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“Now unto him that is able to do exceeding abundantly above all that we ask or think, according to the power that worketh in us.” – Ephesians 3:20
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The cursor blinked mockingly at Amethyst Sterling as he stared at the blank document on his laptop screen. Outside his seminary dorm window, autumn leaves drifted past like fragments of burnt prayers, and somewhere in the distance, the chapel bell chimed nine times. His final paper was due in six weeks. Six weeks to make sense of biblical prophecy when he could barely make sense of his own spiritual journey.
Biblical Prophecy
Southern Revivalist Theological Seminary
7/01/09
Book report
He’d typed and deleted that header a dozen times already. Each keystroke felt weighted with the absurdity of it all—a former crystal-gazing, chakra-balancing New Age seeker writing about the end times. Three years of seminary hadn’t quite erased the bitter irony of his chosen name. Amethyst. The stone of spiritual clarity. His parents had named him David, but at nineteen, drowning in marijuana smoke and mystic nonsense, he’d legally changed it during what he’d pompously called his “spiritual awakening.”
Now, at twenty-eight, the real spiritual awakening felt far more terrifying and infinitely less dramatic.
The book lay open beside his laptop:
The Complete Book of Biblical Prophecy
by Mark Hitchcock. Tyndale House Publishers, 1999. The pages were already dog-eared and highlighted, marginalia scribbled in his careful handwriting. But every time he tried to organize his thoughts, they scattered like startled birds.
The rapture. The tribulation. The millennium. The White Throne Judgment.
His phone buzzed. A text from his brother:
How’s the Jesus paper going, Amy? 
Zircon. Even their parents had eventually gotten caught up in the crystal craze, naming his younger brother after yet another semi-precious stone. The difference was Zircon had never taken it seriously. He’d legally changed his name back to David the moment he turned eighteen, went to business school, and now sold insurance in Phoenix with the comfortable cynicism of someone who’d never had to question whether the universe was trying to speak to him through coincidence and circumstance.
Amethyst set the phone aside without responding.
He opened Hitchcock’s book to Chapter 4—the ten key events of biblical prophecy. His professor, Dr. Rebecca Marshall, had made it clear she expected a critical analysis, not blind acceptance. “We’re living in the kingdom age now,” she’d said during their last eschatology seminar, her voice carrying the confidence of someone with tenure and three published books. “The millennium isn’t future—it’s present. We’ve been in it since Christ’s resurrection.”
But as Amethyst read Hitchcock’s systematic breakdown—the rapture of the church, the judgment seat of Christ, the marriage of the Lamb, the tribulation period, the second coming, the campaign of Armageddon, the millennial kingdom, the revolt of Satan, the great white throne judgment, and the creation of new heaven and new earth—something inside his chest tightened like a fist.
The rapture of the church.
He’d heard about it in fragments throughout his seminary education, usually dismissed as “fundamentalist fantasy” or “escapist theology.” But Hitchcock’s description was methodical, grounded in scripture, undeniable in its logic. Believers would be caught up to meet Christ in the air. Before the tribulation. Before the judgment.
Amethyst closed his eyes and rubbed his temples. The familiar sensation was building again—the one that had been coming more frequently over the past few weeks. It started as a warmth behind his sternum, then spread outward like ripples on water. In his New Age days, he would have called it “opening his third eye” or “aligning his chakras.” Now he wasn’t sure what to call it.
When he opened his eyes, the words seemed to leap from the page:
“And the dead in Christ shall rise first: Then we which are alive and remain shall be caught up together with them in the clouds, to meet the Lord in the air...”
The warmth intensified. And suddenly, with a clarity that felt like ice water in his veins, Amethyst knew something that made his hands shake as he reached for his pen.
The rapture hadn’t happened yet.
It wasn’t symbolic. It wasn’t past. It wasn’t the spiritual “catching away” that Dr. Marshall described in her lectures. It was literal, future, and imminent. And if the rapture hadn’t happened yet—if they were still waiting for that blessed hope—then Dr. Marshall was wrong about everything else too.
They weren’t in the millennium. The tribulation was still coming. The White Throne Judgment still loomed in the future like a cosmic cliff edge.
His pen moved across the page almost without his conscious direction:
This book will interest those who are into eschatology, which means the study of end of times. It will explain the focus, emphasis and concept of the Prophets inspired by Holy Spirit to write the bible.
He paused, staring at what he’d written. The handwriting was his, but the words felt like they’d come from somewhere else. Somewhere deeper than his conscious mind, more ancient than his seminary training.
The warmth behind his sternum pulsed again, stronger now. And with it came knowledge—not learned, but received. Not studied, but known.
Word of knowledge.
The phrase materialized in his thoughts like a whisper. He’d read about the spiritual gifts in 1 Corinthians 12, of course. Every seminary student did. But academic knowledge was different from experiential reality. This felt like the difference between reading about fire and having your hand on a hot stove.
Amethyst set down his pen and stared at his reflection in the darkened window. Three years of seminary education had taught him to be suspicious of experiential religion. Too much emphasis on feelings, too little on sound doctrine. Too much like his New Age past, where every coincidence was a sign and every emotion was a divine message.
But this wasn’t emotion. This was information. Specific, biblical, verifiable information that he somehow knew to be true without having studied it extensively enough to reach that conclusion through normal academic channels.
The rapture hadn’t happened. The tribulation was coming. The millennium was future, not present.
And sitting in his seminary dorm room at 9:17 PM on a Tuesday night in October, writing his final paper on biblical prophecy, Amethyst Sterling was beginning to suspect that God was preparing him for something far more significant than graduation.
His phone buzzed again. Another text from Zircon:
Dad’s asking when you’re coming home for Thanksgiving. Should I tell him you’re too busy saving souls?
This time, Amethyst picked up the phone and typed back:
Tell him I’m busy learning that we’re not already saved.
The response came immediately:
???
Amethyst stared at the question marks, then at the book open beside his laptop, then at the partial paragraph he’d somehow written without fully understanding how.
He was pretty sure he was about to get a lot of question marks in the weeks ahead. From Zircon, from Dr. Marshall, from his classmates, and most of all, from himself.
But as he turned back to his laptop and began typing in earnest, the warmth in his chest settled into something steady and sure—a pilot light that felt like it was preparing to become a much larger fire.
The Complete Book of Biblical Prophecy by Mark Hitchcock will challenge everything you think you know about the end times,
he wrote.
Especially if you’ve been told we’re already living in them.
Outside his window, the chapel bell chimed ten times. And somewhere in the distance, like the faint sound of thunder on a clear day, Amethyst could swear he heard the echo of something immense approaching.
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Chapter 2: The Discernment
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Three days later, Amethyst sat in Dr. Marshall’s Advanced Eschatology seminar, watching his professor pace between the whiteboard and her podium with the confident stride of someone who’d never questioned her own conclusions.
“The premillennial interpretation,” she was saying, “requires us to believe in a secret rapture that removes believers before tribulation. It’s escapist theology at its worst—the idea that God’s people won’t have to suffer for their faith.” Her laugh carried just enough condescension to make several students shift uncomfortably in their seats. “Historically, this interpretation only emerged in the 1800s with John Nelson Darby. Before that, the church universally understood we were already in the millennium.”
Amethyst’s pen hovered over his notebook. The warmth was building again behind his sternum, but this time it felt different. Sharper. Less like receiving information and more like... recognition.
He glanced around the classroom at his fellow students. Marcus, the earnest pastor’s kid who’d never questioned anything his denomination taught him. Sarah, the former missionary whose faith had been forged in African persecution. James, the intellectual who approached theology like a chess match.
And then there was Dr. Marshall herself, brilliant and published and absolutely certain of her postmillennial position.
The warmth intensified, and suddenly Amethyst could sense something like shadows around certain students. Not visible shadows—nothing that dramatic—but something his spirit recognized as deception. False teaching. Spiritual blindness masquerading as academic sophistication.
Discernment of spirits.
The phrase came unbidden, and
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