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The Judas Goat — Book Two


No Tribulation Rapture


Introduction — The Bad News First

The honest truth is, I’m the type of person who wants to hear the bad news first. Give it to me straight, give it to me ugly, give it to me while I can still do something about it. The good news lightens the load — but only if you’re still alive to carry it.

A man living with a lie is a man who tied his own hands behind his back and jumped into water full of piranhas. Nobody in his right mind would do that on purpose. But that is exactly what a lie does — it binds your hands and puts you in the water, and the whole time you’re telling yourself the water is fine. You know this pain in other shapes. A spouse who is cheating on you. Kids who lie to your face. Believing in something that isn’t true hurts in a different way than those do — but it hurts every bit as deep, and it takes more. The cheating spouse takes your marriage. The lie you build your soul on takes everything downstream of your soul.

And here’s the bitter part — bitter the way a broken bone is funny only to the man who doesn’t have one. If your best mate sat you down and told you the truth about it, you’d be angry — at him. Not everyone. But most. Especially when the lie has had half your life, or all of it. The messenger gets the anger the lie deserved. I know that walking in. I wrote this anyway.

This isn’t a jab at God. Hear me on that plainly. This is me trying to get us focused on what actually matters — because we are running out of time to be focused on the wrong thing.

So here is the bad news, first, the way I’d want it handed to me. No cushion. No wind-up.

There will be no rapture — not the one they sold you.

Read it again. Sit in it. The doctrine you were handed as a child, the one printed in your Bible’s margins, the one they made the movies about — that evacuation is not coming for you. And here is the root of it: the word itself was bent. Paul wrote about a catching-up — a real one, at the Lord’s return — and men took his word and made it mean something he never said: a secret escape, years ahead of the trouble, for a church that never sees a hard day. The word on the page is his. The meaning you inherited is theirs.

Think about the phrase they lean on — caught up to meet the Lord in the air. As I sit here typing this book, I’m already in the air. The air is all around me; it starts at the ground I’m standing on. Meeting the King in the air doesn’t mean leaving the earth behind — it means He’s arrived, and His people go out to welcome Him the way a city walks out to welcome its king home. And read the verse where it lives: Paul wrote it to a church weeping over their dead, to promise them the dead in Christ rise first and nobody’s grave gets left behind. It’s a resurrection promise for grieving families. It was never a flight schedule. The first book in this line read that whole page and proved it — this book starts where that one ended, with the ramp exposed and the flock still on it.

Now the absolute worst news, and I will not soften it: we are going to be manipulated. Not might be. Are. Whether you know the truth or not, the machine is coming for your mind, and it does not care how sincere you are. You’ll make a choice, and the choice is all yours — but most people will make it in a panic. The direction this world is headed is dark, violent, and evil. It will be the most frightening hour most people ever have to stand through. And the fear alone will cause them to turn on their brother and on their sister. Not the enemy — the fear. Fear does the enemy’s work for free, in your own house, with your own hands.

The Bible does an excellent job of telling you who to trust, who not to trust, and how to pay attention. It even tells you the road is narrow and few there be that find it. Now look at how many people believe in the rapture. Tens of millions. Whole denominations. An entire industry. That is not a narrow road. That’s a highway — and ask yourself where the wide, comfortable, crowded roads in that Book always lead.

There’s an old rule men use to test competing theories — Occam’s razor: the explanation with the fewest ASSUMPTIONS is most likely the true one. Now hold the rapture doctrine up to that razor. Two comings where the page gives one. A silent trumpet. A secret shout. A church that vanishes between two verses. Assumption stacked on assumption until the whole act needs a net — that’s not reading the Book, brothers and sisters, that’s biblical gymnastics. And the razor cuts every rope holding it up.

And here is the part nobody weighs, the part that ought to keep the goat up at night: even if the doctrine were harmless, it gives you nothing for the day you will actually face. Worse than nothing — it trains you wrong. The believer who knows this is what I signed up for will last to the very last second. He is prepared to stare down the barrel of a gun. She has the grit to watch her own life being taken and never let go of the Lord’s hand while it happens. But the one who only came in out of fear — afraid of the afterlife, afraid of the tribulation, afraid of death — that one will not make it. Fear walked them in the door, and fear will walk them right back out at the exact moment it costs everything.

Christ says take up my cross and follow me. Do you hear him? A cross. Not a boarding pass. I take that verse at full weight, every word of it — a cross is an instrument of death, and He handed it to His followers on purpose. Understand me right: I didn’t sign up because I wanted to die. I signed up because He’s worth following anywhere He leads — somewhere better than this. I signed up to see our Lord’s face. I signed up because the holy nation that belongs to Christ — the Israel of God — is the nation I now belong to, grafted in by His blood. This world is going to perish, and every throne and tower and government in it. His word will last forever.

I do not put my fear in man, and I will never put my trust in him either. And they almost had me. Understand that — the ramp was under my own feet. But then I started reading and stopped listening. I read, and I listened to the only one who deserves that kind of attention: the Father, the most high God. The King of kings, the living water, the faithful one, the great I AM, the Lion of Judah. No one else. Not my parents, not the pastor, not the police officer, the soldier, the president, or the king of England. NO ONE deserves the attention we owe our heavenly King — because the moment you hand a man that kind of attention, you’ve handed him the rope he’ll lead you with.

Those are the terms of the table. Bad news first, and the bad news is this: the ramp is still standing, the flock is still walking it, the hard day is still coming, and nobody is flying out of here before it lands. The good news comes after — and it’s better than the lie ever was, because it’s true, and because it holds. Turn the page.






Chapter One — The Three-Chart Problem

The introduction handed you the bad news straight: there will be no rapture — not the one they sold you. Now somebody in the back row is already raising a hand, and it’s a fair hand, so let’s call on it. “Which one, though? Pre-trib? Mid-trib? Post-trib? There’s three charts on the wall. Maybe you tore down the wrong one.”

Good. Sit down at the table, because that question — the fact that the question even exists — is where this chapter does its work.

Three timing charts. Pre-tribulation: the church leaves before the seven years. Mid-tribulation: the church leaves at the halfway mark, three and a half years in. Post-tribulation: the church goes through and is gathered at the end. Three departure times for the same flight. And before we grade a single verse, I want you to stop and ask the question nobody in the chart business wants asked:

Do you believe the Father would hand His children a problem like this?

Think about what the three charts require you to believe about God. They require you to believe that the most urgent piece of survival information in the whole Book — when does the flock face the fire, and will you be here for it — was written so poorly, so foggy, so scattered, that His own children have been split into three camps for nearly two centuries, each camp holding its own chart, each chart drawn from the same pages. The God who gave Noah the flood’s schedule down to the seven-day warning. The God who gave Israel the day and the hour to be packed and standing with their shoes on. The God who told Jeremiah the captivity would run seventy years — not “a while,” not “an era,” seventy. That God, they’d have you believe, wrote the single most important calendar entry in human history as a riddle with three possible answers, and left His family to fight over it in the church parking lot.

“For God is not the author of confusion, but of peace” (1 Corinthians 14:33). RECORD. Hold that verse up against the three-chart wall and one of two things is true. Either the Father authored a confusion — which the page just said He does not do — or the confusion has a different author. The Book didn’t produce three charts. The chart business did. And when you find three versions of the same product on the same shelf, you’re not looking at revelation. You’re looking at a market.


How a market answers criticism

There’s something every working man knows that every seminary seems to have forgotten: when a product takes a hit, the company doesn’t pull the product. It releases a new model.

The car’s got a deadly flaw? Meet next year’s model, same car, new grille. The pill’s got side effects? Try the reformulated version, ask your doctor. The con got exposed in one town? Same con in the next town, new letterhead. The product never dies. It iterates.

Watch the timeline, then, because the charts didn’t fall from heaven — they rolled off an assembly line, and each one rolled out exactly when the previous model took its hit.

The original model — pre-trib — ships in the 1830s. Book One walked that whole paper trail: Darby’s system, the Brethren, the prophecy conferences, Scofield’s margins. For a century it sells clean, because for a century its customers are comfortable and nobody’s checking the engine.

Then the engine starts knocking. Scholars — believing scholars, men inside the camp — start pressing the obvious: there’s no verse. The “kept from the hour” reading breaks against John’s own usage. The two-comings scheme has no page. And some honest men inside the movement start admitting out loud that the doctrine rests on the system, not on a text. The product’s taken a hit.

So in 1941, the new model ships. A teacher named Norman Harrison publishes The End: Rethinking the Revelation and formally offers the mid-tribulation chart: fine, the church doesn’t miss the whole seven years — but it leaves at the middle, before the real trouble, before the bowls of wrath. Look at what that is. It’s not a discovery. Nobody found a new verse in 1941 — the Book hadn’t changed since 1611, or since the first century for that matter. It’s a renegotiation. The critics proved the church is present for tribulation? Fine — concede the first half, keep the escape. Same car. New grille.

And when the mid-trib model
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