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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all those who hunger and thirst for righteousness. I want to thank the Lord for His guidance and persistence in this adventure.

I would also like to thank the following people:

My wife Cindy,

for being by my side through it all.

My mother Mary,

for the constant encouragement that she gives.


My three daughters, Randie, Raine, and Katie, whether you realize it or not, you have made me a better

man.



To Pastor Greg,

thank you for listening to what God has to say.

And to all those who have made an impact on me, whether it was in a good way or not. Thanks for teaching me about life.

Foreword


Builder of the Spirit is a book that’s comprised of many different things, but its main objective is to help God’s people build their lives in His image. Although it’s truly one of a kind, I would best describe it as an inspirational non-fiction type book. Its pages are filled with love, laughter, and hope. It’s not only filled with numerous stories, it also contains many life lessons. The main theme of the book is that we are all called to be builders of the spirit.

The book covers a wide range of individuals, subjects, and situations. It talks about childhood and adulthood.

It covers a lot of territory, but it also emphasizes throughout the pages that we must be prepared for the Lord’s return.

The chapters follow the progression of new home con- struction, but that’s not really the ultimate focus. The main focus of the book is to build spiritual integrity in the reader. The beginning of each chapter introduces the reader to a par- ticular aspect of construction during the home building process. The remaining contents of the chapter looks at the spiritual aspect of life as it pertains to the subject.

Every chapter is filled with miraculous stories of how God has worked in my life and the lives of others I know. In the latter portions of each chapter I encourage the readers to make good choices for their lives. There is scripture planted throughout the book so the reader can see the truth behind the principles that are shared.











Introduction


During a time of intense soul searching, God told me to write this book. Many times He challenges us to step out in areas where we have never been before. I have never been much of a writer, but I have learned that if God says, “Be a writer,” I say, “Show me the way, Lord!”

At the time, I told my pastor that I was not only a builder of homes, but also felt that God was calling me to be a builder of the spirit. The theme of this book is about building a home, but it is also about building lives.

My purpose in writing Builder of the Spirit is to help God’s people. I hope and pray that this book will touch your life and help you to see that God never fails!

You may be wondering how to describe this book to your friends. To begin with, it’s one of a kind. I encourage you to mark on the pages, highlight the things that speak to your heart, and even write notes in it. It’s intended to stimulate your thinking. It will mean different things to different people because no two people are alike and no two people are experi- encing the same circumstances.

When you describe this book to a friend, tell them how it touched your heart. There are simply too many stories con- tained within the pages not to touch the lives of those who read it. If you have a hard time witnessing, buy this book for people, especially relatives, because they are usually the hardest ones for us to reach. When they read it in the privacy of their homes, the Holy Spirit will begin to work on their minds and lives.

This book isn’t a novel, it’s non-fiction. A novel can be passed on from person to person after each one has finished reading it, but this book isn’t quite like that. This book is the type that needs to be purchased for each particular individual.




It can be given as a gift because it is an excellent investment in a person’s life, and after they read it, they will be well on their way to becoming a builder of the spirit themselves. I en- courage people to inscribe it to the recipient with something like, “I bought you this book simply because I love you. Enjoy!”

I especially hope and pray that this book will touch your life, help you to see that God never fails and join the ranks of those who can truly be called “Builders of the Spirit!”

Chapter One
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The Early Stages of Planning
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God has a plan for each and every life that He brings into the world. We are all here for a reason. All of us have partic- ular skills and talents that He can use, though some of us know what we are capable of and some do not. For instance, I did not think that I could write this book, but with God’s guid- ance I am doing it. You can do anything if you put your heart into it.

The miracle of birth is amazing to me, but what is even more amazing is that God knows who you are and what you will be even before you are born (Jeremiah 1:5). Ask a young child what they want to be when they get older and you will hear things like doctor, fireman, policeman, or model. We all come into this world with hopes and dreams, but you never hear a child say that they want to be a drug dealer when they grow up. All children grow up wanting to become something positive, but Satan does his best to steal their hopes and dreams. But no matter what you have experienced in your life, Jesus can change your circumstances and set you free.

I came into this world on August 26, 1957 in Lebanon, Indiana. My father got my mother pregnant, and they decided to get married. That probably wasn’t a good idea, but God had



[image: ]

a plan. When my mom was pregnant with me, my dad tried to talk her into giving me to his brother because he and his wife could not conceive, but I am truly glad that Mom decided to keep me. I also thank God that she did not abort my brother or myself. I take a stand against abortion because I firmly be- lieve it is murder.

My mother and father were together for roughly ten years. Throughout those years of marriage, Mom would pray, attend church, and cry out to the Lord for help. There were also times that Mom thought she was losing her mind, but even though it seemed to her that God was nowhere to be found, He had a plan.

God Had a Plan

One night, just when my mom felt that her faith was at the breaking point, God spoke to her. If you have lived for the Lord any length of time, you know that God is never early and He is never late. He is always right on time. This was fifteen months after my father had left us and sued her for divorce, and it was the night before her final day in court. Though she had no idea that her kids would be taken away from her and she would lose everything the very next day, Mom said that she would never forget God’s words to her: “When thou goeth through the waters, I will withhold thee!” It was not until much later in life that she would understand God’s meaning. (She would later realize that God was telling her that the wa- ters in her life were about to get dark and muddy.)

My mother grew up believing that you marry for life, so it would have been very hard for her to divorce my father, but God had a plan for her. Their marriage ended when my father filed for divorce and Mom got the clothes on her back, a $60 a month check for her half of the house, and weekly visitation rights. The monthly checks stopped after four or five years, and Mom would never go back to that house again. My mother later said that, even though she had visitation rights, God told her to not go back.


I remember Mom taking my brother and me for a walk
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once when I was around the age of six or seven. My grand- mother was away on some missionary work in Texas, so we walked to her house, which was a mile or two away. Mom had just enough money to buy a loaf of bread and a package of bologna, so we stopped at the grocery store on the way. When we got to the house, Mom was able to get in, but all the utili- ties had been turned off. Mom made sandwiches for us and then lay down on the bed and tried to cry herself to sleep. I still remember rubbing her back and telling her, “Everything is going to be okay, Mommy.”

Although there appeared to be no light at the end of the tunnel, God still had a plan. We may not always be aware of what He is doing, but He is constantly at work behind the scenes of our lives. Once I began to see Him as a Spirit that never sleeps, I began to understand how He could do such things. We must always remember that all things work for the good for those who love the Lord.

Back in the early 1960s Mom began attending a church in Indianapolis. This church conducted healing and deliverance services, and Mom said that she could not wait for Saturdays so she could go to them. The pastors of that church, a married couple, were real people of God, and if it were not for them, this story would probably have had a very different and prob- ably tragic ending.


First Encounter With God’s Power


I remember one Saturday evening when Mom decided to take us to church. I had a severe case of poison ivy at the time, so on the way over to the church Mom decided to give us a treat. We stopped at the local five and dime to grab a bite to eat, as we did from time to time. Afterwards, we walked over to the hobby shop to look around. You can imagine the look in our eyes when we walked into that shop! It was the next best thing to a candy store. There were some pretty high dollar items in that place, but I knew that Mom didn’t have much money. I remember a small styrofoam airplane that looked like a hot dog, and I will never forget that plane or the
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look on Mom’s face when I said, ‘It’s only 29 cents. Can I have it?” Her reply was, “Is that all you want?” As you may have guessed, I was having a very good evening, but it was about to get even better.

A guest missionary was visiting my mother’s church that night and when it came time for the altar call, he asked if anyone wanted to be prayed for. My mom walked me down the aisle to this man who seemed to me to be a gentle giant. After I told him of my problem, he appeared to either be thinking about it, or asking God what to do about it. I will never forget what he did next. He whispered in my ear that God had said to spit on my arm. I thought that was gross, but that was what he said that God had told him. In the Bible the story is told of Jesus spitting on the dirt, making it into mud, and rubbing it on a blind man’s eyes to restore his sight. I figure that if it was good enough for the blind man, it was good enough for me. The missionary spit on his fingers and rubbed them on the inside of my elbow. When I awoke the next day, the poison ivy was gone, and not even a scab remained. That would be my first encounter with God, but certainly not the last. I did not know it at the time, but God was in the early stages of planning my spiritual life. It would not be until much later that I would know that we are temples of the Holy Ghost. I realize now that He was starting to build His temple in me, and I would encourage you to find this truth for yourself in God’s Word. It would be another 15 years before I would ask Jesus to come into my heart, but I never forgot that night.

Dealing With Loss

Soon came the time for my brother and me to go live with our father, and I cannot imagine the heartache my mother felt that day. At the time, I could not understand why God would tell my mom to never go back to that place again. People would ask her why she did not visit her kids when she had visitation rights, or why she did not fight for the kids. Mom said very little about these matters, because people just did not understand what God was trying to do.
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On the day that my mother was leaving our house, an- other woman was sitting outside waiting to move in. I re- member Mom’s pastor paying us a visit the first week of Mom’s absence. He was a small man, but he had boldness like I had never seen before. He asked where Mary was, and the woman whom Dad just happened to be living with told him that she was gone. I will never forget what that powerful man of God said. He kept saying, “This is not right. This just is not right.” Before he left, he asked if my brother and I were all right. I told him that we were, but he walked away shaking his head. That woman would try to become our mother, but we would never accept her.

The court told my mother that she had to leave, but her question was, “What do I do and where do I go?” As always, God had an answer for her. She was able to live with her brother until she could afford a place of her own and God gave her a job very quickly. God was in the early stages of planning her restoration. Many times she thought that her kids would think that she had abandoned them, and they would never want to see her again. That sounds just like a thought that Satan would put into your head, doesn’t it? Always remember that God is good and Satan is bad, and God always wins.

Mom’s job was at Stewart Warner right across the street from our house. Stewart Warner was in the heating and cooling business, but this plant had been converted into an ammunition assembly line, producing mortar shells and fins at that time when the Vietnam War was being fought. Since the demand was great for these items, Mom got to work a lot of overtime. I was a smart little guy, and I had a perfect plan. Dad got home from work at 4:00 in the afternoon, and Mom got off work at 3:30. I can remember the first day that I de- cided to go pay Mom a visit at work. I remember thinking, “Boy, Mom sure will be surprised when she comes out that door!” I waited outside for her, and I must say that I was ner- vous. As the people started filing out of the building, I knew that my hopes of seeing her were about to become a reality. I will never forget the look on her face when she saw me. She
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started crying, and I ran to her and started crying myself. I told her that I loved her, and she cried some more. I also re- member the faces of her fellow employees. There was not a dry eye in the crowd. One lady walked Mom home, and they both cried all the way.

Childhood Problems

Now that I had figured out a way to see Mom without Dad knowing about it, I felt a little better but was still mad at the world. I was not the perfect student. In fact, I was hell on wheels at the elementary school that I attended. I did not like school and tended to be an average student. Now that I look back on it, I had no one to blame for my actions but myself. God holds us accountable for our actions, you know. His Word says to obey the laws of the land and, though I am not proud of it, I broke the law a few times myself.

I would have to say that I had more good teachers than bad ones. I can remember one of my fourth grade teachers who, in my opinion, lacked wisdom. I will never forget her words to me: “Your life-long ambition will be to hang off the back of a garbage truck!” I’m 44 years old, and I can still re- member that one. Kids need positive reinforcement, not nega- tive. If you tell a child that they are worthless, sooner or later, they may start believing it. Keep this in mind the next time you become mad or frustrated with a child. Jesus covered this subject in Matthew 12:36. He said, “But I tell you that men will have to give account on the Day of Judgment for every careless word they have spoken.”

My nineteen-year-old daughter, who attends an Indianapolis university, is planning to get her bachelor’s de- gree in elementary education, and I have told her several times that teachers should do what they do for the love of children. She knows that she will probably not get rich from that job but feels that the impact it will make on young lives is worth it to her. A teacher typically spends more time with your children than you do during the course of the school year. Parents trust teachers with their most cherished gift, so
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if I were to give teachers one piece of advice, it would be to take care in what you say and do around those young minds. God is watching and so are the parents!

I always like to ask people who was their favorite teacher. Ask yourself that question. If you still know that teacher’s whereabouts, give them a call or write them a note thanking them for all they did. Believe me, it won’t fall on deaf ears. About a year ago, I received a call from my sixth grade teacher, wanting me to do some work on her house and I hap- pily agreed. This dear woman of God had lost her husband a short time back, and I think she just needed someone that she could trust. In fact, I remember once when she took me to the side one day and said, “Jesus loves you, and so do I.” She’s in her 70s now, but she is still the kind and gentle person that I have always known, so different from my fourth grade teacher who had predicted my failure in life. One day when I was pouring cement at her house, we took a break to talk on the front porch and she told me that my fourth grade teacher had suffered a nervous breakdown that year and had taken a leave of absence. She would later be placed in a nursing home and eventually die there. When I told this customer of mine what the fourth grade teacher had said to me when I was young, she started crying. I still see my sixth grade teacher every week and try to give her a hug every chance I get.

A few months ago, my family and I were eating at a local restaurant and I saw someone that I should have apologized to years ago. The man was my fifth grade teacher, and I had placed a tack in his seat years before. I walked over to him in the restaurant and asked him to forgive me for the stupid thing that I had done 30 years before. He told me not to worry about it because that was a long time ago. It may have been a long time ago, but I still needed to ask him to forgive me.

God’s Word tells us that we need to walk in love and for- giveness. When Jesus was asked how many times we should forgive our brother, His answer was seven times seventy. It is never too late to ask for forgiveness, no matter how old you are. Jesus can come into your heart and forgive you of your
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sins. All you have to do is ask. And don’t wait until you are on your deathbed to do it. It’s possible to ask Jesus to save you at the last minute, but why chance it? If God can save a prisoner on death row, he can surely save you. When we make mis- takes, the only thing we have to do is ask the Lord to forgive us. God forgives us when we ask and then He throws the sin into the sea of forgetfulness! So, if God can forgive and forget, why can’t we? I will give you a clue, and it’s spelled P-R-I-D-E! God hates pride and has called us, as His children, to be humble. As a child I was far from being humble. I was full of pride because I thought I was the biggest and meanest kid on the block. Now that I look back on that deranged behavior, I realize that I was accomplishing nothing. I was a wrecking ball with no plan. Some people live their entire lives with no plan. They seem to just stumble through life with little or no pur- pose. Thankfully, God does not give up on us, and thankfully,

He had something else in mind for me.

As I said, I was no angel. In the back of my mind, I was trying to do the right thing, but I had no guidance. As an ele- mentary school student, I was a bully. I would do things like pull the fire alarm just to watch the entire school empty. I would kick playground balls onto the school roof so I could get attention and detention. I was the only student who was fired from the milk patrol. (The milk patrol was a small group of students that delivered milk to every student who pur- chased it on a daily basis.) I would drink as many cartons of milk as I could before I had to deliver them and burn the empty cartons in the boiler. The principal became suspicious and eventually fired me. There was no excuse for my be- havior, but there was no one at home to stop it. I was a child in need of help, but unfortunately we live in a throw away so- ciety, and many adults are quick to judge kids as no good and throw them away. This is why we should reward our children for the good grades and deeds that they accomplish. They worked hard for what they got so they should get paid for it. You work hard for the pay that you receive, and your kids feel the same way.
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When I was in second grade, I did a terrible thing. It was something that I never was able to ask the person forgiveness for, and that has bothered me ever since. I was standing in the coat closet for a punishment when the fire alarm sounded. As my teacher walked by, I stuck out my leg and tripped her. She was a very heavy woman, and she broke her leg. She retired that year, but she also retired me. I am not proud of it, but I failed second grade because of that stunt. I am trying to make a point about kids who seem to be out of control. We need to take the time to listen to what is bothering them.

When I was a junior in high school, Dad moved to Kentucky. My brother got into an argument with my father one night and my brother ran out the door and hitchhiked to Indiana where Mom lived. I would follow him about an hour later. I hitchhiked to Indiana in the middle of the winter when it was about 20 below zero. I only had the clothes on my back but didn’t care.


Blessings and Curses


The Lord has helped me deal with these memories. He has wiped the pain of those thoughts from my mind. I don’t know how He has done it, but he has. A few years ago, the Lord told me that even though I do not think about my father, I still have to forgive him. At that precise moment, I fell to my knees and told the Lord that I forgave my father for every- thing that he had done. It felt like a heavy burden was lifted from my shoulders. I know it is hard to forgive people for the terrible things that they have done to you, but you must. It is not an option.

If you know of someone who abuses children, or if you yourself have abused children, please do something about it. Children are a gift from God and they need to be loved and protected. If you are a child of God, and you have repented for such actions, God will forgive you, but what He may ask you to do will be hard. Asking for forgiveness is never easy, es- pecially from a child. God will forgive you, but the child may not. I have heard people say that young children do not re-
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member, but that is simply not true. Kids remember more than you think, and many times the thoughts scar them for life.

As you have seen, I was a victim of abuse and became the by-product of a bad environment. But God has delivered me from those things. Satan likes to bring up the past to cloud our minds, but that’s not God. He is our forgiving and loving Father!

My father has three granddaughters that he has never met and has never asked to meet them. With God’s help I over- came this generational curse, and you can too. Throughout time, people and their descendents have been cursed. When you see a curse for what it is, you can change it. Ask God to open your eyes and to put a stop to the passing of that awful torch. Both good and bad things can be passed down in a family.

On the other hand, there can be generational blessings. My mother’s father, Grandpa Wilcox, was a large, kind man with a big heart. Although I never met him on this earth, I am convinced that I will see him in heaven. I have been told that he would not stand for people talking about his pastor or others that were part of the church.

During the depression, Grandpa had ten mouths to feed, but little money to do so. Christmas Eve came, and there was snow on the ground. He awoke that particular morning to an awful sound coming from outside. To his amazement, a mink that had been caught in a trap was entangled in his picket fence. Grandpa was an honest man, so he set out to ask the neighbors if the trap belonged to them. He walked for miles to accomplish that task and when no one claimed the trap, he sold it and the mink’s fur. He earned enough money to buy each child a candy cane and an apple. He also had enough money to buy a little red wagon for them all to share. Grandpa Wilcox was a man of God who believed in prayer, and God answered that one! Grandpa Wilcox was a builder of the spirit.
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Builders


God is calling all of us to be builders of the spirit. You do not have to know anything about construction to do it. Jesus was a carpenter while He was on this earth, but His true des- tiny was to be a builder of the spirit. The same calling is upon my life. I’m also a builder in more ways than one.

There are different categories of builders. God is the Father Builder, while Jesus is the Master Builder. Men like Billy Graham, Benny Hinn, and Lester Summerall are pastors who are considered to be skilled builders because they have led so many to Christ. There are entry-level builders like my- self who are not in the ministry, but whom God has chosen to use for His glory. Then there are part-time builders who only work when they have to. And last of all there are the wrecking balls, who do nothing but tear down. Since God has called us to be builders of the spirit, let’s not tear down. Let’s build up!
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Chapter Two
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The Dream
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All of us have hopes and dreams. Webster’s Dictionary de- fines hope as “the feeling that what is wanted can be had or that events will turn out well. To believe, desire, or trust.” A dream is defined as “an inspiration, goal, or aim.” A dreamer is generally considered to be a person who has bold ideas or plans. I never viewed myself as a dreamer until God came into my life. Now, there is nothing wrong with having hopes and dreams. Even God the Father has hope in His children. Remember, greater is He who is in you than he who is in the world. Now I feel that I can do all things in Christ, and there- fore I can fulfill His dreams for me. After all, if God is for me, who can be against me?

A dreamer can sometimes be considered impractical. People who never follow through on their hopes and dreams are viewed as unrealistic dreamers. They simply talk them- selves out of the fullness of life by not stepping out into it. There may be a number of reasons why this happens, but I feel the main one is fear. Fear is Satan’s favorite tool and he constantly tries to use it against us to prevent us from ful- filling our purposes. When he comes against us, we can tell him, “I have no spirit of fear, Satan. You lose!”

[image: ]


I was sitting at home one day feeling sorry for myself when God spoke to me. He said that I had a problem with faith. I answered by saying, “I don’t understand, Lord.” He told me that my children never worry about their next meal or the roof over their heads. They trust their parents will pro- vide for them. He said that I should have the faith they have— the faith of a child. How simple His ways are!

Children’s play is important to the development of their character, so parents should encourage them to play. It alarms me that many children do not play outside like they used to, but instead sit in front of computers or televisions for enter- tainment. The things that are on television and on the Internet are disturbing. Parents need to censor what their children are watching. Some programs on the television are so disgusting that I simply unplug it.

When children are growing up they play with different toys. Girls play with dollhouses, and boys play with tools. It seems as though girls are thinking about designing their dream homes, and boys are planning on how to build them. When people get older, though, they start to seriously think about homes. “Home” can mean different things to different people. “Home” to a villager in Africa might mean a grass hut while “home” to an Eskimo could mean a very large block of ice. We all need a place to lay our head, and hang our hat, but for some unfortunate individuals, “home
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