. He was never behind the curtain. He was standing in 
the open the whole time.

This is the rocky ground of the parable. The secret is received with instant joy, springs up 
overnight, and dies the moment it is tested, because there was never any depth of soil 
underneath it. I know that rush of springing up. I have also felt the withering, and the 
withering always comes.

If it was hunger that brought you into this chapter, and you already know whether it was, then 
this next part is for you. He never hid from you. Not once. He taught in the temple courts where 
anyone off the street could stand and listen. He healed in broad daylight. When a woman 
reached through a crowd and touched His robe, He did not pull her aside for a private word 
meant only for her, He stopped everything and said it in front of everyone. There is no hidden 
version of Him being withheld from you until you prove you deserve it. All of Him has already 
been shown to all of us, including you. He does not want you to earn access to Him. He just 
wants you.

None of that hunger was wasted either. God let me chase it all the way down before He turned 
me around, so that when I finally sat down to write this chapter, I already knew exactly which 
doors not to point you toward.







Chapter 7
The Jehovah’s Witnesses
A Governing Body, a Man Who Couldn’t Read Greek, and Jesus?

If you are one of Jehovah’s Witnesses and you are still holding this book, I want to speak 
directly to you before I say anything else, because I know exactly what it cost you to be on this 
page. You have been cautioned your entire life to put material like this down, and until now, 
you probably always have. But something nudged you this time. Maybe for the first time in 
your entire life, you felt the Spirit press on you to pick this up anyway, and you bent a rule you 
have never bent, and you committed, and you kept reading. I know something else about you. 
You have walked with me through this same garden scene in every chapter before this one, one 
system at a time, and you have watched me blow the lid off of Satan’s biggest lie in every single 
one of them. Which means you saw this chapter’s title waiting for you a long time ago, and you 
have been quietly dreading your turn ever since. I know exactly what that dread is. It is not 
dread of an argument. It is dread of what you might be about to learn was taken from you, the 
same way it was taken from me, and from every system before yours and after it. So before we 
take one step, let me tell you about the rabbit holes, because there are two kinds in this book 
and you deserve to know the difference. The systems themselves are the first kind. Follow any 
one of them all the way down and every single one bottoms out in the same place: the fate 
Satan has already been sentenced to, because a condemned being has only one ambition left, 
and it is company. The one standing at the top of every one of those holes, at the entrance, is 
Satan himself, smiling beside the welcome sign and hoping you never look too closely at who is 
doing the welcoming. I am not being poetic. The sign on the front of my old church building 
literally said Welcome Home. But the investigation is the second kind of rabbit hole, the one 
this book has been digging chapter after chapter, and I have already told you who was waiting 
at the bottom of that one. Jesus. Same shovel, opposite direction, and the difference between the 
two is eternity. So hear this before one more word. This chapter is not your condemnation, and 
I did not write it to

win anything from you. You are not walking into an ambush. You are walking into the same 
garden as everyone else in this book, with the same serpent and the same Jesus, and the fact 
that you are still reading is not rebellion. I believe with everything in me that it is the nudge of 
the very Spirit you have been praying to your whole life, and I believe Heaven leaned in the 
moment you turned this page. So stay. Read your chapter the same way you just read everyone 
else’s. Let me start by telling you how I got here, because it is probably not what you expect.

Before I do, understand that I am not saying any of that from a safe distance. I know firsthand 
what it costs to sit down and actually read the thing you have been taught your whole life to 
reject on sight, not to weigh, not to test, but to reject, because you were told that opening it at all 
is an attack on your faith. I know that cost is real, and I know it is not small, because I know the 
person who stands on the other side of it. I have watched what it takes for someone in your 
position to let a single honest question stay in the room, and I have watched what it costs them 
when they do. That is not something I studied. It has a face in my house.

My introduction to the Jehovah’s Witnesses was not through a door knock. It was through love.



The man I love was raised in this faith, and I need to say something before I say anything else 
in this chapter. The people I have met inside this organization are among the kindest, most 
disciplined, most sincerely devoted people I have ever known in my life. Not one word of what 
follows is aimed at them. Every word of it is aimed at what was done to them, and there is a 
universe of difference between those two things.

When I agreed to study during the Covid lockdown, it was not curiosity and it was not research. 
It was two people reaching for the same thing at the same time, wanting to reach for it together. 
Our relationship was missing a shared faith, and here was a way to build one from the ground 
up, side by side. I said yes with my whole heart. I need to be honest about what I thought I was 
saying yes to, because it explains everything about how this works: I thought I was looking at 
another branch on the same Christian tree I had been climbing my entire life. Same Jesus, just a 
different building.

We only made it through a few of those virtual classes together before that fire died out, the 
same way the others in my life had. But something had already happened by then that I could 
not undo. My spirit had caught on something. A wrongness I could not yet name, a quiet, 
insistent alarm going off underneath all the warmth and the kindness and the numbered 
paragraphs. So I did the only thing I knew to do with an alarm like that. I investigated. I wanted 
to understand exactly what I had just sat down and agreed to be taught, what I had come 
within reach of entering into an eternal agreement with. If the thing my spirit was screaming at 
me turned out to be true, and it did, then I knew I could not walk back in there empty-handed. I 
would need to be clothed in the full armor of God before I charged back into that fire to try to 
pull the people I love out of it. So I spent years quietly doing exactly that. Peeling back one layer 
at a time, tracing what was actually being taught back to where it came from, documenting 
what was being quietly stolen from people who genuinely, sacrificially love God. It became a 
mission. It has not been an easy one, and it is not finished. But everything in this chapter came 
out of it, and I did not gather any of it to win an argument. I gathered it because I want them 
out.

Then something happened in the middle of the gathering that I never saw coming, and I am not 
going to tell you what it was yet. You are going to find it the same way I did, in order, with the 
same verses in front of you and nobody standing between you and the page.

I do not believe for one second that I ended up in this room by accident. God walked me 
through it Himself. He let me sit in the chairs and open the book and love the people and feel 
the pull of the whole thing before He ever asked me to write one word of this chapter. He made 
certain I knew the price of the page you are holding before He let me ask you to keep turning it.

I am telling you that now so you know what this chapter is actually for. It is not here to take 
something from you. It is here because of what I found in the last place anyone would think to 
look, just in time to tell you about the One you are about to miss.

Our classes were virtual. They invited me to use my own Bible, which felt like an act of real 
respect, and for the first few sessions I did. Let me walk you through what actually happens 
next, slowly, because if you have never let them past your front door, you have no idea. The 
study is not a conversation. It is a textbook. Today it is a glossy sixty-lesson course called Enjoy 
Life Forever!, and the early lessons are warm and gentle and built around questions no honest 
person would refuse. How can the Bible help you? Every paragraph in the book is numbered. At 



the bottom of each page sits a question matching that number. You read the paragraph, your 
teacher reads the question, and you give the answer, which you produce by repeating the 
paragraph back.

Read that again slowly. The answer is inside the paragraph. You are not being taught how to 
think about the text. You are being taught what to say about it, and you are being taught to say 
it back until it starts to sound like it came from you.

Real scriptures do appear, from a real Bible, and that is exactly the point. You feel like you are 
discovering something. You are actually walking a script that decided where you would land 
before you sat down, and every verse in it has been chosen, arranged, and lifted out of its 
context to carry you there. Over time my own Bible stayed closed unless they told me to open it, 
and I never once noticed the handoff happening.

By Lesson 48 the course quietly changes jobs. It is titled Choose Your Friends Wisely, and it 
teaches you to pull back from anyone in your life who does not share your new beliefs. Nobody 
ever says leave your family. The curriculum simply makes it feel spiritual to drift, and a warm, 
ready-made community is already waiting at the Kingdom Hall to fill every space you empty 
out.

That is how it works. It is gradual, it is warm, and it is engineered to replace what your Bible 
says with what theirs says, one small redirection at a time, by people who are not being cruel to 
you. They believe it completely. That is what makes it work.

The single most brilliant piece of engineering in this entire system is a tool they will hand you 
themselves, proudly, as proof they have nothing to hide. It is called the Kingdom Interlinear, 
and it is not some rare book you have to hunt down. It sits right there on their website, jw.org, 
alongside every other study material, free and searchable to anyone. It shows the Greek New 
Testament with a literal English word sitting under each Greek word, and their own translation 
running down the column beside it. On its face, that is the most transparent thing a religious 
organization could possibly do. Here is the original. Here is what it literally says. Here is our 
rendering. Go ahead and check us.

Here is where the engineering actually shows itself, because the whole site works like a search 
engine, and the Bible on it functions the same way. Type a question into the search bar, 
something as direct as, is Jesus Michael the archangel, and you do not get a blank page and an 
invitation to study. You get an answer, instantly. Two articles surface first, both telling you yes, 
and both wrapping Watchtower explanation around the very verses they use to prove it, so the 
interpretation arrives already fused to the text before you have had a single unassisted thought 
about it. Beneath those, a heading reads, what the Bible really teaches, followed by ten more 
articles from their own publications. Every verse is explained to you, fully, confidently, start to 
finish. I will tell you the truth about how it feels, because I sat in it. It sounds good. It sounds 
airtight. It sounds good, that is, if you do not already know your Bible.

That is precisely why it works.

Because a Witness opens that tool and sees Greek with their own eyes, and what that produces 
is certainty. I have seen the original. I have checked it myself. Nobody is hiding anything from 
me. Now look at what actually sits on that page at John 1:1. The literal line under the Greek 



reads: and god was the Word. Their column beside it reads: and the Word was a god. That 
article is not in the Greek. It is not in the literal line under the Greek. It exists only in their 
column, with no footnote, no bracket, no mark of any kind telling you a human being put it 
there.

Now hold that rendering up against another verse in the very same Bible they printed. Isaiah 
43:10, in their translation, has Jehovah say it about Himself: before me no God was formed, and 
after me there has been none. Read those two lines back to back out of the same book. John 1:1 
in their Bible produces a second god. Isaiah 43:10 in their Bible says no such being exists, was 
ever formed, or ever will be. Both sentences cannot be true, and both of them are theirs.

The problem is not subtle, and it is not mine. Either the Word is God, which is what the Greek 
actually says and what the rest of Scripture insists on, or the Word is a second, lesser god who 
was formed, which is the one thing Jehovah says never happened. Their translation chose the 
option that requires a category of being their own Old Testament rules out by name. You cannot 
make Jesus a small god without quietly making the Bible polytheistic, and that is precisely what 
a monotheistic organization built its identity on rejecting.

They know about this. It is not an objection nobody has raised. Their own literature has 
answered it in a Questions From Readers piece, and their answer is that Isaiah 43:10 is only 
talking about the powerless idols of the surrounding nations, so Jesus is not being considered. 
Look carefully at what that requires you to accept. It requires the sweeping statement no God 
was formed before me, and after me there has been none to mean no false idol was formed, 
while simultaneously allowing a real divine being, described in their own Bible as a god, to be 
formed by Jehovah anyway without violating the sentence. The verse itself contains no such 
carve-out. The exception exists because the doctrine needs it to exist.

Hold onto that pattern, because you are going to see it again. An article added at John 1:1. A 
qualifier read into Isaiah 43:10 that the text does not contain. On its own, each one is small 
enough to explain away. What I did not know yet, standing there at the beginning of all this, 
was how many more of them were waiting, or that I would find them one at a time with my 
own hands over the months that followed.

Before I move on, I want to set one of their own verses down next to the teaching that Jesus is 
Michael the archangel, a created being, gently, and just let it sit there. Their New World 
Translation renders 1 Corinthians 6:3 with no alteration at all, exactly as every other Bible does. 
Do you not know that we will judge angels? Read it again, slowly, because their own translation 
kept it perfectly intact. We will judge angels.

Now hold that beside what the same organization teaches about who Jesus is. Scripture, in their 
own Bible, says that we, the followers of Christ, will one day judge angels. Their theology says 
that Jesus is Michael the archangel. An angel. Put the two sentences in the same room and they 
cannot both stand. If Jesus is an angel, and Scripture says believers will judge the angels, then 
their own doctrine has quietly seated us in judgment over the One we call Lord. Their Bible and 
their teaching are pointing in opposite directions, and only one of them can be followed home.

I want to say this as gently as I know how, because I am not writing it to win. This really should 
not be an argument anymore. It should not be the kind of thing that a heart that loves God rises 
up to defend, because if you look closely at what is actually being defended in that moment, it is 



not Jehovah. It is the Watchtower. Those are not the same thing, and the space between them is 
exactly where the coals of this whole fire have been sitting the entire time.

If you feel something rise up hot in your chest reading that, I need you to hear me, because I 
have felt it too. That is not really hostility, even though it wears the face of one. It is fear. That 
particular fear, the kind that guards a manmade thing and calls it faith, does not come from 
God, because God has not given us a spirit of fear. That alone, before anything else in this 
chapter, deserves one honest and quiet moment of reflection.

So let me ask it as softly as it can possibly be asked. If our Savior, our soon coming and eternal 
King, the Lord our God Jesus Christ, is Michael the archangel, then will we, His mere followers, 
one day sit in judgment over Him? You already know the answer. Your heart knew it before 
your mind finished the question. He is not an angel to be judged. He is the One who will do the 
judging, and every angel, and every one of us, will stand before Him.

Once that question was sitting in front of me, I could not stop pulling the thread, so I kept going 
down into their own archives, the older publications sitting right there on their site and in the 
scans collectors have preserved. That is where I found something I still have trouble saying out 
loud. In The Finished Mystery, published in 1917 under Russell’s name, the war in heaven of 
Revelation 12:7 is explained for the reader, and Michael is identified. Not as Jesus. As the Pope. 
The text reads Michael, who as God, the Pope, and it goes on to identify his angels as the 
bishops. The dragon in that same verse is not Satan. It is Imperial Rome.

Read that twice, because of what it means. The organization that teaches today, without 
hesitation, that Michael is Jesus Christ, once taught in print that Michael was the Pope. Same 
verse. Same organization. Two answers that cannot both be right, separated by a few decades 
and delivered with identical confidence. If the light gets brighter, as they say, then what exactly 
was the light in 1917? If a person had asked that question in 1917, they would have been 
answered with the same certainty I was answered with a hundred years later.

Let me take you back into those classes for a moment, because there was one thing that stood 
out to me above everything else, long before I understood any of it. The constant, gentle 
correction of the name. I would say God, the way I had said it my whole life, and they would 
gently correct me. His name is Jehovah. Kindly. Warmly. Every single time. After a while, my 
brain’s pattern recognition went off the charts, because no correction that consistent is casual. I 
simply could not get on the same page, and it bothered me that I could not, so I needed to 
understand why this one thing mattered so much to them, why the name seemed to be the hill 
everything else stood on. I had to learn more. I had to get to the bottom of it. Here is the bottom.

That single inserted article is not an isolated choice. Their translation uses the name Jehovah 
7,216 times across its pages, and that number is the entire brand. It is what makes their Bible 
look unique the moment you open it, and it is where the organization claims its authority, its 
identity, and its name. So it is worth knowing what they have admitted, in their own printed 
words, about that name. Their own foreword conceded that while they incline toward Yahweh 
as the more correct pronunciation, they retained the form Jehovah because of people’s 
familiarity with it. Their own publication Let Your Name Be Sanctified went further, calling 
Yahweh admittedly superior and describing Jehovah as the wrong spelling. Sit with that. The 
organization named for that name, claiming its entire authority from that name, has 
acknowledged in print that the name is wrong and that they kept it anyway because people 



were used to it. Familiarity is a marketing decision. It is not a doctrine, and it is not a 
revelation.

The same translation also inserts that name into the New Testament 237 times, in places where 
every one of the nearly 5,800 surviving Greek manuscripts we possess reads only Lord or God, 
and it never once applies that name to Jesus, even where the Greek is plainly quoting an Old 
Testament verse about Yahweh Himself. It removes the word hell entirely, transliterating the 
twenty-three New Testament references to Hades and Gehenna instead of translating them, so 
the doctrine disappears without a single verse being crossed out. It inserts the word other into 
Colossians 1:16, so Christ becomes one of the things He created rather than the one through 
whom all things were made, a word that exists nowhere in the Greek manuscript tradition. 
Every one of these choices moves in the same direction, away from the deity of Jesus, and they 
even reworked their own Interlinear, the tool that exists specifically so a reader can check a 
translation against the original, adding their theology directly into the reference tool meant to 
catch exactly that kind of addition.

There is one place you can test this whole thing yourself, tonight, in the Bible they handed you. 
The lesson that convinced me I needed to go door to door rested on John 17:26, where Jesus says 
He made the Father’s name known. That verse is the load-bearing beam under the entire 
practice. Jesus made the name known. Others in His day superstitiously avoided it. So if you 
want to please God, be courageous like Jesus and use it. I was supposed to draw that conclusion, 
and I did.

So open John 17 and read the whole prayer instead of the one verse. Six separate times in that 
chapter, Jesus speaks directly to God. Six times He calls Him Father. Not once, in twenty-six 
verses, does He address Him as Jehovah. Not once does He use the name at all. Not in the Greek, 
not in the King James, and not in the New World Translation, which is the part that should stop 
you where you are sitting. This is the organization that inserted that name into the New 
Testament two hundred and thirty-seven times. In the one chapter they point to as proof that 
you must use it, they inserted it exactly zero times, because there was nowhere to put it.

Read what He is actually saying there. To make someone’s name known, in the language of that 
world, meant to display his character, to show people who he really is. Jesus was telling the 
Father that He had spent His life showing His disciples the depth of who the Father is, so that 
they could love Him the way the Son does. That is a relationship being described. It is not a 
pronunciation being commanded.

While you are still sitting in that chapter, read verse 5, because Jesus asks for something there 
that this system cannot account for. He asks the Father to glorify Him with the glory He had at 
the Father’s side before the world existed. Now turn back to Isaiah 42:8 in that same translation 
and read what Jehovah says about that glory. I am Jehovah. That is my name; I give my glory to 
no one else. Two statements, one Bible, one publisher, one binding. Either Jehovah gives His 
glory to no one else, or the Son shares it. There is only one way both of those sentences are true, 
and it is that the One asking for it back was never someone else.

Before we go one step further, I need to close this the way it deserves to be closed, because this 
is the discovery that made this chapter my responsibility. They handled John 1:1 with surgical 
care. One small article, blended seamlessly into their column, no bracket, no footnote, nothing 
to snag your eye. They got away clean. But Colossians is where the seam shows. Open their own 



Kingdom Interlinear to Colossians 1:16 and read the literal line sitting directly under the Greek. 
It says all things. Not all other things. All things. The word other lives only in their column, and 
the literal line their own book prints right beside it testifies against them on the same page. 
They managed to cover their tracks at John 1:1, but they could not cover them at Colossians, and 
their entire system depends on the hope that you will never lay those two columns side by side 
and catch it.

Well, I did. From the moment I caught it, telling you about it stopped being a choice and 
became a responsibility. That is not me being dramatic. If you found out the bridge your loved 
ones drive across every day had a crack in the load-bearing beam, silence would make you 
complicit. I found the crack, in their own printed steel, and this chapter is me refusing to stay 
quiet about it.

Colossians was not the last time His name jumped off a page at me. I was studying the little 
letter of Jude, the very letter this book opens with, when I hit verse 5 and the name of Jesus 
leapt up and smacked me in the face. My Bible said that it was Jesus who saved a people out of 
the land of Egypt. Jesus. In the Exodus. I actually freaked out. I grabbed my phone and started 
recording myself, because I knew no one was going to believe what had just happened to me, 
and because by then I understood I was in the middle of an investigation and this was evidence. 
Then I did what I am about to teach you to do, because every tool I used is free and sitting 
within your reach right now. I opened the Bible app on my phone, the one called YouVersion, 
free in your app store, and I jumped through every translation it offers, and it offers many. I 
opened a Greek interlinear tool in one browser tab, free to anyone online, and I opened jw.org 
in the tab right beside it. I laid them side by side. The Greek text scholars print today reads 
Jesus. My Bible reads Jesus. Some manuscript families read Lord, and honest translations will 
show you that in a footnote, because honest translations show you their work. But the New 
World Translation reads Jehovah, and here is the fact I need you to hold with both hands: there 
is not one Greek manuscript of Jude on the face of this earth that reads Jehovah. Not one. The 
two readings that actually exist in the manuscripts are Jesus and Lord. The one word they 
printed is the one word with no manuscript behind it at all.

The earliest witnesses to this verse, Vaticanus and Alexandrinus among them, do not say the 
Lord saved a people out of Egypt, and they do not say Jehovah. They say Jesus. That is why the 
modern critical Greek text now carries His name here, and why translations like the ESV, the 
CSB, and the NLT render it without flinching: Jesus, who saved a people out of the land of Egypt, 
afterward destroyed those who did not believe. The One who stood in the burning bush and 
split the sea and walked Israel out of slavery is given a name in this verse, and the name is 
Jesus.

That verse did not just expose a translation. It handed me a map. Because if Jesus was the one 
leading Israel out of Egypt, then Jesus is in the Old Testament, and I had never once gone 
looking for Him there. So I went. I read the Hebrew Scriptures for myself on chabad.org, a 
Jewish site with the Tanakh open to anyone, and I walked the Greek on greekbible.com, and He 
was there, exactly where He said He would be, on page after page I had been steered around my 
whole life. Paul saw Him there too, writing that Israel drank from the spiritual rock that 
followed them, and the rock was Christ. I want to say this part gently, because I am not writing 
it to mock anyone, and everything I just described happened at my own kitchen table with a 
phone and three free browser tabs. But it needs to land, so let it land. There is a reason you are 



discouraged from reading anything outside of what they hand you. It was never to protect you 
from error. It was to protect the rendering from you. The moment you are free to lay the pages 
side by side, the whole thing comes apart in an afternoon, and they know it, and now you do 
too.

That is the thing I told you was coming, arriving right on time. I opened Jude looking for a 
translation problem. I found a Person. Not a better argument, not a cleaner case to bring back 
to the people I love, but Him, standing in a verse about Egypt, in a letter I had opened for an 
entirely different reason, in the middle of a study of a system built to make Him smaller.

I went into a false doctrine to document what was wrong with it. I was cataloging errors. I was 
building a case for people I love. Looking for Jesus was not on the list, because I already thought 
I had Him. He is what I found. I met the real Christ in the middle of an investigation into an 
organization that has spent more than a century carefully editing Him down, and He was so 
plainly there, so impossible to miss once I actually looked, that I could not get my breath right.

So set the two verses side by side and just let them rest there. In 1 Corinthians their own Bible 
says we will one day judge angels. In Jude their own verse, carried back to what it actually says, 
shows Jesus as the God who saved Israel out of Egypt, a thousand years before Bethlehem. One 
of those is a being we will judge. The other is the One doing the saving and the judging Himself. 
They cannot be the same, and Scripture never once asks you to make them the same. It is only a 
doctrine that asks that of you, and a doctrine is not worth more than the Christ it shrinks.

I need the Witness reading this to hear the next part especially. I did not find Him because I am 
clever, because I am not. I found Him because I finally looked at the text with nothing standing 
between me and it. No study article. No paragraph with the answer already printed 
underneath. No one telling me what it really means before I had a chance to see what it says. 
He was already there. He had been there the entire time, in the very book they handed me, in 
the letter this whole book opens with.

A hundred years of careful editing, and He was still sitting in Jude 1:5 with His name on Him.

None of what I have just shown you began with careful scholarship. The movement began in 
the late nineteenth century under Charles Taze Russell, and in 1913, in a libel case he brought 
himself, he was cross-examined under oath in a Hamilton, Ontario courtroom and asked 
whether he was schooled in Greek. His answer, preserved in the official record, was no, sir. 
Handed a page of the Greek New Testament, he could not identify the letters. The New World 
Translation rests its boldest departures from every other Bible ever produced on claims about 
that same Greek, and the man at its headwaters admitted in open court that he could not read a 
line of it.

The first move here, and the one everything else depends on, is questioning whether the Word 
can be trusted the way it was actually written, and the word firstborn carries the weight of that 
whole move on its own. If you can redefine one word, you can take the eternal Son of God and 
quietly shrink Him into a created being. The Hebrew bekor and the Greek prototokos never 
primarily meant the first one made in the world that produced Scripture. In Psalm 89:27, God 
calls David, the youngest of Jesse’s sons, His firstborn, the most exalted of the kings of the earth, 
a statement about rank, not birth order. In Exodus 4:22, God calls Israel His firstborn son, 
though Egypt existed long before it. So when Paul writes in Colossians 1:15 that Jesus is the 



firstborn over all creation, the honest question is not whether that means He was made first. It 
is what the word means everywhere else Scripture uses it, and Paul answers his own sentence 
in the next breath: all things were created through Him and for Him, He is before all things, 
and in Him all things hold together. You cannot be both the one through whom everything was 
made and one of the things that were made, which is exactly why some translations have to 
insert the word other into that passage, a word with no manuscript support at all, added 
because the verse dismantles the doctrine without it. The same logic is what produces the claim 
that Jesus is Michael the archangel, and it does not survive Hebrews 1, which asks to which of 
the angels God ever said You are my Son, commands all the angels to worship the Son, and has 
the Father call the Son God directly. Set Michael himself beside Jesus and the difference is plain. 
In Jude 1:9, Michael disputes with the devil and does not rebuke him in his own authority, 
saying only the Lord rebuke you. Jesus rebuked demons directly, in His own name, and they 
obeyed instantly. Isaiah 44:6 has Jehovah declare of Himself I am the first and I am the last, 
besides Me there is no God, a title their own theology reserves for Jehovah alone, while 
Revelation 1:17 has Jesus say the identical words of Himself. Either Jesus is Jehovah, or their 
own Bible has Jehovah dying on a cross. There is no third option left standing.

Underneath all of it sits the thing that should keep every person in that Kingdom Hall awake 
tonight. A finite created being cannot pay an infinite debt. An angel, however exalted, however 
ancient, however close to the throne, is a creature. Creatures do not have infinite worth to 
spend. If Jesus is a created being, then what happened at Calvary was a very large payment 
made against a debt that was always larger, and no amount of devotion, field service, or faithful 
attendance can make up the difference, because the difference is infinite and you are not. This 
is not an academic dispute about a Greek article. This is the question of whether the payment 
cleared.

The invented name at the center of all of it has its own history. The personal name of God in 
Hebrew is four consonants, YHWH, and out of holy respect for it the Jewish people stopped 
pronouncing it aloud, saying Adonai, meaning Lord, whenever they reached it in the text. 
Centuries later, scribes called the Masoretes developed a system of vowel markings for Hebrew, 
and when they reached YHWH they placed the vowels of Adonai underneath it, not to create a 
new word, but as a reminder to say Adonai instead. European scholars who did not understand 
that scribal convention later fused the consonants of one word with the vowels of another and 
read them as though they were a single name, and Jehovah is what came out of that honest 
mistake. Pressing it into the New Testament 237 times, especially into Romans 10:13, which 
Paul deliberately placed four verses after Romans 10:9’s confession that Jesus is Lord so the two 
would be read together, quietly severs the very connection Paul was making, redirecting the 
object of salvation away from Christ and onto a medieval accident.

I told you at the door of this chapter that you have been trained to stop reading, and this is the 
place where that training fires hardest, so notice it happening in your body, and then notice 
this: truth does not need that reflex. Nothing that is actually true has to be protected from 
examination, and the Bereans in Acts 17:11 were called noble by Scripture itself for checking an 
apostle’s own words against the text every single day. If a teaching is from God, it will still be 
standing after you look at it hard. If a teaching requires that you not look, you already know 
something about it. I am not asking you to leave anything. I am asking you to keep reading for 
four more pages. That is all.



There are two things you were never told, and I need you to have them here, before we go one 
step further, because the pages waiting at the end of this chapter prove them. Today, a Witness 
is taught two things as bedrock identity: that Jesus is Michael the archangel, and that the cross 
is a pagan symbol unworthy of the Son of God. Neither one is what their own founder’s 
magazine printed. Russell’s own Zion’s Watch Tower, in November of 1879, reasoned right there 
on the page that because all the angels of God are commanded to worship the Son, Michael, the 
chief angel, is not the Son of God. Their magazine. Their ink. The opposite of today’s doctrine. 
The cross? The cross and crown emblem sat proudly on the cover of the Watch Tower itself for 
decades, all the way into 1931, and Russell’s generation spoke of the cross of Christ the way 
believers always had. The teaching that the cross is pagan did not arrive until 1936, under 
Rutherford, twenty years after Russell was already in the ground.

Understand what happened after 1914, because the failure is not the interesting part. The 
rescue is. When the date came and the world did not end, the teaching was not withdrawn. It 
was moved indoors. He did come, they said. He came invisibly, and He has been ruling invisibly 
ever since. That one adjustment converted a falsified prediction into an unfalsifiable one, and it 
is the only reason the doctrine survived a century of being wrong.

The proof text is Acts 1:9-11. Jesus is taken up, a cloud hides Him from their sight, and two men 
in white tell the disciples He will come back in the same way they watched Him go. Witnesses 
read that and conclude the manner of His going was that He vanished from view, unnoticed by 
the world, so His return will be unnoticed too.

Look carefully at what that reading does. Disappearing from view was not the manner of the 
ascension. It was the result of it. The manner was visible and bodily. They stood there watching 
Him with their own eyes until the clouds got in the way, which is precisely what the text says 
happened, and the promise is that the manner will match.

The words the New Testament itself uses for His return say the same thing twice over. One is 
apokalupsis, which means an unveiling, the removing of a cover from something hidden. The 
other is epiphaneia, a shining forth, an appearing, and it is the same word used of His first 
coming, which was as visible as a birth. Neither word can be bent to mean concealed. Jesus said 
the sign of the Son of Man would appear in the sky and all the nations of the earth would 
mourn, and that they would see Him coming with power and great glory.

So the doctrine that rescued 1914 requires the return of Christ to be the one thing Scripture 
insists it will never be, which is unnoticed. A failed prophecy was saved by a second doctrine 
asking you to believe He arrived and no one saw. Not the world. Not the nations. Not you.

Sit with the trap that history springs, because there is no way out of it. If the organization was 
God’s reliable channel of truth in Russell’s day, then the doctrine you hold now departed from 
that channel. If it is God’s reliable channel now, then it printed error about the very identity of 
Christ for its first fifty years. One of those has to be true, there is no third option, and either one 
breaks the claim the entire structure stands on. Here is the serious part, the costly part, and I 
say it with love and with fear for you at the same time: you are about to see all of this with your 
own eyes. Original print. Their pages. After you look, whatever you decide to do, one thing will 
never be true of you again. You will not be able to honestly say you were never shown. By the 
standard this organization itself taught you, the moment you are shown the truth is the 
moment your responsibility before God begins.



The second move is to deny the consequence that Scripture itself says should follow when 
something spoken in God’s name turns out false, and no chapter in this book has more evidence 
of that denial than this one. Deuteronomy 18:22 gives the test plainly: when a prophet speaks in 
the Lord’s name and the thing does not come to pass, that is a word the Lord never spoke, and 
you need not fear him. Russell taught that the last days began in 1799, that Christ’s invisible 
presence began in 1874, and that the world would end in 1914. When it did not, the date moved 
to 1925, and in expectation of the ancient patriarchs returning to inhabit resurrected bodies, the 
organization purchased a mansion in San Diego called Beth-Sarim, House of Princes, where 
Rutherford himself lived while the world waited for Abraham and David to move in. They never 
came. Then came 1975, when the Watchtower taught that six thousand years of human history 
since Adam’s creation would conclude, and Witnesses made irreversible decisions, forgoing 
education, careers, and children, in expectation of an end that did not arrive, after which the 
organization quietly shifted the blame onto members for reading too much into what had been 
printed. The consequence Deuteronomy 18 attaches to a failed prophecy has never once been 
allowed to land, because the goalposts always move first. Twice, under oath, the organization’s 
own people said what they would never print in the Watchtower. In 1954, in a Scottish 
courtroom, the organization’s own attorney was asked directly whether they had promulgated 
false prophecy, and answered, we have. In 2015, before the Australian Royal Commission, 
Governing Body member Geoffrey Jackson was asked whether the Governing Body sees itself as 
God’s spokespeople on earth, and said it would seem quite presumptuous to claim they are the 
only spokesperson God is using. The moment each hearing ended, the organization returned to 
demanding the very allegiance its own leaders would not defend under oath.

The third move is to impugn the character of the truth that came before it, framing two 
thousand years of the church’s actual doctrine as a hidden deception it alone has uncovered, 
while its own record shows an organization that cannot stop quietly rewriting what it once 
called certain. The cross Jesus died on was on the front page of the Watchtower until October 
1931, when the organization declared it had actually been a stake, even though Russell’s own 
grave marker still carries a cross and crown. Blood transfusions were forbidden in 1945, built 
on a reading of Acts 15 that Russell himself had treated only as a pastoral suggestion, a position 
that has cost lives in hospitals ever since and continues to today. This is the same organization 
that has criticized other traditions for changing their doctrine, quoting in its own literature a 
Catholic layman asking how anything could be trusted if absolute truth from ten years earlier 
was suddenly being revised. Every word of that criticism describes its own history precisely.

I want you to understand what it feels like to make discoveries like these with nowhere to take 
a single one of them. I had questions stacking up and no safe place to put a single one of them, 
because in that world asking is the offense. Not disagreeing. Asking. The moment a Witness 
begins to question, they are not treated as a person who is thinking. They are treated as a 
person who is falling, and the word for that is apostate. It gets applied to the sincere and the 
curious just as fast as it gets applied to anyone else, and it does not spare family. Your mother, 
your husband, your children are all instructed to see you differently the moment you say out 
loud that something does not add up. That is why so many of them never say it out loud. Not 
because they never noticed. Because they know what it costs.

They are explicit about how a member is to handle anything that comes from outside. This is 
not something I am inferring from behavior. It is printed in their own material, currently, on 
their own website. In a 2023 meeting workbook under the heading Protect Yourself From 



Apostasy, members are asked how they should react to apostate teachings, and given the 
answer: treat them as the poison they are, never read them, reply to them, or repeat them. A 
Governing Body member said the same thing from a platform, telling the audience they would 
call apostasy spiritual poison, and that the way to avoid being poisoned is to recognize poison 
and avoid it. A Watchtower article had already told them it would be a mistake to think you 
need to read an apostate’s writing even to refute it, because that reasoning can contaminate 
your faith like rapidly spreading gangrene.

Read that instruction again and notice what it does not say. It does not say weigh it. It does not 
say test it against Scripture, which is what the Bereans were commended for doing to Paul 
himself. It says never read, never reply, never repeat. The instruction is not about whether a 
thing is true. It is only about where it came from. Anything arriving through a door other than 
theirs is poison by definition, before anyone has looked at it.

Sit with where that leads, because I could not get past it. If the only permitted source is their 
channel, then Scripture read outside that channel falls under the same rule. The words of Jesus 
Himself, if they reach you from the wrong direction, are handled as contamination. That is the 
part I could not do. I was being asked to treat the voice of the Lord as a hazard depending on 
who handed it to me, and something in me refused, because I had already met Him and I knew 
what His voice sounded like.

Look at how He speaks. Over and over through the Gospels He says truly, I say to you, and in 
John He doubles it, truly, truly. Dozens and dozens of times. That phrase is not decoration. It is 
a man staking His own authority on the sentence that follows, the way you would put your 
hand on something and swear by it. He never once said, this is the current understanding. He 
never said, this is the light we have for now. He said truly.

Then go to the end of the book and look at how He is dressed when He comes back. Revelation 
19 opens heaven and He rides out, and the text tells you the name by which He is called. Not a 
title He earned later. The name. It is The Word of God. The same name John gave Him in the 
first sentence of his Gospel, the one their translation quietly adjusted with a single article. He 
returns wearing it.

So here is what agreeing would have cost me, and I want to lay it out plainly rather than leave it 
as a feeling. To spiritually agree with this doctrine, I would have had to accept that the Word of 
God, who says truly, truly, and who comes back with that name written on Him, was so unclear 
about His own identity that it took men in Brooklyn nineteen centuries to work it out. That He 
was crucified on a cross for eighteen hundred years of church history until new light revealed it 
was not a cross. That He was not God in the flesh but Michael, and simply never mentioned it. 
Before He was Michael the archangel, He was, according to their own 1917 publication, Michael 
the Pope.

I cannot agree to that. Not because I am clever, and not because I enjoy being contrary. I am not 
asking anyone to take my word for a single line of this. I looked at their own publications, in 
their own words, across their own decades, and I held them against the standard Jesus gave us 
for measuring a teacher. When the answers keep changing and the changes keep arriving with 
the same certainty as the thing they replaced, that is not brighter light. That is a moving target. 
I am sorry, but my eternal relationship with God cannot rest on a truth that gets revised. It rests 
on His truth. The one He said truly about.



It is worth knowing how the answers are said to arrive in the first place, and they published 
this too. In the 1930s, under Rutherford, the Watch Tower Society taught that God’s messages 
reached the organization through invisible angelic messengers. Vindication, published in 1932, 
states that these angels are invisible to human eyes, that they first hear the instructions the 
Lord issues, and that they then pass those instructions on to the remnant, and that the angels 
have been rendering this service since 1919. A 1930 Watchtower described the Lord using his 
angels to bear messages directing his approved ones as to what to do. Another publication of 
the same period explained that the remnant do not hear audible sounds, because such is not 
necessary, since Jehovah has provided his own way to convey thoughts to the minds of his 
anointed ones. Members were told plainly that they did not need to understand how this took 
place.

Follow that chain all the way down. Invisible messengers deliver thoughts into the minds of a 
small group of men in Brooklyn. Those men publish what they understood. What they publish 
becomes the only permitted interpretation of Scripture for millions of people. When it turns out 
to be wrong, and it has turned out to be wrong repeatedly, the correction is called new light, 
and the old teaching is quietly retired without anyone answering for it. Michael was the Pope, 
then Michael was Jesus. The world ended in 1914, then in 1925, then the date-setting stopped 
being mentioned. Every revision arrives with the same authority as the thing it replaces, and 
the reader is expected to receive it the same way. Anyone who points at the gap between the 
two is the one with the problem.

So the reader has now done something more dangerous than never checking at all. They have 
checked, been handed the answer in the very same motion, and walked away certain.

That is the whole architecture of this organization in one page. They do not hide the Word from 
you. They give it to you pre-answered. They wrap the teaching so beautifully and so completely 
around the verse that the verse never gets a chance to say anything on its own, and you never 
go looking for more, because why on earth would you? You already have it. It was right there. 
You saw the Greek yourself.

Hebrews 4:12 says the Word of God is living and active, sharper than any two-edged sword, able 
to judge the thoughts and intentions of the heart. It is all of that. But it cannot do a single one of 
those things to a person if it is never once allowed to speak before someone tells them what it 
said.

Before we go deeper, you should know who was doing this digging, because it matters. I did not 
come to their door empty. I was already a believer in Jesus Christ. I was not looking for a new 
god. I was looking for Him, and for a place to find Him in, and what I found instead was them, 
and their version of Him. Because I knew my own Bible, the differences between mine and 
theirs did not slide past me. They were not random. They leaned one direction, every time, 
always at the identity of Jesus. If two books both claim to be the Word of God and they disagree 
about who Jesus is, that is not a detail. That is the whole thing, and I am the one who will stand 
before God with my answer, without them and without any organization, just me and Jesus. So I 
asked the hard questions nobody around me was asking. The answers, it turned out, were never 
hard to find. They were sitting in the open, for anyone who looked.

The first place the search led was the last place I expected: their own publications. They do not 
hide what they changed. Their forewords and appendices explain their renderings and defend 



them, in print, and older editions even placed brackets around the word other in Colossians, 
their own typography quietly admitting the word was added. I sat there genuinely shocked at 
how honest it all was, until I understood why they can afford to be. A person who has been 
handed the explanation feels no need to test it. It is the interlinear trick all over again: the 
answer arrives in the same motion as the question, and you walk away certain. Their honesty is 
not transparency. It is anesthesia. I do not write that sentence as an attack. I write it as the 
patient who woke up on the table.

I am not the only patient, and I am nowhere close to the most credentialed one. If you are still 
weighing whether any of this holds up coming from a woman who was only ever a student in a 
living room, then let me hand you a witness you cannot dismiss that way. His name was 
Raymond Franz, and he sat on the Governing Body.

Not near it. On it. He was third-generation in the faith, a graduate of the Gilead missionary 
school in 1944, a missionary in Puerto Rico and the Dominican Republic, and eventually a 
writer at Brooklyn headquarters where he was one of the principal authors of the 
organization’s own Bible dictionary, Aid to Bible Understanding. In 1971 he was invited onto the 
Governing Body itself, the small council of men who decide what every Witness on earth 
believes. He served there nine years. His uncle, Frederick Franz, was the president of the Watch 
Tower Society.

What broke him was not scandal. It was the research. In writing the chronology entry for the 
organization’s own reference work, he went looking for the historical foundation of 1914, the 
date the entire structure rests on, and he could not find one that held. Then he sat in the 
sessions themselves. He described a council that spent its hours ruling on whether particular 
conduct qualified as a disfellowshipping offense, that voted on doctrine with little time for the 
Scriptures, and that leaned on organizational precedent when the Bible offered no direct 
answer. He was inside the room where the light supposedly comes from, and what he found 
there was policy.

In May of 1980 he was questioned for three hours by that same body about his beliefs, and he 
resigned. A year and a half later they disfellowshipped him. The stated offense was that he had 
eaten a meal in a restaurant with his own employer and landlord, a man who had formally left 
the organization. That is the whole charge. A shared meal. Millions of people were then 
instructed not to speak to him, not to read what he wrote, not to greet him on the street.

He wrote it all down in a book called Crisis of Conscience, and the subtitle is the entire 
argument of this chapter in one line: the struggle between loyalty to God and loyalty to one’s 
religion. Sit with that for a moment, because a man who helped write their doctrine is telling 
you those two loyalties are not the same thing, and that one day the system will make you 
choose. Reviewers who expected bitterness noted how little of it is in the book. Franz died in 
2010, still cut off. His account is the closest thing that exists to a confession from inside the 
room, and every Witness on earth is forbidden to read it.

I bring him up for one reason. If you have been telling yourself that people only leave over hurt 
feelings, or because they wanted to sin, or because they were never really in it, then here is a 
man who was as in it as a human being can be. He gave his whole life to it. He helped build it. 
When he finally checked the foundation, it was not there.



But here is what I could not get anywhere: an honest answer from a person. In all my time 
online trying to reach that community, I never once got one. Every question, no matter how 
gently I asked it, came back as a redirect. Go to the organization. Read the publications. Ask the 
elders. The people were not allowed to reason with me, only to route me.

Okay. No problem. It is 2026, and we are carrying the most sophisticated technology in human 
history around in our pockets. Everything is online now, scanned, archived, searchable, and 
digital. So with a few searches and some clicks, I found a treasure trove: original Watchtower 
documents, their own publications in their own original print, dating all the way back to the 
1800s. My conspiracy brain, my love of history, and my desire for Jesus all dug in at the same 
time. Understand, the whole world could be doing this same digging tonight, including every 
single person still inside this system.

That is where the biggest bomb in this chapter goes off, so let it go off. Every Witness is taught 
that critical information comes from apostates, and that apostates lie. It is the wall that keeps 
every question outside, and I know exactly where it gets aimed: materials like this, books like 
the very one in your hands, are precisely what you have been trained to reject. This book fits 
the label. I knew it would, and I am at peace with that, because the label was designed to stop 
you from ever reaching the next sentence. So here is the next sentence. The label cannot touch 
those pages, because the pages are not my material. I did not read one apostate word. The 
treasure trove is theirs. Original pages, printed by their own publishing house, mailed out by 
the millions, decade after decade. They may let the old light quietly go out of print, but they 
cannot recall what they already put in everyone’s hands, because print is forever. They kept 
everything, they hid nothing, and their own archive convicts them. When you read a scan of an 
original page from the 1800s, there is no apostate in the room. There is just you, and their own 
ink. You cannot call the Watchtower an apostate of itself.

While I was down in their documents, I caught a thread running between this system and one 
you have already walked through, and it alarmed me enough to hand it to you now. Look at 
what happens at the water. Since 1985, the second question asked of every baptismal candidate, 
printed in the Watchtower’s own publications, has the candidate identify as one of Jehovah’s 
Witnesses in association with God’s spirit-directed organization. The organization is inside the 
vow. By their own printed wording, you are not baptized simply into Christ. You are baptized 
into association with them. Now think back to the little gown at the start of the Catholic 
chapter, because Rome reaches for the very same water: her own catechism teaches that 
baptism incorporates you into the Church, the entire document sealed at the font, before some 
of us could even speak. Two systems that agree on almost nothing both walked to the same door 
and rewired it the same way. In Scripture, baptism is into Christ. Romans 6 says it. Galatians 3 
says it. Jesus commanded it in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, 
and there is no organization anywhere in that formula. When two rival systems make the 
identical move at the identical door, you are not looking at a coincidence. You are looking at the 
same author. The serpent does not care which building holds the paperwork, as long as the 
paperwork holds you.

The proof of both of those claims is sitting at your fingertips right now. Not in a library. In your 
pocket. Thirty seconds of searching would put the baptismal questions and Rome’s own 
catechism paragraph on the screen in front of you, in their own words. But somewhere in the 
middle of this investigation, I finally understood why it is not actually that easy. I was looking 



from the outside, where the red flags are everywhere. Inside, that thirty-second search is not 
thirty seconds. It is a betrayal of your family before your thumb ever hits enter. It is the word 
apostate forming in your own conscience while the search bar sits empty. It is your grandma, 
your congregation, your wedding, your funeral, your entire world, resting on the other side of 
one question you have been trained never to ask. The information was never the hard part. The 
cost is the hard part. The moment I understood that, I stopped wanting to win and started 
wanting to understand, so I would know the angle gentle enough to reach in and draw someone 
I love up out of there. That is the heart this chapter was written with. Not a gotcha. A rope.

Two things deserve mention here, because they are not abstract doctrinal disputes. They are 
things you can watch happen, or fail to happen, in the room. The first is communion. Jesus 
instituted the Lord’s Evening Meal Himself, on the night He was betrayed, and said plainly, do 
this in remembrance of me, addressing His disciples as a body, not a restricted class within it. 
Paul repeats the same instruction to the whole Corinthian church in 1 Corinthians 11:24-26, 
writing that as often as you eat this bread and drink this cup, you proclaim the Lord’s death 
until He comes, a command given to everyone in that congregation. Acts 2:42 records the 
earliest believers devoting themselves to the breaking of bread as a normal, shared practice of 
the whole community, and Acts 20:7 shows the same practice continuing wherever believers 
gathered. The organization teaches that only the 144,000 anointed may actually partake of the 
bread and wine at their annual Memorial, and the numbers make the practice almost 
impossible to miss. In 2025, an estimated twenty million people attended the Memorial 
worldwide, and roughly twenty-four thousand partook, a fraction so small it rounds to nearly 
nothing against the whole. Almost everyone in the room watches the bread and the cup pass by 
their own hands without ever touching either one, obeying a command Jesus gave to remember 
Him by not participating in the very thing He asked them to do.

I have seen this before. I watched it my whole childhood, in a building with stained glass 
instead of a Kingdom Hall, and it took me until this chapter to realize they are the same move 
wearing different clothes. In Rome you also do not simply come to the table. You must be 
baptized into her. You must have made your First Communion. You must be in a state of grace, 
which means you must have confessed to a priest, and if the priest determines you are not 
eligible, you are not eligible. I grew up watching people stay in the pew while the line went 
forward, and everyone in the building knew exactly what it meant that they stayed seated.

Two systems, one Catholic and one that defines itself against Catholicism, and both of them 
ended in the same place. Someone stands between the believer and the table Jesus set. Rome 
puts a priest there. The Watchtower puts a class there. The mechanism is identical even though 
the two organizations would not agree on a single doctrine otherwise, and that agreement 
should tell you something about where the idea came from, because it did not come from Him.

Think about what a person is actually saying when the tray goes by and they let it pass. They 
are saying, I know what this is. I know it represents the body and the blood of the One who 
saved me. I know He said to take it. But I have been told I am not one of the ones allowed to 
have it, so I am going to look at it instead. That is the whole transaction. A person who loves 
Jesus, sitting in a room built to honor Him, declining the one thing He specifically asked them 
to do, because a group of men in another country decided they do not qualify.



I want to tell you what I did while I was writing this chapter, because I did not plan it and I 
have not been able to stop thinking about it since. I ordered a communion cup and a wafer off 
Amazon. That is it. That is the whole apparatus. It came in a box in two days and cost less than 
lunch. I took it into my bedroom, by myself, and I got down on my knees on the floor with that 
little cup in my hand, and I took communion with my Lord.

There was no priest. No line. No tray going past me. No man deciding whether I qualified. 
Nobody watching me, which is exactly why I want to tell you about it, because there was no 
performance in it. There was no one to perform for. It was a woman on the carpet of her own 
bedroom holding a plastic cup, saying out loud what that broken body and that spilled blood 
actually purchased, and thanking Him for it. That is what the table was always supposed to be.

Here is what struck me while I was down there. Israel got manna every single morning. Not 
once a year. Not once in a lifetime if a committee approved it. Every morning, fresh, enough for 
that day, gathered by anyone with hands. Then Jesus stood up in John 6 and told a crowd that 
their fathers ate that manna and died anyway, and that He is the living bread that came down 
from heaven, and whoever eats of this bread will live forever. He was not being obscure. He was 
telling them He is the manna. He is the thing you come out and gather, and He is available.

Now hold that beside a room of twenty million people watching the bread pass by untouched, 
and a church that requires a man’s permission before you may approach it. If you wanted to 
design something that would grieve God, you could not do better than convincing the people 
who love Him that the bread He set out for them belongs to somebody else. That is not a 
doctrinal disagreement. That is the oldest trick in the book, the same one from the garden, 
running one more time. Not a denial that God gives good things. A whisper that the good thing 
is not for you. Satan does not need you to renounce Christ. He only needs you to sit still while 
the cup goes by.

That line running through the Memorial room runs a great deal deeper than the bread and the 
cup. Ask a Witness whether they are saved and watch what happens. They will not say yes. 
They cannot say yes, and the reason is not humility. It is the system.

Here is what that system actually holds, in their own printed words. There are two classes. The 
hundred and forty-four thousand anointed ones, who go to heaven, and everyone else, called 
the great crowd, which is nearly every Witness you will ever meet at your door. The great crowd 
is not born again. The great crowd is not justified by faith. Their own literature states it without 
embarrassment: this group does not undergo a change of nature and therefore does not need 
the justification by faith and the imputed righteousness the anointed required. What it needs 
instead is actual human perfection in the flesh.

So what does the ransom sacrifice do for them? It does not give them everlasting life. It gives 
them a chance at everlasting life. They have to exercise faith in that chance during this life and 
do their utmost to measure up to Jehovah’s requirements of holiness, in order to prove worthy 
enough to be let into the thousand-year kingdom at all. If they make it in, their past sins are 
wiped clean, but they walk through the door carrying the same sinful inclinations and the same 
personality they died with. The thousand years is a testing period. Over the length of it, they are 
expected to climb to actual moral perfection.



Then, at the end of the thousand years, after every bit of that, Satan is released for one final 
test. An indefinite number will fail it and be executed. The ones who pass are finally declared 
righteous on the basis of their own merit.

Read that last phrase again, because the entire system is sitting inside it. On the basis of their 
own merit. After a lifetime of meetings, hours, and door-to-door service. After a thousand 
additional years of testing. After surviving a final exam administered by Satan himself. The 
verdict at the end of all of it is one they earned.

Now set that down beside what the Bible says happens to a person the moment they repent and 
put their faith in Christ. Their sins are covered by His blood and they are completely forgiven. 
The person they used to be in Adam is crucified with Him, so that sin is no longer their master. 
They receive a new birth and become a new creation. They are declared righteous by faith, with 
their works contributing nothing whatsoever to it. The Holy Spirit comes to live inside them. 
Not one of those is a target to aim at. Every one of them is a finished transaction, and the 
receipts are 1 John 2:12, Galatians 2:20, Romans 6:6, John 3:3, 2 Corinthians 5:17, Romans 3:28, 
Ephesians 2:8-9, and Romans 8:9-11.

That is the theft. That is why this chapter exists and why it is the longest one in this book. 
Everything the Watchtower dangles at the far end of a thousand-year obstacle course, God 
hands a person free, at the door, before they have done one thing to deserve it. Their finish line 
is our starting line. Every person in that Kingdom Hall is spending an entire life running 
toward a place the gospel says you have to be standing in before you can run at all.

The second is something you cannot footnote, because it lives inside a person rather than on a 
page, and it is an absence. In all of those exchanges, across all of those years, I have never once, 
not one single time, heard a Jehovah’s Witness share a testimony of what they were saved from. 
Not their life before, not a wrestling with sin, not a relationship with a God who pursued them 
personally. I have asked. I have waited. It has never come, and that absence should frighten 
them as much as it frightens me, because Romans 8:16 says the Spirit Himself testifies with our 
spirit that we are children of God, a felt, relational confirmation, not a doctrinal position paper, 
and an organization teaching that the Holy Spirit is an impersonal force rather than a Person 
cannot produce in its members an experience that only a Person can give. What I get back 
instead, nearly every time, is defense. Sharp, rehearsed, immediate defense, delivered with 
exactly the same posture of confrontation the organization trains its members to expect from 
the world at every door they knock on. It is nearly always the same handful of answers no 
matter what I actually say, and one of those answers should stop them cold if they ever heard 
themselves say it. They will quote Revelation 22:18-19, that nothing should be added to or taken 
away from this book, as though the verse settles the argument in their favor, without ever 
seeming to realize that no organization in the last two hundred years has changed, added to, 
and quietly walked back what it once called certain more often than their own. They are 
handing me, without knowing it, the exact indictment of the Governing Body they are 
defending.

There is a moment in this process that almost nobody outside the organization knows about, 
and it deserves to be seen plainly. In most of Christianity, baptism is an outward symbol of an 
inward faith in Jesus Christ. Here it has been quietly turned into something else. Before a 
candidate is baptized, they sit through hours of review with elders, answering more than eighty 



theological questions to demonstrate full submission. Then, on the day itself, in front of 
everyone, they are asked two questions aloud. The first is about God. The second one is the one 
that matters: do you understand that your baptism identifies you as one of Jehovah’s Witnesses 
in association with Jehovah’s organization?

Say yes, and you have not simply made a covenant with God. You have signed your name to a 
human corporation, out loud, in front of witnesses. From that second forward, every 
relationship you have inside those walls is collateral. Question the Governing Body later, or 
decide to walk away, and the same people who wept with joy at your baptism are required by 
organizational policy to treat you as though you died.

It starts far earlier than baptism. Because there is no Sunday school, the children sit through 
the same long adult meetings as everyone else, so the Watchtower built an animated series for 
the home called Become Jehovah’s Friend, starring two young siblings named Caleb and Sophia. 
To an outsider it looks like ordinary, wholesome children’s programming. Watch what it 
actually does. In one episode, Caleb is playing with a plastic wizard action figure named 
Sparlock. His mother explains that because the toy uses magic, and Satan uses magic, playing 
with it makes Jehovah sad. The episode ends with a small boy walking to the kitchen trash can 
and dropping his toy in. In another, a child is taught that accepting a single birthday cupcake at 
school is a betrayal on the order of denying Christ. In a third, Sophia saves a coin for the ice 
cream truck and then puts it in the contribution box at the Kingdom Hall instead.

I want you to feel the actual weight of that. A three-year-old is being taught that his 
imagination is under surveillance, that God’s emotional state is fragile enough for a toy to 
wound it, that his own playthings can align him with Satan, and that his small happiness 
should be redirected into the contribution box of a multimillion-dollar publishing and real 
estate corporation. Children that age cannot evaluate any of it. They can only absorb it. By the 
time they are old enough to ask a question, the reflex that stops the question is already fully 
grown.

The fourth move is to offer, in the place of grace freely given, a system of ongoing loyalty that 
never lets you rest, and shunning is where that system does its cruelest work. When a member 
is disfellowshipped, every other member, including parents, children, and spouses, is expected 
to cut off contact entirely, sometimes for life, softened in name only when the practice was 
rebranded removal from the congregation in 2024 while its substance stayed exactly the same. 
The father in the parable of the prodigal son does not wait for performance before he opens his 
arms. He runs while the son is still far off. This system asks you to withhold the very thing God 
ran toward, and it asks it of you in His name. In 1933, as the Nazi regime tightened its grip on 
Germany, the organization distributed more than two million copies of a document called the 
Declaration of Facts across the country, sending a copy directly to Adolf Hitler, asserting that 
Witnesses shared the same high ideals the regime claimed to hold. They do not hand that letter 
out at the door. It exists anyway.

I think about the Pharisees whenever I sit with all of this, because Jesus reserved His sharpest 
words not for the openly broken people who knew they needed Him, but for the meticulously 
religious ones who were certain they already had Him figured out. They tied up heavy burdens 
and laid them on people’s shoulders, Matthew 23:4 says, while refusing to lift a finger to help 
carry them, and in Matthew 23:13 He told them they shut the door of the kingdom in people’s 



faces, standing in the doorway themselves while claiming to guard it. That is the exact shape of 
what this organization has built, a door placed in front of the real door, and Jesus already told 
us in John 10:9 that He alone is the way in. I have people I love dearly who are still walking the 
field service hours and the meeting schedule right now, and I pray for them, some days through 
tears, because I know exactly how tightly that structure can hold a heart, having felt its grip 
myself in the short time I was inside it. I would rather be one more voice they dismiss today 
than stay silent while the door in front of them is still open, because it has cost the prophets 
everything to say what needed saying, and it will cost me nothing but a little of someone’s good 
opinion, which has never once been a fair trade to refuse.

What is being taken from every person still inside is not their devotion, which is real, which is 
sincere, and which God sees completely. What is being taken is Jesus Himself, quietly demoted 
from the God who tore a temple veil in two down to a created angel, so that the very center of 
their worship no longer matches the One Scripture actually reveals. They are never given the 
chance to notice the substitution happening, because the same system making it has already 
convinced them that questioning the organization is the same thing as questioning God. Testing 
what you were taught does not require you to stop loving the people who raised you in this 
faith. It only requires reading John 1:1 in a Bible that was not translated by the organization 
telling you what it means, and remembering that in Him we have redemption through His 
blood, the forgiveness of sins, freely given, with no organization standing in between.

I spent years at this. Not weeks. Years of showing up in those spaces, asking why this doctrine 
was true to them, wanting a perspective I had not considered. I was met with opposition 
constantly and with an answer almost never. It was not that they would not engage. It was that 
they could not, in the way a person normally can, by thinking a thing through out loud with 
you. Something in the wiring routes around that. When I pressed with material from their own 
organization, not apostate material, not a critic’s summary, but their own publications 
available free on their own website, something happened that I still cannot fully absorb. People 
told me it was not true.

Sit in that with me for a second, because it does not resolve. It is true, because it is what they 
stand on. It is also not true, because when you set it in front of them, they say it is not there. 
Both at once. Their own publication, in their own words, and the answer is that is not true.

I have been in this exact moment before. I asked a Witness about believing Jesus is Michael, 
and the room went strange on me, because I had lived it already, a few chapters ago, in a 
conversation with my mom. She believed in purgatory. She could not show it to me in the Bible. 
Not because she was hiding it, but because it is not there. Now here I sat years later, and a 
Witness was telling me they did not believe Jesus was Michael. But you cannot choose which 
items to carry out of the organization’s bag. You agree to all of it or none of it, and you ought to 
know what you are agreeing to.

There was a reason I asked about the baptism questions. I have my own experience of being 
dedicated into a system in Rome before I could speak, and I know what it is to have someone 
else sign your name. Several of the people I asked were not yet baptized themselves. Their 
answer to my question about being baptized in association with God’s organization was the 
same four words. That is not true. It sounded exactly like my mother, standing in front of the 
words of Jesus Himself.



It is in the publication they hand you and expect you to study and commit to. I seem to be one 
of the few who ever sat down and found out what this religion actually teaches. In some rooms, 
that made me the enemy.

The heartbreaking part is the switch. It is immediate and it is visible. One moment you are 
talking with a warm, sincere, generous person and the next moment a door closes behind their 
eyes and you are looking at something else. I have watched it happen more times than I can 
count. After one of those fallings-out, I was asked what could possibly be wrong with a group of 
Bible students studying the Word and learning new things. The answer is simple, and Paul 
already gave it, and it is printed in their Bible too, in a passage that did not get adjusted. If 
someone comes preaching another Jesus, or a different gospel, even if an angel of light delivers 
it, do not receive it. If a man speaks predictions in the name of God and those predictions do not 
come true, that word did not come from God. Those are not my rules. They are the measuring 
sticks Scripture itself hands us, and they sit in both books.

But my book was never going to be allowed to define their doctrine, because in that world my 
questions did not read as inquiry. They read as an attack to be defended against. That is the 
cost, and that is the mechanism.

One of the last questions I ever asked a Witness was also the most intimate one I have ever 
asked anyone. I asked what they were protecting. The answer put a chill through me that has 
not left. I am protecting my faith in Jehovah.

There it is. That is the whole thing in one sentence. Every fact of their own doctrine, every 
failed prediction of the end of the world published by their own leaders, every added rule and 
condition attached to salvation in Jesus Christ, all of it disputed or waved off, while the 
structure itself remains untouchable. Protected. So much so that a person who is not a baptized 
Witness is taught to expect destruction in the tribulation.

Which sat me right back down in Jude 1:5, where I started. It was Jesus who saved a people out 
of Egypt, and Jesus who afterward destroyed those who did not believe. That verse cannot 
function inside their doctrine, which is precisely the point.

I have been handed a counterfeit Jesus over and over in my life. A prosperous one. A distant one 
behind a priest. A political one. A hidden one for the enlightened. This time I did not bite. He 
was not in the publications and He was not in their Bible. I know His voice now, and I am not 
going to settle for a place that replaces it with the voice of a governing body.

Here, the exchange I have been tracing through this whole book stops being subtle and 
becomes written policy. The organization wraps you in everything: your congregation, your 
friendships, your family, your purpose, your schedule, your identity, every one of them 
threaded through the Kingdom Hall. One hand gives you that whole world, stamped with God’s 
name. The other hand holds it hostage, because the same organization that gave it all to you 
will take every bit of it away if you leave, and it will tell the people you love most not to sit at a 
table with you again. Then it names your loss for you: you did not leave an organization, you 
left Jehovah. That is the exchange at its most naked. The counterfeit in one hand, the separation 
in the other, and a grieving person in the middle who thinks God Himself stopped speaking to 
them, when it was only ever men who hung up the phone.



The seed never stands a chance here, because it is never actually handed to you. It arrives pre-
sprouted from the Society’s greenhouse, interpretation already attached, so what gets planted 
in you is not the Word but their reading of it. That is the seed snatched from the path before 
understanding, at industrial scale, and no one I love inside it has ever been allowed to hold the 
raw seed in their own two hands.

Our studies together ended, but I did not stop. That surprised me as much as it surprised 
anyone. I kept going, alone, for months. I was not trying to win an argument. I was trying to 
find out whether the thing I had almost given my whole life to could survive being looked at 
directly. I read their publications and I read the Greek beside them. I read what they teach and 
then I read what the text actually says with nobody standing between us. I did the one thing the 
entire system is built to prevent, which is not leaving, and it is not rebelling. It is simply looking 
twice.

Somewhere in the middle of all that looking, the investigation turned on me. I had gone in 
reaching for the ones I love, trying to pull them out, and at the very bottom of it, underneath 
the columns and the archives and all of their ink, the One waiting for me was Him. I went in to 
rescue my family, and I was the one who got rescued first. That is not irony. That is His 
signature. He did all of this with me, every room and every rabbit hole, to show me who He is 
not so that I would go find who He is. The counterfeit was the curriculum. Like the

Samaritan woman at the well, the moment I finally met Him, I left my jar where it sat and went 
running back to town, and the town believed because of her testimony. He chose her because of 
her story, not in spite of it. He was counting on it, and that is exactly what this book is. If you 
are reading this, you might be the town. I will not pretend I fully found Him in this chapter. I 
found Him at the end of the road this whole book walks. But this chapter is where the digging 
started, and gratitude for how it ended is the only reason none of it is written with a pointed 
finger. Gratitude writes differently than anger does.

When I finally sat down with my notebooks and traced the whole rescue backwards, I saw the 
part of the plan I had been living inside without recognizing it. He did not wait at the bottom of 
that rabbit hole just to pull me out. He waited so that the rescue would have hands. Because on 
my way out, He turned me around and stretched my hand back into this system, toward the 
man I love, and toward a bloodline that has been robbed of all of this for generations. Snatch is 
the word for what He is doing through that outstretched hand, and it is not my word. It is 
Jude’s, from the little letter this entire book opens with: save others by snatching them out of 
the fire. I was the seed that grew up through every soil in the parable, and then, at the end of it, 
He handed me the snatching.

Sit with that on your chest for a minute, because I have to sit with it every day. My family, in 
every possible direction, is connected to these systems. That is heavy. But here is what is 
heavier. Some of the people I love most now see me as the opposition, something to be guarded 
against to the very death in defense of the doctrines of a man, while the real Man stands in 
front of them, openly rejected. They defend the rendering and refuse the Person. That is the 
theft, happening live, in my own family, at my own table. This testimony has cost me 
everything, and I want you to know that I would give it all up again, every single time, now that 
I know the Man on the other side of the doorway.



He is the only One who could carry the weight of all of that and still be planning every one of 
our lives down to the smallest detail, right down to me penning these thoughts into a spiral 
notebook at my kitchen table. Because that is what this book was actually born from. Notebook 
after notebook, full of everything He had been revealing to me, things that made no sense when 
I wrote them down and make total sense now, and the other way around too. The Holy Spirit 
stepped into His role like a natural, because, well, He is one. He has been doing His job a lot 
longer than the 1800s.

So hear the final purpose of my walk, and of this book, and receive it as gently as it is meant. 
Every person who knows me, who knew me, or who is meeting me for the very first time right 
now between these covers has been left with zero excuse. No one who finishes this book gets to 
stand before God and say they were never given the option to choose. That is what this was 
always about. Not winning. Offering. Offering, and sharing, because how could I possibly keep a 
truth this amazing to myself? You cannot walk away from the living God unchanged. No 
amount of arguments or fights between my loved ones and me could ever hold a candle to what 
He showed me. If you have ever met me, if you knew me before these pages, that sentence alone 
should stop you dead in your tracks. Because you know exactly what I was. That means you are 
looking at what only He could have done.

He used me the same way in my daughters’ lives, and in my parents’ lives, because the 
snatching does not run in only one direction. But I will not pretend that the reaching has been 
painless, so let me hand you the scripture that carried me through the cost, because He left it 
lying exactly where I would need it, strong as iron, waiting for the moment I would need to lean 
on it the most. Jesus said it plainly, and I want you to have the whole of it, not a summary. Do 
not think that I have come to bring peace to the earth. I have not come to bring peace, but a 
sword. For I have come to set a man against his father, and a daughter against her mother, and 
a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law. And a person’s enemies will be those of his own 
household. That is Matthew 10:34-36. Read the list again and notice that He did not speak in 
generalities. He named the exact relationships, one after another, all the way down to the in-
laws. The first time you read that, it can land the way it lands on a lot of people, almost like an 
insult. In this season of loss, it was a bandaid placed on me by Jesus Himself. Because my 
household has clearly suffered, and I need you to pay very close attention to what it suffered 
over, because it was one hundred percent religion. Of course it was. Satan aims at the very thing 
God created us for: family. Us with each other, and us with Him. That is what is actually at 
stake in every chapter of this book, and it took me thirty years to see it. Timing is something 
God is stunning at. Of course He is. He created it.

So I took up my cross, with a hungry heart that had already heard the Lord’s voice say Follow 
Me, loud and clear, in the very season I was discovering all the other times He had tried to call 
me before. Here is the hard pill I finally had to swallow, and say out loud, and actually follow 
through on. I love my family. I love my mom, and I am naming her here on purpose, because 
the verse He handed me says father or mother, and she is the mother in mine. She is the woman 
who gave me a Bible with her own name engraved on the front that she had never once opened. 
She is the woman who sat in a room while I read her the words of Jesus out loud and told me, 
plainly, that she did not believe them. I love my partner. I love my partner’s family, the ones 
still sitting in that Kingdom Hall week after week, very much.



But I love Jesus more. I had to learn that it was okay to finally say that, because it is not a 
betrayal of any of them. It is the order everything was always supposed to be in, and it is exactly 
what He meant when He said that anyone who loves father or mother more than Him is not 
worthy of Him. When all the studying was finally done, I sat back and took a breath, and in that 
quiet moment He gently reminded me of something that completely undid me. He loves my 
mom more than I ever could. He loves my partner more than I ever could. He loves every 
person in that Kingdom Hall more than I ever could.

None of it was accidental, not even the years I spent close enough to this organization to see 
exactly what it does to a family from the inside. God let me stand that close to it on purpose, so 
that when I turned around to reach for the people still standing there, I would know precisely 
what I was reaching into, and I would not be reaching with contempt. I would be reaching with 
my hand open.

So me standing firm in His Word is not me standing against them. It is me standing exactly 
where He asked me to stand, trusting them to hands infinitely stronger than mine, while I am 
still, and know that He is God.

Not a god.

If you found yourself in this chapter, if this is the room you are sitting in right now, then let me 
talk to you like there is nobody else here and nothing to report afterward, because here is what 
I most want you to hear. He already told you who He is. The Alpha and the Omega, the first and 
the last, in His own words, about Himself. He did not send an angel to say it for Him, and He did 
not send an angel to do the saving either. I want to leave you with the question that ended all of 
it for me. Why would the One who created you send anyone other than Himself to save you? Sit 
with that question until it lands all the way. An angel dying for you would have been a creature 
running an errand. The Creator stepping down into His own creation to die for you Himself is 
love without a ceiling. That love, His personal, in-the-flesh, it-was-always-Me love, is the exact 
thing this organization is stealing from you. Now look at how cheaply the theft was done. Two 
words. One little a slipped into John 1:1. One little other slipped into Colossians 1:16. That is the 
entire heist. Two inserted words, and the God who came for you Himself becomes an angel sent 
on His behalf, your Savior becomes your fellow creature, and the love with no ceiling gets a 
ceiling nailed over it. Do not let two words that exist in no Greek manuscript on the face of this 
earth stand between you and the One who came Himself.

Here is the twist I can only see from the far side of it, the one with His sovereignty and, I am 
convinced, His sense of humor written all over it. In the strangest possible way, I found Jesus 
through the Jehovah’s Witnesses. The system most famous on this earth for knocking on doors 
turned out to be the knock on mine. I pulled on the thread of their two little words, and what 
was waiting at the end of that thread was not just their error. It was Him. The very One that 
every single system in this book has been trying to take from all of us, standing there the whole 
time, exactly where the digging led. He even told us this is how He works, in His own words, in 
Revelation 3:20: Behold, I stand at the door, and knock. This organization taught me to expect a 
knock at the door. It just never told me who was really doing the knocking.

You do not have to knock on one more door to find Him, and there is no quota standing 
between you and Him. The redemption is already paid for, already finished, already yours for 
the taking, and there is nothing left to earn. He does not want your hours. He just wants you.



Before you turn the page, I want to give you one thing you do not have to take my word for, or 
anyone else’s. Go to wol.jw.org. That is the Watchtower Online Library. It is not my site, it is not 
a critic’s site, and it is not apostate material. It is theirs, it is free, it is searchable, and almost 
everything I have shown you in this chapter can be read there in the organization’s own 
wording, with the dates and page numbers still attached. Do not read my summary of what it 
says. Do not read anyone else’s. Read the page itself, with your own eyes, and then decide.

There is one thing worth noticing while you are in there. The public library begins at 1950 for 
The Watchtower and 1980 for Awake, and the bulk of what is easily searchable starts around 
the year 2000. The earlier decades, the ones with the 1914 and 1925 predictions in their original 
wording, are not in it. Those exist only in archived scans held by collectors and libraries. I am 
not going to tell you what to make of that. I am telling you it is true, so that when you go 
looking for the oldest material and cannot find it in their own library, you will already know 
why.

WHAT THE WATCHTOWER ACTUALLY PUBLISHED

Every page that follows comes from the Watch Tower Society’s own literature or from sworn 
public testimony. This is me doing the legwork for you. These are the receipts from my own 
investigation, gathered into one place, because the mission the Lord gave me with this book is 
exactly this: to show us all, in black and white, what we have spiritually agreed to, and what we 
replaced our soon coming King with.

I need you to notice something about this system in particular. The last one we walked through 
leaves its documents sitting in the open and simply trusts that you will never feel the need to 
read them. This one does not take that chance. Older publications quietly go out of print. 
Independent research is discouraged as spiritually dangerous. Their own Kingdom Interlinear 
will be handed to you proudly, but no one will ever suggest you lay its two columns side by side. 
The sworn courtroom testimony you are about to read sits in public records that no one standing 
at your door will ever mention. It still only took me an afternoon with free tools to find every bit 
of it. That is how thin the wall around you actually is.

I did not assemble these pages to win an argument. I assembled them because the entire claim of 
this chapter is that you were handed the answer before you were allowed to look, and the only 
honest thing I can do about that is hand you the page and get out of the way. Look at it yourself.















































Chapter 8
Christian Universalism
No Judgment, Every Road, and Jesus?

I want to tell you about a friend before I tell you about a doctrine, because this one did not 
come to me from a stranger or a website or a far-off pulpit. It came from someone I love. A few 
of us from church had been walking through a Bible study built around the television series 
The Chosen, watching the same episodes together and coming back to talk about what we had 
seen. This friend sat in that same group, and I need you to understand who he is before I tell 
you what he believes, because this chapter falls apart if you picture a villain. He is one of the 
most genuinely good people I know. He shows up. He serves. He sat in that Bible study week 
after week, he knows his Bible better than most people in any pew, and he has a heart of gold 
that reaches for the hurting before anyone asks him to. We had prayed together and opened the 
same Bible together, and I assumed, without ever thinking to question it, that we believed the 
same thing.

There is a moment in that series I have not been able to shake, and it belongs right here. In the 
fifth season, at the Last Supper, just before Judas leaves to betray Him, Jesus looks at him and 
says something quiet and devastating. He has you now. Judas asks who. The answer lands like a 
stone. Not God. That single exchange is the whole doctrine of this chapter in three lines, 
because it means there is a real him, there is a real point of no return, and a man can sit at the 
very table with Jesus and still walk out belonging to someone else. The show wrote that scene. 
The truth underneath it is older than the show.

Then I shared a post about Judas. It was a warning and a reminder, nothing more, and the 
warning was this: know the real Jesus, not the Jesus someone told you He was. Judas wanted a 
revolutionary, a man who would take down the Roman government and lift the oppression 
sitting on the neck of his people. When the real Christ refused to be that, Judas could not accept 
Him as He actually was, and that refusal is what carried him all the way to the betrayal. The 
post did not stop at the thirty pieces of silver or the rope afterward. It said plainly that Judas 
has been in hell for the last two thousand years because of that choice, that he is there at this 
moment, and that he will remain there for eternity, because a mind made up against the real 
Jesus, in favor of the Jesus someone wanted Him to be, is a mind that does not get to change its 
verdict after death.

My friend commented directly underneath that post, and what he wrote stopped me cold. He 
said that Judas was not in hell at all. He said Judas had been restored, that he was reconciled, 
that the betrayer everyone assumes was lost is actually home with God. Right there, underneath 
a post that said Judas made a final choice against the real Jesus and is facing the eternal weight 
of it, my friend calmly rewrote the ending, and he did it with the confidence of someone who 
had been taught it as settled truth. It broke my heart, because I had no idea he carried it. What 
he was describing is Christian Universalism, the belief that everyone eventually comes home to 
God no matter what they believed or chose here, and I think he holds it because he still carries 
hope that the people he loves will all make it in the end. I understand that more than I can put 
into words. I wish with everything in me that it were true. But Romans 6:23 says the wages of 
sin is death, and Hebrews 9:27 says we are appointed to die once and after that to face 



judgment, and I could not let his comment sit unanswered underneath a post meant to warn 
people while there was still time. Not because I loved him less than the people he was trying to 
protect. Because I loved him enough to say the truth out loud, in the open, where the same 
people reading his comment could read my answer too.

What my friend was describing has a name. It is universal reconciliation, and it is one of the 
oldest deceptions the enemy has ever introduced into the church, not because it denies Jesus 
outright, but because it does the one thing that has worked since the garden. Genesis 3:4 
records the very first lie ever spoken to a human being, and it was not an assault on what God 
had said. It was a reframe. You will not surely die. Satan took the actual consequence God had 
named and slipped just enough softness into it to make disobedience feel survivable, and that is 
the entire mechanism of Christian Universalism today. It does not need you to become an 
atheist. It only needs you to believe the choice does not ultimately matter, because if everyone 
arrives at the same destination no matter what they do with Jesus, the cross stops being the 
only door and becomes a beautiful story you are free to admire without ever walking through. 
John 14:6 does not say Jesus is one of many ways home. It says I am the way, the truth, and the 
life, and no one comes to the Father except through Me, and that word except is carrying the 
entire weight of the sentence.

There is a real enemy on the other side of that door, actively working. In Luke 22:31, at that 
same table, Jesus turns to Peter and says something most people read right past: Simon, Simon, 
Satan has demanded to sift all of you like wheat. Sifting is what you do on a threshing floor. You 
beat the harvest and throw it into the air so the wind strips the worthless part away from the 
part worth keeping. Jesus is saying, out loud, to His own men, that there is someone who has 
asked for permission to put them through exactly that. Universalism cannot survive that 
sentence, because you do not sift wheat that was all going to be kept anyway. The sifting only 
means something if some of it blows away.

This idea is not a fresh discovery my friend stumbled onto ahead of everyone else. Its technical 
name is apokatastasis, and its most famous early advocate was a third-century theologian from 
Alexandria named Origen, who speculated that in the end all souls, and in some readings even 
the devil himself, would eventually be restored to God. He was one of the most brilliant minds 
the early church produced, and he was also condemned, when the church moved against 
Origenist teaching in the sixth century and issued anathemas against anyone who taught that 
the punishment of the wicked would one day end. Scholars still debate the precise mechanics of 
that condemnation, and I want to be honest about that rather than pretend the history is 
simpler than it is, but the larger fact is not in dispute. This idea has hovered at the edge of 
Christianity for eighteen centuries, has been examined again and again, and has never once 
been received as the church’s mainstream teaching. It was considered. It was weighed. It was 
found wanting, and it keeps resurfacing anyway, because it offers something the human heart 
wants desperately to believe.

It found new life in our own lifetime with a name and a date attached. In 2011, a widely 
followed pastor named Rob Bell, whose church drew around ten thousand people every 
weekend, released a book called Love Wins that questioned the reality of eternal separation 
from God in soft, deliberately open-ended language, and it became a national phenomenon, 
landing Bell on the cover of Time magazine and splitting the evangelical world open, one 
prominent pastor summarizing the alarm in three words that became famous in their own 



right, farewell Rob Bell. What made the moment so revealing was never the argument. It was 
the appetite for it. Hundreds of thousands of people bought that book because it told them what 
they most wanted to hear, that no one they love is really at risk, and that is exactly how this 
deception spreads. It does not arrive as rebellion against God. It arrives as a comment on a 
warning post that lifts a weight off your chest, a sermon that finally makes you comfortable, a 
bestseller that reframes judgment as something only the unenlightened still believe. It never 
feels like walking away from Jesus. It feels like loving people better than He did, which, said out 
loud, is an astonishing thing to believe about the Man who wept over Jerusalem and then died 
for it anyway.

It also has its books, and I want you to hear how the case actually gets made, because it is not 
made carelessly. The most influential recent defense is That All Shall Be Saved, written in 2019 
by David Bentley Hart, an Eastern Orthodox theologian and a serious scholar. He is not a 
lightweight, and the book is not a pamphlet. He argues that eternal torment is, in his words, so 
unquestionably, resplendently warped and irrational that every defense of it ever made, 
throughout the whole of Christian history, has been a bad one. He writes that to say God is 
infinitely good, perfectly just, and inexhaustibly loving while also saying He created a world in 
which He imposes or permits eternal misery on finite beings is simply to embrace a complete 
contradiction.

Read those lines and notice what they do to you, because they are designed to do it. They do not 
begin with Scripture. They begin with your conscience. They take the thing in you that recoils 
from the idea of anyone suffering forever, the tenderest and most human part of you, and they 
treat that recoil as the deciding evidence. Hart says it outright near the end: if he became 
convinced that Christian faith absolutely requires belief in an eternal hell, that would be proof 
to him that Christianity should be dismissed as morally obtuse. That is the actual structure of 
the argument. Whatever offends the modern conscience cannot be true, and if Scripture says it 
anyway, then Scripture has been misread for two thousand years.

There is another one sitting on that same shelf with a title that tells you everything about the 
appeal. Maybe God Isn’t Such A Bad Guy After All. Sit with that phrase for a second. It is not a 
doctrinal claim. It is a reassurance. It presumes you have been carrying something heavy about 
God, something that has made Him hard to love, and it offers to lift it off you. I want to be 
honest, because I understand the pull completely. There is not one part of me that wants hell to 
be real. Not one. If it were up to my feelings, no one would be there.

But here is the thing I had to face, and it is the same standard I have held every other chapter 
to. My feelings are not the measure. If my discomfort with a teaching is enough to overturn it, 
then I have quietly appointed myself the authority over the Word instead of the other way 
around, and I have done exactly what every system in this book has done. Rome had a reason 
for purgatory. The Watchtower has a reason for its rendering of John 1:1. The prosperity 
preacher has a reason your healing has not come. Every one of them is holding a text they need 
to mean something other than what it says, and every one of them has an argument for why. 
The argument is never the problem. The willingness to move the text is the problem.

Jesus said more about final judgment than anyone else in Scripture. He is the one who 
described a sorting, a narrow gate, a door that closes, an outer darkness. It is not the Old 
Testament that presses this hardest. It is Him, in red letters, the same voice that said truly, 



truly. To arrive at universalism, you have to conclude that the most loving Person who ever 
lived spoke repeatedly and vividly about a fate that does not exist, and that He did so knowing 
people would spend their lives afraid of it. I could not make that fit the Man I met.

Universalism does have its verses, and a fair reckoning has to deal with them honestly rather 
than pretend they are not there. It leans hardest on the ones that use the word all: 1 Timothy 
2:4, that God desires all people to be saved, Colossians 1:20, that God is reconciling all things to 
Himself, 1 Corinthians 15:22, that as in Adam all die, so in Christ all will be made alive. Pressed 
hard enough in isolation, these can sound like a guarantee that every individual will ultimately 
be saved regardless of what they believe. That reading collapses the moment you set it beside 
Jesus’s own words in the very same Bible, where He said the road to destruction is wide and 
many walk it, and the road to life is narrow and few find it, where He described a final 
separation of sheep from goats, of wheat from weeds. The resolution is not complicated once 
the verses are allowed to sit next to each other instead of fighting. That God desires all to be 
saved is gloriously true, and 2 Peter 3:9 says the same thing directly, that He is not willing that 
any should perish. What Scripture never does is promise that desire overrides the human will 
God Himself gave us. He desires all to come. He does not drag any who refuse, and the all who 
are made alive in Christ, as Paul develops the very argument in 1 Corinthians 15, are those who 
belong to Him, not every human being without exception. Universalism takes a real, beautiful 
desire of God for all people and quietly converts it into a guarantee for all people, and that 
single move, from desire to guarantee, is the whole trick, offering a grace with no surrender 
required, a reconciliation that never actually asked anyone to repent.

What is being taken from my friend, and from everyone reaching for this hope the way he is, is 
not his compassion, which is real and which God sees exactly as clearly as He sees mine. What is 
being taken is the weight and the urgency of the cross itself, because if everyone ends up home 
eventually regardless of what they believed here, then Jesus did not need to die the particular 
death He died, and the gospel stops being news you must respond to and quietly becomes 
information you are free to set down. Satan does not need anyone to stop believing God loves 
them. He only needs them convinced it costs nothing to walk away from Him, and a belief that 
feels like more love than Jesus offered is not more loving than Jesus. It has simply stopped 
believing Him. Getting free of this does not mean loving people less or hoping less for them. It 
means holding both truths this book has held together in the same hands the whole way 
through, that God is not willing that any should perish, and that the road that leads to life is 
narrow and few find it. Both sentences are sitting in the same Bible. Pray for the people you 
love the way Paul prayed for Israel in Romans 10:1, that they would be saved, not that salvation 
would eventually find them without ever having to answer Him.

Even here, in the softest room of the nine, the exchange is running. Universalism wraps you in 
the warmest thing a doctrine can offer: relief. Nobody you love is lost. Nobody is ever finally 
lost. One hand offers you that comfort, in His name, and I understand why people take it, 
because I have wanted it myself. But the other hand is holding your collapse, because a comfort 
built against the Word cannot hold weight, and the day grief or conscience whispers that 
judgment might be real after all, the whole soft floor gives way at once, and there is nothing 
underneath it. Here is the cruelest part: the person falling often blames God for the fall, when 
God was the one who told the truth from the beginning. He never offered the pillow. Men did. 
He offered a Rock, and a Rock is harder to lie on, but it does not move.



This soil is warm and shallow. The comfort springs up fast, the way rocky-ground seed does, 
and it lasts exactly until the sun comes out, until grief or conscience turns up the heat, and then 
it withers, because comfort without truth has no root system. I planted hope in shallow soil for 
years. It never once survived a summer.

If this chapter stirred up fear in you, and I think it might have, let me say the thing I would say 
if I were sitting right there with you. He spoke about judgment more than anyone else in the 
whole of Scripture. Not because your fear pleases Him. Because He refused to let you walk 
toward something that costly without telling you the truth first. That warning was never the 
opposite of His love for you. It was the proof of it. I would rather hand you the truth and sit 
with you while you wrestle it than comfort you with something softer and lose you. He does not 
want you afraid. He just wants you.

I was never inside this one myself, but I do not believe it was an accident that my own friend’s 
comment landed on my post at the exact moment I was finishing this book, any more than I 
believe any of the timing in the rest of these pages has been accidental. God let me hear that 
comment when I could still do something with it.





Chapter 9
The Anointing for Sale
An Apostle, a Falling Crowd, and Jesus?

I was a little girl the first time I watched it happen, and I did not have a single word for what I 
was seeing. My mom was at the front of the room. Someone touched her, and she went down, 
backward, the way you go down when your body has stopped being yours. They laid her out on 
the floor and covered her with a blanket, and they told me it was the Holy Spirit. Then, this is 
the part that stayed with me, everyone just kept going. The tambourines kept rattling. The 
dancing kept going. Somewhere behind me, out of absolutely nowhere, a voice went up 
shouting in a language I had never heard in my life, and nobody translated it, and nobody 
stopped, and nobody even turned around. The shouting and the singing rolled right over the top 
of my mother lying motionless under a blanket on the floor, as if nothing unusual had 
happened at all, because to them nothing unusual had. This was normal. This was worship. I 
stood there, small and confused, watching my mom disappear under a blanket while a room 
full of people celebrated, with no idea whether I had just watched something holy or something 
I should have been afraid of.

Before I tell you anything else, you need to know I am not writing about these rooms from a 
safe distance. I stood in one. This was the season my mom’s fire was lit, and it burned hot. It is 
the same stretch of time when she was given the soft pink Bible with her name engraved in 
silver on the front, the one that would eventually be handed to me unopened. There were 
revivals in those years, and I remember them. But I saw what I saw, and a child does not forget 
watching her mother go down under a blanket while the tambourines never miss a beat. The 
question I could not ask back then is the question this whole chapter is built around, and it 
took me most of my life to be able to say it out loud. What exactly touched my mother, and how 
would anyone in that room have known?

You have to understand what I was carrying into that room, because it was not nothing. I was a 
Catholic kid. I had already walked the sacraments. I had already knelt in a quiet building where 
nobody raised their voice, where the only sounds were a bell and a murmur, and I had already 
sat in a small dark box and told an old man in a dress my nine-year-old sins and called him 
Father. That was what church was. That was the whole of what I knew God to be like. Then I 
was standing in a room with tambourines and dancing and my mother on the floor under a 
blanket and a stranger behind me shouting in a language nobody explained. Sit with that for a 
second and imagine being the child in the middle of it. That is a tremendous amount of 
spiritual weight to hand a kid. It is a tremendous amount to hand anyone, but it is far too much 
to hand a child who is still young enough to believe that every adult in the room knows exactly 
what they are doing.

I did not have the words for what was wrong with it then. I only had the feeling. It would be 
years, deep into my own walk with Jesus as a grown woman with a Bible finally open in my 
own hands, before I read what Paul actually wrote about that. If anyone speaks in a tongue, he 
said, there must be an interpreter, and if there is no one to interpret, that person is to keep 
silent in the church, because God is not a God of confusion. I sat there and read it and thought 
about that voice behind me and how not one person in that entire room turned around, and 



how not one person interpreted a single word of it, and how the service simply rolled on. The 
instruction was right there in the Word the whole time. Nobody in the building was following 
it, and nobody seemed to know they were supposed to.

There was a cassette tape in our house from those years. I remember listening to it. It was a 
recording of my mom being spoken over by a pastor, and he was telling her things about her 
life and about her health, specific things, the kind of specific that makes a room go quiet and 
makes a person feel personally found by God. I was a kid listening to a tape of a man telling my 
mother about her own body. I did not question it. Why would I. Everyone around me treated it 
as the most normal thing in the world.

I want to be honest that I did not walk away from that place hating it, because I did not. Years 
later, as a grown woman, I made the drive back to that same spirit-filled church in Ohio, and I 
asked the pastor there to preside over my wedding. That is how deep this ran, and how 
sincerely I still held it. These were not strangers to me. This was mine.

Which is exactly why the night it finally clicked was so hard. I was grown, half-watching a late-
night infomercial, and there was Benny Hinn on a stage in a white suit, swinging his coat at a 
crowd, and row after row of people going down like wheat in front of him. I sat straight up. I 
knew that. I had seen that motion, that fall, that blanket, that room. I had watched it happen to 
my own mother when I was small enough to need someone to explain it to me, and nobody ever 
did. Here it was, decades later, packaged and broadcast and sold at two in the morning between 
commercials. The exact same thing. The exact same fall. I finally understood that what I had 
witnessed as a child was not a one-time visitation of God on a small church in Ohio. It was a 
technique. It has a name, it has a lineage, and it can be performed on cue by a man in a white 
suit for a television camera.

I want to be careful with this chapter, more careful than with almost any other, because the 
people at the center of it use the name of Jesus constantly, quote Scripture fluently, and have 
led people who were genuinely suffering to believe they encountered God. Some of them may 
have. I cannot see a heart, and I am not the judge of one. What I can do is what this whole book 
has asked you to do from the first page. Look at the moves. Watch the pattern. Ask, honestly, 
whether the thing wearing the name of Jesus is actually doing what Jesus did, or whether it is 
doing something much older that has simply learned to speak Christian.

This is not a chapter about one person. It is a chapter about a practice, and the practice has a 
bloodline you can trace by name.

It runs at least as far back as Kathryn Kuhlman, the mid-century healing evangelist who did 
more than anyone to popularize the phenomenon called being slain in the Spirit, the crowds 
falling backward in rows under an invisible power. When Kuhlman died, a young man who had 
traveled by bus to one of her services and never got over it picked up the mantle. His name is 
Benny Hinn, and for decades he has been the most recognizable faith healer on earth, blowing 
on crowds and waving his white suit jacket across auditoriums while hundreds of people 
collapse in waves. Hinn openly credits Kuhlman as the influence that shaped his ministry; he 
wrote an entire book about her, and he has spoken of visiting her tomb to feel what he called 
the lingering anointing. In our own moment, the practice has found its newest and most viral 
vessel in a Los Angeles pastor named Kathryn Krick, who calls herself an apostle, whose filmed 
deliverance services reach close to a million followers on a single platform, and in whose videos 



people shake, convulse, collapse, and lie on the floor with their limbs jerking while she stands 
over them declaring that demons are leaving and the anointing is flowing.

Three generations. One practice. Let me walk you through the moves, because by now you know 
them, and once you see them here you will not be able to unsee them.

The first move is to question the Word. Take the word apostle, which Krick wears as a brand 
across the top of her ministry. Scripture is not silent about who an apostle is. The New 
Testament sets a specific bar. An apostle was someone who had seen the risen Christ with their 
own eyes and been directly commissioned by Him, which is why Paul, defending his own 
apostleship in 1 Corinthians 9:1, asks, “Am I not an apostle? Have I not seen Jesus our Lord?” 
The original apostles were eyewitnesses of the resurrection, a closed group with a closed 
qualification, and the foundation they laid, Ephesians 2:20 tells us, was laid once. To take that 
title today you first have to quietly question whether the Word actually meant what it said 
about the office. The verse did not change. The definition got loosened until it was roomy 
enough to climb inside. This is the pattern move underneath the whole practice: Scripture’s 
plain teaching, that God is not the author of confusion, that all things should be done decently 
and in order, gets softened just enough to make room for the spectacle.

The second move is to deny the consequence. The historic warning of the church, drawn 
straight from Scripture, is that not every supernatural manifestation is from God, and that the 
ability to produce signs and wonders is not proof of divine approval. Jesus said so Himself, in 
the most frightening verse on this subject in the entire Bible. In Matthew 7:22-23 He says that 
many will come to Him on the last day saying, “Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy in your name, 
and cast out demons in your name, and do many mighty works in your name?” and He will say 
to them, “I never knew you.” Read that slowly. The people being turned away are not atheists. 
They are people who cast out demons in His name and performed miracles in His name, and He 
calls them workers of lawlessness whom He never knew. Jesus is telling you, in advance, that 
demon-casting and miracle-working done in His name can come from someone He does not 
know. The consequence the movement must deny is exactly this one. It must teach you that the 
power is the proof, when Jesus explicitly warned you that it is not. It is worth noting that even 
Benny Hinn has at times admitted he moderated his theatrics because they distracted from the 
healing, which is a quiet confession that at least some of what the crowd was watching was 
theater, not the Holy Spirit.

The third move is to impugn God’s motive, and here it becomes plainly about money. Watch 
what happens to the God of grace. The gospel says the gift of God is free, that Christ purchased 
your freedom in full, that there is nothing left to pay. But across this practice, deliverance and 
healing are repeatedly tied to giving. This is the point at which the healing ministry and the 
prosperity gospel become the same machine. Paula White, whom you met earlier in this book, 
shows up again right here, because this is her lane too. In one clip I found, she tells the room 
plainly that she will not be laying hands on anyone until the six-figure seed she is calling for 
comes in first. One hundred thousand dollars, standing between a believer and the touch of the 
laying on of hands, one of the oldest and most tender pictures of blessing in the entire Bible. If 
those hands feel familiar, they should. They are the same hands you watched laid on the 
President of the United States in the Oval Office, chapters ago, free of charge. The anointing, it 
turns out, has a price list, and it depends entirely on who you are. Krick’s ministry, as 
documented by multiple Christian observers, likewise ties breakthrough and deliverance to 



sowing a seed. The quiet message underneath is always the same: that God is holding your 
freedom just out of reach until your money arrives, that the Father who gave His own Son will 
not give you deliverance without a payment first. The God who is generous is recast as a God 
who withholds, and you are told the withholding is your fault for not giving enough. It is not 
just your finances being promised a return anymore. It is your very deliverance from evil 
placed behind a paywall.

She was not finished. In the spring of 2025, while she was serving as the sitting head of the 
newly created White House Faith Office, I watched an infomercial with my own eyes in which 
her ministry promised that anyone who gave one thousand dollars during Holy Week would 
receive seven supernatural blessings, drawn from Exodus 23. An assigned angel. Enemies 
defeated. Prosperity. Sickness taken away. Long life. Alongside those seven blessings of 
Almighty God, the giver would also receive a beautiful Waterford crystal crucifix.

I could not help but pause on that one, because a few things happened to me at once. 
Immediately, I was transported back to my apartment bedroom at two in the morning, 
watching a miracle-water infomercial and reaching for my phone. Twenty-two years had 
passed. The product had upgraded from spring water in a little packet to crystal from 
Waterford. The spirit behind the offer had not changed at all, and this time, I recognized its 
voice. As I sat with that recognition, other things began to echo in the same voice. A Bible with a 
price tag and a presidential signature on the cover. A campaign caption reading Let’s Make 
America Pray Again. Now a White House Faith Office with this very same mouthpiece seated at 
its head, receiving the grateful spiritual reassurance of American Christians who believe their 
nation is finally being prayed over. The same seed sold from a television studio was being sold 
from the White House, and nothing about the mechanism changed on the way there except the 
letterhead. It happens in all of them. That has been the claim of this entire book from its very 
first page, and she is the walking proof of it, carrying the same seed catalog from system to 
system, all the way to the top.

The fourth move is to offer the counterfeit. This is the one I need you to see most clearly, 
because it is the reason this chapter sits exactly where it does in this book, at the doorway of 
the New Age, and it is the reason I could not leave it out.

When you watch what actually happens in these services, strip away the worship music and the 
Scripture references and the name of Jesus spoken over the top of it, and look only at the 
mechanics of what is occurring, you are looking at something that predates Christianity by 
many centuries and comes from an entirely different religion.

Before I show you where those mechanics come from, I need to be clear about something, 
because none of what follows is an accusation or a rumor. These things really happen. They are 
filmed, broadcast, and posted by the ministries themselves, proudly, as proof of power. Kenneth 
Copeland stood in front of cameras in the spring of 2020 and blew what he called the wind of 
God at the coronavirus, declaring the pandemic destroyed on the spot, on his own broadcast, 
and you can watch it for yourself right now. Paula White can be found on video doing what she 
has done in services for years, blowing her breath on people, and the people fall. I do not need 
anyone’s video for that last part, because I have seen it with my own eyes, in the room, live. I 
watched people go down under that breath, people just like my mom, sincere, hungry, reaching 
for God with everything in them. It was real. Something genuinely happened to them. That is 



precisely what makes this the most serious question in this entire chapter. Not whether power 
is present. Whose.

While we are on the subject of breath, I have to show you the most sobering contrast I found in 
all of Scripture, because it reads like a foreshadowing aimed directly at everything you just 
pictured. Men stand on stages and blow their breath on crowds, and the people fall down. Now 
listen to what the Word says about the breath of Jesus. 2 Thessalonians 2:8 says the Lord Jesus 
will slay the lawless one with the breath of His mouth. Revelation says a sharp sword proceeds 
from His mouth to strike the nations. The counterfeit breathes, and believers fall to a stage floor 
and get back up. The real One will breathe, and the entire two-thousand-year machinery of 
deception, along with the men who built it, maintained it, and profited from it, will fall and will 
not get back up. Their condemnation is just. Romans 3:8 says it in exactly those four words, and 
the justice of God is the testimony of the whole Book. That, right there, is why this book exists, 
why every chapter of it was written, and why I will not stop saying it until He comes. I am only 
echoing the call that Revelation sends out to every church and every soul still standing inside 
any of these systems. Come out of her, my people.

In the Hindu and Tantric traditions there is a practice called shaktipat. It is the transmission of 
spiritual energy, called shakti or kundalini, from an elevated guru to a follower. The guru 
transmits this energy through one of a few specific means: through touch, often a touch to the 
forehead or the head; through gaze; through a spoken word; or simply through their powerful 
presence in the room. When the energy is transmitted, when the kundalini is awakened in the 
follower, the follower’s body responds with what practitioners call kriyas. I am going to list the 
documented signs of kriyas as the shaktipat gurus themselves describe them, and I want you to 
hold the videos in your mind as you read. Involuntary shaking and trembling. Violent 
convulsions. The body twisting in all directions. Falling to the ground. Rolling on the floor. The 
body moving snake-like across the floor. Eyes that will not open despite the person trying. 
Spontaneous vocalizations and crying out. One shaktipat guru describes the body undergoing 
“convulsions like a dying fish.” Another lists the body falling to the ground and beginning to 
jump from place to place. These are not my characterizations. These are the descriptions the 
kundalini masters give of what happens when the energy passes from the guru to the disciple.

Now hold that beside what is filmed and celebrated every week, and beside the whole bloodline 
of it. A charismatic, venerated leader. An anointing said to be transmitted from that leader to 
the follower, a transmission this movement openly calls impartation. A touch, a pointed hand, a 
breath, a wave of a jacket, a spoken word, and then the follower shaking, convulsing, collapsing, 
jerking on the floor, unable to rise. The mechanism is not similar to shaktipat. The mechanism 
is shaktipat. The energy passes from the elevated one to the follower by touch and word and 
presence, and the follower’s body manifests the exact catalog of kriyas that Hindu gurus have 
documented for centuries, and the only thing that has changed is the name spoken over it. 
Kuhlman’s falling rows, Hinn’s collapsing auditoriums, Krick’s convulsing floor: it is one 
phenomenon wearing three faces, and its oldest face is not Christian at all.

That is the counterfeit in its most naked form. The serpent’s oldest trick was never to get you to 
bow to something with horns and a pitchfork. You would run from that. His trick was to take a 
genuine spiritual hunger, the ache you feel to be free, to be touched by God, to feel something 
real, and to satisfy it with a counterfeit power that feels every bit as electric as the real thing, 
wrapped in just enough Scripture that you never think to ask where the current is actually 



coming from. A person walks into that room carrying real pain and a real longing for God, and 
they walk out having had a genuine supernatural experience, and they conclude that because it 
was powerful, it must have been God. But you already know, because Jesus told you in Matthew 
7, that power is not proof. The question is never whether something happened. Something 
clearly happened. The question is who was on the other end of the transmission.

I am not telling you the people falling down are faking. I think many of them are experiencing 
something entirely real, and that is precisely what frightens me. I am telling you that a real 
experience and a holy one are not the same thing, that the Bible warns from Genesis to 
Revelation about spiritual power that does not come from God, and that when the observable 
mechanics of a Christian ministry are identical to the observable mechanics of kundalini 
awakening, the burden is not on the skeptic to explain the resemblance. The burden is on the 
ministry to explain why there is no difference.

If Jesus healed you, He never needed your seed money first, because He already paid. If the 
Spirit fell on you, He did not leave you writhing on the floor with no memory of the encounter, 
because the fruit of the Spirit is self-control, and God is not the author of confusion but of peace, 
as 1 Corinthians 14 says of the way He moves in a gathering. If a preacher laid hands on you, a 
true one would point you away from himself and toward the only name that saves, because that 
is what every real apostle in the New Testament did, every single time, without exception. 
When Cornelius fell at Peter’s feet to worship him, Peter pulled him up and said, “Stand up; I 
too am a man.” When the crowd at Lystra tried to make gods of Paul and Barnabas, they tore 
their clothes and rushed in shouting that they were only men. The mark of a true servant of 
God is that they cannot bear to be venerated. The counterfeit feeds on it.

The exchange in these rooms is electric, which makes it the hardest one to walk away from. The 
experience wraps you up: the music swelling, the crowd pressing in, the hands, the falling, the 
feeling of power moving through the room with your name on it. One hand offers you that 
encounter, announced in His name. The other hand is holding the blame, because when the 
healing does not hold, when the breakthrough never lands, the failure is placed on your faith, 
never on the stage. Leaving is framed as the most dangerous move of all, walking away from the 
anointing, touching God’s anointed with your doubt. So people stay, sicker and poorer and 
quieter, afraid that leaving the man means losing the God he claims to carry. It does not. God 
was never in the man’s hands. He does not travel by stage. This is rocky ground with a fog 
machine. The seed springs up in a single service, all heat and joy and instant green, and Jesus 
said exactly what happens next: when trouble comes because of the word, it falls away just as 
fast. When the healing does not hold, the shoot dies in a day. Nothing that grows that fast was 
ever going to last.

If you have been in that room, or a room like it, I am not writing to shame you. I am writing 
because you went there looking for Jesus, and that longing was the truest thing about you. The 
hunger was real. It was aimed at the right Person. It was simply caught, on the way to Him, by 
something that had learned to wear His name. Take the hunger and keep walking. The One you 
were actually looking for does not need your money, does not leave you on the floor, and does 
not want your worship pointed at anyone but Himself. He just wants you.





Chapter 10
New Age Christianity
Crystals, Tarot Cards, and Jesus?

After the prosperity gospel, the Word of Faith movement, and Christian Nationalism broke 
down under the weight of my own unanswered prayers and unmet promises, I did not walk 
toward Jesus. I walked toward whatever felt spiritual that was not church. I had tarot cards. I 
built a small altar in my bedroom, crystals arranged on it with care, incense burning in a hamsa 
hand holder set at the center of it like something sacred. I wore an evil eye around my neck for 
protection. More than any of that, I counseled with mediums. A lot of them, on the phone, over 
FaceTime, a few of them reached through their TikTok lives, wanting a spiritual experience I 
could actually feel. I was certain that what was coming out of their mouths was a message 
being carried to me from the other side, from spirit guides, from my own loved ones reaching 
back across whatever divided us. I did not know then what I know now. My loved ones who 
died in Christ are in heaven, not hovering nearby, not whispering through a stranger’s mouth 
for a fee. Luke 16:26 says there is a great chasm fixed between the dead and the living, so wide 
that no one can cross it in either direction, and if that is true, and it is, then whatever was 
speaking through that screen was never them. It was a demon, wearing the voice of someone I 
loved, because that is precisely what these spirits do and have always done. This is why what 
they told me so often sounded accurate. It was accurate. But that was never my family 
speaking. It was the serpent, dressed as comfort, luring me further away from turning to Jesus 
and the Holy Spirit to do what only they can do, which is bring the real peace of genuinely 
knowing where the people I loved actually are.

Scripture even names the specific kind of spirit behind this. In Acts 16:16, Paul encounters a 
slave girl described in the original Greek as having a pneuma pythona, literally a spirit of 
Python, named after the mythological serpent said to guard the Oracle of Delphi and speak 
through its priestess. The early church did not treat that as metaphor. Origen and Tertullian 
both wrote that the spirit behind that girl, and behind divination like it, was a real demonic 
presence, a ventriloquist spirit that spoke through a human mouth and led people astray 
exactly the way the serpent in Eden did. That is not a coincidence of language. It is the same 
enemy wearing the same disguise, whether he is speaking through an oracle in ancient Delphi 
or a medium on a phone screen in my living room. I know that now.

I remember one night driving home from work and feeling something settle into the car with 
me, a dark presence pressing in from behind, close enough that it felt like it was breathing 
down my neck. I did not pray. I did not think of Jesus at all. I sat at a stoplight, saw a 
metaphysical store on the corner, and kicked a U-turn into the parking lot before I had even 
decided to. I walked out of that store with a cat whisker and a tiger’s eye stone, and I want you 
to sit with the sheer absurdity of that sentence for a second the way I have had to since. A 
grown woman, in genuine spiritual terror, was handed an actual cat’s whisker by a stranger 
behind a counter, and I did not laugh, I did not question it, I paid for it and tucked it into my 
purse like it was a fire extinguisher.

That was my golden calf. That is the honest word for it, and I did not see it for years. Israel 
stood at the bottom of a mountain with the living God on top of it, close enough to shake the 



ground under their feet, and what they wanted was something they could see. Something with a 
shape. Something they could put their hands on and point to and say, there, that is the one who 
brought us out. I did the exact same thing at a stoplight. I had a God I could not see, and a terror 
I could feel, and I traded one for a stone and a whisker I could close my fist around. I needed to 
feel it. I needed to see it. I needed to hold it in my hand. That is not a New Age problem or an 
ancient Israel problem. That is a human heart problem, and it has never once changed. I drove 
the rest of the way home clutching a piece of a cat’s face like it was going to fight off whatever 
had been breathing down my neck. I placed my faith, that night, in a whisker, instead of the 
only One who actually could have helped me. I tell you that because it is genuinely funny in 
hindsight, and also because it is exactly how fear works inside this system. It never once 
occurred to me to call on the name of Jesus. It occurred to me to buy a cat whisker.

For years I straddled a fence between a Christianity that had disappointed me and a spirituality 
that felt personally tailored to my grief. The New Age world did not present itself as a religion. 
It presented itself as an upgrade. It was warm and validating where the church had been cold 
and conditional. It spoke the language of healing and awakening and inner wisdom, and it told 
me I was divine, that my intuition was trustworthy, that I did not need anyone’s permission to 
be spiritual. I did not recognize it as the oldest deception in human history wearing a crystal 
and a sound bath. It felt like freedom. It was a cage made of mirrors.

That deception has a paper trail, and it is worth knowing, because a movement that presents 
itself as ancient wisdom rediscovered is actually a fairly recent invention with a documented 
history. Its roots run through the Theosophical Society, founded by Helena Blavatsky in 1875, 
which synthesized Eastern mysticism and Western occultism into a framework of hidden 
spiritual masters and secret wisdom for the initiated. Alice Bailey coined the term New Age in 
its modern sense, claimed to receive her writings through channeling an entity she called the 
Tibetan, and in 1922 founded a publishing house to distribute them. She did not name that 
publishing house something vague or spiritual sounding. She named it the Lucifer Publishing 
Company, and the organization confirms this openly in its own official history, explaining the 
name honored what it calls the light- bringing myth of Lucifer. Two or three years later, once 
Christian readers reacted to the name, it was quietly softened to Lucis, from the Latin word for 
light, and today it operates as Lucis Trust from an office overlooking the United Nations in New 
York. The teachings never changed. Only the label did, which tells you something the wellness 
aisle never advertises. The people who built this system understood their own source clearly 
enough to name it after the light- bringer, and only changed the wording once the plain version 
started drawing the wrong kind of attention.

I need to show you the specific shape this takes when it comes for Jesus directly, because this is 
where it stops being incense and candles and starts being a different gospel. There is a book 
called The Yoga of Jesus, published by the Self-Realization Fellowship and drawn from the 
writings of Paramahansa Yogananda. It sits on a lot of shelves next to a lot of Bibles. Its premise 
is that Jesus was a yogi, that He studied in India during the years Scripture does not record, and 
that the Gospels contain hidden teachings the church either lost or suppressed.

Here is what it actually teaches, in its own words. Christ, it says, is God’s Infinite Intelligence 
present in all creation, the Universal Intelligence known in Hindu scripture as Krishna 
Consciousness, and that intelligence was fully manifested in the incarnation of Jesus, Krishna, 
and other divine ones, and it can be manifested also in your consciousness. Read that last 



clause again. Jesus becomes one of several who achieved a state that is equally available to you. 
Not the Savior. The prototype. The publisher describes the book’s message plainly: that all souls 
who through yoga meditation and right living become united with Christ Consciousness will 
enter the kingdom of God.

Then look at what it does to salvation itself. The book states that belief is only an initial stage, 
that if you are satisfied with belief it becomes dogma and narrow-mindedness, and that what is 
needed is direct experience. That indisputable realization, it says, not mere belief, is what saves 
people. There it is, in a single sentence. You are not saved by trusting a Person who did 
something for you. You are saved by achieving an experience. The cross is not required. 
Technique is.

This is the part I need you to see clearly, because I was the perfect target for it and I want to tell 
you why. I was hungry for truth and starving for a feeling. Those are two different appetites, 
and the second one is the vulnerability. I had sat in rooms where the doctrine was correct and 
nothing in me moved. Then something offered me an experience I could feel in my body, 
immediately, without waiting on anyone, and it told me that feeling was God. When you are 
that empty, a system that promises sensation instead of a Savior does not look like a 
counterfeit. It looks like an answer.

The charts that circulate in this world make the swap explicit, and they are everywhere. They 
overlay a crucifix on a diagram of the human brain stem and label the parts, arms and legs and 
shroud, so the cross becomes a picture of your own anatomy. They teach that the center of your 
head is the temple, that the kingdom of God is a location inside your skull, that the crucifixion 
is an allegory for activating a gland. Two serpents run up the spine in the same image, and you 
are told the ancient secret is to know yourself. It is presented as recovering something the 
church hid from you. What it actually does is take an event that happened in history, to a real 
body, outside Jerusalem, and relocate it inside your head where nothing was ever purchased 
and nobody had to bleed.

Compare the two claims side by side and the theft is obvious. Scripture says the Word became 
flesh and dwelt among us, at a time and a place, under a Roman governor whose name is carved 
on a stone you can go look at. This other gospel says Christ is a state of consciousness you can 
attain. One of those requires a Savior. The other requires a practice. One of them ends with a 
debt paid by Someone else. The other ends with you, still doing the work, still climbing, still 
trying to feel enough to be sure. I know which one I ran on for years, and I know which one left 
me exhausted.

Underneath the crystals and the astrology and the manifestation journals sits a remarkably 
consistent set of claims, and the first move this system makes is to question whether the Word 
is unique at all. God is quietly redefined from a personal being who created and sustains the 
universe into an impersonal universal consciousness, and Scripture is repositioned as one 
spiritual text among many, valuable but not uniquely authoritative, with personal experience 
and inner knowing treated as equally reliable sources of truth. That reframe alone does most of 
the damage before a single doctrine gets touched, because if the Word is only one voice in a 
chorus, it never has to be obeyed, only consulted when convenient.

The second move follows immediately: deny the consequence. If human beings are not fallen 
creatures in need of reconciliation with a holy God but divine sparks who have merely forgotten 



their true nature, then sin does not exist, judgment does not exist, and the stakes of rejecting 
Jesus Christ are exactly zero. Watch what that framework does once it meets real suffering. The 
Law of Attraction, popularized through Rhonda Byrne’s 2006 book and film The Secret, distills 
this cosmology into its most commercially successful form, teaching that your thoughts and 
feelings magnetically draw your circumstances toward you. Applied to actual human pain, the 
implications are devastating rather than merely mistaken. A cancer patient did not manifest 
their own healing. A child born into poverty attracted their own circumstances. A sexual abuse 
survivor’s low vibration drew the abuse toward them. That is the Prosperity Gospel with God 
removed from the equation, and it is crueler without Him in it, not kinder, because at least the 
Prosperity Gospel blames insufficient faith in a real Being. This blames the victim directly, with 
no one to appeal to at all.

The third move is to impugn God’s motive outright, recasting Him as a human construct 
invented to control people through fear, so that the real divine is said to live within you and 
requires no external Savior because you were never truly fallen in the first place. The fourth 
move offers you exactly what that reframe was built to sell: self- actualization, inner divinity, 
vibrational alignment, and spiritual awakening, offered in the place of grace through faith in a 
crucified and risen Jesus who said plainly, I am the way, the truth, and the life, and no one 
comes to the Father except through me. Go back to that slave girl for a second, because Luke 
does not leave her at the introduction. She followed Paul and Silas through the streets shouting 
something completely, verifiably true, that these men were servants of the Most High God. 
Every word of it accurate. Paul cast the spirit out of her anyway. He did not weigh whether the 
message checked out, because the accuracy of the message was never what validated its source. 
A real spiritual experience is not automatically a Holy Spirit experience, and when I finally 
encountered the actual Holy Spirit in my own bedroom, the contrast was so complete I 
understood immediately what I had been settling for the whole time. The New Age had given 
me feelings. God gave me a Person.

People sometimes assume the Bible is silent about the specific practices at the center of all this, 
that astrology, mediums, and channeling are modern inventions God never addressed. The 
opposite is true. In Deuteronomy 18:10-12, as Israel stood on the edge of the promised land, God 
gave an explicit and detailed list of what His people were never to do. There shall not be found 
among you anyone who practices divination, or tells fortunes, or interprets omens, or is a 
sorcerer, or casts spells, or is a medium, or a necromancer who inquires of the dead. I read that 
verse for the first time long after I had already sat through more than one reading, and I could 
not believe what I was looking at. It did not need interpreting. It named the exact thing I had 
done, medium, inquires of the dead, in language so specific there was no room left to argue I 
had simply misunderstood a general principle. I did not even know that warning was in the 
Bible. There shall not be found among you anyone who practices divination, or tells fortunes, or 
interprets omens, or is a sorcerer, or casts spells, or is a medium, or a necromancer who 
inquires of the dead. It is a list. It has no poetry in it and no room to maneuver around it, and it 
was sitting in a book I said I believed, in a chapter I had never opened, for my entire life. I have 
asked myself since how I missed something written that plainly, and I am done letting myself 
off the hook for it. Nobody hid it from me. I never took it upon myself to open the book and 
read it for myself. That is the whole answer. It is worth saying plainly, because it is the same in 
every chapter of this book: real spiritual guidance was never going to come down to me through 
my bloodline, and it was never going to come out of the mouthpiece of whatever belief system I 



happened to be standing inside at the time. Both of those are secondhand. The book was always 
right there, and I was always able to open it. Then God gives the reason in the plainest possible 
language available to Him. Whoever does these things is detestable to the Lord. Not outdated. 
Not merely unwise. Detestable, and the God who named it that way has not changed His mind 
since. The reason is not that God feels threatened by other powers or wants to keep His people 
from harmless fun. It is that these practices open a real door to a real spiritual realm that is not 
neutral. That is the whole lesson of the girl in the street. Her information was accurate. The 
door was still the wrong one. Real does not mean safe. It means real.

None of this stayed confined to bookstores and wellness retreats. A 2018 Pew Research study 
found that 62% of American adults hold at least one New Age belief, and among people who 
specifically identify as Christian the number was almost identical, 61%, representing well over 
100 million self-identified American Christians who have folded beliefs Scripture calls 
detestable into a faith that claims to follow Christ alone. Nearly a third of professing Christians 
in that same study said they believe in reincarnation, directly contradicting Hebrews 9:27, that 
it is appointed for man to die once and after that comes judgment. This is not a distant culture 
rejecting the faith from the outside. This is the pew, singing worship songs on Sunday and 
consulting a horoscope on Monday, feeling no tension between the two, because the New Age 
rarely arrives announcing itself as a rival religion. It arrives as language, through the teaching 
that your words carry the power to speak your reality into being, which is simply the Law of 
Attraction wearing a Christian accent, through the phrase manifest, through the idea that the 
universe is trying to tell you something, through the notion that you need to protect your 
energy or align your frequency. Each phrase sounds harmless, even wise, and each one quietly 
relocates authority from God to the self, from the Word to the inner voice. The New Age does 
not need you to renounce Jesus. It only needs you to add to Him, to keep His name while slowly 
moving the center of your trust from what He said to what you feel, until the Jesus you have left 
is one more crystal on the shelf.

To understand how far this can go, look at the story of Doreen Virtue, who spent more than 
three decades at the very top of the New Age industry. She was a globally celebrated author 
published in dozens of languages, a regular guest on Oprah, CNN, The View, and Coast to Coast 
AM, ranked among the most influential spiritual teachers in the world. She is the woman who 
popularized the phrase “angel numbers.” For all of that reach and all of that wealth, she spent 
decades genuinely believing she was a Christian, using biblical vocabulary while remaining 
completely blind to actual biblical theology.

The break came at fifty-nine years old, in 2017, when she read through the Bible for herself for 
the first time and reached the same passage this chapter already leaned on, Deuteronomy 18:10-
12, the list of divination, sorcery, and mediums God calls detestable. “I remember reading 
through the list of the things that the Canaanites did,” she has said, “and realizing it was the 
same things that I was doing.” The angel cards, the readings, the practices she had built an 
empire on for thirty years were not a harmless comfort. They were the exact thing Scripture 
had been naming as detestable the entire time she was selling it.

The backlash was immediate. Her publisher dropped her within the year. She lost the platform, 
the income, and a great deal of the community she had spent decades building, and she has 
since publicly apologized to her own two sons for raising them inside the very beliefs she had 
just walked away from. She did not do any of it quietly, and she has not stopped since, devoting 



herself now to helping other people find their way out of exactly what she came out of. If 
someone that far in, with that much to lose, could still be stopped cold by one honest reading of 
Deuteronomy 18, the tarot pull on your nightstand is not too small a thing to look at honestly 
too. What is being taken from you, if any of this is your daily rhythm, the tarot pull each 
morning, the crystals on the nightstand, the birth chart consulted before the big decisions, is 
not your spirituality. It is your Father. You are being taught to look inward for a divinity that 
was never yours to claim, and outward to energy and alignment for a peace that only a Person 
can give, and Satan’s joy in this deception is quiet and patient. He does not need you to 
renounce God. He only needs you to keep searching for Him everywhere except where He 
actually is, so that you stay perpetually one practice away from the peace you are chasing. 
Getting free of it starts with an honest inventory, because this system rarely announces itself as 
opposition to Christ. Look at what is actually on your shelf, in your search history, on your 
altar, and ask whether it points you toward Jesus or toward yourself. Then let Colossians 2:8 
warn you the way it was meant to. See to it that no one takes you captive through hollow and 
deceptive philosophy. You do not need another chakra aligned or another card pulled. You need 
the God who already knows you completely and loves you anyway, the one who says come to 
me, not look within.

The exchange here is the most enchanted of them all. This path wraps you in a universe that 
seems to speak: the signs, the synchronicities, the numbers on the clock, the cards that always 
seem to know, a spiritual world humming behind everything. One hand offers you that wonder, 
with Jesus folded gently into the mix. The other hand holds the silence, because once the divine 
has been spread into everything, leaving the practices feels like the whole sky going quiet, like 
losing not just a habit but the very presence you thought was speaking. People stay because 
they are afraid the enchantment is God, and that walking away from it means walking into a 
world where He is gone. But the voice in the noise was never His. His voice does not need a deck 
or a chart or a sign. It has a name, and it calls yours.

This soil is crowded. The seed of the Word goes in beside a dozen other seeds, the cards and the 
signs and the guides all planted in the same bed, and the thorns do what thorns always do. The 
one Seed that could save gets choked by everything sown around it. My seed spent time in 
crowded ground too. Nothing true can grow in a bed where everything is allowed to.

If you found yourself in this chapter, if any of this was ever yours, then let me sit on the edge of 
that bed with you, next to whatever is on your nightstand, because this is what I would say. You 
were never chasing a lesser thing. You were looking for Him the entire time, just aimed slightly 
wrong, and I know that because I did the exact same thing. He does not need you to align your 
energy. He already knows your name. He already numbered your days before there was one of 
them. He is not one voice in a chorus of guides you have to sort through. He is the One who is 
actually there, the second you stop calling out to everybody else. He does not want your seeking. 
He just wants you.

None of it, not the altar, not the mediums, not the fear in that car, was outside what God 
allowed on purpose. He let me walk all the way to the edge of it so that when I finally turned 
around, I would know exactly how to find you standing near that same edge and call you back 
from it before you went any further than I did.





Chapter 11
Non-Messianic Judaism
God’s First Covenant, His Eternal Purposes, and a Warning to Those Who Stand Against It

Before I write a single theological sentence in this chapter, I need to say something directly to 
any reader who comes to it carrying contempt, suspicion, or hostility toward Jewish people 
already seated in their heart. Stop. Put the book down if you need to, because what I am about 
to tell you is that hatred of Jewish people is not spiritual discernment. It is not prophetic 
insight. It is the work of the enemy, who understands Scripture better than most Christians do, 
and who has spent thousands of years trying to destroy the people through whom the Messiah 
came, through whom Scripture was preserved, and through whom God has promised to display 
His faithfulness to every nation before history ends. I want to be honest about why I studied 
this at all, because it was not academic curiosity. I have spent years sharing the gospel online, 
and what I kept running into, over and over, was hatred of Jewish people coming out of the 
mouths of people who called themselves Christians. Not from the world. From the pews. So I 
went and studied, not to convert anyone and not to prove Judaism wrong, but because I wanted 
to be able to answer them with what God actually said instead of with my own outrage. I 
wanted to quell it. I wanted to put something in front of it that came from the Book they 
claimed to believe. It mostly did not help. People set in their hatred are rarely interested in 
what the Bible actually says, but I am going to tell you anyway, because the story of Israel is not 
a footnote to the Christian faith. It is the root system. It is the soil the promises of God were 
planted in, and Paul did not describe Israel to the Romans as a discarded people. He called them 
beloved for the sake of the patriarchs, and warned Gentile believers not to grow arrogant 
toward the branches that carried the weight of this story long before we were grafted into it. 
We do not support the root. The root supports us.

When I finally went looking for where that hatred was actually coming from, I did not find it in 
ignorance, or in politics, or in anything happening on the news. I found it in a doctrine, and it 
has a name. Replacement theology, sometimes called supersessionism, is the teaching that the 
church has replaced Israel in God’s purposes, that the covenants made with them were 
transferred to us, and that whatever promises are left over belong to the Gentile church now. 
Almost nobody in the pew would say it in those words. Most have never heard the term in their 
lives. But it is running underneath an enormous amount of what gets taught, and it is the 
underlying cancer in the Gentile Christian religious system, because once a person genuinely 
believes God is finished with a people, contempt for that people stops feeling like sin and starts 
feeling like theology.

It travels with a strange, specific ignorance attached to it. The same voices most confident that 
God has moved on from the Jewish people usually could not tell you the first thing about them. 
They speak about the Jews as though it is one uniform bloc with one uniform belief, apparently 
unaware that Judaism holds an enormous range of sects and traditions and internal 
disagreements, Orthodox and Haredi and Hasidic and Conservative and Reform and 
Reconstructionist and secular, arguing with one another across centuries the way any living 
tradition does. It is far easier to dismiss a monolith than a people. That is exactly why the 
enemy prefers you see one.



The covenants God made with Israel are not footnotes either. They are the spine of the whole 
book. He made an unconditional covenant with Abraham in Genesis 12-15, promising land, 
descendants, and that through his seed all the nations of the earth would be blessed, and He 
walked between the sacrificial pieces Himself, taking the full weight of that promise onto His 
own shoulders. He made a covenant with David in 2 Samuel 7, promising an eternal throne, and 
promised through Jeremiah and Ezekiel a new covenant written on the heart. That replacement 
doctrine cannot survive contact with Romans 9-11, where Paul asks outright, has God rejected 
His people, and answers with the strongest possible no the Greek language allows. He calls the 
gifts and the calling of God irrevocable, and irrevocable does not mean reinterpreted, 
transferred, or spiritualized. It means what it says. The church did not become the root. It 
became a recipient of mercy, and understanding exactly why matters, because the why is where 
the hatred this chapter opened with finally runs out of ground to stand on.

Paul explains it with an image in Romans 11 that every Gentile believer should sit with until it 
stops feeling comfortable. Israel is a cultivated olive tree, ancient and rooted, and Gentile 
believers are wild branches grafted in among the natural ones, not to replace them, but because 
God always intended, from His promise to Abraham that all nations would be blessed through 
his seed, to bring the whole world in through this one people. Paul even gives a second reason, 
in Romans 11:11, one most churches never teach: part of why God extended mercy to the nations 
was to make Israel jealous, to show His own people what had been theirs from the beginning 
now overflowing to strangers, so that they too would turn and receive it. That is not arrogance 
we are permitted to feel. It is a debt we are meant to feel humbled by, and Paul says so directly. 
Do not boast over the branches. If you do boast, remember, you do not support the root, the root 
supports you. We were shown extraordinary mercy, nourished by a promise we did not start 
and a covenant we did not earn, and to hate the very people through whom that mercy reached 
us is to take an axe to the root our own faith is standing on.

The disagreement between Judaism and the gospel has never been about whether God is holy, 
or whether Israel is chosen, or whether the Messiah is coming. It has only ever been about 
whether He already has, and the case for that turns on the same move that runs through every 
counterfeit this book has named: taking a word that was clear and giving it a reinterpretation 
the moment it became inconvenient. Isaiah 53 describes a suffering servant, pierced for 
transgressions, crushed for iniquities, led like a lamb to the slaughter, and before Christianity 
arose, this passage was widely read in Jewish thought as describing a future individual 
Messiah. After Christians began using it as their primary proof text for Jesus, mainstream 
rabbinic interpretation shifted, and by the medieval period the dominant reading had 
reassigned the suffering servant to the collective nation of Israel instead of a person. Naming 
that shift is not an attack on Jewish scholarship. It is intellectual honesty, because the oldest 
Jewish reading did not need defending against Jesus the way the newer one does. The seventy 
weeks of Daniel 9:24-27, calculated from the decree of Artaxerxes in 445 BC, point with 
mathematical precision to the time of Jesus’s ministry, and then state that after the Messiah is 
cut off, the city and the sanctuary will be destroyed, which happened exactly in 70 AD. The 
Messiah had to come before the Temple fell. The Temple fell in 70 AD. The math closes the 
window on any candidate still to come, and it has never once been answered, only reinterpreted 
around.

Isaiah 53 does not stand alone either. Isaiah 9:6, written centuries before any Christian existed 
to exploit it, describes a child born, a son given, whose name will be called Wonderful 



Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace, a divine title, Mighty God, attached 
to a human birth in the plainest Hebrew grammar available. Psalm 2 commands the reader to 
serve the Lord with fear and kiss the Son, warning that all who take refuge in Him are blessed, 
language of worship and refuge the rest of the Hebrew Bible reserves for God alone, aimed here 
at a distinct figure called simply the Son. Proverbs 30:4 asks a riddle with no comfortable 
answer inside a strict, undifferentiated oneness: who has ascended to heaven and come down, 
who has gathered the wind in his fists, what is his name, and what is his son’s name, if you 
know it? A son, named alongside God Himself, sitting inside the wisdom literature centuries 
before a manger in Bethlehem. None of these texts needed a New Testament to exist. They were 
already sitting inside the Hebrew Bible, asking a question rabbinic tradition has spent two 
thousand years trying not to answer directly.

That destruction is the second thing this deception depends on denying, because the entire 
sacrificial system Israel was given to deal with sin ended when the Temple fell, and it has never 
been rebuilt, meaning the very mechanism this belief system requires for atonement has been 
sitting broken for two thousand years while the belief system tells its people that is simply how 
it must be. A suffering servant who dies once for sin, rather than a system requiring endless 
repeated offerings that no longer even have a building to happen in, is not a smaller claim than 
what came before. It is the only claim left standing once you are honest about the fact that the 
sacrifices have not run in two millennia, and there was never anything replacing them except 
waiting.

The mechanism Israel was given for that atonement was never abstract. Leviticus 16 lays it out 
in exact ritual detail: on the Day of Atonement, the high priest laid his hands on a live goat, 
transferring the sins of the entire community onto it before sending it into the wilderness, 
while a second goat was sacrificed as a substitute, blood for sin, life for life. That is not a 
metaphor invented later. It is the operating system stamped into Israel’s own law from Sinai 
onward, and it only ever worked as a shadow pointing toward something the shadow itself 
could never finish. God did not leave that ending unannounced either. Jeremiah 31:31-34 
promises, centuries in advance, a new covenant with the house of Israel and the house of Judah, 
one where God would write His law directly on the heart rather than on stone, where sin would 
be forgiven and remembered no more. That is not a Christian invention grafted onto Jewish 
Scripture after the fact. It is a Jewish prophet, writing to a Jewish audience, promising a new 
covenant by that exact name, distinct from the one given at Sinai, at precisely the moment the 
old sacrificial system was destined to end.

There is something else God did that I want to walk you through slowly, because I did not see it 
for most of my life, and when I finally did I had to put the Bible down. It is the tabernacle. Not 
the rituals performed in it. The floor plan. God gave Moses the measurements Himself, down to 
the cubit, and then said, over and over, make it according to the pattern shown you on the 
mountain. He was that specific about a tent. Ask yourself why.

Walk it with me from the outside in, the way an Israelite would have. You come first to one 
gate. Not several. One, on the east side, the only way in. Inside the courtyard the first thing you 
meet is the bronze altar, where the animal dies, because nothing proceeds past that point 
without blood. Just beyond it stands the laver, a basin of water for washing, because no one 
handles holy things dirty. Then the tent itself, and only priests go further.



Inside the Holy Place there are three things. On one side the golden lampstand, seven flames, 
the only light in a room with no windows. On the other side the table of showbread, twelve 
loaves, one for each tribe, replaced every week and never absent. Straight ahead the altar of 
incense, smoke rising continually toward what lies behind the curtain. Then the veil. Thick, 
woven, embroidered with cherubim, and behind it the Most Holy Place, where the ark sat 
under the mercy seat, and where one man entered one day a year carrying blood that was never 
his own.

Now hold that layout in your mind and listen to how Jesus talked about Himself. I am the door. 
I am the light of the world. I am the bread of life. He always lives to make intercession for us. 
He is the Lamb of God. He is the great High Priest. Every station in that tent, in the order you 
walk past them, He later stood up and claimed by name. That is not a Christian reading pushed 
backward onto a Jewish text. Those are His own words, spoken to Jewish listeners, in front of 
the temple that was still standing.

John does something with this that I missed for years because of a translation choice. When he 
writes that the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, the Greek word underneath dwelt is 
eskenosen. It means pitched His tent. It is the tabernacle word. John is not being poetic. He is 
telling his Jewish readers that the tent has arrived with a face. Jesus said it Himself even more 
directly, standing in the temple courts, when He told them to destroy this temple and He would 
raise it in three days, and John adds the line that settles it: He was speaking about the temple of 
His body.

Then look at what happened the moment He died. The veil in the temple, the one thing in the 
world that stood between people and the presence of God, tore from top to bottom. Not bottom 
to top, which is how a man would tear it. From the top. The letter to the Hebrews tells you 
plainly what that curtain had always represented, and the answer is His flesh. The way in was 
opened by the tearing of a body.

Here is what undoes me about all of it. God drew that diagram roughly fifteen hundred years 
before Jesus walked through it. He put the gate, the blood, the washing, the light, the bread, the 
intercession, and the torn veil in the exact order His Son would fulfill them, and then He told 
Moses to build it and carry it through the wilderness so that Israel would live inside the 
blueprint for generations. Nothing about it was decoration. It was a Person, drawn in fabric and 
gold and acacia wood, waiting to be recognized.

Which brings me to the only part of this that is our fault. It was never hidden. It was measured 
out in a book we have all had access to our entire lives. We just never sat down with Him, alone, 
with nothing else in the room, long enough to notice what He had been showing us the whole 
time. Sit with that one.

None of this hostility toward Israel is new, and understanding where it comes from unmasks it 
completely. Pharaoh’s decree to kill Hebrew infants was not political. It was spiritual. Haman’s 
plot in Esther was not political. It was spiritual. The Crusades massacred Jewish communities 
across Europe. The Inquisition forced conversion or death. Martin Luther, whose recovery of 
justification by faith was a genuine gift to the church, wrote vicious antisemitic tracts in his 
later years that were cited approvingly in Nazi Germany four centuries later, and the Holocaust 
murdered six million Jewish people in the heart of Christian Europe. Every one of these was the 
same ancient war wearing a new face, going back to Genesis 3:15, where God promised the seed 



of the woman would crush the serpent’s head. The enemy understood that promise the moment 
it was spoken, and he has spent every generation since trying to corrupt or destroy the 
bloodline it would travel through, from the Nephilim corruption before the flood, to Pharaoh, to 
Haman, to Hitler, because if the line could be broken, the promise could never arrive. It did 
arrive. The seed already came, and the serpent’s head is already crushed, which means every 
fresh wave of hatred against the Jewish people, however sophisticated it dresses itself up as 
prophecy or politics, is not new strategy. It is the same defeated one, still swinging after the 
battle is already over.

There is a phrase that gets ripped out of context and swung like a club more than almost any 
other verse in this book’s territory, and it deserves far more than a passing correction, because I 
have watched sincere Christians use it to justify real contempt without ever once looking up 
what it actually says. The phrase is synagogue of Satan, and it appears exactly twice in the 
entire Bible, both in Revelation, both spoken by the risen Christ to two specific churches in two 
specific cities in Asia Minor, Smyrna and Philadelphia. Here is the detail almost no one 
wielding this phrase ever mentions. Smyrna and Philadelphia are the only two of the seven 
churches in Revelation that receive no rebuke from Jesus at all. Every other church gets some 
form of correction. These two get only comfort and commendation, which should tell you 
immediately that what follows is not an indictment of an entire people. It is Jesus defending 
two persecuted, faithful congregations from the specific people slandering them in their 
specific city.

Read what He actually says. To Smyrna: I know your tribulation and your poverty, but you are 
rich, and the slander of those who say that they are Jews and are not, but are a synagogue of 
Satan. To Philadelphia, almost word for word: those of the synagogue of Satan who say that 
they are Jews and are not, but lie. Notice what the accusation actually is. It is not that these 
people were Jewish. It is that they claimed to be Jews in the sense that mattered most and were 
not, and Paul makes the identical point in Romans 2:28-29, that a person is not a Jew merely by 
outward descent, but by an inward reality of the heart. Jesus made the same kind of statement 
to a group of religious leaders in John 8:44, telling them they belonged to their father the devil, 
not because of their bloodline, but because of their behavior, their unbelief, and their 
opposition to Him standing right in front of them. That is the exact shape of what is happening 
in Smyrna and Philadelphia. The historical record, including the account of the martyrdom of 
Polycarp, bishop of Smyrna and a disciple of the apostle John, documents specific local hostility 
from the Jewish community in that specific city against Christian believers there, decades after 
Revelation was written, hostility severe enough that ancient sources describe local Jews 
participating in gathering wood for his execution. That is a real, documented, local conflict, in 
one city, involving specific people making specific accusations to Roman authorities that these 
believers were not legitimately part of Israel’s covenant community.

The word synagogue itself simply means assembly or gathering. It is not an ethnic label. The 
New Testament even uses the same word for a general meeting of Christians in James 2:2. The 
word Satan means adversary. Put plainly, synagogue of Satan means an assembly aligned with 
the adversary, standing against the gospel and against the people following Jesus, in two 
specific towns, among people actively slandering and endangering the two churches Jesus loved 
enough to correct nothing else about. It was never a statement about an entire people, an entire 
faith, or an entire bloodline, and it is worth remembering that John, the very apostle who wrote 
these words down, was himself a Jew, one of the twelve. It would be a strange thing indeed for a 



Jewish apostle to pen a blanket condemnation of his own people in the same book that 
promises, only chapters later, that the twelve tribes of Israel will have their names written on 
the gates of the New Jerusalem forever.

When someone hands you this verse as proof that Jewish people as a whole, or Judaism as a 
whole, belong to Satan, they are doing to Revelation exactly what every counterfeit in this book 
does to Scripture. They are taking a specific word, given to specific people, in a specific place, 
for a specific reason, and stretching it over territory it was never meant to cover. That is not 
discernment. It is the same move the enemy has always made: question what was actually said 
until it means something God never intended, then use the twisted version to justify exactly the 
kind of hatred this chapter opened by warning you against.

The same misunderstanding shows up around an even more famous rebuke, one many 
Christians have heard quoted a hundred times without ever reading what surrounds it. In 
Matthew 23, Jesus confronts the scribes and Pharisees directly, calling them hypocrites, blind 
guides, whitewashed tombs, and finally, at the peak of it, serpents, a brood of vipers, asking 
how they will escape being sentenced to hell. It is the harshest language Jesus uses anywhere in 
the Gospels, and it is aimed with total precision at a specific group of religious leaders for 
specific sins He names one by one: tying up heavy burdens and laying them on other people’s 
shoulders while lifting no finger to help carry them, performing every religious duty for an 
audience while neglecting justice, mercy, and faithfulness, cleaning the outside of the cup while 
the inside stays full of greed. Every woe is a woe against hypocrisy and abuse of religious 
authority, not against a people or a bloodline, and John the Baptist had already used the 
identical phrase, brood of vipers, warning the same kind of presumption in Matthew 3, that 
religious leaders should not assume God owes them anything because of ancestry alone.

Here is what the same chapter does next, and it is the detail that should end any attempt to use 
Matthew 23 as ammunition against the Jewish people. Jesus does not walk away from that 
rebuke satisfied or finished with them. He weeps. Matthew 23:37-39 records Him crying out, 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those sent to it, how often I 
have longed to gather your children together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, and 
you were not willing. That is not the voice of someone condemning a people. That is the voice of 
someone grieving over a people He loves, whose leaders He has just finished confronting 
precisely because of how badly they were failing the very people He longed to gather. The 
hardest words in the chapter and the most tender words in the chapter sit side by side, in the 
same breath, from the same mouth, and that is not a contradiction. It is the same pattern that 
runs through Isaiah, Jeremiah, and every prophet who ever loved Israel enough to rebuke her 
leaders harshly while never once giving up on her. Jesus was not an outsider condemning a 
people foreign to Him. He was a Jewish Messiah, confronting Jewish leadership, in the oldest 
tradition of Jewish prophecy, out of love for the very city He was about to die for.

There is something happening in Jerusalem right now that ties this chapter directly to the days 
we are living in. Scripture says a temple will stand again in the last days. Paul writes in 2 
Thessalonians 2:4 that the man of sin will take his seat in the temple of God, and Jesus pointed 
back to Daniel’s abomination of desolation standing in the holy place. For nineteen centuries 
that seemed impossible, because there was no temple and no nation to build one. That is no 
longer true. Architectural plans have been drawn. Priestly garments have been recreated to 
biblical specification. Sacred vessels for temple service have reportedly been fashioned and are 



ready. A generation of men of priestly descent has been identified and trained in rituals 
unperformed for two thousand years, and even a red heifer, required for the purification that 
must precede temple worship, has been the subject of real, documented effort. I am not setting 
a date, because Jesus told us plainly that no one knows the day or the hour, but the stage is 
being set in real time, in front of a watching world, and the people this entire chapter is about 
are standing at the center of it.

If you are Jewish and reading this, I want to speak to you directly and gently, because most of 
what Christian authors have written about your faith has been careless, and I refuse to add to 
that history. What I believe has been obscured from you was never your covenant, which God 
has never revoked, and never your identity, which is precious to Him. What was obscured was 
the specific identity of the One your own prophets already described, pierced for our 
transgressions in Isaiah 53, cut off at the exact appointed time in Daniel 9. You do not have to 
stop being Jewish to receive Him, and you never should, because Yeshua did not come to end 
that identity. He came to fulfill it, and I would ask only that you read Isaiah 53 in your own 
Tanakh without the traditional reinterpretation laid over it first, and do the math in Daniel 9 
yourself. The Messiah was never going to be a stranger to Israel. He was always going to be 
Israel’s own son. To anyone still holding onto contempt for the people this chapter is about, 
hear it once more before you close this book. Zechariah 12:10 says a day is coming when they 
will look on the One they pierced and mourn, and I believe with everything in me that day will 
be marked by mercy, not by the rejection so much of history has already shown them. Until 
then, the invitation is open to all of us equally. I am one Gentile who found her way to the God 
of Israel, and I am telling you what I found, hoping the door I walked through is one you will 
want to walk through too.

I was never Jewish and never inside this one myself, but I do not believe God’s timing in placing 
this chapter here, right where it needed to sit in a book like this, is any less intentional than 
everything else He has done. He let me see this clearly enough, at exactly this moment in 
history, to say it out loud when so many are staying silent.

Even here, in the room I hold most tenderly, the exchange is present, though it was built by 
men and not by the faith itself. Heritage wraps you in something genuinely beautiful: the 
family table, the candles, the prayers your great-grandparents prayed, four thousand years of 
survival woven into your name. One hand holds all of that out to you, and it is real, and it is 
precious, and nothing in this chapter asks you to drop it. But the other hand holds a fear, placed 
there by generations of teachers: that to even consider Yeshua is to betray every ancestor who 
died holding the line. So the question never gets asked, not because the evidence is weak, but 
because the cost feels like treason against your own blood. Hear me: the Messiah of Israel 
cannot be a betrayal of Israel. Finding Him is not leaving the family. It is finding the One the 
whole family was waiting for.

The seed here is treasured, which is its own quiet tragedy. It is kept like an heirloom, wrapped 
in four thousand years of love, honored and guarded and never split open. But a seed that is 
never split open never grows. The Word was always meant to be planted, not preserved. He is 
what was inside it the whole time.

If this is your heritage, and I am speaking now only to the one who holds it, with all the respect 
it has earned and then some, here is what I want to say. He did not come to make you less 



Jewish. He came as the fulfillment of everything your own prophets already wrote down, in 
your own Scriptures, centuries before anyone called themselves a Christian. He is the lamb your 
own fathers offered every Passover without yet knowing His face. You do not have to leave your 
people to find Him, and He is not a stranger asking you to abandon your house. He is your own 
son, come home to it. He does not want your heritage. He just wants you.









Chapter 12
The Gospel Unfiltered
The Real Jesus, Undiluted

You have just walked through nine rooms with me. In every one of them, somebody was 
standing between you and Jesus, and in most of them they were smiling while they did it. You 
have watched His name get printed on a Bible with another man’s signature under it, sold back 
to you at a markup, translated into something smaller, hung on a wall in a building that had 
already emptied Him out of it. You have watched people who love God with everything in them 
be handed a counterfeit and told it was the real thing.

If you are tired, that is the right response. That is not weakness and it is not doubt. That is what 
it feels like to finally notice how much was taken.

So this chapter has one job. Not to argue with anybody. Not to expose one more system, because 
we are finished with that now. This chapter exists to introduce you to Him. Not the version any 
of those rooms handed you. Not the one with conditions attached, or a middleman standing in 
the doorway, or a price at the register. The actual Person, as He actually revealed Himself, in 
His own words, in the open, in front of everyone.

If you have never once met Him outside of a building, meet Him here.

Before I can introduce you to Him, we have to deal with something you are already carrying, 
and you have been carrying it so long you probably do not experience it as a belief at all. You 
have a face in your head. Close your eyes right now and think the word Jesus, and a face arrives. 
It arrives instantly, without effort, fully formed. Nobody had to teach you to do that. Somebody 
taught you the face.

Mine came from a crucifix. There was a gorgeous one on the wall of the chapel, and that man is 
still the default image my mind reaches for after all these years and everything I now know. It 
is on the walls of nearly every religious relative I have. It is printed on T-shirts, a fair-skinned 
man with long flowing hair and soft features. Other communities, for reasons I understand 
completely, insist He was Black. There is a Muslim Jesus, a Gnostic Jesus, a Catholic Jesus, a 
serene Zen Jesus who looks like He has never been angry about anything. I have looked at all of 
them during this investigation.

Not one of them is Him. Not one is even close.

Sit with how wild that actually is. This entire book has been about people fighting over which 
Jesus is the real one, dividing families and building organizations over the question, and the 
whole time, every single side of every single argument was walking around with a face already 
painted in. We fight about His nature while agreeing, without ever discussing it, on a portrait 
none of us got from Scripture. That is not a small thing. That is the most elegant piece of work 
in this entire book.

When this clicked for me I went down the rabbit hole again, except this time I went with the 
Holy Spirit instead of an algorithm, and He walked me through what the Word actually says. 
Start with Judas. On the night of the arrest, Judas had to give the soldiers a signal, and the signal 



was a kiss. Read that plainly. A crowd of armed men needed a prearranged gesture to identify 
which man in the garden was Jesus of Nazareth. If He looked anything like the pictures, tall and 
luminous and separate, with hair down His back and light coming off Him, no one needs a kiss. 
You point.

The Gospels do this again and again once you start noticing. He slips through a crowd on a cliff 
at Nazareth that intends to throw Him off it, and simply walks away through the middle of 
them. He hides Himself and goes out of the temple. He escapes their hands. A man who stood 
out physically cannot do that repeatedly. Isaiah said it centuries earlier, and I had read the 
verse a hundred times without once letting it mean what it says: He had no form or majesty 
that we should look at Him, and no beauty that we should desire Him.

Here is the part that ought to stop every one of us. The Gospels never describe His face. Not 
once. In the ancient world writers routinely noted a person’s striking features, unusual height, 
beauty, a deformity, anything remarkable. The silence about Jesus is deafening precisely 
because those writers were not shy about such details. Scholars who have spent careers on this 
conclude the obvious thing: He looked ordinary. A first-century Galilean Jewish man. Olive-
brown skin, dark hair worn short, a working man’s beard, roughly five foot five, 
indistinguishable in a crowd of His own countrymen.

The face on the wall of my chapel has a traceable origin, and it is not Nazareth. That image, the 
long hair, the flowing robes, the serene European features, arrives in Christian art in the fourth 
century, and art historians will tell you where it came from. It was borrowed from how the 
Greeks and Romans painted their gods. Specifically, it borrowed from Zeus. The face that the 
largest religion on earth pictures when it prays was modeled on the king of the pagan 
pantheon, three hundred years after the Man Himself walked out of a tomb.

Now hold that next to something I find almost funny in its irony. God did give us one physical 
description of His Son. Exactly one, in Revelation 1, and John wrote it down. Hair white like 
wool, like snow. Eyes like a flame of fire. Feet like burnished bronze glowing in a furnace. A 
voice like rushing water. A face like the sun at full strength. That is the description we were 
actually handed, and it is the one nobody paints, nobody prints on a shirt, and nobody hangs in 
a hallway. We rejected the portrait He gave us and kept the one a fourth-century artist made 
up.

Then go back to Deuteronomy and read why He withheld it in the first place, because He 
explains Himself. He tells Israel to watch themselves very carefully, since they saw no form on 
the day He spoke to them out of the fire, so that they would not act corruptly and carve an 
image in the likeness of any figure. He deliberately gave them nothing to look at. That was not 
stinginess. It was protection. He knows exactly what we do with a face.

So call this what it is. This is an idol, and it is the most brilliant one in the whole book, because 
it does not ask you to bow to a different god. It does not require you to renounce anything or 
join anything. It simply hands you a picture of the right God, lets you carry it your entire life, 
and waits. Then one day you find yourself defending the picture. You feel something when a 
different face appears. That reaction did not come from Scripture, because Scripture never gave 
you a face to protect. It came from somewhere else, and it has been sitting in the middle of your 
worship the whole time.



Here is what survived all of it, and this is the part that undoes me. Two thousand years of 
translation committees, councils, added words, removed words, inserted articles, invented 
classes, forged verses, and a manufactured face hung on ten thousand walls, and His actual 
words are still sitting right there. Untouched. You can open the Book tonight and read exactly 
what He said. They painted over Him. They could not edit Him.

Let me tell you about the real Jesus. The Jesus who created you because He loved you, who knew 
you before you were ever formed in your mother’s womb, who has counted every hair on your 
head and ordained every step you would ever take before you took your first one. The Jesus who 
is pacing back and forth in heaven right now, eagerly waiting for His Father to say the word so 
He can go get His bride. That bride is us. Every counterfeit in the last nine chapters existed for 
one reason: to keep that meeting from happening.

Count who was standing in the doorway. A governing body. A priest. A pastor with his hand out. 
An apostle with a falling crowd. A flag draped over a cross. A secret nobody would give you. A 
rabbi guarding a tradition. Nine different faces on the same lie, and every one of them holding 
something back that was never theirs to hold. I was you in more than one of those rooms. I am 
done letting them keep it.

So here is what they kept. Here is the God every system in this book renovated, exactly as He 
actually showed up.

God did not hide His identity on the way down. He did not do the Clark Kent thing, slipping into 
a phone booth to keep the real self a secret. He did the opposite of hiding. He gave humanity 
Himself, as a man who looked just like them, talked like them, laughed like them. He felt life. 
He did life. He had a mom He loved, and He loved both of His fathers, the One who sent Him 
and the carpenter who raised Him. When Joseph died, of course He cried. That is what loss does 
to a human being, and He was one, and we do not have to guess about His heart, because 
Scripture already showed it to us: this is the Jesus who stood at His friend’s tomb and wept, out 
loud, in front of everyone, even knowing He was about to undo the whole thing in a matter of 
minutes. He cried at a funeral He came to reverse. So yes, somewhere in those quiet years 
before the ministry began, the God of the universe buried the man who taught Him to sand a 
table, and He grieved him the way a son grieves a dad, because He was a son, and Joseph was 
his dad. That is not adding anything to Him. That is Him revealing His heart. God was human. 
Fully. He knows exactly what it is to lose someone.

He hung out with His friends. I need you to actually picture that, because church made it 
impossible for me to picture for most of my life. He cooked fish with them on a beach, with His 
own hands, over a fire He built, and called out to them to come have breakfast. They talked. 
They laughed. They walked hundreds of miles of road together, and for three whole years, those 
men had the Word Himself face to face, every meal, every argument, every storm, every joke. 
Then they wrote down everything He did and said and promised, so that you and I could have 
the same three years secondhand, in the only book on earth written by the friends of God about 
the God who was their friend.

He showed us exactly who He was, in the open, in front of crowds. He healed the blind and the 
deaf, on the record, with witnesses. He is still doing it right now, by the way; it just also comes 
now in the form of opening eyes and ears spiritually, one of which may be happening to you at 
this very sentence. He raised the dead, and not once, more than once. A little girl. A widow’s 



only son. Then Lazarus, and pay attention to the detail, because God does not include details by 
accident. Lazarus had been dead four days. The mourners had come and gone. The stone was 
set. His sister warned about the smell. Jesus called him out anyway, because He was showing us 
something on purpose: not just three days. Four. He can do it after the point everyone agrees it 
is finished. He wanted that on the record before He went into a tomb of His own.

He showed us who He was, and He did not hide. He told us who He was, out loud, and it was 
written down. There is nothing to be added to the beginning of that story and nothing to be 
added to the end of it, and the last book of the Bible even closes with a warning to anyone who 
tries. The whole story is about Him and only Him, and Revelation, the book every system in this 
chapter’s shadow loves to twist, is not a puzzle box. Its very first verse tells you what it is: the 
revelation of Jesus Christ. His final unveiling. Because from Genesis to that last page, He has 
only ever been doing one thing. Revealing Himself to us. It was never, not once, from behind a 
system.

Look at what they all have in common. Every one of them questions the Word before it ever 
denies it. Every one minimizes what sin actually costs. Every one offers a road to God that slides 
around the cross instead of through it. Every single one puts something between you and the 
Father, a governing body, a priesthood, a prophet, a flag, your own inner self. Different names. 
Same function. Same offer the serpent made in a garden before any of these systems existed. 
Nine chapters, nine masks, one strategy, and Satan has exactly one ambition behind all of 
them: to put anything, anything at all, between you and the real Jesus.

So here is the truth they were counterfeiting. Here is the real thing every fake version was a 
cheap copy of. I am not going to hand it to you carefully. I am going to hand it to you the way it 
actually is, unsoftened and unmanaged and far larger than the version anybody sold you, and 
completely unlike anything you were ever warned about.

Before the universe existed to need saving, He existed. Not made. Not summoned. Not the 
highest of the angels, not a created being, not a prophet, not an archangel wearing a borrowed 
name. God Himself, and He was already reaching for you before you were anything at all. Then, 
at exactly the right moment, the untouchable stepped into skin. He got hungry. He got tired. He 
bled when He was cut. The One who spoke galaxies into place let Himself feel splinters, because 
the only way to reach into your mess was to climb all the way down into a body that could 
actually die in it.

He did die. Not quietly, not symbolically, not a swoon someone mistook for death six hundred 
years later in a book that wasn’t even there. Nails. A crown pressed into His skull until it bled. A 
spear into His side. Seven hundred years before it happened, Isaiah watched it coming and 
could not stop his hand from writing it down, pierced for our transgressions, crushed for our 
iniquities, and by His wounds we are healed. Every secret you have never told a single living 
soul, every addiction, every betrayal, every 2 a.m. shame, was on Him in that moment, all of it, 
all at once, and He did not put you down.

He did it while you were still in it. Not after you cleaned up. Not once you had earned your way 
to the front of the line. Romans 5:8 says God proves His love for us in this, that while we were 
still sinners, Christ died for us. While. Not after. While you were still exactly the mess you are 
right now, He looked at the cross and said yes, her, yes, him, worth it. Remember the criminal 
hanging next to Him that day, a man who had run out of time to fix a single thing about his life, 



who could not clean up, could not join an organization, could not learn the correct words to 
pray. He simply turned his head and said, remember me, and Jesus told him, today you will be 
with me in paradise. Not because of anything the man had done. Because of who was hanging 
beside him. That is the whole gospel, compressed into one exchange between two dying men, 
and it has not changed shape since.

Then the stone moved.

Every other system in this book had to find a workaround for that part, because a resurrection 
is not a metaphor you can soften. The tomb was sealed, guarded, finished, and three days later 
it was empty, because death picked a fight with the one Person who was never going to lose to 
it. He is alive right now, not a memory, not a moral example, but alive, seated, finished, coming 
back, and this time not to suffer, coming back for the bride He has been waiting on this whole 
time. Ephesians 2:8-9 says it plainly: by grace you have been saved, through faith, and this is 
not from yourselves, it is the gift of God, not by works, so that no one can boast. You could not 
have earned your way to Him if you tried for a thousand lifetimes, and you do not have to, 
because He already came looking for you first. John 6:44 says no one can come to Him unless 
the Father draws them, which means if you are still reading this sentence, He is already doing 
exactly that.

I know how hard that one truth is to receive, because I watched my own mom stumble over it. I 
was trying to show her, from Scripture, that we do not climb our way up to God, that He is the 
one who moves first, that no one even comes to Jesus unless the Father draws them to Him. He 
calls us. He initiates. The reaching starts on His side, not ours. She told me, plainly, that she did 
not believe that. Not that she doubted God existed, but that she could not accept that He would 
be the one to reach first, that grace could really run in that direction, from Him toward us, 
before we had done anything to earn the turning of His head. I understood why it was hard for 
her, because everything she had ever been handed taught her the opposite, that you work your 
way toward a God who waits with His arms crossed to see if you will measure up. But the gospel 
says the exact reverse, and it is the most freeing sentence in the world once you can finally hear 
it. He drew first. He always draws first. If there is even a flicker in you right now that wants 
Him, that flicker is not you earning Him. It is Him, already drawing you.

That is what is being taken from you, and it has been going out under a different name in every 
room of this book, redirected onto a warehouse full of literature by a governing body, stood in 
front of by a priest nobody invited, and withheld by a system of submission that was never 
built to give you the assurance it kept promising. Every question in this book that started with 
did God really say has one answer standing behind it, and He is not a doctrine. He has a name, 
He has scars, and He is asking for you specifically, right now, mid- sentence, before you even 
finish this page.

So let me tell you how I look at Him now, because this is where everything changed for me. I 
stopped looking at Him the way the systems taught me to, distant and gilded and behind glass, 
and I started looking at Him the way you look at the love of your life standing right in front of 
you, in the flesh. Because that is what He is. Yes, He is God, fully divine, holding the universe 
together while He slept in the back of a boat. But He also made Himself a literal human being, 
and that human being, the one who cooked breakfast and cried at funerals and loved His mom, 
is the human being I am going to spend my eternity with. Face to face. Not a force. Not a light. 



Him. Here is what surprised me: looking at Him that way does not shrink His glory. It is where 
the glory finally becomes blinding, because a distant god being powerful is expected, but the 
God who could have stayed distant choosing to become touchable, huggable, grievable, 
knowable, for you, is a glory no throne room could ever show you. That is where the connection 
is. It was never in the building. It was always in the Person.

That is the verdict on what these systems have spent two thousand years doing. They took Him 
away from us and handed Him back on their terms. A Jesus offered on human terms only ever 
does one of two things to a human heart. Either their version captivates you enough to pull you 
in and hold you hostage, serving the building, feeding the machine, mistaking the room for the 
Person the way I did. Or it pushes you away entirely, and you walk off quietly convinced you 
were simply never cut out for God, when the truth is you were never actually shown Him. 
Hostage or exile. Sucked in or shut out. Two different wounds, one identical theft. If you have 
spent this book recognizing yourself in one of those two, then hear the verdict all the way to its 
end: nothing was ever wrong with you. Something was wrong with the version of Him you were 
handed. The real One has been standing behind their cardboard cutout your whole life, and He 
is not available on anyone’s terms, because He is not a product. He is a Person. He is already 
reaching.

You are holding the whole truth in your hands now. Hosea said it three thousand years ago and 
it has not stopped being true for one single day since: my people are destroyed for lack of 
knowledge. That will never again be your excuse. What you do in the next few pages is the most 
important decision you will make in your entire life, because it is the only one that decides 
where you spend forever.

Chapter 13
The Covenant He Kept Alone
The Promise God Made and Kept by Himself

Before there was time, before there was matter, before the first star burned or the first angel 
sang, there was only God. He alone is eternal, uncreated, and self-existent, without beginning 
and without end. Everything that exists owes its existence to Him, because He alone is the 
Creator. Yet God did not exist in solitude. From eternity the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit 
have existed in perfect unity, perfect holiness, perfect love, and perfect fellowship. God is not 
loving because He learned to love once He had someone to love. He is love by His very nature, 
because love has eternally existed within the communion of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Spirit. When you understand that, you understand why everything the counterfeits offer feels 
so hollow next to Him. They offer you a distant force, a set of rules, a higher version of yourself. 
He offers you the one relationship that has existed in perfect love since before the universe 
drew its first breath, and He made you to be brought inside it.

When John wrote that the Word was with God, the phrase he chose in the Greek, pros ton 
Theon, means far more than standing beside someone. It describes intimate, face-to-face 
fellowship, the Son eternally turned toward the Father in love. This was not a God who created 
us because He was lonely or incomplete. This was a fullness so complete that it overflowed, and 
we are the overflow. We were not made to fill a need in God. We were made to be invited into a 



love that was already perfect before we existed, and this is why the fullest revelation of that 
love is not an idea or a philosophy but a Person. Hebrews 1:3 says the Son is the radiance of the 
glory of God and the exact imprint of His nature. When Philip asked to be shown the Father, 
Jesus answered that whoever has seen Him has seen the Father. He did not send another 
messenger to describe God from a distance. He came Himself, and in coming He made the 
invisible God visible, so no one would ever have to guess what God is like again. Understand this 
and the whole battle this book describes comes into focus, because the conflict was never 
mainly between religions or cultures. It is between truth and deception, between the kingdom 
of God and a kingdom of darkness that is organized rather than chaotic. Paul describes 
principalities, powers, and rulers of this present darkness, an ordered opposition arrayed 
against the purposes of God, and calls the enemy the god of this age because he blinds the 
minds of those who do not believe, the prince of the power of the air because he exercises real 
influence over this present fallen world. None of this is meant to make you obsess over 
darkness. It is meant to make you stop underestimating what you are up against, and to drive 
you to the only One strong enough to stand against it. What settles my heart every time I come 
back to this is that the three Persons of the one God have never worked against each other or 
apart from each other for a single moment. The Father plans redemption. The Son accomplishes 
redemption. The Holy Spirit applies redemption to the human heart. Their works are distinct 
and never divided, because God is perfectly one, and the same God who has loved in perfect 
fellowship since before time is the God who reached the whole length of Himself to bring you in. 
From Genesis to Revelation, the thread has always been leading somewhere. Every shadow 
exposed in the chapters before this one exists because the light was there first, and every 
substitute pointed, in its broken way, toward the real thing.

There is a moment in Genesis I walked past for most of my life without understanding what I 
was looking at, and when it finally opened up to me I had to stop and sit in it, because it is the 
whole gospel hidden in plain sight thousands of years before the cross. To feel the weight of 
Genesis 15 you have to understand what a covenant actually was in the ancient world. The 
Hebrew word is berit, and it carries the idea of cutting, because that is what they did. When two 
parties entered a covenant, they took animals, cut them in half, and laid the pieces in two rows 
with a path down the middle, and both parties would walk together through that aisle of blood, 
saying something terrifying and binding. If either one of them broke their end of the 
agreement, let what happened to these animals happen to me. Watch what God does with 
Abraham here, because it is not what anyone in that culture would have expected. His name is 
still Abram at this point in the story, two chapters before God renames him, but he is the same 
man you already know. God tells him to cut the animals in two and arrange the pieces, and 
Abraham does it, and then he waits for the part where he walks through with God to seal the 
deal. That moment never comes. Instead, Genesis 15:12 tells us that as the sun was going down, 
a deep sleep fell upon Abraham, the same kind of supernatural sleep God placed on Adam when 
He formed Eve, and while he lay there unconscious, a smoking firepot and a blazing torch, the 
visible manifestations of God’s own presence, passed between the pieces alone.

Let that settle into your spirit. God did not make a mutual agreement with Abraham. He made a 
one-sided promise, and by walking through the blood by Himself while the other party slept, He 
was declaring something no human covenant had ever said. If I fail, I pay. If you fail, I still pay. 
Hebrews 6:13 tells us that because God could swear by no one greater, He swore by Himself. The 
entire promise rested not on Abraham’s faithfulness but on God’s unchanging nature, and that 



sleeping man and that lonely walk through the pieces is the shadow of the cross falling 
backward across history. Thousands of years later, when humanity had failed every standard of 
holiness God ever set, the Word made flesh stepped into His own creation and took the cutting 
upon Himself. Jesus absorbed in His own body the death the broken covenant demanded, so 
that we could be counted righteous through faith exactly the way Abraham was counted 
righteous while he slept. This is the meaning behind it is finished. The promise was never 
hanging on your performance. It was resting the whole time on the character of the One who 
walked through the blood while we were still asleep in our sin. Then came Sinai, and here is 
where so many of us misread the Bible. We were handed the Law and told it was God’s way of 
telling us to clean ourselves up and earn our place. That was never its purpose. The Law was 
given to show us what holiness actually looks like and to prove, beyond any argument we could 
make in our own defense, that we could never produce it on our own. Every lamb slain on every 
altar was a finger pointing forward to the Lamb who was coming, and Sinai was never meant to 
save anyone. It was meant to drive us to the end of ourselves so we would finally stop trying to 
walk through the pieces on our own strength and let the One who already walked through 
them carry us home.

Every system in this book has a Jesus problem. They either reduce Him, replace Him, 
reinterpret Him, or remove Him entirely, and each of those reductions requires you to look 
away from what Scripture actually says about Him, leaving you with a Jesus who cannot 
actually save you. The Jesus of Scripture is the eternal second Person of the triune Godhead, the 
Word who was with God and was God before the first syllable of creation was spoken. He is the 
one through whom and for whom all things were made, the image of the invisible God, the 
exact representation of His being, the I AM of Exodus 3:14, the one before Abraham was, the 
Alpha and Omega, the First and the Last, the Beginning and the End. He did not come as a great 
teacher or a moral example or an enlightened guide. He came as the only solution to the only 
problem that has ever actually mattered. The problem is sin. The consequence is death and 
eternal separation from God. The solution required someone fully human, able to die in our 
place, and fully divine, able to bear an infinite weight of judgment on behalf of every human 
being who would ever live. No angel could do it, no prophet could do it, and no organization, no 
system, no tradition, no amount of human religious effort could do it either. Only the God-man 
could do it. Only Jesus. His resurrection is not a metaphor for spiritual renewal. It is a historical 
event, witnessed by more than five hundred people, documented by multiple independent 
sources, and never credibly refuted by opponents who had every political and religious 
motivation to produce a body and end the movement. The tomb was empty, and He appeared, 
ate, was touched, and spoke before He ascended, and in that day His feet shall stand on the 
Mount of Olives, the very mountain He ascended from, and He shall return the same way He 
left.

One of the things that settled my fear about everything happening in the world was realizing 
God has never once lost control of history. He has not been reacting to it. He has been writing it, 
and the clearest proof is the way He used the great pagan empires, the most powerful and 
godless kingdoms the ancient world ever produced, as instruments in His own hand to set the 
exact stage for Jesus. He used Egypt, oppressive and idolatrous and violent, to grow a family into 
a nation, the Passover that delivered them becoming a perfect foreshadowing of the Lamb who 
was coming. He used Babylon to discipline that nation and purify its faith, forcing Israel in exile 
to confront its idolatry while Daniel was given visions there that mapped out the rise and fall of 



world powers before those empires had even appeared. He used Persia to rebuild what had 
been torn down. Isaiah had named a king called Cyrus roughly a hundred and fifty years before 
that king was ever born, foretelling that he would release Israel from exile and see the temple 
rebuilt, a precision no other ancient prophecy naming a future ruler comes close to matching. 
When Persia conquered Babylon, Cyrus did exactly that, funding the reconstruction of a temple 
his own empire had no reason to care about, because God will use whoever He chooses to keep 
His promise to His people. He used Greece to unite the world under one language, so that when 
the time came, the entire New Testament could be written in a single tongue the whole region 
could understand. He used Rome, brutal and pagan and controlling, to spread the gospel like 
wildfire, its roads and its law and its infrastructure becoming the very veins the message 
traveled through, even the crucifixion itself a Roman method prophesied centuries before 
Rome existed.

Then comes the line that ties all of it together. Galatians 4:4 says that when the set time had 
fully come, God sent His Son. Egypt formed a nation, Babylon purified it, Persia restored it, 
Greece unified the language, and Rome built the roads and the law. Every one of those empires 
thought it was building something for its own glory, and God was quietly using every one of 
them to prepare the moment His Son would step into history. If God could take the most 
arrogant, godless powers the world had ever seen and bend every one of them toward the 
coming of Jesus, then nothing happening in your life or in your generation is outside His reach 
either, nothing is random, and nothing is out of His hands.

Chapter 14
The Trinity
One God, Three Persons, No Compromise

In the beginning, God. Those are the first four words of everything. The eternal God, with no 
beginning and no end, created the world out of His own delight, brought order to what was 
formless and void, and declared it good. Then something was still missing, and that something 
was mankind. Out of love, God made man and woman to live in intimate relationship with Him, 
patterned after His own image, not merely in appearance but in nature. God laughs. God weeps. 
God feels anger and tenderness and joy, and every emotion that moves through you originated 
in the heart of the Creator before it was ever yours. They were to be His people and He was to be 
their God, and the entire arc of Scripture from that point forward is the story of Him refusing to 
let that relationship go, pursuing it across every betrayal, until He sent His own Son to restore 
what had broken. The Trinity was never a philosophical puzzle handed down by a committee. It 
is the relational architecture of a God who would not let us go.

Scripture does not present that Trinity as a riddle invented by a fourth century council. It 
presents it as the consistent self-revelation of God from the very first page. In Genesis 1:26, God 
says, let us make man in our image, speaking of Himself in the plural while remaining the one 
God of Deuteronomy 6:4, the Lord our God, the Lord is one. The Spirit of God hovers over the 
waters in Genesis 1:2, before a single word of creation is spoken. By John 1:1 the curtain is pulled 
all the way back. In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word 
was God. With God means He is distinct. Was God means He is the same in nature, and John 1:14 



tells us that Word became flesh and dwelt among us. The God who spoke the universe into 
being stepped inside it. This is one God in three Persons, not three gods, not one person wearing 
three masks, but one divine being eternally existing as three who are each fully God, each 
distinct, never divided. The Father is God in John 6:27. The Son is God in John 20:28, where 
Thomas falls before the risen Jesus and says, my Lord and my God, and Jesus receives the 
worship rather than correcting it. The Holy Spirit is God in Acts 5:3-4, where lying to the Holy 
Spirit is called lying to God in the same breath. At the baptism of Jesus, all three are present at 
once, the Son in the water, the Spirit descending like a dove, the Father speaking from heaven, 
and the Great Commission sends us out in the singular name of the Father and of the Son and of 
the Holy Spirit. One name. Three Persons.

I want to stop here and show you something, because it is the whole reason you can trust 
everything I just laid out.

There is a verse I could have used at the top of this chapter, and it would have made my job 
easy. 1 John 5:7, in the King James Bible, reads: there are three that bear witness in heaven, the 
Father, the Word, and the Holy Spirit, and these three are one. That is the single clearest one-
sentence statement of the Trinity in the entire Bible. It says exactly what this chapter is about, 
in one line, and it was sitting right there in the translation my family raised me on.

I did not use it. You need to understand why, because it is the most important thing I can teach 
you about how to read anything, including this book.

It is not in the Bible. That sentence does not appear in a single Greek manuscript for more than 
a thousand years of church history. Not one. Every Greek manuscript that does contain it is 
from the fourteenth century or later, and in several of those a later hand added it into the 
margin. No Greek-speaking church father ever quoted it either, and that is the detail that 
should settle it for you. The fourth century was spent in open warfare over whether Jesus is 
God. Men gave their careers and their freedom to that fight. A single verse reading the Father, 
the Word, and the Holy Spirit, and these three are one would have ended the argument on the 
spot, and not one of them reached for it. They quoted the verses around it and never that. You 
do not leave your best weapon in the drawer. It was not in the drawer.

What it was, was Latin. The line grew up in the Latin tradition, and when Erasmus compiled 
the first printed Greek New Testament he left it out, correctly, because he could not find it in 
any Greek text. He was pressured hard to put it back. Then a Greek manuscript

conveniently surfaced containing it, and he included it in his third edition against his own 
stated judgment, recording his doubts as he did. Scholars have since examined that manuscript 
closely. It dates to the early sixteenth century, it was copied by a Franciscan, and its Greek in 
this passage carries Latin syntax showing through, the fingerprint of something translated out 
of Latin rather than inherited from Greek. It reads like a document produced to settle an 
argument. Erasmus’s printed text became the basis of the King James Bible, and that is the 
thread by which a Latin gloss reached the translation my family raised me on and the memory 
of everyone who grew up on it.

So I took it out. I removed the single best verse for my own argument, the one that would have 
won the point fastest, because it is not real, and I will not build the truth on something that is 
not real.



That is the entire difference between me and every system in this book. I found out my 
strongest verse was not in the manuscripts, and I deleted it. They found out their verse did not 
say what they needed it to say, and they added a word. Same discovery. Opposite response. You 
can tell everything about a teacher by which one they choose when they think the cost is worth 
it.

You do not need 1 John 5:7. The Trinity was never hanging by that thread. It is written across 
every page I just showed you, in verses no one has ever had to smuggle in, and that is exactly 
why it holds.

Every system in this book has to get that one truth wrong before it can get anything else wrong, 
each attacking it from a different angle, some denying the Son’s deity outright, some dissolving 
the Spirit into an impersonal force, some obscuring direct access to the Father behind an 
institution, some replacing the whole triune relationship with a political savior or an inner 
divine spark. Different doors, same hinge. If you control who God is, you control everything 
downstream, which is exactly why the enemy guards this ground so fiercely.

There is one more thing you need to see, because it is coming. Satan does not deny the Trinity. 
He counterfeits it. Revelation 16:13 shows three unclean spirits coming out of the mouth of the 
dragon, the beast, and the false prophet. The dragon is Satan, the counterfeit father, the source 
of the whole system. The beast is the antichrist, the counterfeit son, the ruler who receives a 
death wound and appears to come back to life, demanding the worship that belongs to God 
alone. The false prophet is the counterfeit spirit, the one who performs signs and points the 
world to worship the beast. The enemy has no power to create, only to imitate, and the final 
world system is his imitation of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. When you know the 
real Father, the dragon has nothing to offer you. When you know the real Son, no political 
messiah and no created angel and no enlightened teacher will do. When you know the real 
Spirit, no manufactured fire and no leveraged anointing will satisfy you. This is not abstract 
theology for a seminary classroom. It is the difference between worshiping the living God and 
bowing to a forgery in the days that are coming, and I mean that literally. This dragon, this 
beast, and this false prophet are not symbols waiting to be interpreted. They are characters who 
take the stage, and you will meet all three of them again, in far more detail, when this book 
reaches the Tribulation. What you have just learned about the true Trinity is the only reason 
you will be able to recognize the counterfeit when it arrives in full costume.

I spent years giving my attention to a counterfeit. The version of the divine I was chasing wore 
Christian language and ran on fear and revelation and the promise of being on the inside of 
something, and it was not the Trinity of Scripture. It was a forgery, and I could not see it until 
God pulled me out and set the real thing in front of me again. The true God is not a system to be 
worked or a power to be wielded. He is a Father who runs to meet you, a Son who went to the 
cross for you, and a Spirit who will live inside you and never leave. He has revealed Himself 
plainly, and He is still revealing Himself to anyone willing to look. I almost missed Him for a 
god of my own making. I do not want you to miss Him for one of theirs.







The Staurogram
The Cross Was Never Missing From the Story

You have already seen that some of the systems exposed in this book built entire doctrines on 
the claim that the cross is a pagan invention, a later corruption smuggled into Christianity 
centuries after Jesus. It sounds like careful scholarship until you look at the oldest evidence the 
church actually left behind, and there you find something they do not want you to see.

It is called the staurogram. Early Christian scribes took the two Greek letters tau and rho and 
overlaid them, forming a small pictograph that looks like a man hanging on a cross. It appears 
inside some of the oldest surviving manuscripts of the New Testament, in Papyrus 66 and 
Papyrus 75, both dated to around the years 175 to 225 AD. That is within roughly a century and 
a half of the crucifixion itself, long before Constantine, long before the cross was ever a piece of 
jewelry or a church steeple, long before any medieval artist, and long before the dates these 
organizations point to when they call the cross a late invention.

Notice where they drew it. Not in the margins. Not on the cover. They drew it inside the sacred 
text itself, at the exact points where the Gospel writers describe the crucifixion, especially in 
John chapter 19. That was not decoration. It was reverence. It is a scribe pausing at the most 
sacred word in the sentence he was copying, and reaching for a way to mark it.

Then there is the witness from the other direction, which in some ways is even harder to argue 
with. Scratched into a wall on the Palatine Hill in Rome, dated to roughly the same era, there is 
a piece of graffiti showing a man raising his hand toward a crucified figure, with a mocking 
inscription about Alexamenos worshipping his god. It was carved by an enemy. It was meant as 
an insult. It tells us exactly the same thing the scribes do.

Sit with that convergence for a second, because it is the whole case. The people closest in 
history to the event, the believers copying the manuscripts by hand and the pagans mocking 
them on a wall, disagreed about everything that mattered and agreed completely on one detail. 
The man was on a cross. The cross was never a later invention layered onto a simpler story. It 
was the center of the story from the beginning, preserved in ink and scratched into plaster 
centuries before anyone had a reason to fabricate any of it.

The history underneath it says the same thing. Crucifixion was not a Roman invention. The 
earliest records trace it to the Persians. King Darius the First is reported to have crucified 
thousands of his enemies around the year 519 before Christ, and the practice spread through 
the Assyrians, the Carthaginians, and the Greeks before Rome ever touched it. By the time of 
Jesus, Rome had taken this ancient horror and refined it into the most shameful and agonizing 
public death a person could suffer, reserved for slaves, rebels, and enemies of the state, a death 
designed to strip a human being of every shred of dignity while the world walked past and 
watched.

Here is the detail the counterfeit systems rush past, and it is the one I would build a case on. 
The religious leaders who wanted Jesus dead could not lawfully crucify Him themselves. Jewish 
law recognized only four forms of execution: stoning, burning, strangulation, and beheading. 
Crucifixion was foreign to the law of Moses entirely, and when Israel hung a body on a tree, it 
was after the person was already dead, as a public sign of a curse, never as the means of killing. 



That is why the leaders had to bring Jesus to Pilate. They had no legal power to put anyone to 
death under Rome, and even if they had, their own law gave them no way to crucify.

The cross required Roman hands. That is not a historical footnote. That is prophecy unfolding 
in real time. Centuries earlier the Scriptures had said they would pierce His hands and His feet, 
in Psalm 22, written long before crucifixion was practiced by anyone Israel knew. The Messiah 
had to die a death Israel could not carry out and only a pagan empire could, so that the words 
spoken by the prophets would be fulfilled exactly. God wove the timing of empires and the 
limits of the law together so His Son would die in the precise manner He had foretold. The very 
fact that they could not do it themselves is part of the proof.

Once you see all of it together, the modern denial of the cross stops looking like scholarship and 
starts looking like strategy. Satan does not need to deny that Jesus died. He only needs to twist 
how He died, because if he can make you doubt the cross, he can make you doubt the blood, and 
the blood is the whole point. Convince a person that Jesus died on a bare stake and that the 
cross is a pagan lie, and you accomplish several things at once. You detach them from the oldest 
witness of the church. You make them suspicious of the very symbol the earliest believers were 
willing to die under. You quietly move their eyes off the crucifixion itself, off the pierced hands 
and the pierced side and the blood that was poured out for them.

The cross is not a decoration and it is not a pagan relic. It is the place where the sinless Son of 
God took the punishment that belonged to you. The staurogram is a small reminder, drawn by 
faithful hands almost two thousand years ago, that the first Christians knew exactly what saved 
them. They did not preach a stake. They preached Christ crucified. Do not let anyone rewrite 
that history for you. The evidence is older than their doctrine, and every piece of it points to a 
cross.





Chapter 15
What the Autopsy Would Have Said
A Medical and Historical Account of What His Body Endured

Let me say the obvious thing first, so it never sits between us. No autopsy was ever performed 
on Jesus of Nazareth. There was no examiner, no table, no report filed, and there could not have 
been, because the body did not stay dead long enough for anyone to write one.

I want you to notice why I put that sentence first, because I have learned how this world works. 
If I had simply run this chapter under the word autopsy and never said it, the internet would 
lose its mind over one word. The technicality would become the story. Within an hour, that 
single word would be used to discredit every chapter you have read so far, every document, 
every scan, every side-by-side page, even though an entire chapter of sources and verification is 
sitting at the back of this book where anyone can check every single claim for themselves. 
Watch for that reflex when it comes, in the comment sections and in your own chest, because 
you have already seen it nine times in this book. It is the oldest move there is: attack the 
wording so that nobody looks at what the words are holding. The serpent did not argue with 
the fruit. He argued with the phrasing. Do not let the mockery shake you when it arrives, 
because it was called in advance, in the very letter this book opens with. Jude told you, on the 
page before chapter one, that in the last time there will be scoffers. So when they scoff, right on 
schedule, all around us, let it steady you instead of shake you. Even the scoffing is evidence. It is 
happening because it was supposed to.

But I have come to believe that most of us, myself included for most of my life, have held His 
death at a comfortable distance precisely because we have never made ourselves look at what 
actually happened to His body. We say He died for us the way we say a lot of things in church, 
smoothly, without flinching, without ever letting the words touch the ground. So I am going to 
do something uncomfortable in this chapter. I am going to write the report that was never 
written. I am going to walk through what a medical examiner, reading the historical and 
forensic evidence, would have had to conclude about what that body endured, hour by hour, 
wound by wound. Not to be morbid. To make it real. Because you cannot understand the size of 
the love until you are willing to look at the size of the cost, and He asked me to look.

Before you ask why He would pick someone like me to write a chapter like this, consider how 
He built me for it. He used my conspiracy brain in system after system of this book, and He 
used my love of true crime, which, if I am honest, sometimes ran almost as deep. He used one 
more thing. I spent a huge chunk of my middle school years living inside an actual funeral 
home. I was the little girl who was scared of death and fascinated by it at the very same time, 
falling asleep every night one floor away from it. He wasted none of that. He used every strange 
piece of it, exactly the way He used everything else in this book, so that one day I could face the 
reality of what my Jesus actually went through, and then walk you through it too. So here is 
what I want us to do together. All nine systems are behind us now. Look back over your 
shoulder at them one last time, and then read these scriptures about the crucifixion with me, 
and see for yourself what all of those buildings are actually making you think you are fighting 
over. It was never doctrine on a whiteboard. It was this body.

So I looked. Now I am asking you to look with me.



A real man. That is what has to land on your heart before this report begins, because every 
system behind us worked hard to turn Him into an idea. He was a man people touched. Crowds 
pressed against Him so tightly that power going out of Him was how He noticed one touch 
among hundreds. His best friend leaned back against His chest at supper, close enough to hear 
His heart beating. A woman wiped His feet with her hair while the smell of the perfume filled 
the whole house. He smelled like sawdust and road dust and lake water and broiled fish, like a 
man, because He was one. The apostle John staked his entire letter on exactly this point in its 
very first line: that which we have seen with our eyes, which we have looked upon, and our 
hands have handled, of the Word of life. Handled. With hands. This Man, with real nerve 
endings, real muscle and bone and blood, knew exactly what was coming and walked toward it 
anyway, because walking away meant losing you. He was not behind glass. He was in it, fully 
present in every agonizing second, and the whole time, from the garden to the grave, it was 
love, not obligation, not duty, but love, the kind that looks at the full cost and says you are still 
worth it.

Jesus was fully God and fully man. He was not spared any of this. He felt every thorn, every lash, 
every nail, and every labored breath. Keep that in front of you as you read, because none of what 
follows is theory and none of it is symbol. It happened to a real body. It happened for you.

He was a Jewish man of about thirty-three, and until roughly eighteen hours before he died he 
was in exceptional health. I want you to see him for a second before anything happens to him. 
Carpenter’s hands, calloused and strong from actual work. A man who walked dozens of miles 
across hard country for three years straight. A man who had fasted forty days in a desert and 
lived. There was nothing frail about him. Whatever you have pictured, put it down. This was a 
working man’s body, and it was healthy, right up until the moment it was handed to the people 
who wanted it destroyed.

It began in a garden called Gethsemane, before a single Roman soldier laid a hand on him. The 
Gospel of Luke, written by a physician, records that his sweat became like drops of blood falling 
to the ground in Luke 22:44. This is not poetic language. Modern medicine has a name for it, 
hematidrosis. It occurs under conditions of extreme psychological anguish, when the capillaries 
surrounding the sweat glands rupture and hemorrhage into them. As a result of this extreme 
physiological stress, the skin becomes fragile, hypersensitive, and tender to the point of agony 
at the lightest touch. He was already bleeding before anyone struck him. The weight of what he 
was carrying in that garden was doing to his body what no human hand had yet done.

Then they came for him. He was bound and brought first to the high priest, then to Pilate, then 
to Herod, then back to Pilate. He endured this through the night, without sleep and without 
water. Isaiah 50:6 records, centuries before it happened, that he gave his back to those who 
struck him, and his cheeks to those who pulled out his beard. They did not just slap him. They 
pulled his beard from his face. Because the nerve endings in the face are among the most

concentrated in the human body, this alone would have left any man in tears on the floor. Yet 
he stood.

Roman flagellation was not a standard whipping. The instrument was called a flagrum, a short 
whip with multiple leather straps, and embedded at the end of each strap were pieces of bone, 
metal, or lead balls. The prisoner was stripped, bent over a post, and his wrists were bound. A 
trained soldier, who knew exactly how to angle the strokes for maximum damage, went to work 



on his back, his buttocks, and the backs of his legs. The flagrum would wrap around the body 
on impact. The metal and bone would dig in and, on the pull back, rip flesh away with it. 
Medical literature on Roman flogging describes victims whose muscles were exposed, whose 
ribs could be seen through the wounds, and whose intestines were sometimes visible by the 
end. Some men did not survive the flogging. They died before they ever reached a cross. Pilate’s 
soldiers flogged him until they decided he had had enough, and then they stopped, not out of 
mercy, but because they needed him alive long enough to crucify him.

Then they put a crown of thorns on his head. The thorns used in that region could grow to more 
than an inch in length. They drove the crown down onto his skull, which is one of the most 
vascular regions of the human body. The scalp bleeds profusely even from minor wounds, and 
these were not minor. The blood from the thorns would have mixed with the dried blood from 
the hematidrosis, the blows to his face, and the beard removal, crusting and pulling at that 
hypersensitive skin with every movement of his head. They put a robe on him, mocked him, 
kneeled before him in sarcasm, and then ripped the robe back off. Fabric dried into open 
wounds and then torn free is its own category of torment.

He was expected to carry the crossbeam, which weighed roughly 75 to 100 pounds, through the 
city streets on a back that had no intact skin left on it. He fell. The Gospels record that Simon of 
Cyrene was conscripted to carry it for him, not out of Roman compassion but out of Roman 
practicality. They needed him to make it to the hill because a dead man could not be made a 
public spectacle.

At Golgotha, they nailed him. The nails were not driven through the palms as art history has 
depicted for centuries. Archaeological evidence from first-century crucifixion victims and the 
physics of weight-bearing confirm they went through the wrists, through the space between 
the carpal bones where the median nerve runs. The median nerve is one of the major nerves of 
the hand, and striking it with a nail produces pain described in modern medical literature as 
one of the most intense the human nervous system is capable of generating. It radiates and 
explodes up the arm. They nailed both wrists, then nailed his feet, crossing one over the other 
through the second metatarsal space, where more nerves run. Then they raised the cross.

Crucifixion kills slowly, and it kills by suffocation. When the body hangs by the arms, the chest 
cavity is forced into a permanently inhaled position. To exhale, the victim must push up on the 
nail through their feet, straightening the legs to release the chest. Every breath required a 
conscious act of pushing a nail through nerve tissue in order to exhale, and then sinking back 
down in order to inhale again. This is what the hours on the cross looked like, push up to 
breathe out, then sink down to breathe in. He did this for hours, on a back with no skin, on 
wrists and feet with nails through the nerves, in the afternoon sun, in front of a crowd that was 
watching, mocking, and gambling for his clothes.

Medical experts who have studied crucifixion in depth note that death typically came from a 
combination of factors, including hypovolemic shock from blood loss, exhaustion asphyxia, and 
in some cases, cardiac rupture. The Gospel of John records that when the soldiers came to break 
the legs of the three men being crucified, which would accelerate death by removing the ability 
to push up and breathe, they found that Jesus was already dead. One of them took a spear and 
thrust it into his side, and John records that blood and water came out in John 19:34. Physicians 
who have studied this describe it as consistent with a pericardial effusion, a buildup of fluid 



around the heart. The blood and water separating as they exited the wound indicates he had 
already been dead long enough for that separation to occur. He was dead, fully, medically, and 
irreversibly dead.

I need to stop here and answer the question this chapter raises and never quite says out loud. 
Why did it have to be like this. Why this much. Think honestly about the worst things you have 
ever done. Not the ones you would admit at a dinner table, the other ones. The things you 
would never have done if God had been standing visibly in the room. Now hold that whole pile 
in your hands and feel the actual weight of it. Mine is no lighter than yours. That is one person. 
Now multiply it by eight billion people, and then by every generation that has ever drawn 
breath, and you are beginning to approach the size of what was placed on him. The wages of sin 
is death. Not a fine, not a penalty, not a correction. Death. This world is saturated in it. The 
death had to be that brutal because the debt was that enormous, and nothing smaller would 
have balanced the scales.

No one but God could have absorbed that and survived it. That is the entire reason it had to be 
Him. He kept the covenant He made with Abraham exactly the way He swore He would, 
walking through the pieces alone while we slept, and He paid every last cent of it Himself.

Jesus cries out, My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me, in Matthew 27:46. This is a direct 
quotation of Psalm 22. In the Hebrew text, the word for forsaken is azav, meaning to abandon 
or leave behind. At this moment, Christ is bearing the full weight of the sins of the world, 
experiencing the very separation from God that sin causes. This is the depth of the atonement, 
not just physical suffering, but the spiritual forsakenness that is the true consequence of sin.

Sit with what that sentence actually costs, because most of us read straight past it.

There has never been a moment, in all of eternity, when the Son was separated from the Father. 
Not one. Before there was time, before there was light, before there was anything at all to be 
separated by, there was the unbroken love of the Trinity. The Father delighting in the Son. The 
Son delighting in the Father. That is the oldest thing there is, older than the universe, and it had 
never once been interrupted.

Then, on that cross, it was. For a moment.

Imagine what that felt like. Not just for Him. For both of them. The Father turning His face 
away from the Son He had spoken over publicly, this is my beloved Son, in whom I am well 
pleased, and the Son feeling something He had never felt in the whole of eternity, and crying 
out in a voice that has haunted every person who has ever really heard it. My God, my God, why 
have you forsaken me.

He felt it for a moment. A moment. That cry is what a moment of it sounds like.

That is the thing I need you to understand, because it is the whole weight of this book landing 
in one place. What He experienced for a moment is what separation from God actually is, and it 
is what turning your back on Him means forever. Not a metaphor. Not a scare tactic. That, for 
eternity. He went into it Himself, voluntarily, so that you would never have to know what it 
feels like.

He did all of it knowing that you might still say no.



Sit with that.

At the very end of the crucifixion, just moments before Jesus declares it is finished, two events 
occur that are deeply connected, not just historically, but linguistically, symbolically, and 
covenantally.

Immediately after this, Jesus says, I thirst, in John 19:28, fulfilling a prophecy from Psalm 69. A 
sponge filled with sour vinegar is lifted to Him, but John adds a detail that changes everything. 
The sponge is lifted to His lips on a hyssop branch in John 19:29. This is not incidental. In the 
Hebrew scriptures, hyssop is ezov, the very plant God commanded Israel to use during the first 
Passover in Exodus 12. It was with hyssop that the blood of the lamb was applied to the 
doorposts and lintel of each house. That blood marked the household, and when judgment 
came, death passed over every home covered by the blood.

Now consider the moment on the cross. Jesus has just declared Himself forsaken, and 
immediately afterward, He is touched by hyssop. The words share a remarkable phonetic echo, 
a single letter difference in Hebrew between Ayin and Aleph. Ayin is often associated with 
human perception and experience. Aleph is the first letter of the Hebrew alphabet, often 
associated with God, with divine power and unity. In that single shift, from Ayin to Aleph, the 
movement of the cross is revealed, from human forsakenness to divine atonement and union 
with God.

Jesus Himself taught, I am the door, in John 10:9. At Passover, the blood of the lamb was applied 
with hyssop to the doorframe, marking the entrance as covered by the covenant. That blood 
was not symbolic only. It was the difference between life and death. Now, on the cross, Christ, 
the true Passover Lamb, is lifted up, and at the very moment He has borne sin, experienced 
forsakenness, and taken the bitter cup, a hyssop branch is raised to Him. The symbol and the 
reality meet in one moment, and once that act is complete, once the bitter cup has been fully 
received, once the hyssop has touched the Lamb, Jesus declares it is finished in John 19:30. The 
atonement is complete. The covenant is fulfilled. The door is marked, not with the blood of 
lambs, but with the blood of the Lamb, and now, all who enter through Him may live.

This is the part that breaks me. The Father, who had spoken over his Son at baptism, this is my 
beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased, in Matthew 3:17, the Father who had known this Son 
in perfect eternal communion before the foundation of the world, watched what is described 
above happen to him. He did not intervene. Because love looked further ahead than that 
afternoon. Because the Father’s love for you, for me, and for every human soul that would ever 
exist was so immense, so staggering, and so beyond anything our category of love can hold, that 
he gave what was most precious to him so that he could have what he wanted most. He wanted 
you. He wanted to dwell with his people. He wanted the family he designed in eternity to 
actually come home.

Then the third day came. The tomb was sealed with a Roman guard and a stone, and it did not 
matter at all. Because the one in that tomb was the resurrection and the life in John 11:25. Death 
had never encountered its own Creator before. It did not know what to do with him. He walked 
out. In a body that bore the marks of what had been done to it, marks that Thomas himself 
would touch in John 20:27, he was real, but he was also glorified, able to appear in locked 
rooms, able to ascend into the heavens, seated now at the right hand of the Father, interceding 



for you right now in Romans 8:34. He sent his own Spirit, the Holy Spirit, the same Spirit that 
raised him from the dead in Romans 8:11, to live inside of every person who would receive him.

I want to slow down here and be specific about what actually happened next, because this is the 
part where the doubter deserves better than a summary, and because the record is far more 
detailed than most people have ever been told.

He did not appear once. Acts 1:3 says he presented himself alive over a period of forty days. The 
first person to see him was Mary Magdalene, who mistook him for the gardener until he said 
her name, in John 20:11-18. He appeared to the other women in Matthew 28:9. He walked seven 
miles to Emmaus alongside two disciples who did not recognize him, and rather than 
announcing himself, he took them through Moses and all the Prophets and explained what the 
Scriptures had been saying about him the entire time, in Luke 24:13- 35. He appeared to Peter. 
He appeared to ten of them in a locked room, and then a week later to all eleven with Thomas 
present, and he told Thomas to put his hand into the wound in his side, in John 20:26-29. He 
cooked breakfast on a beach for seven of them in John 21, over a charcoal fire, and he ate with 
them. He ate broiled fish in front of them in Luke 24:42-43, specifically so they would stop 
wondering whether they were looking at a ghost. That detail is not decoration. A hallucination 
does not need breakfast.

Then there is the passage that does more historical work than any other sentence in this book. 
In 1 Corinthians 15:3-8, Paul lists it out. Cephas, which is Peter. Then the Twelve. Then more 
than five hundred brothers at one time. Then James. Then all the apostles. Then, last, Paul 
himself.

Now look at what Paul does in verse six. He says that most of those five hundred are still alive. 
He is writing to a live audience, naming living witnesses, in a document circulating publicly, 
and the plain meaning of that line is an invitation. Go ask them. They are still here. Nobody 
fabricating a story invites an audit.

Here is the piece that should stop even the most committed skeptic. Scholars across the entire 
spectrum recognize that Paul did not compose those verses. He says outright that he received 
them, and the passage carries the marks of a creed that was already formalized and being 
recited before Paul ever wrote it down. The dating is where it gets extraordinary. The 
overwhelming majority of scholars place that creed within three to five years of the crucifixion, 
and several place it inside of two. This is not a conservative Christian position. Gerd Lüdemann, 
an atheist New Testament professor, concluded that these traditions date to within the first two 
years after the crucifixion. James Dunn wrote that we can be entirely confident it was 
formulated within months of Jesus’s death. Michael Goulder, also an atheist, dated it to what 
Paul was taught at his conversion, a couple of years after the cross.

Understand what that means, because it dismantles the most common explanation offered 
against all of this. The theory that the resurrection was a legend that grew slowly over 
generations requires time, and there is no time. There is no window for a myth to develop. The 
claim that he rose and was seen was being recited as settled, formalized belief while the 
eyewitnesses were still walking around Jerusalem, close enough to the event that anyone who 
wanted to disprove it could have simply produced a body.

Nobody ever did.



Then there is the detail nobody would have invented. Every single Gospel puts women at the 
tomb first. In that culture, a woman’s testimony was not accepted as valid in court, and 
Josephus states it plainly in his Antiquities, that the testimony of women was not to be 
admitted. If you are fabricating a resurrection story designed to convince first-century Jews and 
Romans, women are the last witnesses you would choose, and you would certainly not build 
your entire account on them. There is exactly one reason to write it that way. It is what 
happened.

This is the Trinity in its fullness. The Father who loved you enough to give his Son. The Son who 
loved you enough to choose every moment of what that autopsy describes. The Holy Spirit who 
is the seal, the guarantee, and the ever-present reality of what was accomplished on that hill, 
living and moving and drawing you toward truth right now, even as you read this.

You are not reading this by accident. That cross was not an event in ancient history. It is the 
hinge on which all of time turns and on which your eternity turns. The question is not whether 
it happened. The historical and medical evidence is overwhelming. The question is what you 
are going to do with the one it happened for. He came out of that tomb with your name already 
on his lips. He is not a philosophy. He is not a religious system. He is a living person who 
walked through death for you and is actively calling you into relationship with him today.

If you wanted to convince me that the Bible was just a clever human book, the single hardest 
thing you would ever have to explain away is this. Centuries before the method of crucifixion 
was ever invented, the Scriptures described a death by crucifixion in detail.

Psalm 22 was written by David roughly a thousand years before Jesus. Sit with the world David 
lived in when he wrote it. Rome did not exist as the empire it would become. Crucifixion as the 
Romans would later perfect it was not yet a practice anyone in Israel had seen. When the 
people of David’s day carried out an execution, they did it by stoning. They did not pierce hands 
and feet. They did not hang a living person on a wooden frame and leave them there to die 
slowly over hours. That entire method was foreign to everything they knew, and yet David, 
under the moving of the Spirit of God, wrote words that describe exactly what would happen on 
a Roman cross a thousand years into his future.

He wrote in Psalm 22:16 that they pierced my hands and my feet. Stoning does not pierce hands 
and feet. That line makes no sense in the execution methods of David’s own time. It only makes 
sense once you are standing at the foot of a cross. He wrote in Psalm 22:14 that all my bones are 
out of joint, and anyone who has studied what crucifixion does to the human body knows that 
the way the body sags and hangs pulls the shoulders and arms out of their sockets. He wrote in 
Psalm 22:7 that all who saw him mocked him and shook their heads, which is precisely what 
the crowd did to Jesus as He hung there. He wrote in Psalm 22:18 that they divide my garments 
among them and cast lots for my clothing, and the Roman soldiers did exactly that at the foot of 
the cross, gambling for the clothes of a dying man without any idea they were fulfilling a 
thousand-year-old psalm.

While we are standing here in front of the pierced hands, there is one more thing sitting in the 
plain text that I want you to notice, because it quietly settles an argument that has been used to 
reshape the cross itself.



When Thomas refuses to believe, he does not ask for a general sign. He gets specific, and John 
20:25 records exactly what he said. Unless I see in his hands the mark of the nails. The nails. 
Plural. In the Greek it is tōn hēlōn, plural and unmistakable, and there is no serious dispute 
about it anywhere in the manuscript tradition.

Count them with me. If a man is fastened to a single upright pole with his hands together above 
his head, the way the Watchtower’s own artwork depicts it, one nail does the entire job. One 
nail, one mark. Thomas asks for the marks of nails, more than one, in the hands. That is two 
hands, spread apart, each one fastened separately, which requires a crossbeam. The shape of 
the thing is sitting right there in a doubting man’s own words.

Here is what I find almost tender about it. The Watchtower’s own translation renders that 
verse the same way everyone else does. Their Bible says the print of the nails, plural, twice in a 
single sentence. They did not change it. Their own artwork disagrees with their own Bible, and 
it has for decades, and the verse just sits there in their own edition waiting for someone to 
actually read it.

That is the whole argument of this book in one word. Not a scholar’s word. Not mine. One 
plural noun, spoken by the most famous doubter in Scripture, that no one bothered to count.

David was not the only one. Isaiah, writing roughly 700 years before Jesus, in a time when 
Israel still executed by stoning, described in Isaiah 53 a servant who was pierced for our 
transgressions and crushed for our iniquities, disfigured beyond recognition, silent before those 
who killed him, executed alongside criminals, and buried with the rich. He described a death 
that matches Roman crucifixion with unsettling precision, written centuries before anyone in 
his world had witnessed such a thing.

Go back even further. Moses, writing around 1400 years before Jesus in Deuteronomy 21:23, 
recorded that anyone hung on a tree is under a curse, in an era when hanging a man on wood 
to die was not how anyone around him executed criminals. Paul later opens that verse up for us 
in Galatians 3:13, explaining that it was always pointing to Jesus becoming a curse for us on the 
cross, and Jesus Himself, in John 12:32, told the people plainly that when He was lifted up from 
the earth He would draw all people to Himself, predicting the very Roman manner of His death 
before the Romans ever carried it out.

The evidence does not stop with prophecy written centuries in advance. It continues in the 
handwriting of the earliest Christian scribes themselves, in ink, in the oldest manuscripts we 
possess, and it is strong enough that I gave it a section of its own a few pages back. Go look at it 
again once you have finished this chapter, because it will read differently now that you know 
what those scribes were pausing over.

Here is the question that I cannot find any natural answer to, and I have looked. How did the 
Old Testament describe death by piercing, in detail, centuries before that method of execution 
existed? No one in David’s time had ever pierced hands and feet, nailed a person to wood, or 
hung a human being up to die slowly. It was unknown. Then, hundreds of years later, Rome 
invented and perfected exactly that, and Jesus was born into the only narrow window of history 
where Israel existed as a people, Rome ruled over them, crucifixion was the legal method of 
execution, Pilate was the governor, Herod was on the throne, the temple still stood, and 



Passover was underway, so that every detail written centuries earlier could be fulfilled to the 
letter.

That is not coincidence stacked on coincidence until it collapses under its own weight. That is 
the fingerprint of a God who wrote the end of the story into the beginning, and who signed His 
name across history so that no one who is honestly looking would have to miss Him. I almost 
missed Him anyway. I do not want you to miss Him too.

Go back to those wise men for a second, the ones I showed you standing in a house instead of a 
stable, because I only told you half of what is in that scene.

Those gifts were not random treasure. Gold is what you bring a king, and He was one. 
Frankincense is what burned in the temple, the incense of priests carried before God, and He 
was our High Priest. Myrrh is a burial spice. It is what you pack around a corpse. Somebody laid 
a burial spice at the feet of a toddler, and roughly thirty years later Nicodemus carried about 
seventy-five pounds of that same myrrh up to a cross to wrap the body of the man that toddler 
grew into. His death was announced at His birth, in a gift, in front of witnesses, decades before 
a single person in that room understood what they were looking at.

That is how intentional God is. He wrote the ending into the beginning, in the plainest objects 
He could find, and left it sitting out in the open where no counterfeit could ever bury it, for 
anyone who would actually go looking. You will seek me and find me, He said, when you seek 
me with all your heart. The finding was never the hard part. The looking was.

They took a man down from that cross late that afternoon, wrapped him in linen, and carried 
him to a sealed tomb, and the body they were carrying had already been through the sweating 
of blood in the garden, the beard torn out of his face, a Roman flogging, a crown of thorns 
driven down into his scalp, six hours hanging from nails driven through his median nerves, and 
a spear opened through his side.

Now, here is where the autopsy ends and eternity begins. Because that man was not only a 
man. He was the Word who was with God in the beginning, through whom all things were 
made, and without whom nothing that exists came into being in John 1:1-3. He was the one of 
whom Colossians 1:17 says that in him all things hold together. The atomic structure of the 
wood of the cross he hung on was sustained in existence by the one being nailed to it. He spoke 
the universe into being, and then He let Himself be born into it, arriving the way every one of 
us arrives, to a young mother in an occupied corner of the Roman Empire. He grew up in 
obscurity. He got callouses on his hands, wept at a tomb, got tired, and needed to sleep in a boat. 
Then, he allowed the creation he had spoken into being to do to his body everything described 
above.

He did not have to. That is the part that should stop you where you stand. He told his disciples 
plainly in John 10:18 that no one takes his life from him, but he lays it down of his own accord. 
Pilate did not have power over him that was not given from above in John 19:11, and 12 legions 
of angels were a word away in Matthew 26:53. He chose every moment of what that autopsy 
would have read, the garden, the flogging, the nails, and He chose to push up on those nails 
breath after breath for six hours rather than simply stop.



Why would God do that? Because the wages of sin is death in Romans 6:23, and every human 
being who has ever drawn breath was running a debt they could not pay. The law required a 
perfect sacrifice, without blemish, and there has never been a human being who qualified. So, 
the only one who qualified became human. He stepped into the system he himself had 
designed, lived the sinless life none of us could live, and then took the sentence that belonged to 
every one of us. 2 Corinthians 5:21 says he who knew no sin became sin for us, so that in him we 
might become the righteousness of God. He did not just take our punishment. He became our 
sin. Every act of pride, every cruelty, every betrayal, every addiction, every moment of quiet 
selfishness, every word spoken to wound, and every time we chose ourselves over God, he 
carried all of it in that body on that cross.

I want to ask you something before this chapter ends, and I want you to answer it honestly.

Why would anyone not want this to be true?

It is the most beautiful love story ever written, and it was written by the One who made us, and 
He put Himself in it as the one who pays. Every counterfeit in this book asked you to trade that 
for something smaller. A rule. A secret. A flag. A seed offering. A better version of yourself. Look 
back at what you just read and then look at what any of them were offering, and understand 
what the trade actually was.

You cannot counterfeit this. You can counterfeit a doctrine, a leader, an experience, a feeling, a 
whole institution. Nobody has ever been able to counterfeit love, because love is the one thing 
that has to actually cost you something, and there was only ever One willing to pay this.

The horrific descriptions you have just read of what Jesus’s human body suffered are not 
speculation. They are what the physical evidence, read through the lens of forensic pathology, 
tells us happened to our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.













Chapter 16
Letters to the Seven Churches
Nine Systems, Seven Ancient Warnings

These letters were never only mail addressed to seven congregations that turned to dust two 
thousand years ago. They were written for us, right now, in this exact moment, for every 
congregation that would ever read them, including ours. Revelation 1:19 has Jesus telling John 
to write what he has seen, what is now, and what will take place later, all three tenses held 
together in one command, and the seven letters that follow are the what is now, spoken directly 
to the church in every generation that would ever exist, mine included, yours included. As I 
worked through these letters and the rest of the book of Revelation, something happened that I 
was not prepared for. I saw every system I have exposed in this book standing inside them, 
dressed in first-century clothing but unmistakably the same, and worse than that, I saw myself 
standing inside more than one of these letters too. It was a sobering thing to realize that Jesus 
had already diagnosed the exact deceptions I had spent this entire book uncovering, two 
thousand years before I ever encountered a single one of them. He was warning us.

Imagine walking into your church this Sunday, sitting down in your usual seat, and instead of a 
sermon someone stands up and says, we have a letter, and it is from Jesus. As it is read aloud 
you realize He is not speaking to the room in general. He is speaking to you. He names 
everything you have done right, every place you stood firm, and then in the same breath He 
names the one thing you were certain no one could see. That is not a hypothetical. That is 
Revelation 2-3. John was on the island of Patmos when the risen Jesus appeared to him and 
dictated these words directly, to seven real congregations, and Revelation 2:1 says He walks 
among the lampstands, meaning He is present, watching, intimately aware of what is 
happening inside His church and inside your heart right now. Each letter follows the same 
structure. He identifies Himself with a title drawn from His own description in chapter one. He 
acknowledges what the church is doing right. He names what they have gotten wrong, with the 
phrase I have this against you. He calls them to repentance, and He closes with a promise to the 
one who overcomes and the same urgent phrase repeated seven times, whoever has ears to 
hear, let them hear what the Spirit says to the churches, not what the governing body says, not 
what the culture says, not what the movement says, but what the Spirit says. He is still 
speaking, and the letters are still open.

To the church in Ephesus, Jesus commends their hard work, their endurance, their 
discernment, their refusal to tolerate evil, and their ability to test false teachers and expose lies. 
He commends them specifically for one thing worth pausing on. You hate the works of the 
Nicolaitans, He says in Revelation 2:6, which I also hate. The Nicolaitans are named only twice 
in the entire Bible, here and again a few verses later to the church in Pergamum, and their 
exact origin is genuinely uncertain, but what Scripture does tell us is clear enough. Their 
teaching is placed directly alongside the teaching of Balaam, the Old Testament prophet who 
counseled Balak to seduce Israel into idolatry and sexual immorality by inviting them to pagan 
feasts, and the early church father Clement of Alexandria described the Nicolaitans as a group 
who abandoned themselves to pleasure and self-indulgence. In plain terms, this was a 
movement inside the early church that had learned to dress compromise up as liberty, teaching 
that a believer could participate in the idolatrous, immoral culture around them and call it 



freedom in Christ rather than what it actually was, sin wearing the language of grace. Ephesus 
hated that teaching, and Jesus commended them for it. Then, in the same breath, He said, I have 
this against you, that you have left your first love. That should stop every reader of this book 
cold, myself included. You can correctly identify every counterfeit in these pages, you can hate 
every false teaching by name the way Ephesus hated the Nicolaitans, and still lose the one thing 
that made any of it matter in the first place. Leaving your first love does not happen in a 
moment. It happens slowly, in the quiet spaces where devotion gets replaced by discipline, 
where relationship gets replaced by routine, where truth becomes something you defend 
instead of Someone you abide in. I lived in this church for years without recognizing it. I knew 
the right answers, I could identify false teaching, and I served in ministry, yet somewhere 
under all of that activity, the love that had drawn me to Jesus in the first place had quietly 
become secondary to the performance of being right, and finding first love again was like 
breathing for the first time after years of not knowing I had been holding my breath. What 
makes the letter to Ephesus so beautiful is where it lands. Jesus calls them back with mercy, 
telling them to remember where they have fallen, repent, and do the first works again, and He 
promises that the one who overcomes will eat from the tree of life, reaching all the way back to 
Genesis 3:22, where humanity was barred from that tree so we would not live forever in a fallen 
state. What was lost in Eden is restored in Christ, and that promise surfaces here, in a letter to a 
tired church that had forgotten its first love, including a church made up of people like me who 
spent this whole book learning to spot deception and needed reminding that spotting it is not 
the same thing as loving Him.

I found myself in that letter in a way I did not expect. While I was writing this book, my 
Facebook was suddenly taken from me, disabled with no warning, and around the same time 
the manuscript I had been pouring myself into came back scrambled, disordered, pieces of it 
out of place. I did what I have always done, the thing this whole chapter is quietly about. I 
rolled up my sleeves and set out to fix all of it myself. I worked and I strategized and I problem-
solved, using every ounce of the marketing mind I have leaned on my whole life, determined to 
put it back together through sheer effort. I could not see anything wrong with that, because it 
felt like diligence. It felt like doing the first works. But the Holy Spirit stopped me, gently, and 
showed me what was actually happening underneath it. The enemy was not only trying to slow 
the book down. He was using my own competence against me, maneuvering me into proving to 
God, through my frantic self-reliance, that I wanted to build this thing on my own strength, 
without leaning on the One who had given it to me in the first place. That is the Ephesus drift 
exactly. I was working hard, hating the right things, doing the right tasks, and quietly, without 
noticing, I had let go of my first love and picked up my own two hands instead. I had to repent 
of that. I had to set the whole thing down and say, out loud, that I could not do this without 
Him and did not want to. That is the only reason you are reading it at all.

To Smyrna, Jesus has no rebuke, only recognition. I know your tribulation and your poverty, 
though you are rich. Do not fear what you are about to suffer. Be faithful unto death, and I will 
give you the crown of life. This is also where the phrase synagogue of Satan appears, in 
Revelation 2:9, a phrase I already walked through in full earlier in this book, in the chapter on 
Non-Messianic Judaism, and I will not repeat that ground here except to say it again plainly. It 
was never a statement about Jewish people as a whole. It was Jesus defending one persecuted, 
faithful congregation from specific local slander. Smyrna was economically poor and constantly 
maligned, and Jesus told them they were rich, giving them no promise of deliverance from 



suffering, only the promise that the suffering would not have the last word. That is the 
language of the cross, not the language of the prosperity gospel, and the modern Smyrna is not 
hard to find. It is every believer anywhere in the world right now who is counting the cost of 
the name of Jesus in something more than inconvenience, who has been told plainly that 
confessing Him could take their family, their freedom, or their life, and who has confessed Him 
anyway. They found what Smyrna found. He was worth the exact cost they were warned about 
here.

To Pergamum, a city Jesus Himself called the place where Satan’s throne is, He acknowledges 
they held fast to His name even there, but says, I have a few things against you. You have some 
who hold the teaching of Balaam, and in the same verse, some who hold to the teaching of the 
Nicolaitans in a similar way, the same compromise Ephesus was praised for rejecting now 
living comfortably inside Pergamum’s walls. Pergamum had stayed faithful in the world’s most 
hostile spiritual environment without losing their confession, and then quietly let something 
poisonous move in and stay. This is the church I inhabited during my QAnon years. I held fast 
to the name of Jesus. I would have identified as a Christian without hesitation, but I had 
allowed teachings inside my spiritual life that were incompatible with the plain Word of God, 
political prophecy dressed as divine revelation, human figures elevated to near-messianic 
status, and the belief system I held did not challenge any of it. In some cases it amplified it. That 
is Christian Nationalism in its most churchly form, the congregation that will not draw a line 
between the cross and the flag, holding the name of Jesus while quietly making room for 
teaching Scripture has no room for.

To Thyatira, Jesus acknowledges love, faith, service, and growth, then says, I have this against 
you, that you tolerate that woman Jezebel, who calls herself a prophetess and is teaching and 
seducing my servants. Whoever this figure actually was, the pattern is unmistakable, a self-
appointed spiritual authority, claiming a direct prophetic channel to the divine, leading the 
congregation into practices God had explicitly forbidden, and the church’s sin was never 
agreement with her. It was tolerance of her. That is New Age spirituality standing in a first-
century church wearing a prophetess’s robe instead of a crystal, the self-anointed medium, the 
channeled message, the spiritual authority claimed by feeling rather than tested by Scripture, 
tolerated because it came wrapped in spiritual language and personal charisma. Jesus calls that 
tolerance a sin requiring repentance, not a difference of opinion to be respected.

To Sardis, Jesus is blunt without preliminary praise. I know your works. You have the 
reputation of being alive, but you are dead. Wake up, and strengthen what remains and is about 
to die. Sardis had a reputation. The community around them knew this congregation as a living, 
active church. From the perspective of heaven, they were dead, the lights on, the service 
running on schedule, the life that was supposed to animate all of it quietly gone without anyone 
noticing, because the institution kept functioning whether the life was there or not. I think of 
every conversation I have had online with a Jehovah’s Witness when I read this letter, the field 
service hours logged, the meetings attended, the doctrine defended with rehearsed precision, 
and never once, not a single time in years of trying, a testimony of what they were saved from 
or a relationship they could describe in their own words rather than the organization’s. 
Reputation for life. No pulse underneath it.

To Philadelphia, Jesus gives no rebuke either, only recognition and promise. I know that you 
have little power, and yet you have kept my word and have not denied my name. Because you 



have kept my command to endure patiently, I will also keep you from the hour of trial that is 
coming on the whole world. This is the second place the phrase synagogue of Satan appears, 
and everything I said about it at Smyrna applies here too. Philadelphia had little power by any 
worldly measure and kept His Word anyway, and Jesus promised them an open door no one 
could shut.

To Laodicea, Jesus delivers what may be the most famous rebuke in Scripture. I know your 
works. You are neither cold nor hot. So, because you are lukewarm, I will spit you out of my 
mouth. For you say, I am rich, I have prospered, and I need nothing. Laodicea was a wealthy 
city, and this congregation had absorbed its prosperity into their theology before the prosperity 
gospel ever existed as a named movement, materially comfortable and spiritually self-
sufficient, feeling no urgency, no hunger, no desperate dependence on the God they claimed to 
follow. I was Laodicea, and I say that without embarrassment, because I think most 
comfortable Western Christians reading this book honestly would say the same, not cold, not 
hot, just attending, giving occasionally, living in the language of faith without the desperation 
of actual need, enough religion to feel spiritual and not enough Jesus to be transformed. This is 
the exact theology the Prosperity Gospel dresses up and sells from a stage, and immediately 
after Jesus finishes describing what He will do to a church like that, He says something that 
should break your heart the way it broke mine. Behold, I stand at the door and knock. He is not 
outside because He wants to be. He is outside because the church got so comfortable inside that 
they stopped noticing He had left.

Whoever has ears, let them hear what the Spirit says to the churches. CHAPTER

Chapter 17
The Tribulation
What Is Coming, and the Hope That Outlasts It

Every system this book has named does not stop at distorting who Jesus is. It reaches all the 
way to the end of the story and rewrites that too, because a God small enough to be managed 
cannot be allowed to return as a King. The prosperity gospel cannot preach a tribulation, not 
really, because a God who guarantees your best life now has no room in His theology for a 
season the church must be strong enough to survive. Rome buries the plain reading of these 
prophecies under layers of tradition thick enough that almost no one reads the original text for 
themselves anymore. The Watchtower rewrites the entire timeline. It promises a paradise earth 
to everyone who obeys the organization, and reserves heaven for a literal one hundred and 
forty- four thousand, a number it cannot even confirm among its own membership. Then it 
goes further. It removes hell entirely, translating the very words of judgment into simple 
annihilation, so the wicked are taught they will just stop existing instead of ever facing real, 
conscious, eternal separation from God. Strip hell out of the warning and you have not made 
God kinder. You have called Jesus a liar, because no one in all of Scripture spoke about that fire 
more often, or more directly, than He did with His own mouth, and a Savior who lied about the 
one thing that could have saved you is not worth following into eternity. New Age spirituality 
dissolves judgment into vibration and ascension until the word itself stops meaning anything. 
Every single one of them takes the sharpest warning God ever gave the human race and files the 



edge off until it cannot cut anyone anymore, and I need you to feel the weight of that before you 
read one more sentence.

I am not writing this chapter to scare you. I am writing it because I have already stood where 
you are standing, inside more than one of the very systems that softened this for me, and I do 
not want you arriving at the door the way I almost did, unready, holding a story someone 
handed me instead of the truth. Fear paralyzes a person. Warning moves them. Jesus talked 
about the end of the age more than almost anything else He said while He walked this earth, 
not because He wanted His people gripped by anxiety, but because He loved them enough to tell 
them exactly what was coming so it would never catch them off guard. That is the same love 
running underneath every violent, blazing, terrifying image in the book of Revelation. John did 
not write down what he saw on Patmos to torture the church with nightmares. He wrote it 
down because a Bridegroom who loves His bride does not let her walk into a storm blind.

Here is where mercy and responsibility meet, and Scripture will not let us pull them apart. God 
has never hidden this. It is written down, plainly, available to anyone willing to open the book 
and read it in their own language with their own eyes. Which means that when someone sets 
that book aside to follow a man, a movement, an institution, or a feeling instead, that is still a 
choice, made by someone who could have chosen differently. Romans 1 says we are without 
excuse. I know the deceived are genuinely deceived, because I was one of them, and my whole 
chest still aches for every person still standing where I stood. They are also responsible, because 
the door to the truth was never locked. They simply trusted someone who told them not to walk 
through it. I am writing this chapter so that no one who reads it can ever again say no one told 
them.

We are not living in an ordinary season, and I need you to actually feel that instead of just 
reading it. Jesus sat on a hillside called the Mount of Olives and described, with terrifying 
precision, the exact landscape we are standing in right now, wars and rumors of wars, nation 
rising against nation, famines, earthquakes in place after place, lawlessness climbing until it 
swallows whole cultures, the love of many growing cold, not because they stopped believing in 
something, but because the thing they believed in stopped costing them anything, and false 
prophets rising up glossy and convincing enough to deceive, if it were possible, even the elect. 
He was not filling space with prophecy. He was handing His people a map so that when these 
landmarks came into view, we would not stand there disoriented, wondering what was 
happening to the world. The deception is not coming at the church wearing horns. It is coming 
in worship music and patriotic bunting and wellness candles and a charismatic face on a stage, 
quoting just enough Scripture to feel safe, and every one of those disguises has already had its 
own chapter in this book.

Ezekiel 33:6 says if the watchman sees the enemy coming and stays silent, the blood of what 
follows is on his hands. If he sounds the alarm and people cover their ears anyway, he has done 
what was required of him and his soul is clear. That is exactly where I am standing as I write 
this. I am not doing this because I enjoy conflict. I am doing it because I lived inside most of 
these systems myself. I know exactly how convincing they feel from the inside. I know how 
sincere the people trapped in them are, because I was one of them, and I know precisely what it 
feels like when the scales finally fall and you see, for the first time, what you had actually been 
holding instead of Him. I have sounded the alarm as loudly as I know how to. What you do with 
it now is between you and God.



We are standing in the final harvest, and there are only three doors in front of every person the 
Holy Spirit is currently drawing. You can reach for the same forbidden fruit the garden has 
been offering since the beginning. You can take hold of the gift being handed to you right now 
and eat from the tree of life instead, the promise given to everyone who belongs to Christ. Or 
you can hear the invitation and let it pass, telling yourself there will be another moment later. 
There will not always be another moment. Every one of those three doors carries eternal 
weight, and the world is closing in on the return of the King faster than most people are willing 
to admit. The signs stopped being subtle a long time ago. The stage is not being built. It is 
already standing, lit, waiting.

Be sober-minded. Be watchful. Your adversary the devil is not circling somewhere far away. He 
is prowling right now, like a starving lion, looking for exactly the person who thinks this 
chapter does not apply to them.

Paul gave the modern church a sequence we have almost entirely stopped teaching, because it 
is inconvenient to the comfortable story so many of us have built instead. The day of the Lord 
will not come, he wrote, until the falling away comes first, and the man of sin is revealed, the 
one who exalts himself above everything called God, who sits in God’s own temple and calls 
himself God. The falling away comes before any of the rest of it, and I need you to hear this 
clearly. It is not people walking out of church buildings. It is people staying in the pews while 
the truth those buildings were built on gets quietly rewritten underneath them. It is 
denominations revising what Scripture actually says about sin until sin stops sounding like sin. 
It is preachers sanding the offense off the cross so the seats stay full on Sunday. It is the slow, 
almost invisible replacement of the real gospel with something more comfortable that still 
wears the name Christian on the sign outside. That is not a coming apostasy. Look around. It is 
already here, and it has been here for a while.

One of the enemy’s oldest and most effective lies is that you still have time. He is counting on 
you believing him. Death has never once sent a warning ahead of itself. Countless souls have 
walked straight into eternity fully intending to deal with all of this later, and later never came 
for a single one of them. Every delay is one more step toward a door that will eventually close 
and stay closed. I am not telling you this to frighten you into a decision. I am telling you this 
because I love you the way you love someone when you can see the ledge they cannot see yet, 
and you cannot stay quiet and watch them walk toward it. The way is still open right now, 
while you are reading this sentence. The cross is still speaking. The Spirit is still calling your 
name. The only real question left is whether today is the day you finally answer.

So let me tell you exactly what is coming, and I am going to tell you all of it, without softening 
any of it, because you deserve to know what you are deciding about.

One thing happens before any of it, and I am deliberately going to make you wait for it. It is the 
only good news in this entire chapter and I want it to be the last thing you read, not the first, 
because I need you to feel the weight of what it is rescuing you from before I hand it to you. For 
now, this is all you need: the church is gone before the first seal is ever opened. The world 
wakes up one ordinary morning and millions of people are simply not here anymore. 
Everything that follows happens to the world that is left standing in that silence.

Into that chaos will rise a man Scripture calls the Antichrist, a man of lawlessness who will set 
himself up inside God’s own temple and declare himself God. He will not arrive looking 



monstrous. He will arrive looking like the answer, wise, diplomatic, magnetic enough to broker 
a seven-year covenant with many, specifically with Israel, and a world starving for stability will 
hand him exactly the authority he came for. Beside him will stand a second figure, the False 
Prophet, who calls down fire from the sky and performs signs convincing enough to turn the 
entire watching world toward worship of the first beast. He will look like a lamb and speak like 
a dragon, and he will succeed for a season precisely because centuries of the systems named in 
this book have already trained the human heart to trade discernment for spectacle.

Then comes the mark. Every person on earth will be required to receive it on the hand or the 
forehead just to buy or sell food for their own family, tied to a number, six hundred sixty-six, 
the number of a man, humanity’s pride stripped bare with nothing left to hide it. Receiving that 
mark will not be a bureaucratic inconvenience. Revelation calls it an act of worship, full 
allegiance to the beast, with consequences that do not end when the body does. We are not 
living inside the tribulation yet. But the infrastructure capable of making that mark possible is 
not theoretical anymore. It is being built in front of us, piece by piece, and most of the world 
will walk past it without ever looking up.

What follows is described in three waves, each one worse than the last. The seals bring 
conquest, war, famine, and death riding out together, followed by cosmic disturbances and the 
martyrdom of everyone who refuses to bow. The trumpets bring environmental devastation, 
objects falling from the sky, demonic torment let loose on the earth, and a third of humanity 
dead before it is finished. The bowls are the worst of all, sores breaking out on flesh, entire seas 
and rivers turned to blood, scorching heat with no relief, darkness thick enough to touch, the 
Euphrates dried to nothing, the single greatest earthquake in the history of the world, and 
hailstones weighing a hundred pounds falling out of the sky onto people who will curse God 
with their last breath instead of finally bending the knee. None of this is metaphor softened for 
a modern audience. It is exactly what it says it is, and even standing inside judgment this 
unmistakable, hardened hearts will still refuse to break.

Behind all of it stands a single figure Revelation names Babylon the Great, the mother of every 
counterfeit religious and economic system the world has ever produced, the final full-grown 
version of every deception this entire book has spent its pages exposing. Every system named in 
these chapters has already stitched a thread into her garment. Even as her judgment falls, a 
voice cries out from heaven with an urgency that should stop you cold. Come out of her, my 
people, so that you do not share in her sins. His people are still standing inside her when that 
cry goes out. That single sentence is the reason this whole book exists.

At the midpoint of those seven years, the Antichrist will break the covenant he made and walk 
into the rebuilt temple in Jerusalem, setting up what Jesus called the abomination of desolation, 
the exact trigger point for what He named the great tribulation, a season of distress the world 
has never once seen the equal of and never will again. He told everyone in Judea, when they see 
it, to run, immediately, without looking back for a single possession.

Then, into a valley called Armageddon, where the armies of the world have gathered believing 
this will be humanity’s final stand, the sky splits open, and the most dramatic entrance in the 
history of the universe begins. A white horse appears. Its rider is called Faithful and True. His 
eyes burn like fire. Many crowns rest on His head. His robe is already dipped in blood before 
the battle even starts, because the outcome was never in question. His name is the Word of God. 



A sword comes from His mouth to strike down every nation gathered against Him, and written 
across His robe and down His thigh is a name every knee in that valley is about to bow to 
whether it wants to or not. King of Kings. Lord of Lords. The armies of the earth fall in a single 
moment. The Antichrist and the False Prophet are thrown alive into a lake of burning sulfur. 
Satan is bound. The feet that once climbed a hill outside Jerusalem to be taken up into heaven 
come down again on that same ground, exactly where He said He would return.

For a thousand years He reigns on this earth, every promise ever made to David finally paid in 
full, while Satan stays bound and the ones martyred for refusing the mark reign with Him. At 
the end of that thousand years, Satan is loosed one last time, gathers the nations for a final, 
doomed rebellion, and is finished instantly. Then comes the Great White Throne, the final 
accounting for every person who ever lived outside of Christ, and the lake of fire waiting there 
is not a metaphor for ceasing to exist. It is real, conscious, eternal separation from the God who 
made you, and Jesus spoke about that reality more than any other person in all of Scripture, not 
to terrify you, but because real love does not lie to you about what is actually at stake. That is 
still not where the story ends. After all of it, a new heaven and a new earth appear, the old ones 
finally passed away, and a holy city comes down out of heaven dressed like a bride on her 
wedding day. A voice thunders from the throne. Look. God’s home is now among His people. He 
will live with them. They will be His people, and He Himself will be their God, and He will wipe 
every tear from every eye that has ever cried one. Death is gone. Sorrow is gone. Crying and 
pain are gone, not paused, not managed, gone, forever. The walls of that city are jasper. Its 
streets are gold so pure it is transparent as glass. There is no temple inside it, because God 
Himself and the Lamb are the temple. There is no sun and no moon, because His glory is the 
only light the city will ever need again. A river runs straight from His throne, and a tree grows 
beside it bearing fruit every single month, its leaves given for the healing of every nation that 
ever bled. This is where the red thread finally ends. Not in judgment, though judgment was real 
and just and necessary every step of the way. In a garden city, with God living among His own 
people again, exactly the way it was always supposed to be before anything ever went wrong in 
the first garden.

Now.

I told you at the start of all of that there was one thing I was making you wait for, and you have 
waited long enough. Everything you just read, every seal, every trumpet, every bowl, the mark, 
the man in the temple, the valley full of armies, all of it, was never meant for you. Not one page 
of it. You need to understand why I am so certain of that, because it is not wishful thinking and 
it is not a theological preference. It is a wedding.

Before a single one of those seals is ever opened, something else happens first, and it will be the 
most disorienting moment the world has seen since the flood, though every genuine believer 
waiting for it will recognize exactly what it is, because Jesus already told His disciples what to 
expect using words they could not have missed. When He said He was going to prepare a place 
and would come back for them, He was not speaking in vague metaphor. He was describing 
their own wedding customs back to them. In a Jewish betrothal, once a man and woman were 
promised to each other, the groom left and went home to build an addition onto his father’s 
house, a room finished only when his own father inspected it and gave approval, and only then 
could the groom go back for his bride. She never knew the day or the hour. Only the father 



knew that. When the moment finally came, the groom set out in the middle of the night, with a 
shout and the blast of a trumpet, to take her completely by surprise and bring her home.

That is not a poetic flourish someone laid over the resurrection and the catching up of the 
church after the fact. That is the blueprint Paul is quoting directly when he describes the Lord 
Himself descending with a shout, the voice of the archangel, the trumpet call of God, the dead in 
Christ rising first, and then everyone still alive and in Christ caught up together with them into 
the clouds. The Greek word he uses is harpazo, to seize, to snatch, to take by force, and it is 
where we get the word rapture. In the time it takes to blink, in a single instant, with no 
warning anyone can prepare for, millions of people will simply be gone off this earth, not 
because they earned it, but because they are covered by a Bridegroom who promised His own 
would never face the wrath that is coming next for a world that already said no to Him. Every 
system exposed in this book will scramble to explain that moment away as something other 
than exactly what it is. It will not be a natural disaster. It will not be mass hysteria. It will be a 
groom coming for His bride at a time only His Father knew, exactly the way He said He would.

There is one more piece of that wedding custom, and it is the piece that answers the question 
this chapter is actually about.

When the groom finally brought his bride home, they did not walk straight into a party. They 
went into the chamber he had spent all that time building, and the door was shut behind them, 
and they stayed in there for seven days while the celebration went on around them. Seven. That 
is not a number I am reaching for. It is in your Bible twice over. Laban tells Jacob to fulfill 
Leah’s bridal week in Genesis 29:27, and Samson’s wedding feast in Judges 14:12 runs seven 
days. The bride is sealed inside the father’s house with her groom, unreachable, for seven days, 
while everything outside that door carries on without her.

Now count the tribulation. Seven years.

Look at what Jesus does with that image when He tells it back to us. In Matthew 25:10, the 
bridegroom comes, the ones who were ready go in with him to the marriage feast, and then five 
words end the parable. The door was shut. Not held. Not guarded. Shut. There is no verse 
anywhere that says who shut it, which is exactly the point, because Scripture has already 
shown us this door once before.

Go back to Genesis 7:16. Noah’s family walks into the ark, and the text does something almost 
nobody notices. It does not say Noah closed the door. It says the LORD shut him in. God sealed it 
Himself, from the outside, and everything that happened after that happened to a world 
standing on the wrong side of a door that no human hand had closed and no human hand could 
open.

That is the same door. It is the same Person closing it. It is the same terrible mercy, because a 
shut door is only ever tragic from one side of it. From the inside, it is the safest place in the 
world. It is the sound of the storm starting and knowing it cannot reach you. Noah did not have 
to hold that door closed against the flood, and the bride does not have to survive the seven days. 
She just has to be inside before it closes.

There is a growing argument inside parts of the church that the bride waits through the 
tribulation before she is taken. I do not believe that position survives contact with the picture 



Jesus gave His own disciples, or with the character of the Bridegroom inside that picture. In a 
Jewish wedding, the bride is never present for judgment against those who rejected the 
covenant. She has already been carried home. The tribulation is not a storm the bride sits 
through. It is the legal and prophetic reckoning against a world that already said no to the 
marriage, and Paul says plainly that God did not appoint us to wrath. We are not waiting 
around for a theological argument to be settled. We are waiting for a trumpet. We are going 
home, church.

That is what the cross bought. Not a better version of this life. Not a system to join or a ladder to 
climb or a quota to fill or a room full of people standing between you and Him. A door held 
open, and a seat at a table, and a Bridegroom who has already paid for every single thing you 
have ever done and is waiting on His Father to say the word.

Now I can finally close the loop I opened at the beginning of this book, back when I told you 
Jesus followed the parable of the sower with a second parable about the same field. The wheat 
and the tares have been growing together this whole time, the true and the counterfeit side by 
side in the same rows, so alike that the servants were told not to pull anything up early for fear 
of uprooting the real with the fake. Every chapter of this book has been a walk down those 
rows. He said plainly when the sorting comes: at the harvest. Not before. At the end of the age, 
the reapers separate what grew, and what grew came from the seed, and the seed either landed 
in Him or it landed in a system wearing His name. That is why the soil mattered so much in 
every chapter. The harvest does not weigh your intentions. It weighs what actually grew.

There is a sifting that comes with it. On the last night before the cross, Jesus looked at Simon 
Peter and said something that should stop every one of us cold: Simon, Simon, Satan has asked 
to sift you as wheat. The enemy does not just sow the counterfeit. He demands to shake what is 
real, to rattle every believer until whatever is loose falls away. But listen to what Jesus said next, 
because it is the reason I am still here and the reason this book exists. But I have prayed for 
you, that your faith should not fail. When you have returned to Me, strengthen your brethren. 
He did not promise Peter no sifting. He prayed him through the sifting, and then He gave him a 
job on the other side of it: go strengthen the others. I have been sifted. Nearly everything loose 
in me fell away in the shaking, the buildings, the crews, the counterfeits, every seed that had no 
root. What was left was Him. This book is me doing the only thing He asks of the sifted. I came 
back, and now I am reaching for you.

Because the harvest is not a metaphor. It is real, and it is close, and the call going out across the 
whole earth right now, through voices and pages and books exactly like this one, is the same 
call John heard from heaven, the one printed at the front of this book: come out of her, my 
people. The last sweep of the field is coming. The Reaper is not guessing at what grew. There 
has never been a better moment to make sure your seed is in Him and not in a building with 
His name on it.

Here is the part I cannot get over, the part I want you to sit with before you close this book. You 
do not have to do anything to receive it. Nothing. There is no offering to send, no confession 
booth to sit in, no hours to log, no secret to unlock, no chart to align, no flag to wave, no 
organization to sign your name to. You have to open the door and let Him in. That is all. He did 
the entire rest of it Himself, already, two thousand years ago, and every horror I described in 
this chapter is what He walked into so you would never have to.



If that does not empty out every pew in this country on Sunday morning, I honestly do not 
know what would.

I mean empty. I am not asking you to walk down to the front. I am asking you to walk out the 
doors.

Not because gathering with believers is the enemy. It is not, and Hebrews tells us plainly not to 
abandon it. But there are millions of people sitting in a building this very Sunday where the 
thing standing between them and God is the building, and the pulpit, and the man behind it, 
and the system that owns them both. If that is your seat, Scripture does not ask you to reform it, 
or wait it out, or hope it improves. It has exactly one instruction, and I put it at the front of this 
book on a page by itself so you would meet it before you met any of my arguments. Come out of 
her, my people. So that you do not share in her sins. So that you do not receive any of her 
plagues.

Come out of her. Get up and go.

Then come home. That is the only other direction there is, and He has been standing in the 
doorway of it the entire time you have been sitting in that seat, waiting for you to turn around 
and see that the light was never off.

Yes, I am coming soon. Amen. Come, Lord Jesus.





The Fingerprints of God
Archaeology, History, Prophecy, Fulfilled

If you have ever been told that the Bible is a book of fairy tales, copied and recopied so many 
times that nothing reliable survived, or that there is no actual evidence any of it happened, I 
want to stop you right here before you read another page. That claim does not hold up against 
the evidence, and I am going to show you why, plainly and without hedging, because the people 
who need this chapter most are the ones who have never been shown it.



Start with the ground itself, because the Old Testament is not floating free of history. It is 
anchored to it. The Tel Dan Stele, an inscribed stone dated to roughly the ninth century before 
Christ, carries the phrase house of David, confirming from outside the Bible that David was a 



real king with a real dynasty rather than a legend a later people invented for themselves. The 
Merneptah Stele, carved in Egypt around 1208 BC, names Israel as a people already living in 
Canaan. Hezekiah’s Tunnel still runs under Jerusalem exactly where 2 Kings 20:20 says he cut 
it, with an inscription left by the workmen who met in the middle. I want to be careful here, 
because this is where a lot of well-meaning Christian material goes badly wrong. There is a 
whole industry of claims about chariot wheels on the Red Sea floor and scorch marks on 
mountaintops, and when you actually trace those claims they come back to a single amateur 
whose work no credentialed archaeologist accepts. I am not going to hand you those, because I 
do not need them. The real evidence is better, and unlike the manufactured kind, it holds up 
when somebody checks it.

The ground under Jesus’s own feet tells the same story. The ruins of the synagogue at 
Capernaum, where Matthew 4:13 and Mark 1:21 say He taught and healed, have been excavated 
and stand today. The Sea of Galilee, where He calmed a storm and walked across the water in 
Matthew 8 and 14, is not a symbolic body of water. It is a real lake you can stand beside right 
now. The Mount of Olives, where He delivered His sermon about the end of the age in Matthew 
24, and Gethsemane, the garden where He was arrested according to Matthew 26, are both 
identifiable sites in Jerusalem today, and excavations at Bethany beyond the Jordan have 
confirmed the location where John the Baptist baptized Him. Golgotha, the place of the skull 
where He was crucified, and the tomb where His body was laid and then found empty three 
days later, both correspond to real, excavated sites that match the Gospel accounts detail for 
detail. A story invented generations later does not usually come with verifiable coordinates.

Then there is what history itself, apart from any Christian source, was forced to admit. The 
Pilate Stone, discovered in Caesarea Maritima in 1961, names Pontius Pilate as prefect of Judea, 
the very man who presided over the trial of Jesus. The Caiaphas Ossuary, a burial box inscribed 
with the name of the high priest who interrogated Jesus in Matthew 26 and John 18, was found 
in Jerusalem and dated to the exact era the Gospels describe. The Tel Dan Stele, dated to around 
840 BC, contains the phrase house of David, confirming outside Scripture that David was a real 
king with a real dynasty, not a legend invented centuries later. A Jewish historian named 
Flavius Josephus, writing around 93 AD with no reason to help the Christian cause, described 
Jesus as a wise man who did wonderful works, was condemned to the cross by Pilate, and was 
reported by his followers to have appeared to them alive again on the third day. That is not a 
Gospel writer’s testimony. That is a non-Christian historian, writing within living memory of 
the event, confirming the very thing skeptics insist has no evidence behind it.

The prophetic record adds a layer no forgery could fake. The Book of Daniel, written centuries 
before the events it describes, laid out with such specificity the rise and fall of empires that 
skeptics have spent centuries trying to argue it must have been written after the fact, because 
the alternative, that a man predicted five hundred years of world history in advance and got it 
right, is harder for them to accept than the idea that he cheated. The Shroud of Turin belongs in 
a more careful category, and I want to handle it the way I would want someone to handle it 
with me. Radiocarbon testing in 1988 dated the cloth to the medieval period, and that remains 
the mainstream scientific position, though the sampling and the results have been challenged 
in the decades since and the argument is genuinely ongoing. What is not in dispute is what the 
cloth depicts: a scourged man, pierced through the wrists rather than the palms, with a wound 
in his side, matching the Roman method of execution described in the Gospels. I am not going 
to build your faith on it, and neither should anyone else. I mention it only because of how 



consistently the physical details line up with the account, and I would rather tell you plainly 
where the evidence is contested than hand you something that falls apart the first time you 
look it up. Even the earliest surviving inscriptions naming Jesus as God, dated to the early 
second century, only a few decades removed from the apostles themselves, show that the 
church was never confused about who He was and never had to be talked into it generations 
later by a council. They said it from the beginning, because they had seen Him.

Now consider the text itself. Skeptics love to say the New Testament was copied and changed so 
many times that we cannot know what it originally said. This claim collapses the moment you 
look at the actual manuscript evidence. There are more than 5,800 Greek manuscripts of the 
New Testament, along with thousands more in Latin, Syriac, and Coptic, some dating back to 
within decades of the events they describe. No other ancient document comes close. Homer’s 
Iliad, one of the best attested works of classical antiquity, survives in fewer than 2,000 copies 
with a gap of centuries between the events and the earliest manuscripts. Julius Caesar’s Gallic 
Wars survives in about 10 copies. Historians accept those texts as reliable without a second 
thought, yet the New Testament, with dramatically more manuscript evidence and a 
dramatically shorter gap between the events and the earliest copies, is the one book people 
insist on doubting. That is not a scholarly conclusion. That is a decision made in advance and 
then defended.

Here is the detail that should stop you cold. The Bible was written by approximately 40 
different authors, kings, shepherds, fishermen, physicians, tax collectors, and prophets, across 
roughly 1,500 years, on three different continents, in three different languages, Hebrew, 
Aramaic, and Greek. These men did not know each other. Most of them never met. Many of 
them wrote centuries apart with no possibility of coordinating their message. Yet the finished 
text contains tens of thousands of cross references between the Old and New Testaments, more 
than 63,000 by the count in the Treasury of Scripture Knowledge, prophecy given hundreds of 
years before it was fulfilled, imagery and typology that only resolves when the whole of it is 
read as a single story, a thread that runs unbroken from Genesis to Revelation. Forty strangers 
scattered across fifteen centuries and three continents do not accidentally produce a unified 
manuscript with tens of thousands of internal cross references. That is not a coincidence of 
literature. That is the signature of a single Author working through many hands.

Numbers 23:19 says God is not a man, that he should lie. Titus 1:2 says it is impossible for God to 
lie. Hebrews 6:18 repeats it again for anyone who missed it the first two times. If God cannot lie, 
and if this book is what it claims to be, God-breathed, as 2 Timothy 3:16 states plainly, then the 
record we have been handed is not a patchwork of legend. It is the deliberate, preserved, cross-
confirmed testimony of the God who does not change, delivered through forty men who never 
had the chance to conspire, standing on ground you can still walk today, backed by more 
physical evidence than almost any other document from the ancient world. The burden of proof 
was never on the Bible. It has already met it, again and again, in stone, in ink, in bone, in cloth, 
and in fulfilled prophecy. The burden of proof belongs to the skeptic now, and it always did.

Finding Jesus from Genesis to Revelation
“You search the Scriptures because you think that in them you have eternal life; and it is they 
that bear witness about me.”



John 5:39

Jesus said that about His own Bible, to the very people who had memorized it. He looked at men 
who had the entire Old Testament committed to heart, who could recite genealogies and 
sacrifices and psalms from muscle memory, and He told them the whole book was pointing at 
Him the entire time, and they still missed it. Not because it was hidden. Because they stopped 
looking for a Person and started collecting a book instead. I do not want you to make the same 
mistake, so I am about to show you something that will change the way you read your Bible 
forever. Once you see it, you cannot unsee it.

It starts before there is even a story to tell. Genesis 3:15, moments after everything breaks, 
before a single law exists or a single sacrifice has been offered, and God is already speaking a 
promise directly over the wreckage. The seed of the woman will crush the serpent’s head. That 
is not a footnote. That is the whole Bible, compressed into one sentence, spoken before the dust 
from Eden had even settled. Keep reading and watch how fast the trail picks up. Genesis 22, a 
father climbs a mountain with his only son, believing he may have to sacrifice him, and when 
the boy asks where the lamb is, the answer comes back, God Himself will provide it, not 
knowing how literally true that sentence would become on that same range of hills two 
thousand years later. Genesis 28, a runaway named Jacob falls asleep in the wilderness and sees 
a ladder stretching from earth into heaven, angels climbing and descending on it, and centuries 
later Jesus looks at a stunned disciple and tells him, you will see heaven open and the angels 
ascending and descending on the Son of Man. Jacob’s ladder was never really a ladder. Genesis 
49, a dying patriarch blesses his son Judah and calls him a lion, and the scepter will not depart 
from his line, and John, staring into eternity in Revelation 5, hears someone announce the Lion 
of the tribe of Judah has triumphed and is able to open the scroll no one else could touch, four 
chapters in Genesis, four direct lines to Jesus, and Genesis has barely started.

Now watch what happens across the entire rest of the Old Testament, because this is where it 
gets impossible to explain away as coincidence. In Exodus, a spotless lamb is slaughtered and 
its blood on a doorframe is the only thing standing between a family and death, and John the 
Baptist will one day point at a man walking toward him and say the exact words Exodus had 
been rehearsing for a thousand years, behold the Lamb of God. Bread falls from heaven to keep 
a starving nation alive, and Jesus stands in front of a crowd He just fed and says, I am the bread 
of life, the true manna. A rock is struck in the wilderness and water pours out to save a dying 
people, and Paul later writes, without hesitation, that the Rock was Christ. A bronze serpent is 
lifted on a pole so that anyone who looks at it will live, and Jesus takes that strange image and 
says the Son of Man must be lifted up the same way. There is a High Priest who alone can enter 
the Holy of Holies once a year to make atonement for the people, and Hebrews will later call 
Jesus our great High Priest, the one who did not need to repeat that sacrifice ever again. There 
is a Tabernacle, God’s presence pitched in the middle of the camp, and John writes that the 
Word became flesh and tabernacled among us, pitched His own tent among us in a body. There 
is a Day of Atonement, blood carried behind a curtain once a year, and that curtain tears in two 
the moment Jesus dies on the cross. That is the Law alone, and it has already handed you seven 
separate portraits of Him before you have even left the first five books.

The rest of the Old Testament will not let up either. Joshua leads the people into the promised 
inheritance, and his name in Hebrew is the same name as Jesus. Boaz redeems a widow named 
Ruth at his own cost, publicly, legally, willingly, and becomes the pattern for every kinsman-



redeemer who comes after him. David is a shepherd before he is ever a king, and Jesus calls 
Himself the Good Shepherd who lays down His life for the sheep. Solomon reigns over a 
kingdom of unprecedented peace, and every prophet after him describes a coming King whose 
peace will never end. Psalm 22 describes a death by piercing in language written a full 
thousand years before crucifixion existed anywhere as a method of execution. Psalm 110 has 
God speaking to someone David calls his Lord, sit at my right hand, a verse Jesus Himself will 
later use to silence the Pharisees completely. Proverbs 8 personifies wisdom as present at 
creation itself, beside God before the world existed. Song of Solomon sings of a bridegroom 
pursuing his bride with a love that will not quit, and Scripture will later call the church the 
bride of Christ and Jesus the Bridegroom who is coming for her. Isaiah alone hands you a virgin 
birth, a servant who carries what was never His to carry, and a coming light for the nations. 
Micah names His birthplace five hundred years early. Jeremiah promises a new covenant 
written on the heart instead of stone. Ezekiel describes one true Shepherd who will finally 
gather the scattered sheep. Daniel’s seventh chapter sees one like a son of man given dominion 
and glory and a kingdom that will never be destroyed. Zechariah describes a king entering 
Jerusalem on a donkey, humble, riding to His own city. Malachi closes the Old Testament 
promising a messenger to prepare the way and the sun of righteousness rising with healing in 
His wings, every sacrifice, every feast, every prophet, every priest, every king, every single 
promise in thirty-nine books, all of it, pointed at one Person, and He had not even arrived yet.

Then He arrives, and the shadow becomes a face. Matthew 5:17 has Him say it plainly. He did 
not come to abolish the Law or the Prophets. He came to fulfill every single thing you just read. 
On a road to Emmaus, grieving over what looked like a failed Messiah, two disciples get a Bible 
study from the risen Christ Himself, and Luke 24:27 tells us He explained, beginning with 
Moses and all the Prophets, what was written about Him in all the Scriptures. Not some of it. 
All of it. On a cross outside Jerusalem, three words close the loop on fifteen hundred years of 
promise. It is finished. Then Matthew 28 does something no other religious founder in human 
history has ever managed. The tomb is empty, and He is alive, walking, eating, speaking, 
touched by human hands that could feel He was really there.

Here is where most people think the story ends, and here is exactly where it does not. Acts 1:8 
has Jesus telling His followers the gospel is about to explode outward to every nation on earth, 
and it does, immediately, unstoppably. Romans explains, in more theological precision than any 
other book ever written, exactly how a sinner gets declared righteous through Him. Galatians 
tears down every attempt to add anything to that grace and calls it freedom. Ephesians reveals 
something staggering, that the church itself, ordinary people like you, is now called His body, 
His literal presence on earth. Hebrews returns to that High Priest imagery from Exodus and 
tells you He is still doing that work right now, interceding for you at this exact moment. James 
says real faith produces real obedience. Peter calls what you have a living hope. John tells you 
that you can know, not hope, not guess, know you have eternal life. Jude tells you to fight for 
this faith with everything you have. The empty tomb was never the finish line. It was the 
starting gun, and the risen Christ has been living inside His people, through the Holy Spirit, 
ever since.

Then, at the very end, the story does not fade out. It explodes into the loudest, most glorious 
ending any book has ever attempted. Revelation 1 shows Him glorified, standing among the 
lampstands, His voice like the roar of many waters. Revelation 5 shows a Lamb who looks as 
though He had been slain, the only one in the entire universe found worthy to open the scroll 



containing the future of everything. Revelation 19 shows the sky splitting open for His return. 
Revelation 20 shows judgment, final and total. Revelation 21 shows a new heaven and a new 
earth where He wipes every tear from every eye personally. Revelation 22 closes the whole book 
the same way it opened, with Him, the Alpha and the Omega, the First and the Last, the 
Beginning and the End.

Genesis promises Him. The Law foreshadows Him. The historical books preserve the bloodline 
that leads to Him. The wisdom books sing about Him before they even know His name. The 
prophets proclaim Him centuries in advance. The Gospels finally reveal Him, standing in front 
of you in flesh and blood. Acts proclaims Him to every nation on earth. The epistles explain 
what living inside His finished work actually looks like. Revelation unveils Him one final time, 
in full, unmistakable glory, forever. That is the thread. It runs through sixty-six books, forty 
authors, three languages, fifteen hundred years, and it never once breaks, because it was never 
really sixty-six books to begin with. It was one story, and it only ever had one hero.

Jesus already told you this Himself. You search the Scriptures because you think that in them 
you have eternal life, and it is they that bear witness about me. He said it to people who had the 
whole book memorized and still managed to miss Him standing right in front of them. Do not 
let that be you. Open the book. Follow the thread. He has been on every page this whole time, 
waiting for you to finally see Him there.





Come Home
This chapter is for you. Not the skeptic, not the comfortable, not the reader who came looking 
for an argument to win. You, the one who just spent this whole book recognizing your own 
church, your own years, your own story in one system after another, and felt it land harder 
than you expected. I know that feeling. I lived inside more than one of these systems myself, 
which is the only reason I have any right to say what comes next.

I want you to understand what this book actually is, because it is not a research project. It is a 
letter, handed down. Everything in my life came down to me in packets that were never opened, 
a gown, a nativity, a phrase on a bumper sticker, whole systems I had spiritually agreed to 
somewhere along the way, sometimes intentionally, mostly not, and some my family had 
agreed to generations before I ever drew breath. So I went and investigated every single one of 
them, every agreement with my name or my bloodline on it, and I found out something I did 
not expect. Every one of them was wrong. Every single one. At the bottom of the research rabbit 
hole, past the catechisms and the Watchtowers and the seed offerings and the secret 
knowledge, there was not another system waiting. There was Jesus Himself, standing there the 
whole time, never once having left my side while I dug. He revealed His full self to me at exactly 
that moment, and now, because I know, I am obligated and eternally honored to do the one 
thing no one did for me. I am handing this down. This letter is what was never handed down to 
me by mine, written down so it can be handed to you in place of what was never handed down 
to you by yours. The chain of unopened packets ends here. This one comes to you already open.

I have to tell you what my prayer answer was when I asked Him what all of this was for, 
because it reframed everything. He took me to a verse in Amos I had never once heard preached 
in any building I ever sat in. Behold, the days are coming, declares the Lord GOD, when I will 
send a famine on the land, not a famine of bread, nor a thirst for water, but of hearing the 
words of the LORD. A famine of the Word. I finally understood what I had been living in my 
whole religious life, and what you may be living in right now. I was never starving because the 
food did not exist. I was starving in a famine that men manufactured, sitting in buildings where 
the Word of God was owned, filtered, rationed, translated into formulas and traditions and pre- 
chewed interpretations, everything except handed to me whole. I spent years starving to death 
in a building that served breakfast. The famine was never God withholding. It was gatekeepers 
standing between the field and the hungry.

Because here is the staggering truth: the Word has been freely available to you and to me since 
the moment the veil in the temple tore from top to bottom. From that instant, access to God 
stopped running through a priesthood and a curtain, and the gospel started moving outward 
and never stopped. It has been preached on every continent, in every country, in every language 
family on the face of the earth, to every people group regardless of what inherited religion their 
bloodline was handed. It survived everything sent against it. Rome outlawed it, and Diocletian 
ordered every copy burned, and believers hand-copied it in catacombs by lamplight anyway. 
The empire that tried to erase it ended up printing it. Through the long centuries when it was 
chained to pulpits and locked in a language the people could not read, men rose up who would 
not accept the famine. Wycliffe translated it into English and they hated him so much for it that 
they dug up his bones decades after he died and burned them. Tyndale translated it and was 
strangled and burned at the stake, and his last prayer from the fire was Lord, open the King of 



England’s eyes, and within a century that same king’s name was printed on the Bible sitting in 
English homes. The first book ever pressed on Gutenberg’s machine was this Book. It has 
outlived every empire that banned it, every fire set to it, every scholar who declared it dead, and 
every counterfeit built beside it, and today it is the most translated, most distributed, most 
attacked and most alive book in human history.

Through all of it, He made sure that nothing in all of human history ever actually touched His 
Word. Not one enemy in two thousand years has managed to destroy it or improve on it. 
Because Satan cannot create anything. He never could. All he has ever been able to do is distort 
what God already made, which is why every system in this book had to build beside the Word, 
on top of the Word, around the Word, but could never once replace it. The original is still right 
here, in your hands, uncorrupted, the same words spoken by the Word made flesh Himself.

But here is the part of that famine verse I cannot stop thinking about, the part that makes this 
urgent instead of merely beautiful. Amos was not only describing my past. He was warning 
about a day still coming. Read the very next verse. They shall wander from sea to sea, and from 
north to east; they shall run to and fro to seek the word of the LORD, and shall not find it. Seek 
it and not find it. Read that again, because we are already halfway there. Even now, with the 
Word more available than at any moment in human history, we clearly lack the knowledge of 
it, because in every system in this book, we did not actually know the Word. We knew their 
explanation of it. Their doctrine, their theology, their movement’s version, while the Book itself 
sat closed on the nightstand. The famine of understanding is already here. What Amos warns 
about is the day the access itself goes with it. Because there is a moment coming, and this whole 
book has been walking you toward it, when the ones who kept offering you the truth will be 
gone in an instant. The crazy Jesus freak who would not stop posting repent in every Facebook 
group. The street preacher you crossed the road to avoid. The coworker who would not shut up 
about Him. People like me, writing books like this, reaching back for you. Gone, all at once, in 
the same blink. The people left behind will go looking for exactly those voices, running to and 
fro, wandering from sea to sea, desperate for one person who can tell them the truth they were 
offered a hundred times, and they will not find them, because they put their headphones on 
every single time it came near. That is the famine Amos saw. Not a shortage of Bibles. A world 
full of Bibles and not one voice left to open them with you. The warning is not that truth is hard 
to find today. The warning is that a day is coming when it cannot be found at all, and it arrives 
at the exact moment it is finally wanted. Do not let the moment you finally start seeking be the 
moment after the seeking stops working.

That is the last thing I will ask you to sit with as this book closes. The One who spoke those 
words is not a historical figure you are reading about. He is a living Person you are going to 
stand in front of, eye to eye, whether that is today or in fifty years. It is going to be Him. 
Whether we like it or not, whether we are ready or not, it is going to be Him. He made sure His 
Word reached you in time. This book, this letter, is just one more hand it passed through on its 
way to yours. The famine is over the moment you open it.

There is a unique kind of grief that comes when you discover you were sincerely wrong, not 
rebellious, not indifferent, not mocking God, but wrong while believing the whole time you 
were faithfully following Him. That grief does not stay contained to you either. It reaches for 
every person you love who is still standing exactly where you used to stand, and there are days 
it sits in my throat like a stone I cannot swallow, because I cannot make any of them see what I 



see now, no matter how much I want to reach through the screen or across the table and pull 
them out myself. That kind of realization rarely arrives all at once, for you or for them. It comes 
quietly, almost imperceptibly, like a thread being pulled from a garment you have worn your 
entire life. At first, you notice only one loose strand. Then another. Before long, the questions 
you once dismissed become impossible to ignore, and the beliefs that once felt immovable begin 
to unravel beneath the weight of honest examination. I am praying that is happening in you 
right now, reading this. I am praying it is happening in them too, even on the days I cannot see 
it yet.

You were not foolish for believing what you believed. You were sincere, and you were deceived, 
and those two things can be true about a person at the exact same time. What matters now is 
not how you got here. What matters is that Jesus is calling you home, and He is not calling you 
to a system, a church, a movement, or a tradition. He is calling you to Himself. Only Himself. 
John 10:3-4 says the sheep hear the shepherd’s voice, and he calls his own by name, and they 
follow him, because they know his voice. You have spent years listening to voices that borrowed 
His name and answered to something else. This is Him. This has always been Him, calling you 
by name the entire time you were chasing everything else.

There is a parable Jesus told that says everything this book has been building toward. A son 
takes his inheritance early, which in that culture was the same as telling his father he wished 
he were already dead, and he wastes all of it on a life that promised freedom and delivered 
emptiness. When he finally comes to his senses, starving and ashamed, he heads home 
rehearsing an apology, ready to be received as a servant instead of a son, because that is all he 
thinks he has earned. But Luke 15:20 says that while he was still a long way off, his father saw 
him, and was filled with compassion, and ran to him, and threw his arms around him. The 
father did not wait at the door with his arms crossed. He ran. He did not make the son finish his 
rehearsed speech. He interrupted it with an embrace.

That is who has been calling you this whole time. Every system this book exposed sold you a 
way to earn your way back to Him, more faith, more ritual, more secret knowledge, more 
submission, more performance. Every single one of them lied to you, not because effort is bad, 
but because the Father was never waiting for your performance. He was watching the road for 
you specifically. He is watching it right now.

So here is the only thing left to do. Stop defending the system. Stop performing for it. Tell God 
the truth, right where you are, in this chair, on this page, with no one watching but Him. Tell 
Him what you were taught, and tell Him you see it now for what it was. Tell Him you cannot 
save yourself and you are done trying to. You do not need perfect words. He is not grading your 
sentences. He is reading your heart, and He has been calling your name since before you were 
born. If you want the words, here they are.

Jesus, I believe You are who You say You are. I believe You died for my sins and that God raised 
You from the dead. I confess You are Lord, and I believe it in my heart. I am done chasing 
everything I was handed instead of You. I am turning to You now. Thank You for never giving up 
on me. Amen.

If you just prayed that and meant it, heaven is not being quiet about it right now. Luke 15:10 
says there is rejoicing in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner who repents. You are 
not the same person you were a paragraph ago, and you never have to go back to what you just 



walked out of. Find a Bible and start reading it for yourself, without anyone standing between 
you and the page. Find people who actually know Him and tell them what you just did. The 
door was open the whole time.

Come home.

With Gratitude
To God the Father, to Jesus Christ my Savior, and to the Holy Spirit who would not let me go. 
Every word in these pages belongs to You. You are the reason I am still standing, and You are 
the reason I had anything to say. You pursued me through every rabbit hole, every counterfeit, 
every building with Your name on the front and every season I spent looking at the wrong 
thing, and You were waiting at the other end of all of it with nothing but grace. You held the 
lens to my face and You held me back from the edge with the same two hands. You let me be 
the seed in every soil so I could come back and tell the others. I am undone by You every single 
day. This book was never mine. It is Yours, it has always been Yours, and I am only the hand it 
passed through.

To everyone He placed along this walk, thank you. To my sweet long- distance sister Nancy 
Aniszewska, whose one faithful conversation planted the seed that became this book, and to 
every brother and sister who messaged me, challenged me, sharpened me, prayed over me, or 
simply crossed my path at exactly the right moment: none of you were accidental. You were 
threads, placed and woven by God Himself, and if you recognize a piece of your story in these 
pages, it is because He used your life to shape mine. I will see you at the throne.

Finally, to my girls, Madi and Mackenzie. Of all the women in the world, God chose me to be 
your mom, and that truth still humbles me more than I can put into words. You two got to 
watch a broken momma navigate a broken world, and you never once stopped watching me. 
Not through the buildings, not through the counterfeits, not through the seasons I was too 
blind to point you anywhere at all. You watched all of it, and I have made my peace with that, 
because I am actually glad you did. I am glad you got to see this whole story play out with your 
own eyes, beginning to end, because it means you did not inherit a religion from me. You 
witnessed a rescue. I know now, without a single doubt, that you know the real Jesus, the very 
One I met standing in my bedroom doorway on a November afternoon. He was mine in that 
doorway, and He is yours, and that is the only inheritance I ever really had to give you. I love 
you more than words could ever hold, and my greatest joy in this life is knowing the same red 
thread that led me home has all three of us in its grip, and it will not let go until we are 
standing at His feet together, forever.

“Your faithfulness endures to all generations; you have established the earth, and it stands fast.” 
— Psalm 119:90

If You Need Help or Want to Know More
A word before the list.



I was not going to walk you through the walls of nine buildings and then leave you standing 
inside one with no door. That would be cruel, and it is the opposite of why I wrote this. So here, 
gathered in one place, is the same kind of help that was once handed to me: people who have 
already walked out of these systems, ministries who understand the specific way each of these 
deceptions works, and sound teaching that can meet you exactly where you are.

Let me be plain about what these are and what they are not. Listing a resource here is not me 
endorsing every word every one of these people has ever said, and it is absolutely not a 
replacement for the only two things that actually set me free, which are the Word of God and 
the Holy Spirit who opens it. These are starting points, not a new authority to trust blindly. 
Take what lines up with Scripture, test all of it, and leave the rest. If you are afraid, or grieving, 
or not sure you are even allowed to ask these questions, hear me: you are allowed, you are not 
alone, and you do not have to do any of this by yourself.

They are organized by chapter, so you can go straight to the one you need.

The Prosperity Gospel, the Word of Faith Movement, and the Non-Denominational 
Church

Word of Faith Survivors Network, www.wofsurvivors.com

Spiritual Abuse Resources, www.spiritualabusesanctuary.com

Institute for Christian Apologetics, www.equip.org

Costi Hinn Ministries, www.forthegospel.org

Roman Catholicism

Catholic to Christ, www.catholictochrist.com

Berean Beacon, www.bereanbeacon.org

Mike Gendron Ministries, www.preparingforend.com

Christian Nationalism

QAnon Anonymous, research and recovery, www.qanonanonymous.com

Christians Against Christian Nationalism, www.christiansagainstchristiannationalism.org

Christian Gnosticism

Apologetics Index, www.apologeticsindex.org

CARM, Christian Apologetics Research Ministry, www.carm.org

Stand to Reason, www.str.org

The Jehovah’s Witnesses

JW Facts, documented research, www.jwfacts.com



JW Support, recovery community, www.jwsupport.com

Bonnie Zieman, author and former JW, www.bonniezieman.com

Crisis Line for those leaving, 1-800-737-1110

Christian Universalism

Got Questions Ministries, on universalism and universal reconciliation, www.gotquestions.org

The Gospel Coalition, articles on hell, judgment, and universalism, www.thegospelcoalition.org

Ligonier Ministries, teaching on the doctrine of hell and the exclusivity of Christ, 
www.ligonier.org

Christian Apologetics and Research Ministry, www.carm.org

New Age Christianity

Marcia Montenegro, Christian Answers for the New Age, 
www.christiananswersforthenewage.org

Got Questions, New Age topics, www.gotquestions.org/new-age.html

Crisis Text Line, text HOME to 741741

Non-Messianic Judaism

Jews for Jesus, www.jewsforjesus.org

Chosen People Ministries, www.chosenpeople.com

One For Israel Ministry, www.oneforisrael.org

Messianic Jewish Alliance of America, www.mjaa.org

SO BE IT!, street interviews and testimonies, a Jews for Jesus project, 
www.youtube.com/@SOBEIT32AD

Sources and Verification
The sources behind every claim in this book, gathered in one place and grouped by chapter, so 
you can examine the evidence for yourself.

This final section exists so that nothing in this book has to be taken on my word alone. 
Throughout these chapters I have made specific, checkable claims about what these systems 
teach, what their own publications say, and what the historical record shows. Here, grouped by 
chapter in the order you read them, are the sources behind those claims. I want you to look. 
Truth has never been afraid of examination, and everything in this book was written to send 
you to the evidence, not away from it.



The Prosperity Gospel, the Word of Faith Movement, and the Non-Denominational 
Church

1. Prosperity Gospel and Word of Faith ministries collectively reach an estimated six hundred 
million people worldwide. — Pew Research Center, Global Christianity (2011). Bowler, Kate. 
Blessed: A History of the American Prosperity Gospel. Oxford University Press, 2013.

2. Joel Osteen’s Lakewood Church in Houston seats more than sixteen thousand people. — 
Lakewood Church official website; Houston Chronicle; CBS News. Former Compaq Center arena, 
seating approximately 16,800.

3. Kenneth Copeland Ministries owns more than fifteen hundred acres of property exempt from 
taxes. — Fort Worth Star-

Telegram investigative reporting, The Profits of God (2019); Senate Finance Committee 
investigation into tax-exempt televangelists, Senator Chuck Grassley, 2007 to 2011.

4. Jesse Duplantis asked his followers to fund a 54 million dollar Dassault Falcon 7X jet, and 
Kenneth Copeland acquired a Gulfstream V previously owned by Tyler Perry, describing 
commercial air travel as a long tube with a bunch of demons. — CNN, Televangelist asks 
followers to buy 54 million dollar private jet (May 30, 2018); ABC News (May 31, 2018); Stuff, 
Wealthy US televangelist explains his fleet of private jets (June 4, 2019). Copeland Believer’s 
Voice of Victory, 2016 segment.

5. The Word of Faith movement’s teaching has been traced by scholars to the New Thought 
metaphysics of E. W. Kenyon rather than to historic Christianity. — McConnell, D. R. A 
Different Gospel (Hendrickson, 1988), originating as a 1982 Oral Roberts University thesis. 
Hanegraaff, Hank. Christianity in Crisis. Costi Hinn, God, Greed, and the Prosperity Gospel 
(Zondervan, 2019).

6. The Assemblies of God, the largest Pentecostal denomination, has formally rejected the 
extremes of Word of Faith prosperity teaching. — General Council of the Assemblies of God, The 
Believer and Positive Confession (official position paper, 1980).

7. In 2016 Paula White asked her television audience to send a “resurrection seed” of $1,144, 
tying the amount to John 11:44, with lesser amounts of $144 and $44 offered to those who could 
not give the full sum. — Paula White Ministries broadcast and direct-mail appeal, 2016; 
contemporaneous reporting by The Christian Post and Right Wing Watch.

8. Paula White was appointed in February 2025 to lead the newly created White House Faith 
Office. — White House announcement, February 7, 2025; Associated Press; Reuters.

9. In a June 2005 interview with Larry King, Joel Osteen said of the word “sinners,” “I don’t use 
it. I never thought about it.” — CNN, Larry King Live, June 20, 2005.

10. In a 2016 Easter interview on CBS Sunday Morning, when asked by correspondent Tracy 
Smith whether he was cheating people by not preaching about hell, Joel Osteen replied, “it’s not 
hellfire and brimstone. But I say most people are beaten down enough by life. They already feel 
guilty enough.” — CBS News, CBS Sunday Morning, March 27, 2016.



11. Joyce Meyer’s Battlefield of the Mind (FaithWords/Warner Faith, 1995) teaches that the 
mind is the primary site of spiritual attack and that victory comes by recognizing thoughts that 
contradict God’s Word and renewing the mind through Scripture. The response of Jesus to 
Satan in the wilderness, answering each of the three temptations with “it is written” and 
quoting Scripture until the devil departed, is recorded in Matthew 4:1-11 (cf. Luke 4:1-13), with 
each citation drawn from Deuteronomy 8:3, 6:16, and 6:13.

12. In October 2025, at a “Day of Giving” service at Perfecting Church in Detroit, Pastor Marvin 
Winans publicly corrected congregant Roberta McCoy for giving $1,235 rather than the 
requested amount. McCoy later stated that after she defended him publicly, the church pressed 
her to apologize and she felt ostracized. Winans and McCoy have both characterized the 
exchange as a correction rather than a rebuke. — WXYZ Detroit; The Christian Post; 
ChurchLeaders, October– November 2025.

Roman Catholicism

1. The Roman Catholic Church claims 1.3 billion members worldwide. — Annuarium 
Statisticum Ecclesiae, the Vatican Statistical Yearbook. Pew Research Center, Global Christianity 
(2011). www.pewresearch.org

2. Approximately 22% of the United States population identifies as Catholic. — Pew Research 
Center, Religious Landscape Study (2023 to 2024). CARA at Georgetown University: 
cara.georgetown.edu

3. The indulgence controversy that prompted Martin Luther’s Ninety-Five Theses in October 
1517 was tied to fundraising for the rebuilding of St. Peter’s Basilica under Pope Leo X, with

Johann Tetzel as a noted preacher of indulgences. — Bainton, Roland. Here I Stand: A Life of 
Martin Luther (1950). Kittelson, James. Luther the Reformer. Encyclopaedia Britannica, Johann 
Tetzel.

4. The Council of Trent (1545 to 1563) pronounced anathemas on justification by faith alone in 
its canons on justification, and these canons have never been revoked. — Council of Trent, 
Sixth Session, Canons on Justification (1547), Canon 9 and Canon 30. Denzinger, Enchiridion 
Symbolorum.

5. The Catechism of the Catholic Church calls Mary Mediatrix and describes her as Queen over 
all things, and the dogma of her bodily Assumption was defined by Pope Pius XII in 1950. — 
Catechism of the Catholic Church, paragraphs 966 and 969. Pius XII, Munificentissimus Deus 
(November 1, 1950).

6. Paul’s letter to the Romans, written around AD 57, addresses the Roman church in detail and 
never acknowledges Peter as its leader. — Romans 16 (greetings list). Sullivan, Francis A. From 
Apostles to Bishops: The Development of the Episcopacy in the Early Church. Newman Press, 
2001.

7. Eusebius and Clement of Alexandria record James, not Peter, as the first bishop of the 
Jerusalem church. — Eusebius, Ecclesiastical History, Book II. Clement of Alexandria, as cited 
in Eusebius, Ecclesiastical History, Book II.



8. The doctrine of papal primacy was formally asserted by Pope Stephen in the 250s AD, and the 
Eastern churches never accepted it. — Schatz, Klaus. Papal Primacy: From Its Origins to the 
Present. Liturgical Press, 1996.

9. Matthew’s account places the magi at a house rather than a stable, never states their number, 
and records Herod ordering the killing of boys two years old and under based on the timeline 
the magi themselves provided. — Matthew 2:11. Matthew 2:16.

10. The devotional page described is dated May 12 and titled “A Defective Doctrine,” with a 
scripture reading of 1 John 2:15-17, 28 and a key verse of John 16:33. It is the last page the 
author’s grandfather read before his death, with his bookmark set to the following day’s entry. 
The underlining and marginal marks on the page are the author’s own, made when she read it. 
— Author’s family copy, in the author’s possession.

Christian Nationalism

11. On May 6, 2026, a 22-foot gold-leafed statue of President Donald Trump with his fist raised, 
nicknamed the “Don Colossus,” was unveiled at Trump National Doral Golf Club in Miami. The 
dedication ceremony was led by evangelical pastor Mark Burns, a member of Pastors for 
Trump and an informal spiritual adviser to the President, who told attendees, “Let me be clear: 
this is not a golden calf. This statue is a celebration of life.” Trump phoned in during the 
ceremony and Burns held the receiver to the microphone. The statue was commissioned by 
investors associated with the $PATRIOT cryptocurrency project, sculpted by Alan Cottrill, and 
reported at a cost of approximately $450,000. Widely circulated social media posts placed the 
event at Mar-a-Lago; Snopes confirmed the dedication occurred but corrected the location to 
Doral. A separate, smaller golden Trump statue by sculptor Tommy Zegan was displayed at 
CPAC in Orlando in February 2021 and drew similar golden-calf comparisons at the time. — 
Snopes, “Is golden statue of Trump real?” May 2026; The Daily Beast, May 7, 2026; The 
Independent, May 7, 2026; TIME, May 15, 2026; USA TODAY, May 1, 2026; Pastor Mark Burns, 
dedication footage, YouTube, May 6, 2026.

12. Charlie Kirk was assassinated on September 10, 2025, while speaking at Utah Valley 
University in Orem, Utah. On September 11, his casket was flown from Salt Lake City to Phoenix 
aboard Air Force Two, and Vice President JD Vance helped carry it alongside uniformed service 
members. — Associated Press; CBS News; Fox News, September 11–12, 2025.

13. Kirk’s memorial service was held September 21, 2025, at State Farm Stadium in Glendale, 
Arizona. Turning Point USA estimated roughly 90,000 attendees at the stadium with additional 
overflow venues; Glendale police estimated the total could reach 100,000 or more. Estimates 
vary by source

and the figure is commonly reported as roughly 90,000 to 100,000. — Fox News (citing Turning 
Point USA); Associated Press; KJZZ, September 20–22, 2025.

14. At Turning Point USA’s AmericaFest conference in Phoenix (December 18–21, 2025), Erika 
Kirk opened the conference by endorsing Vice President JD Vance for president: “We are going 
to get my husband’s friend, JD Vance, elected 48 in the most resounding way possible.” In a 
November 2025 interview with Megyn Kelly she had said support for a 2028 Vance campaign 
was “in the works” and that one of her last conversations with her husband concerned how 



intentional he was about supporting Vance. — CBS News; NBC News; The Independent, 
December 18, 2025; HuffPost.

15. Following Erika Kirk’s first public address after her husband’s death, Turning Point USA 
reported approximately 18,000 new chapter requests, a figure the organization said grew to 
more than 37,000 within days and roughly 140,000 inquiries by early November 2025. These 
figures refer to the overall organization rather than Turning Point Faith specifically. Prior to 
the assassination TPUSA reported about 9,000 college chapters and roughly 1,100–1,200 high 
school chapters. — Fox News, September 13, 2025; Fox Business, September 16, 2025; PBS 
NewsHour, November 2025.

16. About 2.4 million Bibles were sold in the United States in September 2025 — a 36% increase 
over September 2024 and the highest monthly Bible sales of that year, per Circana BookScan. 
Year-to-date Bible sales were up 11% through September even as overall U.S. print book sales 
slipped about 1%. Several publishers and commentators connected the surge to the aftermath 
of Kirk’s assassination; the sales data itself establishes only that the increase occurred during 
that period, and Circana analyst Brenna Connor attributed the broader pattern to “violence, 
geopolitical tensions and economic uncertainty.” The data alone does not establish Kirk’s death 
as the sole cause. — The Wall Street Journal (citing Circana BookScan), October 2025; Fox 
Business; Associated Press; Religion News Service.

1. Researchers estimate that 30% of American adults hold Christian Nationalist views, 
representing roughly eighty million people. — PRRI, Public Religion Research Institute, A 
Christian Nation? Understanding the Threat of Christian Nationalism to American Democracy 
and Culture, February 2023. www.prri.org

2. The QAnon movement at its peak had an estimated seventy million active followers in the 
United States alone. — Institute for Strategic Dialogue; NBC News analysis of QAnon social 
media reach (2020); Pew Research Center, What do Americans know about QAnon? (2021).

3. The Seven Mountain Mandate was popularized by Lance Wallnau, who traces the concept to 
a 1975 vision reported by Bill Bright and Loren Cunningham, and developed it in the 2013 book 
Invading Babylon: The 7 Mountain Mandate. — Wallnau, Lance and Bill Johnson. Invading 
Babylon: The 7 Mountain Mandate (Destiny Image, 2013). Cunningham, Loren, Youth With A 
Mission accounts.

4. The German Christian movement of the 1930s fused nationalism with Christianity, and the 
Confessing Church responded with the Barmen Declaration of May 1934, drafted largely by Karl 
Barth; Dietrich Bonhoeffer was executed by the Nazi regime in April 1945. — Barmen 
Theological Declaration (May 1934). Bethge, Eberhard. Dietrich Bonhoeffer: A Biography. 
United States Holocaust Memorial Museum, Deutsche Christen records.

5. In an October 2025 interview on The Benny Show, Eric Trump said, “We’re saving 
Christianity. We’re saving God. We’re saving the family unit.” In October 2020, on a North 
Dakota radio program, he had said his father “literally saved Christianity.” — The Benny Show, 
October 14, 2025 (reported by The Christian Post and ChurchLeaders); “What’s on Your Mind” 
radio, October 2, 2020 (reported by The Hill and verified by Snopes). Following the July 13, 2024 
assassination attempt in Butler, Pennsylvania, Eric Trump repeatedly attributed his father’s 



survival to divine intervention in faith- event and podcast appearances, including the 
statement that “there is a hand of God on my father’s shoulder.”

6. In March 2024, ahead of Easter, Donald Trump posted a video on Truth Social urging 
supporters to buy the $59.99 “God Bless the USA Bible,” which includes the U.S. Constitution, 
Declaration of Independence, Bill of Rights, and the lyrics to Lee Greenwood’s song, with the 
caption “Let’s Make America Pray Again.” Trump and Greenwood receive royalties on sales 
through CIC Ventures LLC. — Associated Press, March 26, 2024; The New York Times, March 
26, 2024; Snopes.

7. Paula White (White-Cain), who later led the White House Faith Office, said at a live-streamed 
signing for her book “Something Greater” in late 2019, framing her decision to join the 
administration as a divine assignment: “It wasn’t about doing politics, it was about an 
assignment. To say no to President Trump would be saying no to God, and I won’t do that.” — 
CNN, November 7, 2019; Raw Story, 2019; Mediaite. She had earlier used similar framing on the 
Jim Bakker Show in 2017, comparing Trump to the biblical Esther and stating that “when you 
fight against the plan of God, you are fighting against the hand of God.”

8. In July 2025, in National Religious Broadcasters v. Long (E.D. Texas), the IRS filed a proposed 
consent judgment agreeing that the Johnson Amendment does not reach a house of worship 
speaking to its congregation through customary channels about electoral politics. In March 
2026 the court declined to enter the consent judgment and dismissed the case for lack of 
jurisdiction, leaving the Johnson Amendment in force; the plaintiffs announced an appeal. The 
law itself was not changed. — Consent judgment filing, July 7, 2025; court dismissal, March 
2026; Congressional Research Service; Reuters.

Christian Gnosticism

1. The Da Vinci Code sold eighty million copies. — Publisher’s Weekly and Doubleday and 
Random House sales figures. Confirmed by NPD BookScan.

2. Early church leaders including Irenaeus rejected Gnostic teaching as heresy in the second 
century, and the fourfold Gospel was recognized well before any Gnostic gospel, as attested by 
Irenaeus around 180 and the Muratorian Fragment. — Irenaeus, Against Heresies (circa 180). 
Muratorian Fragment. Metzger, Bruce. The Canon of the New Testament.

3. The Nag Hammadi library, discovered in Egypt in 1945, contains Gnostic texts including the 
Gospel of Thomas, which scholars date to the second century and regard as dependent on the 
New Testament Gospels. — Robinson, James M., ed. The Nag Hammadi Library in English. 
Meyer, Marvin, ed. The Nag Hammadi Scriptures. Ehrman, Bart. Lost Christianities.

4. The Gospel of Philip (Nag Hammadi, Coptic, generally dated to the third century) calls Mary 
Magdalene the companion of the Lord and states that he loved her more than all the disciples 
and used to kiss her often; the papyrus is damaged at the word identifying where, and scholars 
commonly reconstruct it as “mouth.” The Gospel of Mary similarly has the disciples 
acknowledge that the Savior loved her more than the rest. Scholars note that a kiss in this 
literature can carry a symbolic or ritual meaning rather than a romantic one, and that the texts 
are not first-century eyewitness accounts. — Gospel of Philip 63:33-36; Gospel of Mary; 



Robinson, ed., The Nag Hammadi Library in English; Ehrman, Peter, Paul, and Mary 
Magdalene.

5. The Infancy Gospel of Thomas, a mid-second-century apocryphal text describing Jesus 
between the ages of five and twelve, depicts him cursing a boy who bumps into his shoulder so 
that the boy falls down dead, striking the dead boy’s complaining parents blind, withering 
another child who drains the pools he had made, and killing a teacher who struck him. The text 
was never received as Scripture in any branch of the faith. — Infancy Gospel of Thomas, chs. 3–
5, 14; Burke, The Childhood of the Saviour: A New Translation; Britannica, “Infancy Gospel of 
Thomas.”

6. The Books of Adam and Eve were written by anonymous authors, likely between the first 
century BC and first century AD, and later editors falsely attributed them to Adam or Moses. — 
Charlesworth, James H., ed. The Old Testament Pseudepigrapha, Volume 2. Doubleday, 1985.

The Jehovah’s Witnesses

7. On the parallel between Watch Tower and Roman Catholic restriction of the table: the 
Catholic Church requires that a communicant be a baptized Catholic who has received First 
Communion, be in a state of grace (having confessed any mortal sin sacramentally beforehand), 
and observe the Eucharistic fast; those conscious of grave sin are not to receive without prior 
sacramental confession, and those persisting in manifest grave sin are not to be admitted. — 
Catechism of the Catholic Church 1385, 1415, 1457; Code of Canon Law, canons 915, 916, 919. The 
Watch Tower Society restricts partaking of the bread and wine at its annual Memorial to the 
anointed 144,000; in 2025 approximately 20 million attended and roughly 24,000 partook. — 
Watch Tower Society Memorial attendance and partaker figures, jw.org. On the manna: Exodus 
16 records that manna was gathered daily by the whole community; in John 6:31-51 Jesus draws 
the comparison explicitly, stating that the fathers ate manna in the wilderness and died, and 
identifying Himself as the living bread that came down from heaven. The institution of the 
Lord’s Supper is Matthew 26:26-28, Mark 14:22-24, Luke 22:19-20, and 1 Corinthians 11:23-26, 
where Paul writes that as often as you eat this bread and drink this cup you proclaim the Lord’s 
death until He comes.

8. Jesus addresses God six times in John 17 and calls him “Father” each time, including the 
vocative forms “Holy Father” (v. 11) and “Righteous Father” (v. 25), never using the name 
Jehovah, and the New World Translation does not insert it anywhere in the chapter despite 
inserting it 237 times elsewhere in the Christian Greek Scriptures by the Society’s own count. 
The Watch Tower Society cites John 17:6, 11, 12, and 26 as evidence that Jesus made God’s name 
known. Isaiah 42:8 in the same translation has Jehovah declaring “I am Jehovah. That is my

name; I give my glory to no one else,” while John 17:5 has Jesus asking the Father to glorify him 
with the glory he had alongside the Father before the world existed. — New World Translation, 
John 17 and Isaiah 42:8 (jw.org and wol.jw.org); “The Divine Name in the Christian Greek 
Scriptures,” NWT Study Bible Appendix A (jw.org); David A. Englund, Getting Through to 
Jehovah’s Witnesses: Approaching Bible Discussions in Unexpected Ways (Grace and Joy 
Publishing, 2018), p. 17 on the John 17 context and p. 167 on Isaiah 42:8 paired with John 17:5.

9. The Watch Tower Society teaches two classes of believers with two destinations and two 
paths to salvation. The Watchtower states plainly that “spiritual rebirth is an experience only 



for those who go to heaven” and that “Christians not of that class are not born again.” The 
“great crowd” is taught that it does not undergo a change of nature and therefore does not 
require the justification by faith and imputed righteousness the anointed 144,000 required, 
needing instead actual human perfection in the flesh attained during Christ’s thousand-year 
kingdom. Faith in the ransom sacrifice provides a chance at everlasting life rather than 
everlasting life itself; those admitted to the millennial kingdom enter carrying the same sinful 
inclinations they died with; at the end of the thousand years Satan is released for a final test, an 
indefinite number fail and are executed, and those who pass are declared righteous on the basis 
of their own merit. Roughly 99.7% of Jehovah’s Witnesses are of the great crowd. — “Must You 
Be Born Again?”, Watch Tower Society, archived at wol.jw.org; The Watchtower, July 1, 1996, p. 
21; Englund, Getting Through to Jehovah’s Witnesses, ch. 5, “Irreconcilable Differences,” pp. 55-
59, citing Watch Tower Society publications; documented at jwfacts.com. Contrasted with 1 
John 2:12, Galatians 2:20, Romans 6:6, John 3:3, 2 Corinthians 5:17, Romans 3:28, Ephesians 2:8-
9, and Romans 8:9-11.

10. The Watch Tower position that Christ returned invisibly in 1914 rests on Acts 1:9-11, read as 
teaching that the manner of Jesus’ ascension was his disappearance from view. The text states 
that the disciples watched him bodily until a cloud received him out of their sight; disappearing 
from view was

the result of the ascension rather than its manner. The Greek terms used of Christ’s return, 
apokalupsis (an unveiling, the removing of a cover from something hidden) and epiphaneia (a 
shining forth, an appearing, the same term applied to his first coming at 2 Timothy 1:10), both 
denote visibility, as does Matthew 24:29-30, where the sign of the Son of Man appears in the 
sky, all the tribes of the earth mourn, and they see him coming with power and great glory. — 
Acts 1:9-11; Matthew 24:29-30; 2 Timothy 1:10; Titus 2:13; 2 Thessalonians 1:7 and 2:8; Ron 
Rhodes, The 10 Most Important Things You Can Say to a Jehovah’s Witness (Eugene, OR: 
Harvest House Publishers, 2001), pp. 52-54.

11. The New World Translation renders John 1:1 as “the Word was a god” and Isaiah 43:10 as 
“Before me no God was formed, and after me there has been none” (Jehovah speaking). The 
Watch Tower Society has addressed this apparent contradiction in a “Questions From Readers” 
article, which acknowledges the objection (“How could Jesus be ‘a god’ who was created by 
Jehovah when in Isaiah 43:10 Jehovah says...”) and answers that the context of Isaiah 43 
concerns “the impotent idols of the nations,” concluding that “Jesus is not being considered.” 
The verse itself contains no such qualification. — New World Translation, John 1:1 and Isaiah 
43:10 (jw.org); “Questions From Readers,” The Watchtower, 1986 (wol.jw.org).

12. On the instruction to avoid all outside material: the Watch Tower Society’s Life and Ministry 
Meeting Workbook for June 12–18, 2023, under the heading “Protect Yourself From Apostasy,” 
asks “How should we react to apostate teachings?” and answers, “Treat them as the poison they 
are! Never read them, reply to them, or repeat them.” Governing Body member David Splane, in 
an official broadcast, stated, “Let’s talk about apostasy, and we’ll call it spiritual poison. Now, 
think about poison. What’s the best way to avoid being poisoned? Well, we have to recognize 
poison when we see it, and then avoid it.” The Watchtower of February 15, 2004, p. 28, states, “It 
would be a mistake to think that you need to listen to apostates or to read their writings to 
refute their arguments. Their twisted, poisonous reasoning can cause spiritual harm and can 
contaminate your faith like rapidly spreading gangrene.”



Related characterizations appear in The Watchtower, July 15, 2011 (“mentally diseased”) and 
the 2025 “Pure Worship” regional convention program. Compare Acts 17:11, where the Bereans 
are commended for examining the Scriptures to test what Paul himself taught. — jw.org, Life 
and Ministry Meeting Workbook, May–June 2023; JW Broadcasting (Splane); The Watchtower, 
February 15, 2004; The Watchtower, July 15, 2011.

13. In The Finished Mystery (Watch Tower Bible and Tract Society, 1917), published as the 
posthumous seventh volume of Charles Taze Russell’s Studies in the Scriptures, the 
commentary on Revelation 12:7 identifies Michael as the Pope (“Michael—‘Who as God,’ the 
Pope”) and “his angels” as the bishops, with the dragon identified as Imperial Rome. The 
organization today teaches that Michael is Jesus Christ (Revelation—Its Grand Climax At 
Hand!, 1988 ed., p. 181; “Who Is Michael the Archangel?”, jw.org). — The Finished Mystery 
(1917), p. 188; documented at evangelicaloutreach.org and jwfacts.com.

14. Watch Tower publications of the 1930s taught that doctrinal understanding reached the 
organization through invisible angelic messengers. Vindication, Book Three (1932) states that 
these angels “are invisible to human eyes and are there to carry out the orders of the Lord,” that 
“no doubt they first hear the instructions which the Lord issues” and “then these invisible 
messengers pass such instructions on to the remnant,” and that “the angels of the Lord... have 
been thus rendering service unto the remnant since 1919.” The Watchtower of September 1, 1930 
similarly described the Lord using “his angels to bear messages to them to direct the approved 
ones as to what to do.” Preparation (1933) states that “the remnant do not hear audible sounds, 
because such is not necessary,” as “Jehovah has provided his own good way to convey thoughts 
to the minds of his anointed ones.” Members were told it was not necessary for them to 
understand how this transmission occurred. Doctrinal reversals are explained under the 
heading of “new light,” commonly citing Proverbs 4:18. — Rutherford, J. F. Vindication, Vol. III 
(1932), p. 250; The Watchtower, September 1, 1930, p. 263; Rutherford,

Preparation (1933), p. 36; “Development of Jehovah’s Witnesses Doctrine,” documented at 
jwfacts.com and bible.ca.

15. On the treatment of questioning: Watch Tower publications instruct that those who persist 
in “believing other doctrine despite scriptural reproof” are apostatizing and warrant judicial 
action, per a Governing Body letter to Circuit and District overseers dated September 1, 1980. 
Disfellowshipped and disassociated persons are to be shunned, including by immediate family 
members not living in the same household. — Governing Body letter, September 1, 1980; 
“Disfellowshiping —How to View It,” The Watchtower, September 15, 1981; Shepherd the Flock 
of God (elder’s manual); Australian Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child 
Sexual Abuse, Case Study 29 (2015).

16. Raymond Victor Franz (1922–2010) was a third-generation Jehovah’s Witness, a 1944 
graduate of the Watch Tower Society’s Gilead missionary school, a missionary in Puerto Rico, 
the British Virgin Islands and the Dominican Republic, and later a member of the writing staff 
at Brooklyn headquarters, where he was one of the principal authors of the Society’s reference 
work Aid to Bible Understanding (1971). He served on the Governing Body of Jehovah’s 
Witnesses from 1971 until 1980. His uncle, Frederick Franz, was president of the Watch Tower 
Society. On May 21, 1980, Franz was questioned for approximately three hours by the Governing 
Body regarding his doctrinal views and agreed to resign; in November 1981 he was 



disfellowshipped for sharing a meal in a restaurant with his employer and landlord, Peter 
Gregerson, who had formally disassociated from the organization. This followed the September 
15, 1981 Watchtower policy change directing that those who formally withdrew be shunned in 
the same manner as the disfellowshipped. Franz published his account as Crisis of Conscience 
(Commentary Press, 1st ed. 1983; subsequent editions through 2018), subtitled “The struggle 
between loyalty to God and loyalty to one’s religion,” in which he describes Governing Body 
sessions preoccupied with disfellowshipping determinations and organizational precedent, and 
recounts his inability to substantiate the

historical basis for 1914 while researching the chronology entry for the Society’s own Bible 
dictionary. Jehovah’s Witnesses are instructed not to read the book. — Franz, Raymond. Crisis 
of Conscience (Commentary Press); “Disfellowshiping—How to View It,” The Watchtower, 
September 15, 1981, pp. 20–26; Ostling, Richard N., TIME, February 22, 1982; Beverley, James A., 
Crisis of Allegiance (1986).

1. The Watch Tower Society reports approximately 8.7 million active Jehovah’s Witnesses 
worldwide. — Watch Tower Society 2022 Service Year Report, jw.org. Updated figures: 8.8 
million, 2024 service year.

2. The name Jehovah was inserted 237 times in the New World Translation New Testament, 
replacing the Greek kyrios, Lord, never applied to Jesus. — Comparative analysis of the NWT 
against the Greek text. The tetragrammaton does not appear in any known Greek New 
Testament manuscript. Cataloged at jwfacts.com. Confirmed by Greek scholars including Bruce 
Metzger.

3. Walsh v. The Society (1954). Covington admitted the organization had promulgated false 
prophecy. — Douglas Walsh v. The Right Honourable James Latham Clyde, Court of Session, 
Scotland (1954). Available at the Internet Archive, archive.org.

4. Australian Royal Commission (2015). Geoffrey Jackson stated it would be quite presumptuous 
to say the Governing Body is God’s only spokesperson. — Royal Commission into Institutional 
Responses to Child Sexual Abuse, Case Study 29 (2015). 
www.childabuseroyalcommission.gov.au

5. Shunning practices and disfellowshipping procedures are outlined in Watchtower 
publications and internal elder manuals. — Shepherd the Flock of God (2010 and 2019 editions), 
an internal handbook for elders, archived at jwfacts.com.

6. Charles Taze Russell admitted under oath in 1913 that he could not read Greek, and when 
handed a Greek New Testament

could not identify the letters. — Russell v. Ross, defamatory libel proceedings, Police Court of 
the City of Hamilton, Ontario, March 17, 1913. The exchange in which Russell answered no, sir 
when asked whether he was schooled in Greek appears in the official court record and is 
acknowledged in the Watch Tower Society’s own publication, The Watchtower, May 15, 1953, 
page 319.

7. New Testament scholars have rejected the New World Translation rendering of John 1:1 as a 
god. — Bruce M. Metzger, Professor of New Testament at Princeton, The Jehovah’s Witnesses 
and Jesus Christ, Theology Today, April 1953, page 75, where he calls the rendering a serious 



mistranslation. Similar assessments were given by William Barclay of the University of Glasgow 
and others. The grammatical issue concerns an anarthrous predicate noun and the misuse of 
Colwell’s rule, which readers can examine for themselves.

8. The New World Translation inserts the word other into Colossians 1:16-17, and the Watch 
Tower Society’s own Kingdom Interlinear shows the word is not in the Greek. — Comparison of 
the New World Translation against the Kingdom Interlinear Translation of the Greek 
Scriptures, both published by the Watch Tower Society. The interpolated word other has no 
manuscript support and is cataloged at jwfacts.com.

9. The Greek New Testament uses Hades eleven times and Gehenna twelve times, and the New 
World Translation renders all twenty-three as transliterations so the word hell never appears. 
— Comparative analysis of the New World Translation against the Greek text, cataloged at 
jwfacts.com.

10. Russell drew on Adventism and incorporated Freemasonic imagery and Great Pyramid 
chronology, and a pyramid monument stands at his grave site. — Development of Jehovah’s 
Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org; documented at jwfacts.com. The pyramid grave marker 
near Pittsburgh was commissioned by the Watch Tower Society.

11. Russell taught the last days began in 1799, an invisible presence in 1874, kingship in 1878, 
and the end in 1914; Rutherford then moved the end to 1925. — jwfacts.com, Changed Date 
Doctrine and 1925; Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

12. Millions Now Living Will Never Die was promoted in 1918, and the Watchtower purchased 
the Beth-Sarim mansion for the expected resurrected patriarchs. — jwfacts.com, Beth-Sarim; 
Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

13. The Watchtower tied Armageddon to 1975 as six thousand years from Adam’s creation, then 
shifted blame to members when it failed. — jwfacts.com, 1975.

14. Before 1914 the Watchtower taught 1914 as the end, not the beginning, and later rewrote the 
record to claim it had always taught otherwise. — jwfacts.com, 1914 Failed Expectations and 
Falsified History; Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

15. Watchtower teaching reversed across decades on the cross, vaccines, blood transfusions, 
organ transplants, the date of Adam’s creation, and childbearing before Armageddon. — 
Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org; jwfacts.com, Formulation of 
Watchtower Doctrine.

16. In 1934 the Watchtower called vindication of Jehovah’s name more important than Christ’s 
atonement, then declared the expression unnecessary in 1995 and appropriate again in 2017. — 
Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

17. The Watchtower has given at least six definitions of the generation of Matthew 24:34, and in 
2012 redefined the faithful and discreet slave as the Governing Body alone. — jwfacts.com, 
Generation; Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

18. Awake! in 2009 opposed forcing anyone to choose between beliefs and family, while the 2013 
Study Edition told members not to associate with disfellowshipped relatives; in 2024



disfellowshipping was rebranded removal from the congregation. — jwfacts.com, 
Disfellowshipping and Shunning; Development of Jehovah’s Witness Doctrine, en.wikipedia.org.

19. Russell identified Jesus as the Almighty in The Finished Mystery (1917), while the modern 
organization treats worship of Jesus as a disfellowshipping offense. — The Finished Mystery 
(1917 edition, International Bible Students Association), pages 13, 15, and 18; analysis at 
evangelicaloutreach.org.

20. A 1972 Watchtower article described the organization as functioning in the role of a 
prophet, a claim Scripture tests by accuracy in Deuteronomy 18. — The Watchtower, April 1, 
1972, A Prophet Was Among Them.

A Closer Look at the Documents and Photographs
Throughout this chapter I have referred to the organization’s own publications, court records, 
and historical materials. Out of respect for copyright I have not reproduced those documents 
here, but I have described each one below so that you can find and examine the originals for 
yourself. Nearly all of them can be read directly on jw.org and in the Watchtower Online 
Library at wol.jw.org, in public archives, or in the documented collections at jwfacts.com, where 
scans are cataloged with full publication names, dates, and page numbers. I encourage you to 
look. Truth has never been afraid of examination.

The original crown-and-cross emblem.

For its first decades the Watch Tower Society used a crown-and-cross emblem under founder 
Charles Taze Russell, and it appeared on the masthead of the Watch Tower magazine and on 
publications into the 1920s. The same organization that built its later identity on rejecting the 
cross once placed the cross at the center of its own emblem. The early Watch Tower mastheads 
can be viewed in archived scans at jwfacts.com and in public library and archive collections.

The Watch Tower position on the shape of Jesus’ death.

The organization teaches that Jesus died on a single upright stake rather than a cross, arguing 
from the Greek word stauros. Their own published answer concedes that the Bible does not 
describe the exact shape of the instrument, which means the certainty their practice depends 
on is not actually found in the text they cite. This material is published on jw.org under titles 
such as Did Jesus Die on a Cross.

The firstborn and beginning-of-creation argument.

Watch Tower literature teaches that Jesus was created before all other things and was a spirit 
creature before his earthly life, citing Colossians 1:15 and Revelation 3:14. The article Did Jesus 
Live in Heaven Before He Was Born on Earth on jw.org states this plainly, and it is the doctrine 
examined in the chapter section The Firstborn Over All Creation.



The New World Translation compared to the Kingdom Interlinear.

In Colossians 1:16-17 the New World Translation inserts the word other four times, so the text 
reads that all other things were created through Jesus. The Watch Tower Society’s own 
Kingdom Interlinear, which prints the Greek with a literal English rendering beneath it, shows 
that the word other is not in the Greek. Both can be compared directly on jw.org, and the 
comparison is cataloged at jwfacts.com.

The Jesus is Michael the archangel teaching.

Watch Tower publications teach that Michael the archangel is another name for Jesus. This 
appears in the appendix Who Is Michael the Archangel in the book What Does the Bible Really 
Teach, in the Watchtower article Is Jesus the Archangel Michael (April 2010), and in Revelation 
Its Grand Climax At Hand (1988). These are available on jw.org and through archived scans.

The name Jehovah and how God introduces himself.

Watch Tower teaching presents Jehovah as God’s personal name and the basis of the 
relationship, drawing on Isaiah 42:5 and Exodus 3:15. The history of how the hybrid form 
Jehovah was constructed is covered in the chapter section The Name That Was Never Spoken.

The baptism questions.

The two questions asked of baptismal candidates, published in Organized to Do Jehovah’s Will, 
ask not only about repentance and salvation through Jesus Christ but also whether the 
candidate understands that baptism identifies them as one of Jehovah’s Witnesses in 
association with the organization. The wording places the institution inside the baptism itself.

Why dedicate yourself to Jehovah.

A study lesson on jw.org states that part of dedicating yourself is being convinced that God uses 
his organization to accomplish his will, tying personal devotion to acceptance of the institution.

The 1914 generation that would not pass away.

The May 15, 1984 Watchtower carried the cover line 1914, The Generation That Will Not Pass 
Away. The teaching tied to that date was later revised when the generation it named did pass 
away. The cover and the surrounding teaching are documented in archived collections and at 
jwfacts.com.

The pre-1914 predictions compared to later claims.

Side-by-side comparisons drawn from the organization’s own publications show that what the 
Watch Tower taught before 1914, including statements in The Time Is At Hand (1911) and Zion’s 
Watch Tower (1894), differs from what it later claimed in the Watchtower (1993) and Awake! 
(1973) that it had always taught. These comparisons, with publication names, dates, and page 
numbers, are cataloged at jwfacts.com.



Why are you looking forward to 1975.

A 1968 Watch Tower article encouraged expectation around the year 1975 as a significant point 
in the chronology from Adam’s creation. The prediction did not come to pass, and the article is 
documented in archived scans and at jwfacts.com.

A prophet was among them.

An April 1, 1972 Watchtower article titled around the phrase A prophet was among them 
discussed the organization presenting itself in the role of a prophet to the nations. It is available 
in archived scans and at jwfacts.com.

The Greber spiritism citation.

The Watch Tower Society cited the translation of Johannes Greber to support its rendering of 
certain verses, then years later, as noted in the Watchtower of April 1, 1983, distanced itself once 
Greber’s spiritist connections became inconvenient, having earlier leaned on that very source.

The faithful and discreet slave and obedience.

Watch Tower material teaches that members must obey the faithful and discreet slave, 
identified as the Governing Body, to have God’s approval, and a study question asks members to 
affirm that the Governing Body is the faithful and discreet slave appointed by Jesus, citing 
Matthew 24:45. This is documented in the Watchtower study editions referenced as ws11 7/15 
p. 27 and related publications.

Fight against independent thinking.

The January 15, 1983 Watchtower carried an article titled Fight Against Independent Thinking, 
which described questioning the organization as a dangerous form of pride. A 1981 Watchtower 
similarly warned members against relying on personal Bible reading apart from the 
organization’s publications. Both are cataloged at jwfacts.com with full citations.

The Governing Body before the Royal Commission.

In 2015, before the Australian Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child Sexual 
Abuse, Governing Body member Geoffrey Jackson stated that it would be presumptuous to say 
the Governing Body is God’s only spokesperson. The transcript is part of Case Study 29 and is 
publicly available at childabuseroyalcommission.gov.au.

The Walsh v. Clyde case.

In the 1954 Scottish court case Douglas Walsh v. James Latham Clyde, a senior Watch Tower 
official acknowledged under examination that the organization had circulated predictions that 
did not come to pass. The court record is available through the Internet Archive.



Shunning and disfellowshipping procedures.

Internal procedures for disfellowshipping and shunning are set out in the elders’ handbook 
Shepherd the Flock of God (2010 and 2019 editions), which was made public and is archived at 
jwfacts.com.

21. The New World Translation uses the name Jehovah 7,216 times across its text, comprising 
6,979 occurrences in the Hebrew Scriptures and 237 in the Christian Greek Scriptures. — New 
World Translation of the Holy Scriptures, Appendix A5 and Appendix C.

21. The New World Translation renders 1 Corinthians 6:3 without alteration, reading, “Do you 
not know that we will judge angels?” This matches the standard English translations (KJV, NIV, 
ESV, NLT). Set against the Watch Tower Society’s teaching that Jesus is Michael the archangel 
(Revelation—Its Grand Climax At Hand!, 1988 ed., p. 181), the verse and the doctrine are in 
tension. — New World Translation of the Holy Scriptures, 1 Corinthians 6:3 (jw.org).

22. At Jude 1:5, the earliest and strongest manuscript witnesses (including Codex Vaticanus and 
Codex Alexandrinus) read Iēsous, “Jesus,” as the one who saved a people out of Egypt. On that 
evidence the Nestle-Aland 28th edition (NA28), the standard critical Greek New Testament, 
adopted “Jesus” as the reading, and translations including the ESV, CSB, and NLT render it 
“Jesus, who saved a people out of the land of Egypt.” The New World Translation instead prints 
“Jehovah” at this verse. — Nestle-Aland Novum Testamentum Graece, 28th ed., Jude 1:5; ESV, 
CSB, NLT, Jude 1:5; New World Translation, Jude 1:5 (jw.org).

23. The Watch Tower Society taught that Scripture belongs to the organization rather than the 
individual: “Thus the Bible is an organizational book and belongs to the Christian congregation 
as an organization, not to individuals... For this reason the Bible cannot be properly understood 
without Jehovah’s visible organization in mind.” It also warned against reading the Bible alone: 
those who read “the bible exclusively, either alone or in small groups at home” have “reverted 
right back to the apostate doctrines that commentaries by Christendom’s clergy were teaching 
100 years ago.” — The Watchtower, October 1, 1967, p. 587; The Watchtower, August 15, 1981, pp. 
28–29.

22. The Watch Tower Society acknowledged in its own foreword that it inclined toward Yahweh 
as the more correct pronunciation and retained the form Jehovah because of people’s 
familiarity with it. This admission appeared in the 1950 edition and was not carried forward 
into later editions. — New World Translation of the Christian Greek Scriptures (1950), 
Foreword, page 25.

23. The Watch Tower Society’s own publication concedes that Yahweh is admittedly superior to 
Jehovah and describes Jehovah as the wrong spelling, dating the erroneous form to roughly the 
fourteenth century and attributing its introduction to a Roman Catholic clergyman. — Let Your 
Name Be Sanctified (Watch Tower Bible and Tract Society, 1961), pages 16 to 20.

24. The Kingdom Interlinear Translation prints the Greek text with a literal English rendering 
beneath each word alongside the New World Translation reading in a parallel column. At John 
1:1 the literal line reads “and god was the Word” while the New World Translation column 
reads “and the Word was a god,” with no footnote or bracket marking the inserted article. — 



The Kingdom Interlinear Translation of the Greek Scriptures (Watch Tower Bible and Tract 
Society, 1969, 1985), John 1:1.

25. The current primary instructional text used in Watch Tower Bible studies is a sixty-lesson 
course structured so that each numbered paragraph is paired with a corresponding question 
whose answer is contained within the paragraph itself. Lesson 48, “Choose Your Friends 
Wisely,” instructs students to withdraw from associations who do not share the organization’s 
beliefs. — Enjoy Life Forever!—An Interactive Bible Course (Watch Tower Bible and Tract 
Society), Section 4, Lessons 48 and 58; available at jw.org.

26. The second of the two questions asked publicly of baptismal candidates requires them to 
affirm that their baptism identifies them as one of Jehovah’s Witnesses in association

with Jehovah’s organization, making the vow a matter of association with the organization 
rather than solely a profession of faith in Christ. — The Watchtower, Study Edition, May 2019, 
page 11, paragraph 15.

27. Procedures governing elder interviews, judicial committees, monitoring, and 
disfellowshipping are set out in the organization’s internal elders’ manual, which is not made 
available to the general membership. — Shepherding the Flock of God (Watch Tower Bible and 
Tract Society), Chapter 12.

28. The Watch Tower Society produces an animated children’s series in which a boy discards a 
toy wizard figure because the toy’s association with magic is presented as displeasing to God, a 
girl declines a classmate’s birthday cupcake in a scene that draws a comparison to Peter’s 
denial of Christ, and a girl redirects money saved for a treat into the Kingdom Hall contribution 
box. — Become Jehovah’s Friend series (Watch Tower Bible and Tract Society), including “Obey 
Jehovah” (the Sparlock episode), the birthday and giving lessons; available in the Children 
section at jw.org.

Christian Universalism

24. David Bentley Hart, That All Shall Be Saved: Heaven, Hell, and Universal Salvation (Yale 
University Press, 2019). Quoted: “the notion of eternal torment is so unquestionably, 
resplendently warped and irrational that every defense of it ever made, throughout the whole 
of Christian history, has been a bad one”; “To say that, on the one hand, God is infinitely good, 
perfectly just, and inexhaustibly loving, and that, on the other, he has created a world under 
such terms as oblige him either to impose, or to permit the imposition of, eternal misery on 
finite rational beings, is simply to embrace a complete contradiction.” In his conclusion Hart 
states that if he became convinced Christian adherence absolutely requires belief in a hell of 
eternal torment, this “would constitute in my mind proof that Christianity should be dismissed 
as a self-evidently morally obtuse and logically incoherent faith” (p. 208). Also referenced: 
Steven Hause, ed., Christ Saves All: Christian

Universalist Perspectives; Gregory MacDonald, ed., “All Shall Be Well”: Explorations in 
Universal Salvation and Christian Theology, from Origen to Moltmann; and the popular-level 
title Maybe God Isn’t Such A Bad Guy After All. — Hart, That All Shall Be Saved (Yale, 2019).



1. Universal reconciliation teaches that all people will ultimately be saved regardless of their 
response to Jesus Christ in this life. — Got Questions Ministries, What is universal 
reconciliation? www.gotquestions.org. The Gospel Coalition, www.thegospelcoalition.org.

2. Scripture teaches that human beings die once and then face judgment, and that salvation 
comes only through faith in Jesus Christ. — Hebrews 9:27; John 14:6; Romans 6:23; Acts 4:12. 
Holy Bible, English Standard Version.

3. Jesus spoke directly and repeatedly about final judgment and eternal separation, including 
His statement in Matthew 26:24 regarding Judas. — Matthew 7:13-14; Matthew 25:31-46; 
Matthew 26:24; Luke 19:41-44. Holy Bible, English Standard Version.

4. Surveys of professing Christians find substantial minorities affirming that all or most people 
will ultimately be saved. — Pew Research Center and Ligonier Ministries / Lifeway Research, 
State of Theology survey, www.thestateoftheology.com.

5. Universal reconciliation is associated in the early church with Origen and the concept of 
apokatastasis, and a form of the teaching was condemned in the sixth century, though scholars 
debate the precise scope of that condemnation. — Origen, On First Principles. Ramelli, Ilaria. 
The Christian Doctrine of Apokatastasis (Brill, 2013). Second Council of Constantinople (553), 
anathemas; scholarly discussion of attribution.

6. Rob Bell’s 2011 book Love Wins brought universalist questions into mainstream 
evangelicalism and drew a widely noted response from John Piper. — Bell, Rob. Love Wins 
(HarperOne, 2011). Time magazine cover, April 2011. Piper, John, public statement, 2011.

7. In 2025, an estimated twenty million people attended the Jehovah’s Witnesses’ annual 
Memorial worldwide, and roughly twenty-four thousand partook of the bread and wine. — 
Watch Tower Bible and Tract Society, annual Memorial attendance report, 2025.

8. In Luke 22:31 Jesus warns Peter that Satan has demanded to sift the disciples like wheat, 
using the imagery of separating grain from chaff on a threshing floor. — Luke 22:31.

9. In John 13:27, at the Last Supper, Satan enters Judas after he takes the bread, and Jesus tells 
him to do quickly what he is going to do. The dramatized exchange “He has you now” appears 
in the television series The Chosen, Season 5, and is not a direct scripture quotation. — John 
13:27; The Chosen, Season 5 (2025).

10. On trusting God rather than people: “It is better to trust in the LORD than to put confidence 
in man… than to put confidence in princes.” — Psalm 118:8-9. On the withered shrub versus the 
tree planted by water: “Cursed is the man who trusts in man… he shall be like a shrub in the 
desert… Blessed is the man who trusts in the LORD… he shall be like a tree planted by the 
waters.” — Jeremiah 17:5-8.

11. In late 2025, TikTok creator Nikalie Monroe, an Army veteran from Kentucky, ran a viral 
“testing your church” series in which she called churches and religious institutions posing as a 
mother who had run out of baby formula, with a crying- baby sound in the background, and 
recorded the responses. Of roughly 39-43 calls, only about 9-10 offered immediate assistance; 
several large churches, including Joel Osteen’s Lakewood Church, directed her to an 
application/benevolence process, and First Baptist Dallas ended the call. Immediate help came 



from a diverse mix including a historically Black church, small Catholic parishes, a Buddhist 
temple, and the Islamic Center of Charlotte. First Baptist Dallas publicly disputed Monroe’s 
characterization, stating she had contacted them previously, had been given resource 
information, and that they suspected a non-genuine call, noting churches are frequent scam 
targets. Several churches later apologized

publicly. — Julie Roys / The Roys Report; Religion Unplugged; D Magazine; IBTimes UK, 
November 2025.

The Anointing for Sale

12. Paul’s instruction on tongues requiring interpretation, paraphrased in this chapter, is drawn 
from 1 Corinthians 14:27-28, which directs that if anyone speaks in a tongue there must be an 
interpreter and that if there is none the speaker should keep silent in the church, and 1 
Corinthians 14:33, “For God is not a God of confusion but of peace.” — 1 Corinthians 14:27-28, 33 
(ESV).

1. Kathryn Kuhlman (1907-1976) was a mid-20th-century American healing evangelist widely 
credited with popularizing the phenomenon known as being “slain in the Spirit,” in which 
attendees fall backward during her services. — Charisma Magazine, “Kathryn Kuhlman: 
Healing Evangelist Ministered to Millions.”

2. Benny Hinn is a globally known faith healer whose services feature attendees falling (“slain 
in the Spirit”) after he blows on them, waves his jacket, or gestures toward the crowd. Hinn 
openly credits Kathryn Kuhlman as a formative influence, attended her services beginning in 
1973, authored a book about her, and has spoken of visiting her tomb. His ministry has drawn 
sustained criticism over unverified healing claims and fundraising practices, including a U.S. 
Senate inquiry into televangelists. Hinn has at times acknowledged moderating his theatrics. — 
Wikipedia, “Benny Hinn”; Christian Post; contemporaneous reporting.

3. Kathryn Krick is the self-described “apostle” and lead pastor of Five-Fold (5F) Church in Los 
Angeles, known for filmed “deliverance” services in which attendees convulse, shake, and 
collapse; she has a following of roughly 900,000 on TikTok. Multiple Christian observers have 
documented the tying of deliverance to financial giving (“sow a seed”) and the practice of 
“impartation.” Her claim to the office of apostle has drawn criticism from theologians noting 
the New Testament reserves the title for eyewitnesses of the risen Christ. — Christian Post, “6 
things to know about Kathryn Krick,” 2025; ChurchLeaders, 2025.

4. Paula White’s “resurrection seed” appeal of $1,144, tied to John 11, is documented in the 
sources for the Prosperity Gospel chapter (see above). It is cited here as an example of 
deliverance and breakthrough being tied to financial giving. — Christian Post, 2021. In April 
2025, while serving as head of the White House Faith Office, White’s ministry promoted an 
Easter offering of $1,000 tied to “seven supernatural blessings” drawn from Exodus 23, with 
donors also receiving a Waterford crystal cross. — Newsweek; The Guardian; Rolling Stone, 
April 2025.

5. The New Testament qualification for apostleship as eyewitness commissioning: 1 Corinthians 
9:1; the foundation laid once, Ephesians 2:20. Jesus’s warning that miracles and demon-casting 
in His name are not proof of His approval: Matthew 7:22-23. True servants of God refusing 



veneration: Acts 10:25-26 (Peter and Cornelius); Acts 14:11-15 (Paul and Barnabas at Lystra). 
Order and self-control in worship: 1 Corinthians 14:33, 40; Galatians 5:22-23.

6. Shaktipat is the transmission of spiritual energy (shakti/kundalini) from guru to disciple via 
touch, gaze, word, or presence in Hindu and Tantric traditions. The resulting involuntary 
physical manifestations (kriyas) documented by shaktipat teachers include shaking, trembling, 
violent convulsions, the body twisting and falling, rolling on the floor, snake-like movement, 
eyes that will not open, and spontaneous vocalizations; one traditional source describes 
“convulsions like a dying fish.” The parallel drawn in this chapter is between these documented 
manifestations and those filmed at deliverance services; it is presented as an observed 
resemblance in mechanism, for the reader to weigh. — Swami Vishnu Tirth, “Signs of an 
Awakened Kundalini”; traditional shaktipat and kundalini-yoga literature on kriyas and 
impartation.

7. Kenneth Copeland’s on-camera declaration against the coronavirus aired during his 
ministry’s 2020 Virtual Victory

Campaign broadcast on April 3, 2020, and remains posted on the Kenneth Copeland Ministries 
YouTube channel (“A Supernatural Heat Wave!”), where the moment occurs roughly twenty-
nine minutes in: “COVID-19… I blow the wind of God on you. You are destroyed forever and you 
will never be back.” The clip was reposted across social platforms and viewed millions of times 
in the days that followed. — Kenneth Copeland Ministries broadcast, April 3, 2020; CBS News 
(CBS DFW), April 2020. Paula White’s practice of blowing on congregants during services, with 
attendees falling, appears throughout her ministry’s own broadcast footage and in widely 
circulated clips of her services.

New Age Christianity

8. Paramahansa Yogananda, The Yoga of Jesus: Understanding the Hidden Teachings of the 
Gospels (Self-Realization Fellowship), compiled from The Second Coming of Christ: The 
Resurrection of the Christ Within You. Quoted: “Christ is God’s Infinite Intelligence that is 
present in all creation... That Universal Intelligence, the Kutastha Chaitanya or Krishna 
Consciousness of the Hindu scriptures, was fully manifested in the incarnation of Jesus, 
Krishna, and other divine ones; and it can be manifested also in your consciousness”; and on 
salvation, “if one is satisfied only with belief, it becomes dogma—narrow-mindedness, a 
preclusion of truth and spiritual progress... That indisputable realization, not mere belief, is 
what saves people.” The publisher’s own description states that “all souls who through Yoga 
meditation and right living become united with Christ Consciousness will enter the kingdom of 
God.” The book’s contents include chapters on “Jesus’ years in India,” “The lost teachings of the 
Gospels,” “How every soul can attain Christ Consciousness,” and “the esoteric science of 
kundalini or ‘serpent force’ in the spine.” Popular “Christ Consciousness” diagrams circulating 
online overlay crucifixion imagery on the human brain stem and identify the pineal gland as 
the site of the kingdom of God; these are not the teaching of any single organization but 
represent a widely reproduced syncretic claim. — Yogananda, The Yoga of Jesus (Self-
Realization Fellowship); Self- Realization Fellowship publisher description.

1. The global wellness industry is estimated at over 4.5 trillion dollars annually. — Global 
Wellness Institute, Global Wellness Economy Monitor (2022). www.globalwellnessinstitute.org



2. 62% of American adults and 61% of self-identified Christians hold at least one New Age 
belief. — Pew Research Center, New Age Beliefs Common Among Both Religious and 
Nonreligious Americans, October 2018. www.pewresearch.org

3. Lucis Trust was founded in 1922 as the Lucifer Publishing Company by Alice and Foster 
Bailey and was renamed around 1924; Alice Bailey described her writings as material received 
from a spirit teacher she called Djwhal Khul. — Lucis Trust official history. Bailey, Alice. The 
Unfinished Autobiography. Encyclopaedia of New Religious Movements.

4. The Greek text of Acts 16:16 describes the slave girl’s spirit as pneuma pythona, a spirit of 
Python, referencing the mythological serpent associated with the Oracle of Delphi. — Novum 
Testamentum Graece (NA28), Acts 16:16. Origen, Contra Celsum. Tertullian, De Anima.

5. Deuteronomy 18:10-12 lists divination, fortune telling, omen reading, sorcery, spell casting, 
mediumship, and necromancy together as practices detestable to God. — Deuteronomy 18:10- 
12.

6. The slave girl in Acts 16:16 is described in the original Greek as having a pneuma pythona, a 
python spirit, tying the account directly to the Oracle at Delphi and the god Apollo. Paul cast the 
spirit out despite the accuracy of what she proclaimed. — Novum Testamentum Graece (NA28), 
Acts 16:16-18.

7. The account of the golden calf, in which Israel demanded a visible god while the living God 
was present on the mountain, is recorded in Exodus 32. — Exodus 32:1-6.

Non-Messianic Judaism

8. On the tabernacle as a pattern fulfilled in Christ: God’s instruction to build according to the 
pattern shown on the mountain is Exodus 25:9 and 25:40, cited again at Hebrews 8:5, which 
calls the earthly sanctuary “a copy and shadow of

the heavenly things.” The layout described is given in Exodus 26–27 and 30 (single east gate, 
bronze altar, laver, seven- branched lampstand, table of showbread with twelve loaves per 
Leviticus 24:5-9, altar of incense, and the veil embroidered with cherubim), with the Day of 
Atonement procedure in Leviticus 16. The statements of Jesus referenced are John 10:9 (“I am 
the door”), John 8:12 (“the light of the world”), John 6:35 (“the bread of life”), John 1:29 (“the 
Lamb of God”), Hebrews 4:14 (“great high priest”), and Hebrews 7:25 (“he always lives to make 
intercession”). In John 1:14 the verb translated “dwelt” is eskenosen, from skenoo, meaning to 
pitch a tent or tabernacle, cognate with skene, the Septuagint term for the tabernacle. Jesus 
identifying His body as the temple is John 2:19-21. The veil tearing from top to bottom at His 
death is Matthew 27:51, Mark 15:38, and Luke 23:45; Hebrews 10:19-20 identifies that curtain as 
His flesh. — Exodus 25–30; Leviticus 16 and 24; Hebrews 8–10; John 1, 2, 6, 8, 10; Matthew 27:51. 
Greek term per Bauer-Danker-Arndt- Gingrich, A Greek-English Lexicon of the New Testament, 
s.v. skenoo.

1. There are an estimated 15 million Jewish people worldwide. — DellaPergola, Sergio. World 
Jewish Population, 2023. American Jewish Year Book (2023). www.jewishdatabank.org



2. The Holocaust murdered six million Jewish people in the heart of Christian Europe. — United 
States Holocaust Memorial Museum, www.ushmm.org. Yad Vashem, www.yadvashem.org. 
Established through Nazi documentation and verified by the Nuremberg Tribunal.

3. Smyrna and Philadelphia are the only two of the seven churches in Revelation 2-3 that 
receive no rebuke from Jesus. — Revelation 2:8-11; 3:7-13.

4. The Martyrdom of Polycarp describes local Jewish involvement in gathering wood for his 
execution in Smyrna. — The Martyrdom of Polycarp, chapter 13, second-century text.

5. Jesus weeps over Jerusalem immediately after His harshest rebuke of the Pharisees in 
Matthew 23. — Matthew 23:37-39. 6. Replacement theology, also called supersessionism, is the 
position that the church has replaced Israel in God’s purposes and that the covenant promises 
made to Israel now belong to the church. — Soulen, R. Kendall. The God of Israel and Christian 
Theology (Fortress Press, 1996). Vlach, Michael J. Has the Church Replaced Israel? (B&H 
Academic, 2010).

7. Paul addresses the question of whether God has rejected Israel directly and answers in the 
strongest negative construction available in Greek, and states that the gifts and the calling of 
God are irrevocable. — Romans 9-11, particularly Romans 11:1 and Romans 11:29.

What the Autopsy Would Have Said

1. The resurrection appearances are recorded across the Gospels and Acts: Mary Magdalene 
first, the other women, the two disciples on the road to Emmaus, Peter, the ten in a locked 
room, the eleven with Thomas present, seven at the Sea of Galilee, and appearances over a 
period of forty days. — John 20:11-18. Matthew 28:9. Luke 24:13-35. John 20:19-29. John 21:1- 14. 
Acts 1:3.

2. Jesus ate broiled fish in front of the disciples and prepared breakfast over a charcoal fire, 
establishing a physical rather than spiritual appearance. — Luke 24:42-43. John 21:9-13.

3. Paul’s list of resurrection witnesses includes Cephas, the Twelve, more than five hundred at 
one time, James, all the apostles, and Paul himself, with the note that most of the five hundred 
were still living at the time of writing. — 1 Corinthians 15:3-8.

4. 1 Corinthians 15:3-7 is widely recognized by New Testament scholars across the theological 
spectrum as a pre-Pauline creed that Paul received rather than composed, with the majority 
dating it to within three to five years of the crucifixion and several dating it earlier. — Gary 
Habermas, “Experiences of the Risen Jesus: The Foundational Historical Issue in the Early 
Proclamation of the Resurrection,” Dialog: A Journal of Theology, Vol. 45, No. 3, Fall 2006. The 
Oxford Companion to the Bible, on 1 Corinthians 15:3-7.

5. Gerd Lüdemann, an atheist New Testament scholar at Göttingen, dated the elements of this 
tradition to within the first two years after the crucifixion. James D. G. Dunn concluded it was 
formulated as tradition within months of Jesus’s death. Michael Goulder, also an atheist, dated 
it to Paul’s conversion, roughly two years after the crucifixion. — Gerd Lüdemann, The 
Resurrection of Jesus. James D. G. Dunn, Jesus Remembered. Michael Goulder, in Gary 
Habermas, “Tracing Jesus’ Resurrection to Its Earliest Eyewitness Accounts.”



6. In first-century Jewish legal practice, the testimony of women was not admitted as valid 
evidence, which makes the Gospels’ unanimous placement of women as the first witnesses at 
the empty tomb historically significant rather than incidental. — Josephus, Antiquities of the 
Jews, Book 4, Chapter 8, Section 15.

7. The gifts brought by the magi carry specific significance: gold as a gift for a king, 
frankincense as the incense used in temple worship, and myrrh as a burial spice. Nicodemus 
later brought approximately seventy-five pounds of a myrrh and aloes mixture for the burial of 
Jesus. — Matthew 2:11. John 19:39.

8. In John 20:25 Thomas asks to see the mark of the nails in Jesus’s hands. The Greek noun is 
plural (tōn hēlōn, genitive plural), a reading that is not disputed in the manuscript tradition 
and is rendered as a plural in all major English translations, including the Watchtower’s own 
New World Translation. A single upright stake with the hands fastened together above the head 
would require only one nail. — Novum Testamentum Graece (NA28), John 20:25. William 
Mounce, Greek and English Interlinear New Testament. New World Translation of the Holy 
Scriptures, John 20:25.

The Gospel Unfiltered

9. On the physical appearance of Jesus and the origin of the traditional image: the Gospels 
contain no description of Jesus’ physical appearance. Joan E. Taylor, Professor of Christian 
Origins and Second Temple Judaism at King’s College London, argues in What Did Jesus Look 
Like? (Bloomsbury T&T Clark, 2018) that this silence indicates he was physically 
unremarkable, since ancient writers routinely noted striking features such as unusual height, 
beauty, or deformity. Drawing on skeletal remains, archaeology, and funerary art, Taylor 
concludes he most likely had dark brown to black hair worn short, brown eyes, olive-brown 
skin, a trimmed beard, and stood roughly 166 cm (5 ft 5 in), the average height of a Judean man 
of the period. Robert Cargill of the University of Iowa states the same conclusion: a first-
century Palestinian Jewish man from Galilee would have looked like a first- century Galilean 
Jew. The long-haired, robed, European- featured image of Jesus emerges in Christian art in the 
fourth century and was heavily influenced by Greco-Roman depictions of the gods, particularly 
Zeus; Taylor notes the purpose of such images was never to show Jesus as a man but to make 
theological claims about him as King, Judge, and divine Son. Scripture referenced: Judas 
identifying Jesus by a prearranged kiss (Matthew 26:48-49, Mark 14:44-45, Luke 22:47-48); 
Jesus passing through hostile crowds unrecognized or unimpeded (Luke 4:29-30, John 8:59, 
John 10:39); Isaiah 53:2 (“no form or majesty that we should look at him, and no beauty that we 
should desire him”); the single physical description given in Revelation 1:14-16; and 
Deuteronomy 4:15- 16, where God grounds the prohibition on images in the fact that Israel saw 
no form. — Taylor, What Did Jesus Look Like? (2018); Taylor, BBC and The Irish Times; 
History.com, “What Did Jesus Look Like?”; Richard Neave facial reconstruction of a first-
century Judean man.

The Trinity

10. The passage at 1 John 5:7 known as the Johannine Comma (“the Father, the Word, and the 
Holy Spirit, and these three are one”) is absent from all Greek manuscripts before the 
fourteenth century; the Greek witnesses that contain it are late, and in several the words are 



added by a later hand. Its earliest appearance in Greek is in a translation of the Latin Acts of the 
Lateran Council (1215). No Greek church father cites it, including during the fourth-century 
Trinitarian controversies where it would have been decisive. Erasmus omitted it from his first 
(1516) and second (1519) editions of

the Greek New Testament and included it in the third (1522) after a Greek manuscript 
containing it was produced, while recording his doubts. That manuscript, Codex Montfortianus 
(minuscule 61), is dated to the early sixteenth century, was copied by a Franciscan, and shows 
Latin syntax in this passage indicating translation from Latin rather than inherited Greek text. 
Erasmus’s text underlies the Textus Receptus and thus the King James Version. The reading 
appears in no modern critical Greek text (NA28, UBS, or the Majority Text) and among English 
translations principally in the KJV, NKJV, and Modern English Version. — Metzger, Bruce M. A 
Textual Commentary on the Greek New Testament, 2nd ed.; Houghton, H. A. G. The Latin New 
Testament: A Guide to its Early History, Texts, and Manuscripts (Oxford, 2016), 180–81; 
McDonald, Grantley. Biblical Criticism in Early Modern Europe: Erasmus, the Johannine 
Comma and Trinitarian Debate (Cambridge, 2016); Brown, A. J. “Codex 61 (Montfortianus) and 1 
John 5:7- 8”; Codex Montfortianus, Trinity College Dublin MS 30.

The Staurogram

11. The staurogram is a scribal device formed by superimposing the Greek letters tau and rho, 
used in early Christian manuscripts within the words stauros (cross) and stauroō (to crucify). 
New Testament scholar Larry Hurtado argued that its use constitutes the earliest surviving 
visual reference to the crucified Jesus, predating conventional crucifixion imagery by roughly 
150 to 200 years. — Hurtado, Larry W. “The Staurogram in Early Christian Manuscripts: The 
Earliest Visual Reference to the Crucified Jesus?” in New Testament Manuscripts: Their Texts 
and Their World (Brill, 2006), 207– 26; Hurtado, The Earliest Christian Artifacts: Manuscripts 
and Christian Origins (Eerdmans, 2006); Hurtado, “The Staurogram: Earliest Depiction of Jesus’ 
Crucifixion,” Biblical Archaeology Review 39 (March/April 2013).

12. The staurogram appears in Papyrus 66 and Papyrus 75, manuscripts commonly dated to 
approximately 175–225 AD, and in Papyrus 45. Some scholars, notably Brent Nongbri, have 
argued for later dating of P66; the standard dating is followed here. — Hurtado, The Earliest 
Christian Artifacts;

Nongbri, Brent. “The Limits of Palaeographic Dating of Literary Papyri,” Museum Helveticum 
71 (2014): 1–35.

13. The Alexamenos graffito, scratched into a wall on the Palatine Hill in Rome and generally 
dated to the late second or early third century, depicts a figure with a donkey’s head on a cross 
with a man raising his hand toward it and the inscription “Alexamenos worships his god.” It 
was carved as mockery by a non-Christian, which is precisely what makes it useful as outside 
testimony that Christians were known to worship a crucified man at that early date. — Rodolfo 
Lanciani, Ancient Rome in the Light of Recent Discoveries; Palatine Antiquarium, Rome.

The Fingerprints of God

14. The Pilate Stone, a limestone block bearing the name of Pontius Pilate as prefect of Judea, 
was discovered at Caesarea Maritima in 1961 and is held by the Israel Museum. — Israel 



Museum, Jerusalem; Vardaman, Jerry. “A New Inscription Which Mentions Pilate as Prefect,” 
Journal of Biblical Literature 81 (1962).

15. The Caiaphas Ossuary, an ornate first-century burial box inscribed with the name Joseph 
son of Caiaphas, was uncovered in Jerusalem’s Peace Forest in 1990. — Israel Antiquities 
Authority; Reich, Ronny. “Caiaphas Name Inscribed on Bone Boxes,” Biblical Archaeology 
Review 18:5 (1992).

16. The Tel Dan Stele, discovered in 1993–94 and dated to roughly the ninth century BC, contains 
the phrase bytdwd, house of David, the earliest known reference to the Davidic dynasty outside 
the Bible. — Biran, Avraham and Naveh, Joseph. “An Aramaic Stele Fragment from Tel Dan,” 
Israel Exploration Journal 43 (1993); Israel Museum.

17. The Merneptah Stele, an Egyptian victory inscription dated to approximately 1208 BC, 
contains the earliest known extrabiblical reference to Israel as a people in Canaan. — Egyptian 
Museum, Cairo; Kitchen, K.A. On the Reliability of the Old Testament.

18. Hezekiah’s Tunnel beneath the City of David corresponds to the water project described in 2 
Kings 20:20 and 2 Chronicles 32:30; the Siloam Inscription, found in 1880, records the moment 
the two digging teams met. — Israel Museum; Shanks, Hershel. “Siloam Inscription 
Memorializes Engineering Achievement,” Biblical Archaeology Review.

19. The Pool of Siloam, where John 9 records Jesus sending a blind man to wash, was uncovered 
in Jerusalem in 2004–05 during sewer repair work. — Israel Antiquities Authority; Shanks, 
Hershel. “The Siloam Pool: Where Jesus Cured the Blind Man,” Biblical Archaeology Review 31:5 
(2005).

20. The Megiddo Mosaic, excavated beneath Megiddo Prison in 2005, carries a Greek 
inscription dedicating a table “to God Jesus Christ” and is dated to approximately 230 AD, 
making it among the earliest known archaeological references to Jesus as God. — Israel 
Antiquities Authority; Tepper, Yotam and Di Segni, Leah. A Christian Prayer Hall of the Third 
Century CE at Kefar ‘Othnay (Legio).

21. The Erastus Inscription in Corinth names an aedile named Erastus who paid for a pavement, 
corresponding to the Erastus named as city treasurer in Romans 16:23. — Corinth Excavations, 
American School of Classical Studies at Athens.

22. The heel bone of Yehohanan, discovered at Giv‘at ha-Mivtar in 1968 with an iron nail still 
embedded in it, is the principal physical evidence of Roman crucifixion recovered from first- 
century Judea. — Tzaferis, Vassilios. “Jewish Tombs at and near Giv‘at ha-Mivtar,” Israel 
Exploration Journal 20 (1970); Zias, Joseph and Sekeles, Eliezer, Israel Exploration Journal 35 
(1985).

23. The Magdala Stone, uncovered in 2009 in a first-century synagogue at Magdala, carries a 
carved menorah and is dated to the period of Jesus’ ministry in Galilee. — Israel Antiquities 
Authority.

24. The Nabonidus Cylinder names Belshazzar as the son of Nabonidus, corroborating the 
figure described in Daniel 5, whose historicity was long disputed. — British Museum.



25. The Trumpeting Place inscription, found at the base of the Temple Mount’s southwestern 
corner, reads “to the place of trumpeting” and corresponds to the priestly practice described by 
Josephus. — Israel Museum; Josephus, The Jewish War 4.582.

26. On the Shroud of Turin: radiocarbon testing conducted in 1988 by laboratories at Oxford, 
Zurich, and Arizona dated the linen to approximately AD 1260–1390 with 95% confidence, and 
that medieval dating remains the mainstream scientific position. The sampling methodology 
and statistical treatment have been challenged in subsequent peer-reviewed literature, and the 
question continues to be debated. The text of this book treats the Shroud as contested and does 
not rest any argument on it. — Damon, P.E. et al. “Radiocarbon Dating of the Shroud of Turin,” 
Nature 337 (1989): 611–15; Walsh, B. and Schwalbe, L. Journal of Archaeological Science: Reports 
(2019).

27. A note on claims this book does not make. Popular Christian material frequently circulates 
claims about chariot wheels recovered from the Red Sea floor, a split rock at Horeb, and 
scorching on the summit of Mount Sinai. These trace primarily to the work of Ron Wyatt, an 
amateur whose findings have not been accepted by any credentialed archaeological body and 
have been examined and rejected by fact-checking organizations and professional 
archaeologists. Similarly, the 2021 study proposing that a cosmic airburst destroyed Tall el-
Hammam, offered by some as evidence for Sodom, was formally retracted by Scientific Reports 
in April 2025, and the identification of that site as Sodom remains rejected by most 
archaeologists on chronological grounds. Those claims have been deliberately excluded from 
this book. — Snopes, “Were Chariot Wheels Found at the Bottom of the Red Sea?”; Associated 
Press fact check; Scientific Reports, Retraction Note, 24 April 2025 (DOI 10.1038/s41598-025- 
99265-5); Mullins, Robert, in Christianity Today, September 2021.

The Tribulation

1. The Jewish betrothal custom Jesus draws on: the groom departs to prepare a room at his 
father’s house, only the father determines when it is complete, and the groom returns for his 
bride unannounced. — John 14:2-3. Matthew 24:36.

2. The bridal week lasting seven days is recorded in Scripture in both the patriarchal and the 
judges period. — Genesis 29:27. Judges 14:12.

3. In the parable of the ten virgins, those who were ready enter the marriage feast with the 
bridegroom and the door is shut, with no human agent named as having shut it. — Matthew 
25:10.

4. Scripture states that God Himself, not Noah, sealed the door of the ark. — Genesis 7:16.

5. Paul’s description of the return of Christ uses the language of a shout, the voice of an 
archangel, and the trumpet of God, matching the Galilean wedding custom of the groom 
arriving at night with a shout and a trumpet blast. — 1 Thessalonians 4:16-17.

6. The Greek verb rendered “caught up” in 1 Thessalonians 4:17 is harpazo, meaning to seize or 
snatch away, from which the Latin raptura and the English “rapture” derive. — Novum 
Testamentum Graece (NA28), 1 Thessalonians 4:17.




