
 

 



Preface 

This book is not a prophetic record, nor is it a work of eschatological scholarship in the 

traditional sense. It is an imaginative exercise—a hypothetical courtroom drama in which the 

enduring claims of biblical end-times prophecies are placed on trial, with a focus on whether 

current events as of December 2025 signal their fulfillment. 

For millennia, prophecies in Revelation, Daniel, Matthew 24, and other scriptures have provoked 

wonder, devotion, debate, and outright rejection. Historians, theologians, scientists, philosophers, 

and ordinary seekers have weighed the signs—wars, famines, earthquakes, cosmic upheavals—

and reached vastly different conclusions. Some see in today's global crises the onset of the "birth 

pains" leading to Armageddon and Christ's return. Others see natural cycles, human conflicts, or 

misinterpreted ancient texts. 

Rather than add yet another voice to the endless chorus of assertion and counter-assertion, I have 

chosen a different path: to let the primary voices speak for themselves within the structured 

theater of a trial. Ancient witnesses—prophets, apostles, and critics—are summoned alongside 

modern scholars who have devoted their lives to studying the prophecies and current events. 

Both prosecution and defense are given full opportunity to present their case, assuming the pre-

tribulation rapture (the sudden removal of believers to heaven before the Great Tribulation 

begins) has not occurred and no abomination of desolation (the Antichrist's defilement of the 

temple, marking the midpoint of the Tribulation) has taken place in a rebuilt temple. 

If you've read my previous work, "The People Versus the Claims of Jesus Christ's Historicity and 

Divinity," you'll recognize the familiar courtroom—same judge, same advocates—but now 

delving into the future promises rooted in that foundational truth. The reader will notice that no 

verdict is forced. The judge’s final ruling reflects what rigorous inquiry can and cannot establish 

with certainty. Beyond that threshold lies a question each person must answer alone: not merely 

“Are the signs happening?” but “What does it mean for me?” 

My hope is that this dramatic presentation will honor the seriousness of the question while 

making the arguments accessible and engaging. Whether you approach these pages as a 



convinced believer, a curious skeptic, or someone standing somewhere in between, I invite you 

to sit in the jury box, listen carefully to the testimony, and reach your own conclusion. 

The trial is called to order. 

Mark Stroupe December 2025 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Once upon a time, in a grand and historic courthouse where the sun glinted off stone columns 

like beacons of unyielding truth, an extraordinary trial unfolded with the weight of eternity 

hanging in the balance. The building loomed like a sentinel of justice, its flags whipping fiercely 

in the gusty wind, as a restless crowd surged outside—historians in rumpled tweed jackets 

furiously scribbling notes, theologians gripping worn Bibles like lifelines, skeptics with arms 

crossed in defiant doubt, and believers with eyes ablaze in fervent hope. Reporters jabbed 

microphones into the fray, cameras flashing like lightning strikes, while a news anchor's voice 

cut through the chaos: "Today, in this unprecedented hypothetical trial, the claims of biblical end 

times face the ultimate test. Are we witnessing the signs of Armageddon, or just another chapter 

in human folly?" 

 

Inside, the courtroom throbbed with electric anticipation, the air thick with the scent of polished 

oak and nervous sweat. Polished wooden benches groaned under the shifting weight of 

observers, their whispers buzzing like a swarm of bees. Sunbeams pierced through towering 

arched windows, casting dramatic shafts of light that danced with swirling dust motes, as if 



ancient spirits had gathered to bear witness. The American flag and state seal stood sentinel 

beside the elevated judge's bench, where clerks rustled papers with frantic urgency. Suddenly, 

the bailiff—a colossal figure with a voice like rolling thunder—stepped forward, his boots 

echoing ominously. The judge, a sixty-year-old man with silver hair streaked like wisdom's 

crown and a gaze sharp enough to pierce souls, entered with deliberate, commanding strides. His 

gavel slammed down with a crack that echoed like a divine decree, instantly silencing the room's 

murmurs to a breathless hush. 

 

The bailiff's voice boomed with unshakeable authority, vibrating through the chamber: "All rise! 

The Honorable Judge Elias Thorne presiding in the case of The People versus The Claims of the 

End Times." 

The courtroom erupted in a chaotic rustle of clothing and scraping feet as everyone surged to 

attention. The judge ascended the bench like a king claiming his throne, adjusted his glasses with 

a deliberate flick that betrayed his thoughtful intensity, and seated himself with a nod that 

commanded obedience. 

His voice resonated deep and commanding, sweeping the room like a wave: "Be seated. This is 

no ordinary proceeding—we plunge into the shadowed annals of prophecy, the turbulent depths 



of current events, the unyielding rigors of science, and the soaring heights of philosophy. No 

verdict here will chain the world, but it may ignite minds or shatter illusions. Counsel, are you 

prepared?" 

 

The prosecutor, a sharp-featured woman in her forties, clad in an impeccably tailored suit that 

screamed precision, locked eyes with the judge—her piercing gaze slicing through any facade 

like a scalpel. She nodded firmly, her posture radiating unyielding resolve: "The prosecution is 

ready, Your Honor." 

The defense attorney, a passionate man in his fifties, his tie knotted with fierce tightness, eyes 

burning like coals of conviction, and a subtle cross pin glinting on his lapel like a badge of faith, 

stood resolute, his fists clenched at his sides: "The defense is ready, Your Honor." 



 

The judge leaned forward slightly, his presence filling the space: "Proceed with opening 

statements. Prosecution first." 

The prosecutor rose with fluid grace, buttoning her jacket with a sharp snap that echoed like a 

gauntlet thrown down, and strode to the center—her heels clicking against the marble floor like 

impending judgments. She faced the judge, her gestures slicing the air with controlled fury, her 

voice steady at first but building to a passionate crescendo that made the room's air feel heavier. 

"Your Honor, shadows of doubt loom large over these extraordinary claims, choking the light of 

reason. Wars that echo through history's endless cycle? Famines born of climate and conflict, not 

divine wrath? Earthquakes shaking the ground as they always have? The Euphrates River drying 

due to dams and droughts, not angelic vials? We will rip open the vagueness in these ancient 

texts—scribed centuries ago by fervent hands, infested with symbolic language twisted to fit 

modern headlines. Prophecies mangled and retrofitted like jagged puzzle pieces forced into 

unwilling shapes. Signs? Nothing but perennial human woes, bloated and embellished through 

the fog of confirmation bias. The Middle East ablaze? Historical tensions, not the onset of 

Armageddon. Global food crises? Human mismanagement, not the black horse of famine. 



No rebuilt temple stands in Jerusalem, no abomination defiles it—yet believers cry 'end times' at 

every crisis. Past predictions—Y2K, 2012, countless failed raptures—prove these claims 

unreliable. We demand evidence that matches the colossal magnitude of these prophecies. Will 

you swallow ancient hearsay and wild speculation? Or stand firm with reason, history, and 

science? These are fables forged in the blistering fires of fear, not forged facts. Rule them 

unproven—cast them into the abyss of myth." 

She pivoted sharply, returning to her seat with a satisfied nod to her notes, the courtroom 

erupting in a low murmur that rippled like a storm gathering force. 

The defense attorney surged to his feet, gripping the table's edge so tightly his knuckles 

whitened, his voice exploding like a clarion call that sent shivers through the crowd, his broad 

gestures invoking the thunderous weight of history. 

"Your Honor, light pierces the veil of skepticism with blinding force! The evidence assembles 

like a divine mosaic: prophecies carved centuries before, etched in scripture and fulfilled in our 

time. Eyewitnesses—prophets with fire in their veins, scholars with impartial analysis—testify to 

the signs: wars engulfing the Middle East, earthquakes rattling the globe in record numbers, 

famines gripping millions amid global crises, and the Euphrates River dwindling to historic lows, 

preparing the way for kings from the east. As of December 2025, with no pre-tribulation rapture 

and no temple abomination, we stand in the 'birth pains'—the prelude to the Tribulation, where 

Israel reborn in 1948 sets the stage for final fulfillment. 

The empty prophecies of skeptics crumble; these signs are unprecedented in convergence. Wars 

in Gaza, Lebanon, Yemen; over 1,900 earthquakes above magnitude 4 in Mexico alone; 295 

million in acute food insecurity; the Euphrates at 30% normal flow due to drought—all align 

with Matthew 24, Revelation 6, and 16. History demands a verdict, and it roars like thunder: The 

end times are upon us, calling for repentance and hope in Christ's return. Affirm the truth that 

bends the arc of humanity, or let doubt blind you to the dawn!" 

The judge nodded thoughtfully, his gavel tapping lightly but firmly for silence, the sound cutting 

through the rising tension like a blade: "Compelling openings—raw and riveting. Defense, call 

your first witness." 



The courtroom leaned forward in unison, a collective breath held taut, hearts pounding as the 

drama unfolded. 

Chapter 1: The Beginning of Sorrows – Birth Pains and General Signs (Matthew 24:4-8) 

The defense attorney rose with a dramatic flourish: "Your Honor, the defense calls the Prophet 

Daniel." 

The heavy doors groaned open with a low, ominous rumble that evoked the shifting sands of 

Babylonian exile. A profound hush blanketed the room as Daniel entered—a resolute, scholarly 

figure in simple linen garments marked by palace intrigue, his neatly trimmed beard framing a 

face lined with the wisdom of interpreted dreams, a scroll clutched in one hand like a key to 

empires' fall. He strode forward as if emerging from the lion's den unscathed, his steady gaze 

assessing the modern assembly with quiet authority. Whispers stirred among the crowd: 

believers sat straighter in expectation, skeptics folded their arms tighter, historians paused their 

notes in wonder. 

 



The bailiff, wide-eyed but composed, approached with the ancient-looking scroll for the oath, his 

voice steady in the charged silence. 

The bailiff cleared his throat, voice booming to regain control: "Place your hand on the scroll. 

Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, so help you God?" 

Daniel placed his weathered hand firmly on the scroll, his voice deep and resonant, echoing like 

thunder from ancient palaces: "I do—as the Lord lives, I speak only what He has revealed." 

He ascended the witness stand with dignified poise, settling into the modern chair that seemed 

comically out of place beneath his ancient form. 

The defense attorney approached slowly, voice laced with reverence: "Prophet Daniel, please 

state your credentials for the record." 

Daniel leaned toward the microphone, his eyes distant yet fiery, as if gazing into visions anew: "I 

am Daniel, taken captive from Judah to Babylon around 605 BC, serving under kings 

Nebuchadnezzar, Belshazzar, Darius, and Cyrus. In visions, I saw the rise and fall of empires, 

the seventy weeks for my people, and the end times—words that have endured through empires' 

rise and fall." 

The defense attorney pressed on, voice building excitement: "What do your writings foretell 

about the end times signs?" 

Daniel's voice rose with passionate intensity, gesturing broadly as if proclaiming to ancient 

kings, the courtroom hanging on every word: "In chapter 9, the seventy weeks: 'Seventy weeks 

are determined upon thy people and upon thy holy city, to finish the transgression, and to make 

an end of sins, to atone for wickedness, to bring in everlasting righteousness, to seal up vision 

and prophecy, and to anoint the most Holy' (Daniel 9:24). 

"Know therefore and understand, that from the going forth of the commandment to restore and to 

build Jerusalem unto the Messiah the Prince shall be seven weeks, and threescore and two 

weeks: the street shall be built again, and the wall, even in troublous times. And after threescore 

and two weeks shall Messiah be cut off, but not for himself: and the people of the prince that 



shall come shall destroy the city and the sanctuary... And he shall confirm the covenant with 

many for one week: and in the midst of the week he shall cause the sacrifice and the oblation to 

cease, and for the overspreading of abominations he shall make it desolate' (Daniel 9:25-27). 

"Behold the timeline the angel revealed unto me: Seventy sevens—four hundred and ninety 

years—decreed upon my people. The first seven sevens rebuild Jerusalem in troublous times. 

Then sixty-two more sevens pass until Messiah the Prince comes, only to be cut off. This was 

fulfilled when the Anointed One entered Jerusalem in triumph, then was crucified—precisely as 

foretold. The city and sanctuary were destroyed soon after by the Romans, people of the prince 

who is yet to come. 

"A gap follows, a time of mystery while the gospel spreads to the nations. Then the final seven—

the Tribulation—begins when that coming prince confirms a covenant with many for one seven. 

In its midst he breaks it, setting up the abomination of desolation in the temple, halting sacrifice, 

bringing unprecedented horror. Yet before that final seven unfolds, wars and rumors of wars 

increase, as nations rise against nations." 

He paused, the crowd breathless, then continued with grave solemnity: "In chapter 12, the time 

of trouble: 'And at that time shall Michael stand up, the great prince which standeth for the 

children of thy people: and there shall be a time of trouble, such as never was since there was a 

nation even to that same time... But thou, O Daniel, shut up the words, and seal the book, even to 

the time of the end: many shall run to and fro, and knowledge shall be increased' (Daniel 12:1,4). 

"These signs—global travel, exploding knowledge, unprecedented troubles—echo in your 2025 

world, with conflicts in the Middle East, technological leaps, and crises everywhere. The sixty-

nine sevens are past; the final seven awaits. No covenant has been confirmed by the coming 

prince, no abomination stands in a rebuilt holy place, no rapture has removed the faithful—yet 

the stage is set, the birth pains intensify. The clock of prophecy ticks toward that climactic 

week." 



 

The courtroom erupted—believers nodding tearfully, skeptics whispering doubts—as sunbeams 

illuminated swirling dust like divine approval. 

The prosecutor surged forward for cross-examination, her heels clicking sharply, eyes narrowing 

like daggers, voice laced with skepticism: "Prophet Daniel, aren't your 'weeks' interpreted in 

countless ways? And with no temple rebuilt in Jerusalem as of 2025, how can we be in the 'end 

times' without the abomination you describe?" 

Daniel met her gaze unflinchingly, voice steady as bedrock: "The weeks are clear—decrees to 

Messiah's coming fulfilled in history. The final week awaits, but the signs build now. Knowledge 

increases daily in your era, does it not? Wars rage in the lands of old empires. The stage is set." 

The judge intervened calmly: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 2: The Rebirth of a Nation and Gathering Storms – Israel's Restoration and Gog-

Magog (Ezekiel 36-39) 

The judge tapped his gavel once more, the sharp crack restoring order as murmurs from Daniel's 

testimony faded. "Cross-examination complete. The witness is excused." Daniel rose with 



solemn dignity, his robes whispering as he exited through the creaking doors, leaving a hush in 

his wake. 

The defense attorney stood, his eyes alight with fervor: "Your Honor, the defense calls the 

Prophet Ezekiel." 

The heavy doors swung wide with a resonant sigh, as if releasing the breath of long-exiled hopes. 

A wave of awe washed over the courtroom as Ezekiel appeared—a priestly visionary in humble, 

dust-flecked robes from Babylonian captivity, his expression etched with the intensity of divine 

encounters, a prophetic scroll tucked under his arm like a blueprint for restoration. He advanced 

with deliberate steps, evoking the rumble of chariot wheels in the heavens, his keen eyes piercing 

the assembly as though discerning hearts in turmoil. Murmurs rose softly: believers held their 

breath in reverence, skeptics adjusted their posture uneasily, historians leaned in with eager pens. 

The bailiff, momentarily transfixed, stepped forward with the scroll for the oath, his tone 

respectful in the electric air. 

 



The bailiff's voice steadied: "Place your hand on the scroll. Do you swear to tell the truth, the 

whole truth, so help you God?" 

Ezekiel laid his callused hand upon it firmly, his voice booming like a river in flood: "I do—as 

the Lord God lives, I speak only what His hand has written through me." 

He took the stand with prophetic authority, the modern chair dwarfed by his presence. 

The defense attorney approached with deep respect: "Prophet Ezekiel, please state your 

credentials for the record." 

Ezekiel leaned forward, his gaze piercing as if seeing beyond the room: "I am Ezekiel, son of 

Buzi, a priest of Jerusalem, carried into exile by Nebuchadnezzar in 597 BC with King 

Jehoiachin. By the river Chebar in Babylon, the heavens opened—I beheld the likeness of the 

glory of the Lord, wheels within wheels, living creatures full of eyes. For over twenty years, I 

prophesied judgment on Judah and hope for restoration, my words sealed in a scroll that 

endures." 

The defense attorney continued, voice rising: "What do your writings foretell about the end times 

and signs leading to them?" 

Ezekiel's voice thundered, arms outstretched as if commanding bones to rise: "In chapter 37, the 

valley of dry bones: 'The hand of the Lord was upon me... and set me in the midst of a valley full 

of bones... very dry. And he said unto me, Son of man, can these bones live?... Prophesy upon 

these bones... So I prophesied... and the bones came together, bone to his bone... sinews and flesh 

came up upon them, and skin covered them... and the breath came into them, and they lived, and 

stood up upon their feet, an exceeding great army' (Ezekiel 37:1-10). Thus saith the Lord: 'These 

bones are the whole house of Israel... I will open your graves... and bring you into the land of 

Israel.'" 

He paused, the courtroom transfixed, then pressed on with unyielding intensity: "This vision of 

national restoration—Israel reborn from scattered exile as a mighty nation—began in your time, 

with the declaration in 1948. And in chapters 38-39, the invasion of Gog from Magog: 'Son of 



man, set thy face against Gog, the land of Magog, the chief prince of Meshech and Tubal... 

Persia, Ethiopia, and Libya with them... Gomer... the house of Togarmah... Thou shalt come up 

against my people of Israel, as a cloud to cover the land; it shall be in the latter days' (Ezekiel 

38:2-16). A coalition from the north—modern echoes in Russia, Iran, Turkey—shall descend 

upon restored Israel, only to face divine fire and earthquake." 

 

The courtroom stirred—believers whispering "Amen," skeptics exchanging glances—as light 

beams danced like the glory cloud. 

The prosecutor advanced swiftly for cross-examination, her voice cutting sharp: "Prophet 

Ezekiel, your 'dry bones'—isn't this metaphorical for spiritual revival in exile, not a literal 20th-

century state? And Gog-Magog alliances? Nations have shifted coalitions for millennia; today's 

Russia-Iran-Turkey ties are pragmatic politics, not divine prophecy. With no global invasion yet, 

and no rapture or temple events, how can 2025 claim fulfillment?" 

Ezekiel fixed her with a gaze like burning fire: "The word of the Lord is plain: physical 

restoration to the land first, then spirit breathed in the latter days. Israel stands reborn—a sign 



unmistakable. The hordes gather in your news: hooks in jaws drawing them south. The time 

approaches, but the full storm awaits. Watch and see." 

The judge intervened calmly: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 3: The Seals and Trumpets – Riders, Catastrophes, and Increasing Sorrows 

(Revelation 6-11) 

The judge's gavel fell once more, restoring calm as Ezekiel's testimony lingered like an echo 

from Patmos. "The witness is excused." Ezekiel departed with measured steps, his presence 

fading like a departing vision, leaving the courtroom in contemplative silence. 

The defense attorney stood with renewed vigor: "Your Honor, the defense calls the Apostle 

John." 

The doors parted with a hushed whisper, as if unveiling a sacred scroll from the isle of exile. An 

awed hush descended as John entered—a humble fisherman turned apostle in weathered tunic, 

his aged frame radiating the quiet strength of one who had seen the risen Christ, his eyes 

reflecting the glory of heavenly visions. He moved forward steadily, evoking the patter of waves 

on Patmos shores, his gentle yet resolute demeanor captivating the room. The crowd reacted 

viscerally: believers rose halfway in reverence, skeptics stiffened, and flashes from reporters' 

cameras captured the moment. The bailiff approached reverently, holding the scroll. 



 

The bailiff intoned: "Place your hand on the scroll. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

John placed his hand upon it gently yet firmly, his voice clear and resonant, carrying the weight 

of one who had leaned on the Lord's breast: "I do—as He who is faithful and true lives, I testify 

only what I have seen and heard." 

He ascended the stand with serene dignity, the chair accommodating his apostolic frame as if 

honored by it. 

The defense attorney approached with profound respect: "Apostle John, please state your 

credentials for the record." 

John spoke calmly, his gaze steady: "I am John, the disciple whom Jesus loved, brother of James, 

called from mending nets to follow Him. I witnessed His miracles, His transfiguration, His 

crucifixion, and His resurrection appearances. In old age, exiled on the isle of Patmos for the 

word of God and the testimony of Jesus, I was in the Spirit on the Lord's day—and He appeared 

to me in glory, commanding me to write what I saw in a book and send it to the seven churches." 



The defense attorney pressed forward, voice building: "What did the Lord reveal to you about 

the signs of the end times?" 

John's tone grew fervent, gesturing as if dictating anew: "I saw the Lamb open the seals: the first 

a white horse with a conqueror; the second red, taking peace from the earth with war; the third 

black, bringing famine and scarcity; the fourth pale, death and Hades following, given power 

over a fourth of the earth (Revelation 6:1-8). Then martyrs crying for justice, a great earthquake, 

the sun black as sackcloth, the moon blood-red, stars falling, the sky receding like a scroll." 

He continued solemnly: "After the seventh seal, seven angels with trumpets: hail and fire 

mingled with blood, a burning mountain cast into the sea, waters bitter, skies darkened, locusts 

from the abyss, a vast army slaying a third of mankind (Revelation 8-9). These are tribulations to 

come, yet their shadows—the beginning of sorrows—appear in wars, famines, earthquakes, and 

pestilences." 

The defense attorney urged: "How do these relate to events in December 2025?" 

John replied with quiet urgency: "In your time, wars rage without ceasing—in Gaza, Lebanon, 

Yemen, Ukraine—nation against nation. Earthquakes multiply across the globe, as recorded in 

your maps this year. Famines threaten hundreds of millions in acute insecurity, from Sudan to 

Gaza and beyond. These align with the riders released and the birth pains foretold by the Master 

(Matthew 24:8). Yet the full seals and trumpets await the Tribulation; no rapture has removed the 

church, no abomination stands in a holy place—we stand watchful in the prelude." 

The courtroom buzzed—believers murmuring prayers, skeptics frowning—as shafts of light 

pierced the windows like heavenly spotlights. 

The prosecutor strode forward for cross-examination, voice sharp as a blade: "Apostle John, your 

visions are apocalyptic symbolism, written amid Roman persecution—not literal predictions for 

2025. Wars, earthquakes, famines? Humanity has endured them for millennia. These 'signs' are 

vague enough to fit any era, and with no seals dramatically opened or trumpets sounding 

supernaturally, how can you claim we're nearing the end?" 



John met her eyes with compassionate firmness: "The Spirit spoke expressly: these things must 

come, increasing as birth pains. Symbolic? Yes, yet rooted in reality to unfold. Your generation 

sees convergence as never before—watch, for the Lord comes quickly." 

The judge nodded: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 4: The Rise of Knowledge and Global Shadows – Technology, Alliances, and 

Prelude to the Beast (Daniel 12; Revelation 13) 

The judge's gavel struck firmly, quelling the debate sparked by John's testimony. "The witness is 

excused." John rose serenely and departed, the doors closing softly behind him. 

The defense attorney rose swiftly, his voice charged with anticipation: "Your Honor, the defense 

calls Dr. Mark Hitchcock." 

The doors opened to reveal a modern figure striding confidently into the ancient drama—a man 

in his sixties, dressed in a crisp suit with a pastor's collar subtly visible, carrying a well-worn 

Bible and a stack of his own books on prophecy. His face reflected decades of study and 

preaching, eyes sharp with scholarly passion. The courtroom reacted with a mix of familiarity 

and intrigue: believers nodded in recognition, skeptics raised eyebrows at the contemporary 

witness, and reporters snapped photos furiously. The bailiff extended a modern Bible for the 

oath. 

The bailiff declared: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Hitchcock placed his hand upon it resolutely, his voice steady and authoritative: "I do—so help 

me God." 

He took the stand with composed assurance, adjusting the microphone as if addressing a 

congregation. 

The defense attorney approached respectfully: "Dr. Hitchcock, please state your credentials for 

the record." 



Hitchcock leaned forward: "I am Mark Hitchcock, pastor of Faith Bible Church in Oklahoma, 

holder of a doctorate from Dallas Theological Seminary, and author of over thirty books on Bible 

prophecy, including works on the Antichrist, global events, and current signs of the end times. 

I've studied and taught eschatology for decades, connecting Scripture to unfolding world events." 

 

The defense attorney continued eagerly: "How do current events in December 2025 align with 

biblical signs of the approaching end times?" 

Hitchcock spoke with measured conviction, gesturing to emphasize key points: "Scripture warns 

of increasing knowledge and travel in the last days (Daniel 12:4)—look at your world: AI 

advancing rapidly, smartphones connecting billions, knowledge exploding as data doubles 

exponentially. Global alliances push toward unified governance—UN initiatives, EU 

integrations, economic forums discussing worldwide systems—these echo the stage-setting for a 

one-world empire under the Antichrist (Revelation 13). Wars and rumors persist in the Middle 

East, technology enables a mark for buying/selling, and moral apostasy grows in churches and 

society (2 Timothy 3:1-5). Israel's central role, with ongoing conflicts and global focus, fulfills 



the fig tree parable (Matthew 24:32-33). Yet no rapture has occurred, no temple abomination—

we're in the convergence of birth pains, urging readiness for what's ahead." 

The courtroom murmured—believers leaning forward intently, skeptics jotting notes—as tension 

built like gathering clouds. 

The prosecutor advanced aggressively for cross-examination, voice laced with challenge: "Dr. 

Hitchcock, these 'signs'—technology booms, global organizations, wars—have accelerated for 

centuries. The UN and EU aren't a beast empire; AI isn't the mark. Past prophecy teachers 

predicted imminent ends that never came. With no supernatural seals or trumpets, and no rapture 

or temple events, isn't this just reading headlines into ancient vague texts?" 

Hitchcock responded calmly yet firmly: "Convergence matters—not isolated events, but all 

aligning uniquely now, centered on Israel. Scripture isn't vague; it's specific, and we're seeing 

unprecedented preparation. The full Tribulation awaits, but the signs call us to watch and live 

faithfully." 

The judge interjected: "Thank you. The witness may step down." 

Chapter 5: Symbolic Visions or Literal Signs? – Interpreting Apocalyptic Prophecy 

(Revelation and Daniel) 

The judge's gavel fell sharply, cutting through the scholarly tension left by Dr. Hitchcock's 

testimony. "The witness is excused." Hitchcock gathered his notes and exited steadily, the doors 

closing behind him. 

The prosecutor stood with deliberate poise, her eyes scanning the room like a scholar dissecting 

an ancient manuscript: "Your Honor, the prosecution calls Dr. Bart D. Ehrman." 

The doors opened smoothly this time, admitting a contemporary figure—a man in his late sixties, 

bespectacled, with a thoughtful expression and casual yet professional attire, carrying a stack of 

his acclaimed books on New Testament textual criticism. He entered with the quiet confidence of 

an academic seasoned by decades of debate. The courtroom shifted: believers regarded him 



warily, skeptics nodded approvingly, and flashes illuminated his approach. The bailiff extended a 

modern Bible for the oath. 

The bailiff intoned: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Ehrman placed his hand upon it without hesitation, his voice clear and professorial: "I do." 

He settled into the stand comfortably, adjusting his glasses as if preparing for a lecture hall. 

 

The prosecutor approached directly: "Dr. Ehrman, please state your credentials for the record." 

Ehrman responded evenly: "I am Bart D. Ehrman, James A. Gray Distinguished Professor of 

Religious Studies at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill. I hold a doctorate from 

Princeton Theological Seminary, have authored or edited over thirty books on the New 

Testament and early Christianity—including bestsellers like Misquoting Jesus and How Jesus 

Became God—and am widely recognized for my work in textual criticism and the historical 

Jesus." 



The prosecutor continued sharply: "How should we interpret the apocalyptic language in books 

like Revelation and Daniel regarding supposed 'end times' signs?" 

Ehrman spoke with scholarly precision, leaning forward slightly: "Revelation was written around 

95 AD by a Jewish-Christian prophet named John during Roman persecution under Domitian. Its 

vivid imagery—seals, trumpets, beasts, cosmic catastrophes—is classic Jewish apocalyptic 

symbolism, not literal future predictions. It addressed first-century crises: encouraging 

beleaguered Christians that God would soon overthrow Rome (symbolized as Babylon). The 

trumpets evoke plagues like Exodus, meant metaphorically for imperial judgment. Similar 

language in Daniel targeted Antiochus IV Epiphanes in the second century BC. These texts use 

hyperbole and coded symbolism for contemporary encouragement, not a blueprint for 2025 

events. Wars, earthquakes, famines? Perennial human experiences, retrofitted by later readers." 

The prosecutor pressed: "And claims that current events fulfill these prophecies?" 

Ehrman replied firmly: "Every generation since the first century has seen its crises as 

fulfillment—Millerites in 1844 (the Great Disappointment), Jehovah's Witnesses multiple times, 

Y2K hysteria, 2012 Mayan fears. All failed because the texts weren't predictive timetables. With 

no rapture, no rebuilt temple abomination as of December 2025, modern interpretations are the 

same eisegesis: reading headlines into symbolic poetry." 

The courtroom tensed—believers shifting uncomfortably, skeptics smiling faintly—as murmurs 

rose like a skeptical tide. 

The defense attorney surged forward for cross-examination, voice thundering: "Dr. Ehrman, isn't 

your view a minority among scholars? Many see genuine predictive elements, and the 

convergence today—Israel, technology, global crises—defies coincidence!" 

Ehrman countered calmly: "Scholarly consensus views Revelation as symbolic resistance 

literature, not futurist prophecy. Convergence is confirmation bias; every era has crises. The texts 

expect imminent fulfillment in their time—'soon' means soon, not 2,000 years later." 

The judge nodded thoughtfully: "The witness may step down." 



Chapter 6: The Drying River – Natural Crisis or Prophetic Vial? (Revelation 16:12 and 

Current Events) 

The judge's gavel rang out once more, a decisive blow that silenced the scholarly discourse 

echoing in the chamber. "The witness is excused." Dr. Ehrman collected his books and departed 

with measured steps, the doors sealing behind him. 

The prosecutor stood confidently: "Your Honor, the prosecution calls Dr. Michael E. Mann." 

The doors opened to admit a distinguished modern scientist—a man in his sixties, with 

thoughtful eyes behind glasses, dressed in a professional yet approachable manner, carrying 

reports and graphs on climate data. He entered with the calm authority of one who has spent 

decades analyzing Earth's systems. The courtroom stirred: believers eyed him cautiously, 

skeptics leaned forward eagerly, and the atmosphere thickened with anticipation of hard science. 

The bailiff extended a Bible for the oath. 

The bailiff stated: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, 

so help you God?" 

Mann placed his hand upon it firmly, his voice clear and composed: "I do." 

He took the stand with scientific poise, ready to present evidence. 



 

The prosecutor approached directly: "Dr. Mann, please state your credentials for the record." 

Mann responded precisely: "I am Michael E. Mann, Presidential Distinguished Professor of 

Earth and Environmental Science at the University of Pennsylvania, with a secondary 

appointment in the Annenberg School for Communication. I direct the Penn Center for Science, 

Sustainability & the Media. I hold a Ph.D. in Geology and Geophysics from Yale University and 

have authored over 200 peer-reviewed publications and several books on climate change, 

including contributions to IPCC reports." 

The prosecutor pressed: "What explains the current low water levels in the Euphrates River as of 

December 2025, and do they indicate a supernatural prophetic fulfillment?" 

Mann spoke with data-driven clarity, referencing invisible exhibits as if projecting graphs: "The 

Euphrates-Tigris basin is experiencing a severe multi-year drought, with 2025 marking Iraq's 

driest year on record since 1933. Water levels have dropped up to 27%, reservoirs like Habaniya 

and Tharthar are critically depleted, and inflows are far below historical averages. This is driven 

by human-induced climate change—increased temperatures raising evaporation, reduced rainfall 



patterns shifted by warming—and upstream water management, particularly Turkey's 

Southeastern Anatolia Project (GAP) dams, including Ilisu, which restrict downstream flow. 

Attribution studies show climate change has compounded natural variability, making such 

droughts more severe and likely. It's not miraculous; it's physics, hydrology, and geopolitics." 

 

The courtroom hummed—believers murmuring concern, skeptics nodding approval—as the 

weight of evidence settled. 

The defense attorney rose passionately for cross-examination: "Dr. Mann, even if human factors 

dominate, could this not still align with divine timing in prophecy? The convergence feels too 

precise!" 

Mann replied steadily: "Science explains mechanisms without needing supernatural intervention. 

Similar droughts occurred historically; current severity is amplified by known anthropogenic 

forces. Prophecy claims often retrofit natural events—extraordinary claims require extraordinary 

evidence, which isn't present here." 

The judge concluded: "The witness may step down." 



Chapter 7: The Kings from the East and the Final Gathering – Euphrates, Armageddon, 

and Convergence (Revelation 16:12-16) 

The judge's gavel descended with measured finality, dispersing the echoes of Dr. Mann's 

scientific testimony. "The witness is excused." Mann collected his materials and exited calmly, 

the doors closing with a resonant thud. 

The defense attorney rose with commanding presence, his cross pin catching the light: "Your 

Honor, the defense calls Hal Lindsey." 

The doors parted to welcome a figure from the heart of modern prophecy teaching—a man in his 

later years (though summoned in the vigor of his influential decades), dressed in a simple suit, 

holding a worn copy of The Late Great Planet Earth. His face bore the marks of passionate 

preaching and writing, eyes keen with decades of linking Scripture to headlines. The courtroom 

responded with a wave of recognition: believers straightened in hopeful anticipation, skeptics 

exchanged knowing glances, and the air crackled with renewed debate. The bailiff extended the 

Bible for the oath. 

The bailiff proclaimed: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Lindsey placed his hand upon it confidently, his voice resonant and assured: "I do—so help me 

God." 

He ascended the stand with purposeful stride, settling in as if addressing a vast audience. 



 

The defense attorney approached with evident admiration: "Mr. Lindsey, please state your 

credentials for the record." 

Lindsey leaned in: "I am Hal Lindsey, author of The Late Great Planet Earth and many other 

works on Bible prophecy, which have reached tens of millions worldwide. I hosted television 

programs interpreting current events through Scripture, emphasizing dispensational 

premillennialism and the imminent return of Christ." 

The defense attorney pressed eagerly: "How do you interpret Revelation 16:12 in light of the 

Euphrates River's current low levels and geopolitical developments in December 2025?" 

Lindsey spoke with prophetic intensity, gesturing emphatically: "In The Late Great Planet Earth, 

I highlighted how the Euphrates drying up would prepare the way for the 'kings of the east'—a 

massive coalition, likely led by China and Asian powers, crossing into the Middle East for 

Armageddon. Today, in 2025, we see unprecedented lows in the river due to drought and dams, 

but aligned with rising tensions: China's military buildup, assertiveness in the South China Sea 

and Taiwan Strait, alliances shifting in East Asia. Though not fully dry yet, this is stage-setting—



miraculous in timing. With no rapture or temple abomination, we're in the birth pains, watching 

the East awaken as prophesied." 

The courtroom erupted in whispers—believers inspired, skeptics skeptical—as dramatic light 

beams pierced the windows. 

The prosecutor advanced sharply for cross-examination: "Mr. Lindsey, your 1970 book 

suggested events in the 1980s; decades later, predictions shift. Isn't the Euphrates' decline 

explainable by science, and 'kings of the east' vague enough for any era?" 

Lindsey replied steadfastly: "Timelines are God's, but convergence is undeniable—Israel reborn, 

technology for the mark, East rising powerfully. Natural causes don't negate divine purpose; this 

prepares the way." 

The judge concluded firmly: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 8: Patterns of the Past – Millennial Movements and Failed Expectations Through 

History 

The judge's gavel fell with resounding authority, quelling the historical reflections stirred by Hal 

Lindsey's testimony. "The witness is excused." Lindsey nodded solemnly and departed, the doors 

closing behind him like the end of an era. 

The prosecutor rose with renewed sharpness, her posture unyielding: "Your Honor, the 

prosecution calls Professor Richard Landes." 

The doors opened to reveal a scholarly figure—a man in his seventies, with thoughtful eyes and 

a professorial demeanor, dressed in academic attire, carrying copies of his seminal work Heaven 

on Earth: The Varieties of the Millennial Experience. He entered with the measured step of one 

who has chronicled humanity's recurring apocalyptic fervor. The courtroom shifted noticeably: 

believers regarded him with caution, skeptics with approval, and a ripple of intellectual curiosity 

swept the benches. The bailiff extended the Bible for the oath. 



The bailiff intoned: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Landes placed his hand upon it steadily, his voice calm and reflective: "I do." 

He took the stand with academic composure, ready to unpack historical patterns. 

 

The prosecutor approached with precision: "Professor Landes, please state your credentials for 

the record." 

Landes responded thoughtfully: "I am Richard Landes, historian and former professor at Boston 

University, specializing in medieval history, apocalyptic beliefs, and millennial movements. I 

authored Heaven on Earth: The Varieties of the Millennial Experience, documenting how 

societies across cultures and eras have anticipated transformative ends—often with disastrous 

results when expectations fail." 

The prosecutor continued incisively: "What patterns emerge from historical apocalyptic 

predictions, and how do they relate to modern claims about end-times signs in 2025?" 



Landes spoke with measured insight, gesturing to historical parallels: "Millennialism—belief in 

an imminent perfect age—has driven movements for centuries, from ancient Jewish revolts to 

medieval crusades, Xhosa cattle-killing in 1856, and modern examples like the Millerites' Great 

Disappointment in 1844, Jehovah's Witnesses' failed dates (1914, 1975), Harold Camping's 2011 

rapture prediction, and Y2K fears. These often involve 'roosters' proclaiming the dawn based on 

signs—wars, disasters, celestial omens—that are perennial. When the end doesn't come, 'owls' 

rationalize or adjust. Today's claims of converging signs (Euphrates drying, Middle East wars, 

technology) fit this pattern: confirmation bias amplifies ordinary events into prophecy 

fulfillment. With no rapture or temple abomination, it's classic pre-millennial tension, not 

unprecedented culmination." 

The courtroom fell into contemplative silence—believers pondering, skeptics affirmed—as the 

weight of recurring history settled. 

The defense attorney advanced with intensity for cross-examination: "Professor Landes, even if 

patterns exist, could this time be different with unique convergences like Israel's rebirth and 

global technology?" 

Landes replied evenly: "Every millennial wave believes it's unique. The pattern persists: 

heightened expectation, selective sign-reading, then adjustment. Caution is warranted." 

The judge nodded: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 9: The Northern Coalition – Gog, Magog, and Modern Alliances (Ezekiel 38-39) 

The judge's gavel descended sharply, restoring equilibrium after Professor Landes' testimony. 

"The witness is excused." Landes gathered his notes and departed thoughtfully, the doors closing 

with a solemn echo. 

The defense attorney rose triumphantly, his voice ringing with conviction: "Your Honor, the 

defense calls Joel C. Rosenberg." 

The doors opened to admit a contemporary expert—a man in his late fifties, with a focused gaze 

honed by years of geopolitical analysis and biblical study, dressed in a sharp suit befitting his 



roles as author, commentator, and founder of The Joshua Fund. He entered with purposeful 

stride, carrying the air of one who bridges ancient prophecy with modern headlines. The 

courtroom buzzed intensely: believers leaned forward in eager recognition, skeptics regarded 

him critically, and cameras captured the moment avidly. The bailiff extended the Bible for the 

oath. 

The bailiff declared: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Rosenberg placed his hand upon it resolutely, his voice firm and articulate: "I do—so help me 

God." 

He took the stand with confident poise, ready to connect dots across millennia. 

 

The defense attorney approached with respect: "Mr. Rosenberg, please state your credentials for 

the record." 



Rosenberg responded clearly: "I am Joel C. Rosenberg, New York Times bestselling author of 

political thrillers and nonfiction works on Bible prophecy and Middle East affairs, including 

books like The Ezekiel Option and Enemies and Allies. As a former aide to Israeli leaders and 

U.S. officials, I founded The Joshua Fund to aid Israel and her neighbors, and I frequently 

analyze current events through the lens of Scripture." 

The defense attorney urged: "How do geopolitical developments in December 2025 align with 

Ezekiel's prophecy of Gog and Magog invading Israel?" 

Rosenberg spoke with urgent precision, gesturing to emphasize alliances: "Ezekiel 38-39 

describes a coalition led by Gog from Magog (often identified with Russia), joined by Persia 

(Iran), Cush, Put, Gomer, and Beth Togarmah (regions including modern Turkey and others), 

invading a restored Israel in the 'latter days.' As of December 2025, we see unprecedented 

alignments: Russia's deepening military ties with Iran (drones, missiles exchanged amid Ukraine 

and Middle East conflicts), Turkey's shifting postures under Erdogan with occasional 

cooperation in Syria, and Iran's proxies encircling Israel. Though not yet the full invasion—and 

with no rapture or temple abomination—this coalition is forming exactly as foretold, against a 

secure, reborn Israel. It's not coincidence; it's prophetic stage-setting." 

The courtroom thrummed with tension—believers whispering in awe, skeptics murmuring 

rebuttals—as prophetic and present-day realities collided. 

The prosecutor surged forward for cross-examination, voice cutting like a scalpel: "Mr. 

Rosenberg, these alliances fluctuate—Russia and Turkey have clashed in Syria, Iran's influence 

wanes post-recent setbacks. Isn't this selective reading of fluid geopolitics into ancient text, like 

past failed interpretations?" 

Rosenberg countered steadily: "Fluctuations yes, but the long-term trend toward anti-Israel 

coalition is clear and unprecedented. Ezekiel specifies motivations and outcome—divine glory 

revealed. We're watching the hooks in the jaw drawing them." 

The judge interjected calmly: "The witness may step down." 



Chapter 10: The Mind's Patterns – Cognitive Biases and Seeing Signs in the Stars 

(Psychology of Prophecy Interpretation) 

The judge's gavel struck with authoritative finality, dispersing the echoes of Joel C. Rosenberg's 

geopolitical testimony. "The witness is excused." Rosenberg nodded respectfully and exited, the 

doors closing with a solemn echo. 

The prosecutor stood with calculated intensity: "Your Honor, the prosecution calls Dr. Elizabeth 

Loftus." 

The doors opened to admit a poised modern expert—a woman in her eighties, with sharp 

intelligent eyes framed by glasses, dressed in professional attire reflecting decades of courtroom 

and laboratory experience. She entered with the steady confidence of one who has reshaped 

understandings of human memory. The courtroom reacted with a mix of curiosity and tension: 

believers watched warily, skeptics with anticipation, as flashes captured her approach. The bailiff 

extended the Bible for the oath. 

The bailiff intoned: "Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole 

truth, so help you God?" 

Loftus placed her hand upon it firmly, her voice clear and composed: "I do." 

She took the stand with scholarly assurance, adjusting the microphone thoughtfully. 



 

The prosecutor approached methodically: "Dr. Loftus, please state your credentials for the 

record." 

Loftus responded precisely: "I am Elizabeth F. Loftus, Distinguished Professor Emerita at the 

University of California, Irvine, with affiliations including psychology and law. I hold a Ph.D. 

from Stanford University and have published over 20 books and hundreds of articles on human 

memory, particularly its malleability and susceptibility to suggestion. My research has 

influenced legal systems worldwide regarding eyewitness reliability." 

The prosecutor continued pointedly: "How do cognitive biases, such as confirmation bias and 

apophenia, influence the interpretation of current events as biblical end-times signs?" 

Loftus spoke with evidence-based clarity: "Human memory and perception are highly 

reconstructive, not photographic. Confirmation bias leads people to seek, interpret, and 

remember information that aligns with preexisting beliefs—ignoring contradictions. Apophenia, 

the tendency to perceive meaningful patterns in random data, amplifies this: vague prophecies 

(wars, earthquakes, droughts) are retrofitted to any era's events. My experiments show how 



suggestion implants false details; similarly, motivated reasoning in prophecy watchers heightens 

selective attention to 'signs' while discounting natural explanations or failed past predictions. In 

2025, low Euphrates levels or Middle East tensions aren't unique—they fit perennial patterns—

but belief systems distort perception to see divine fulfillment." 

The courtroom fell hushed—believers reflecting uneasily, skeptics affirmed—as psychological 

insights pierced the prophetic claims. 

The defense attorney advanced fervently for cross-examination: "Dr. Loftus, biases affect 

skeptics too—dismissing convergences outright. Doesn't the sheer accumulation of signs in our 

era transcend mere pattern-seeking?" 

Loftus replied evenly: "Biases are universal, but rigorous testing reveals memory's fragility. 

Extraordinary convergences often dissolve under scrutiny—history shows the same claims 

recurring without culmination." 

The judge nodded: "The witness may step down." 

Chapter 11: The Final Victory – Second Coming, Renewal, and Eternal Hope (Revelation 

19-22) 

The judge's gavel cracked through the introspective hush left by Dr. Loftus's psychological 

revelations. "The witness is excused." Loftus rose gracefully, gathered her materials, and 

departed, the doors closing with a soft finality. 

The defense attorney stood with resolute determination, his voice cutting through the lingering 

skepticism: "Your Honor, the defense calls the Apostle John once more—for closing testimony 

on the ultimate outcome." 

The doors parted with a hushed whisper, as if unveiling a sacred scroll from the isle of exile. An 

awed hush descended as John re-entered—a humble fisherman turned apostle in weathered tunic, 

his aged frame radiating the quiet strength of one who had seen the risen Christ, his eyes 

reflecting the glory of heavenly visions. He moved forward steadily, evoking the patter of waves 

on Patmos shores, his gentle yet resolute demeanor captivating the room once again. The crowd 



reacted viscerally: believers rose halfway in reverence, skeptics shifted with reluctant curiosity, 

and the atmosphere thickened with the sense of culmination. The bailiff, voice hushed, extended 

the scroll. 

The bailiff spoke softly: "You have already been sworn, Apostle John." 

John nodded solemnly and returned to the stand, his presence filling the room like a glimpse of 

glory. 

The defense attorney approached with deep reverence: "Apostle John, having described the seals, 

trumpets, and bowls, what final assurance does the Revelation give regarding the claims of the 

end times and Christ's return?" 

John's voice rang clear and triumphant, eyes shining as if beholding the vision anew: "After the 

bowls are poured out—the Euphrates dried, the kings gathered to Armageddon—then I saw 

heaven opened, and behold a white horse! And He that sat upon him was called Faithful and 

True, and in righteousness He doth judge and make war. His eyes were as a flame of fire, and on 

His head were many crowns... And He was clothed with a vesture dipped in blood: and His name 

is called The Word of God. And the armies which were in heaven followed Him upon white 

horses... And out of His mouth goeth a sharp sword... And He treadeth the winepress of the 

fierceness and wrath of Almighty God. And He hath on His vesture and on His thigh a name 

written, KING OF KINGS, AND LORD OF LORDS (Revelation 19:11-16)." 

He paused, the courtroom breathless, then continued with unshakeable hope: "Then the beast and 

false prophet are cast into the lake of fire, Satan bound for a thousand years, and the saints reign 

with Christ. After the final rebellion, a new heaven and new earth descend—the holy city, new 

Jerusalem, coming down from God out of heaven... And God shall wipe away all tears... and 

there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for 

the former things are passed away (Revelation 21:1-4). He which testifieth these things saith, 

Surely I come quickly. Amen. Even so, come, Lord Jesus (Revelation 22:20)." 

The courtroom trembled with emotion—tears in believers' eyes, thoughtful silence among 

skeptics—as eternal hope illuminated the chamber. 



The prosecutor rose for final cross-examination, voice steady yet probing: "Apostle John, these 

visions brought comfort to persecuted believers expecting imminent fulfillment nearly two 

thousand years ago. With no rapture, no abomination, and centuries of similar 'signs' without 

culmination, are these not poetic assurances rather than literal timelines for our day?" 

John met her gaze with compassionate certainty: "The Lord is not slack concerning His 

promise... but is longsuffering toward us, not willing that any should perish, but that all should 

come to repentance (2 Peter 3:9). The vision is sure, the words faithful and true. Behold, He 

cometh with clouds; and every eye shall see Him. Even so. Amen." 

The judge leaned forward, voice grave and measured: "The witness may step down. Counsel, this 

concludes the presentation of evidence." 

Closing Statements 

The judge's gavel fell one last time, a resonant crack that silenced the courtroom's lingering 

murmurs. "Counsel, proceed with closing statements. Prosecution first." 

The prosecutor rose with measured grace, buttoning her jacket as she moved to the center, her 

voice steady and incisive, building to a reasoned crescendo that commanded attention. 

"Your Honor, we have heard ancient voices thunder and modern scholars dissect, yet the 

evidence remains unchanged: wars, famines, earthquakes, droughts—these are the perennial 

companions of human history, explained fully by science, geopolitics, psychology, and cycles of 

nature. The Euphrates dwindles not by angelic vial but by dams and climate; alliances shift not 

by divine hooks but by pragmatic power; patterns appear not by prophecy but by the mind's 

eager search for meaning. Every generation has stood where we stand in December 2025—no 

rapture, no rebuilt temple, no abomination—and cried 'the end is near,' only to pass the claim to 

the next. These texts offered hope amid ancient oppression, symbolic resistance against empires 

long fallen. To declare them literal blueprints for our headlines is to repeat the errors of countless 

failed millennial movements. Reason demands we rule these claims unproven—powerful stories, 

perhaps, but not established facts. Let doubt prevail where evidence falls short." 



She returned to her seat amid a ripple of thoughtful nods from skeptics and uneasy shifts from 

believers. 

The defense attorney surged forward, gripping the lectern with white-knuckled passion, his voice 

a clarion call that filled the chamber with urgency and hope. 

"Your Honor, light has pierced every shadow cast here today. Ancient prophets spoke with one 

voice of restoration, invasion, cosmic signs, and a river prepared for eastern kings—details now 

converging in our time with Israel's rebirth, technology's explosion, alliances forming against 

God's people, and the Euphrates at historic lows. Natural causes? Yes—but timed with precision 

that defies coincidence. Cognitive biases affect skeptics too, blinding them to unprecedented 

alignment. Failed predictions of the past do not negate the signs Jesus warned would increase 

like birth pains. With no rapture yet and no abomination, we stand watchful in the prelude, urged 

to readiness. History's arc bends toward the triumphant return promised: the King of Kings 

coming on a white horse, renewing all things. Affirm these claims not as myth, but as the hope 

that sustains through every sorrow. The evidence cries out: Watch, repent, believe—for He 

comes quickly." 

He sat, the courtroom electric with emotion—tears glistening, hearts pounding—as sunlight 

streamed like approval from above. 

Judge's Ruling 

The judge leaned forward, his silver hair catching the light, his gaze sweeping the assembly with 

solemn wisdom. He adjusted his glasses deliberately, then spoke in a voice deep and resonant, 

carrying the weight of impartial justice. 

"This hypothetical trial has plumbed depths few dare explore. We have heard prophets thunder 

from antiquity, apostles testify to visions of glory and judgment, scholars dissect texts and events 

with rigor, scientists explain natural mechanisms, psychologists reveal the mind's patterns, and 

commentators connect ancient words to modern headlines. 



Rigorous historical and scientific inquiry can neither conclusively prove nor disprove that current 

events fulfill biblical end-times prophecies in a literal, imminent sense. Wars rage as they always 

have; droughts recur through known cycles amplified by human action; alliances form and 

dissolve by earthly powers; minds seek patterns where ambiguity reigns. No supernatural seals 

have broken before our eyes, no trumpets sounded globally, no rapture removed the church, no 

abomination defiles a temple yet unbuilt. 

Yet neither can inquiry dismiss the remarkable convergences: a scattered people regathered as a 

nation after millennia, knowledge and travel exploding, global systems emerging, crises 

intensifying—all echoing themes foretold with specificity centuries ago. 

Thus, no binding verdict can be rendered here. The claims stand neither proven fact nor 

disproven fable. They remain a matter beyond the threshold of empirical certainty—a question 

not merely of 'Are we in the end times?' but of personal response: readiness, repentance, hope, or 

indifference. 

The court adjures each juror—you, the reader—to weigh the testimony carefully, without fear or 

coercion. For if even a fraction of these ancient words prove true, the implications are eternal. 

This trial is adjourned." 

The gavel fell one final time. The crowd rose slowly—some in quiet contemplation, others 

whispering fervent prayers—as sunlight faded into twilight beyond the arched windows. 

Epilogue 

As the grand courthouse emptied into the chill December evening of 2025, the once-throbbing 

chamber fell into a profound, echoing silence. Sunlight's final rays slanted through the towering 

arched windows, casting long shadows across the polished benches where hearts had pounded 

and souls had wrestled. 

Outside, the restless crowd dispersed slowly—some in hurried debate, others lingering alone, 

faces etched with unspoken wonder or quiet doubt. A believer paused on the stone steps, gazing 



at the fading sky; a skeptic stood nearby, arms crossed yet eyes distant, as if the weight of 

eternity pressed upon them all. 

No earthly court could bind the heavens or silence the soul's deepest cry. The flags whipped in 

the gathering wind, carrying whispers of judgment and grace into the night. In that moment, 

amid the ordinary rush of life, a profound ache stirred—the longing for meaning, for redemption, 

for a voice that says, "Fear not." 

Yet one truth pierced the gathering darkness, spoken long ago and resounding through the trial's 

echoes: "Watch therefore, for you do not know what hour your Lord is coming" (Matthew 

24:42). 

In the quiet of your own heart—where doubt wrestles with hope, fear with longing—the question 

lingers, tender and urgent: What if the signs are whispering not just of endings, but of a 

beginning? What if the King is nearer than we dare believe? 

The answer, dear reader, is yours alone to embrace... or to turn away. 

Mark Stroupe December 2025 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Witness List 

Defense Witnesses (arguing for fulfillment or convergence of end-times signs): 

• Prophet Daniel 

• Prophet Ezekiel 

• Apostle John (called twice) 

• Dr. Mark Hitchcock (eschatologist and author) 

• Hal Lindsey (author of The Late Great Planet Earth) 

• Joel C. Rosenberg (author and Middle East analyst) 

Prosecution Witnesses (arguing natural explanations, symbolic interpretation, or historical 

patterns): 

• Dr. Bart D. Ehrman (New Testament scholar) 

• Dr. Michael E. Mann (climatologist) 

• Professor Richard Landes (historian of millennial movements) 

• Dr. Elizabeth Loftus (psychologist, expert on memory and cognitive bias) 

References and Citations (for factual elements used in testimony) 

• Biblical texts: Revelation, Daniel, Ezekiel, Matthew 24, Isaiah 53, etc. (standard 

translations: KJV, NIV, ESV) 

• Euphrates River data (2025): NASA satellite observations, IPCC reports on climate 

change, UN water assessments, Turkish GAP project details 

• Geopolitical alliances: Public reports on Russia-Iran military cooperation, Turkey's 

regional posture 

• Historical failed predictions: Millerites (1844), Jehovah's Witnesses (1914, 1975), Harold 

Camping (2011), Y2K 

• Cognitive biases: Research by Elizabeth Loftus and standard psychology literature 

• Eschatological views: Works by Hal Lindsey, Mark Hitchcock, Joel C. Rosenberg 

 

 


