
Matthew 24:24 "For there shall arise false Christs and false prophets and shall shew great signs and wonders; insomuch that, if it were possible, they shall deceive the very elect."
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A Note from the Author:

The cover of this book was generated by artificial intelligence.

Look closely at the line about the baptism of the Holy Spirit. You will notice something. The words dissolve. What should read "the initial evidence of speaking in tongues" becomes something unrecognizable. Garbled. Almost a word. Not quite.

I did not fix it.

I left it exactly as the machine produced it because I could not have planned a better illustration of what this book is about.

Deception does not always announce itself. It does not always arrive as something obviously wrong. Sometimes it arrives looking almost right. Warm and polished and nearly correct. Close enough that you would not notice unless you already knew what the words were supposed to say.

That is the edge we are living on.

Artificial intelligence is a tool. Like any tool it can be used well and it can cause harm. But when that harm touches the Word of God, when it softens doctrine or garbles truth or produces something that sounds spiritual but means nothing, the stakes are not small. Eternity is not a small thing.

I am not a theologian. I am a Canadian woman living in Tunisia with no church, no pastor, and no community of believers around me. I wrote this book out of that loneliness and out of a deep and growing alarm at what I see happening in the church. The falling away is not coming. It is here. It is here and it is comfortable and it has excellent lighting and it will never ask you to pay for it with anything that costs you something real.

Stay in the Word.

Not my words. Not an AI's words. Not a pastor's words unchecked. The Word itself. Inspired, infallible, authoritative. The thing that tells you when something is wrong.

Because if it were possible even the elect would be deceived.

Matthew 24:24 is not a warning about the future.

It is a description of right now.
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We believe in one God, eternally existent, indivisible, infinite in power, holiness, and wisdom, who has revealed Himself as Father in creation, Son in redemption, and Holy Spirit in regeneration and sanctification. We believe that Jesus Christ is God manifest in the flesh, fully divine and fully human, who was conceived by the Spirit, born of the virgin Mary, lived a sinless life, died on the cross for our sins, was buried, and rose bodily on the third day. We believe that salvation is found in no other name than Jesus Christ, and is received through repentance, water baptism in His name for the remission of sins, and the baptism of the Holy Spirit with the initial evidence of speaking in tongues. We believe the Holy Spirit indwells, empowers, and sanctifies believers, producing holiness and spiritual gifts for the work of the church. We believe the Bible is the inspired, infallible, and authoritative Word of God, guiding all faith and conduct. We believe in the unity of all true believers, the observance of baptism and the Lord's Supper, and in living a holy, separated life dedicated to God. We believe that Jesus Christ will visibly return in power and glory to judge the living and the dead, and to establish His eternal kingdom, where all who are in Him shall receive everlasting life.
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I have played keys at Cornerstone City Church since I was seventeen years old.

Eleven years of Sunday, Wednesday and Friday services.This church is not somewhere I go. It is something I am made of. I was baptized in Jesus' name in this building when I was sixteen years old by Pastor Garfield Cross. He was sixty two years old that day and he had already been pastoring Cornerstone for thirty years. He built it from a storefront on Clement Street with eleven people and a sound system he borrowed from another church and never gave back. He used to tell that story on himself every anniversary Sunday and laugh like it was still funny after forty tellings. By the time I was baptized there were twelve hundred of us. By the time this story begins there were three thousand and the building had been expanded twice and there was talk of expanding again. He used to say Cornerstone grew not because he was clever but because he refused to make the gospel comfortable. He said it like it was the simplest thing in the world. Like the thought of doing otherwise had genuinely never crossed his mind.

He was not an easy man to describe to someone who had never sat under his preaching.

He was tall and broad and his voice did not need a microphone though we used one anyway. He was seventy years old and looked it and it did not diminish him at all. He had the kind of face that had been through things. Real things. Loss and disappointment and long nights and the particular weight of carrying other people's grief for four decades. And it had not made him hard or distant or careful the way it makes some pastors careful. It had made him more present somehow. More willing to look directly at difficult things.

He preached no once saved always saved with the same urgency every single time. Not as a point of doctrine he was scoring. As a pastoral love. He had watched too many people settle into a false security and stop running and he was not going to be the man who handed them that security and smiled while they did it. He would rather lose you to offense than lose you to comfort.

Some people left because of that. He let them go and kept preaching to the ones who stayed.

Wednesday nights he taught through books of the Bible. Slowly. Carefully. He was not in a hurry. He did not care about being relevant or current or accessible. He cared about being accurate. He would spend three weeks on a single chapter of Romans if he thought it needed three weeks. Once he spent an entire month on Acts 2:38 and nobody complained because by the end you understood something you had not understood before and that was worth a month.

My mother said he was the same in 1987 as he was in the year I was baptized as he was the last Sunday I ever heard his real voice. She said he never changed. She meant it as the highest compliment she knew how to give. She was right. He never changed.

—-
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My mother was in her spot in the choir, third from the left, burgundy blouse she saves for first Sundays. The worship team was tight. Everything landed where it was supposed to land. I was in it completely, the way you get sometimes when playing stops being something you are doing and becomes something you are inside of.

After worship Pastor Cross came to the pulpit the way he always did. No hurry. He stood there for a moment and just looked at us. He did that sometimes. Like he was taking inventory. Like he wanted to see who was there before he said a word to them.

He preached on the Apostles Creed that morning.

On why every word mattered. On why the church had always said it together out loud, every single week, not as ritual but as immune system. He used that word exactly. Immune system. He said doctrine is not bureaucracy. It is the thing that tells you when something is wrong. The thing that keeps you from drifting so slowly you never notice you have left.

I wrote it in the margin of my bulletin without thinking. The thing that tells you when something is wrong.

At the end of the service he led us through the creed together. All three thousand of us.It was the most ordinary sound in the world.

After service he stood at the back doors the way he always did. He shook hands and asked after people by name and remembered things. Sister Paulette's knee surgery. Brother Tomas starting a new job. The young couple in row fourteen who had lost a baby and were back for the first time since the funeral. He had a word for all of them. The right word. Not a performance of the right word. The actual thing.

He stopped when I walked past and put a hand briefly on my shoulder. “You played the piano beautifully today, Nora.”

As I was saying “Thank you,” Pastor had already moved on to the next person. That was how he was. Full attention for exactly the moment you needed it and then on to the next person because they needed it too. 

I wish I had stayed longer. Paid more attention. Listened harder to all three thousand of us saying those words together like we meant every one of them. Because we did. 
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