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Chapter

This book has eighty-one chapters. We only put the first 16 to set the tone of the book. We know it is a little different, but the book is worth the read.
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I also want to acknowledge the Holy Spirit for continuously speaking to my heart and guiding me on my journey towards healing and transformation. It is through His gentle whispers and nudges that I have been able to navigate the challenges and obstacles I have faced.

Additionally, I want to express my gratitude to Auntie Sarah for her unwavering support and love throughout my journey. Her presence in my life has been a source of encouragement and inspiration. She has been a guiding light, always ready to lend an ear, offers wise counsel, and reminds me of the hope that lies ahead.
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It holds a special place in my heart, serving as a constant reminder of my grandmother's unwavering faith and love for me. Whenever I flip through its worn pages, I can almost hear her whispers of encouragement and her heartfelt prayers, echoing in my soul.

I remember how she would fervently speak life into my future, declaring that I would rise above any barriers or limitations, even if those barriers seemed insurmountable. Her words carried a power that transcended the physical walls that confined me behind bars. Through her unwavering belief in the power of redemption, she instilled in me the hope and strength to keep pressing forward.

In the darkest moments of my life, when I felt trapped and lost, it was her voice that echoed in my mind, reminding me of the transformative power of the blood of Jesus. She taught me that no matter how far I had strayed or what mistakes I had made, the redeeming love of God could wash away my sins and set me free.

Her belief in my potential and her prayers became a lifeline, guiding me towards a path of healing and restoration. Through the pages of that cherished Bible, I found solace and guidance, as if her words leaped off the paper and surrounded me with warmth and comfort.

As the years passed, that Bible became more than just a book. It became a symbol of resilience, a testament to the unbreakable bond between my grandmother and me. It served as a tangible reminder of her unwavering faith and the power of her prayers that continued to resonate in my life.

Today, as I stand beyond the boundaries that once confined me, I carry my grandmother's whispers and her prayers within me. They fuel my determination to live a life that reflects the redemption she always believed was possible for me. I strive to honor her memory by extending the same love, hope, and forgiveness that she bestowed upon me.

That Bible from 1997 may be worn and tattered, but its significance remains timeless. It represents the enduring power of faith, the unbreakable bond of love, and the transformative nature of redemption. It is a testament to the impact one person's prayers and belief can have on another's life.

So, as I hold that cherished Bible in my hands, I am filled with gratitude for the grandmother who whispered life, calling, and redemption over me. Her prayers have forever shaped the course of my life, and I am eternally grateful for the love and faith she bestowed upon me.
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In the year 2011, my life took an unexpected turn. Two arrests occurred during that period, but little did I know that these incidents were not merely legal matters, but spiritual awakenings orchestrated by a higher power. As you hold this book in your hands, you are embarking on a journey through my personal testimony, a journal that bears witness to the transformative power of Jesus Christ.

Through the pages that follow, I will share my encounters with the baptism of the Holy Spirit and how meeting Jesus has forever changed my life. These events, though they may seem unbelievable, are not works of fiction. They are true, factual, and deeply profound experiences that have shaped my faith.

I want to make it clear from the outset that I am not ashamed of the gospel of Jesus Christ. It is through His gospel that I have witnessed the power of God, bringing salvation to all who believe. It is this power that has propelled me forward, even during the darkest moments of my life.

As you read this book, you will journey alongside me as I recount the moments when the Holy Spirit enveloped my being, filling me with a newfound sense of purpose and direction. Through this baptism of the Holy Spirit, I discovered a depth of connection with God that I had never known before. It was as if a veil had been lifted, allowing me to experience His presence in a tangible and transformative way.

Throughout my journey, I have had the privilege of encountering great men of faith who have walked this path before me. Their teachings, their testimonies, and their unwavering commitment to the Holy Spirit have inspired and guided me. In the pages of this book, I will share the wisdom and insights I have gleaned from these remarkable individuals, who have left an indelible mark on my spiritual journey.

I invite you to join me on this remarkable adventure, where the power of the Holy Spirit is unleashed, and lives are forever changed. Through the stories and lessons contained within these pages, my hope is that you will find inspiration, encouragement, and a renewed zeal for your own faith journey.

May the words you encounter in this book ignite a fire within your soul, and may you come to experience the life-transforming power of Jesus Christ through the baptism of the Holy Spirit. Prepare yourself for the extraordinary, for the Holy Spirit is waiting to manifest His power in your life.

Chapter:1 Bound by Divine: Navigating spiritual arrest.

Unbeknownst to me, as I embarked on what would become a life-altering journey. Ignorance shielded me from the truth, for I was blissfully unaware of the intricate web of deceit that had been woven around me.

As I strolled towards my car, the winter chill pierced through my coat, sending a shiver down my spine. Little did I know that the coldness I felt was nothing compared to the chilling realization that awaited me. The morning air seemed strangely tense, as if it carried an ominous message, yet my focus remained fixed on my daily routine.

As I started the engine and pulled out of my opulent driveway, I noticed a peculiar black sedan parked discreetly across the street. Its tinted windows concealed the eyes that were undoubtedly fixed on my every move. Unbeknownst to me, the feds had chosen this day to initiate their observation, monitoring my actions, and meticulously documenting my life.

Arriving at the gym, I entered the bustling facility, oblivious to the fact that every step was being closely monitored. Little did I know that my life, which had appeared so perfect on the surface, was about to unravel before my eyes.

Over the following days and weeks, I continued with my routine, none the wiser to the elaborate investigation that was unfolding behind the scenes. The feds were piecing together a puzzle, carefully connecting the dots that would expose the truth hidden beneath the facade of my idyllic existence.

As whispers of my impending downfall began circulating within their secretive circles, the feds grew bolder in their surveillance. They infiltrated my life, discreetly gathering evidence, and documenting my every interaction. The walls were closing in, and I remained oblivious, going about my days with a false sense of security.

Little did I know that the luxurious walls of my 10,000 square foot fortress, which once offered solace and protection, were now nothing more than a gilded cage. My wealth had shielded me from the harsh realities of the world, but it had also made me a target for those who sought to expose the truth.

As the days turned into months, the feds gathered sufficient evidence to bring their case to light. The intricate web they had woven around me slowly tightened, leaving me trapped in a game I had not even known I was playing. The moment of reckoning was imminent, and my journey, which had started so innocently, was about to take an unexpected turn.

Little did I know that the day would come when the feds would knock on my door, armed with irrefutable evidence and the weight of justice on their side. The house that once symbolized my success now stood as a haunting reminder of the life I had built upon deceit and corruption.

My journey, which began with ignorance and blissful ignorance, was now a relentless pursuit of redemption and self-discovery. As the feds closed in and my life unraveled, I had no choice but to confront the truth that had eluded me for far too long.

––––––––
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As I reflect on my journey, it feels like I was plucked out of the world just like God led the Israelites out of Egypt. Everything happened so suddenly and drastically. One moment, I was living in a luxurious 10,000 square-foot home, and the next, I found myself confined to a tiny 5 x 7 cell overnight. My mouth was swabbed, my fingerprints were taken, and I was pushed into court all on the same day. After a brief stay at Lovejoy holdover, which was conveniently located just five minutes away from my house, little did I know that my journey to Texas by car would take an unexpected turn. Instead, I ended up at Hartville airport, a part of the airport I did not even know existed. To my surprise, there was a massive airplane descending from the sky, surrounded by US marshals, armed cars, and people. It felt like something out of a movie, resembling the scene from a Nicolas Cage film on con air. Before I knew it, I found myself being ushered onto the plane along with a diverse group of individuals - men, women, people of different races and ethnicities. The experience was surreal, and I was in a state of shock and disbelief. As the plane took off, we made several stops along the way, eventually landing in Oklahoma. To my astonishment, the prison was located right at the airport. The parallels to the story of the Israelites leaving Egypt were uncanny; I could not help but draw comparisons. In an almost symbolic manner, I felt compelled to ascend a mountain, just like Moses did, to seek guidance from a higher power. For me, that mountain was Morgantown, West Virginia. After my spiritual journey, I descended and shared the messages I received from God with the people at Maxwell Air Force Base. But my quest for divine guidance did not end there. I once again climbed the metaphorical mountain, this time in Hazelton, before returning to Atlanta to warn others about what was to come. Truly, my story feels like a whirlwind adventure, filled with unexpected twists and turns. The parallels to biblical narratives and the surreal experiences I encountered along the way only add to the extraordinary nature of my journey.

This verse from Titus, chapter 3, speaks about the concept of regeneration in a biblical context. It emphasizes that our salvation is not based on any works of righteousness that we have done, but rather it is through the kindness and love of God. He saves us through the process of regeneration, which involves the washing away of our sins and the renewing of our spirits by the Holy Ghost.

In the trucking industry, we also use the term regeneration, but in a different context. It refers to the process of cleaning the engine from all the accumulated dirt and trash, allowing it to run smoothly and efficiently. Just like the spiritual regeneration mentioned in the Bible, this mechanical regeneration is essential for the proper functioning of the engine.

Similarly, just as there is a forced regeneration in the trucking industry when the engine cannot regenerate itself, I had a moment in my life that I consider a forced regenerate in my spiritual journey. Despite growing up in a church-going family, I never fully embraced Jesus during the altar calls. I would go home and pray daily, but I never took that step of faith. However, one day, as I backed out of my driveway, I had a profound encounter with the Holy Spirit.

Looking to my left, I heard a voice in my spirit saying, "That's the FBI for you." Confused, I asked why, and the Holy Spirit replied, "You know what for." Suddenly, I remembered the words spoken to me by my grandmother at a family reunion when I was a teenager. She had warned me not to engage in certain activities, but I had disregarded her advice until much later in life.

This experience served as a wake-up call, reminding me that the words of a person of God, even if they have passed away, still hold significance. It is crucial to heed their wisdom and guidance. In my case, it was a delayed realization, but I understood the importance of obedience and the consequences of disregarding godly advice.

Just as the force regen in the trucking industry is a necessary intervention to restore the engine's performance, this forced regen in my life propelled me to finally accept Jesus fully into my heart and follow His teachings. I recognized the truth in the biblical concept of regeneration, understanding that it involves not only the cleansing of my sins but also the renewal of my spirit through the Holy Ghost.

So, while our industry's forced regen and the biblical concept of regeneration may seem unrelated, they both teach us the importance of restoration and renewal. Whether it is cleaning an engine or renewing our spirits, these processes remind us of our constant need for maintenance and regeneration in both the physical and spiritual aspects of life.

chapter 2: "Rebirth and Redemption: Embracing the Holy Spirit and Embracing Jesus."

––––––––
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Arriving at Fort Worth FCI, I started seeking Jesus; I know for sure He can help me, but it was the one thing I had to do. II had to accept Jesus as the Lord and Savior.

So, I accepted Jesus as Lord and Savior. Instantly I passed out on the floor when I realized what had happened.

I quickly got up from the floor, wiping away my tears and composing myself. I felt a newfound peace and a sense of relief wash over me. It was as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. From that moment on, my faith in God grew stronger each day.

With Auntie Sarah's continuous support and guidance, I delved deeper into the teachings of the Bible. I started attending weekly Bible study sessions and joined the prison chapel's worship services regularly. The more I immersed myself in God's word, the more I understood His love and grace.

Prayer became an integral part of my daily routine. I would find solace in the quiet corners of my cell, pouring out my heart to God and seeking His guidance and forgiveness. Through prayer, I found strength and hope amidst the challenges and uncertainties of prison life.

As time went on, I began to witness small miracles in my life. God's presence was evident, and I could feel His hand guiding me through the toughest of times. His love became my anchor, and I knew that with Him by my side, I could endure anything.

But it was not just my personal transformation that amazed me; it was the ripple effect that my newfound faith had on those around me. In sharing my story with fellow inmates, I saw a glimmer of hope ignite within them. Some started attending Bible study sessions, while others sought comfort in prayer.

My transformation did not go unnoticed by the prison guards either. They saw a change in my demeanor and attitude, and I became a source of inspiration for others. Instead of viewing me as just another inmate, they began to see me as someone who had found redemption and was striving to make a positive difference.

Looking back, I am forever grateful for that email from Auntie Sarah, for her unwavering faith, and for the day I accepted Jesus as my Lord and Savior. It was a turning point that led me down the path of redemption and purpose. And though the journey ahead may not always be easy, I know that with God's love and guidance, I will continue to overcome any obstacles that come my way.

––––––––
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I called my Auntie Sarah to inform her that I had accepted Jesus as my Lord and Savior. Then she informed me that God told her for me to desire to pray in the Spirit. I had no clue about what she was talking about I got off the phone that night with Auntie Sarah, desiring to pray in the spirit I got on my knees, seeking God, telling him what she told me as I prayed seeking God it happen Jesus showed up and lad his hands on me, and I started speaking in tongues as the spirit gave me the utterance, immediately went to the phone to call my auntie. I remember the date of January 22, 2012.

––––––––
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"Auntie Sarah! It happened! I desired to pray in the Spirit, and Jesus showed up! He laid His hands on me, and I started speaking in other tongues!" I exclaimed; my voice filled with joy.

Auntie Sarah's calm and reassuring voice came through the phone. "Oh, nephew, I am so happy for you! It sounds like you have experienced the baptism of the Holy Spirit, which is often accompanied by speaking in tongues. This is a beautiful gift from God, a way for the Holy Spirit to pray through you in a language beyond our understanding."

As we continued our conversation, Auntie Sarah explained that speaking in tongues, or praying in an unknown language, is a way for the Holy Spirit to intercede on our behalf when we do not know how to pray or what to pray. It is a form of deep communion with God, where our spirit connects with His in a profound way romans 8:28.

She reminded me that this experience was a precious gift from God, a confirmation of His presence in my life. She encouraged me to continue seeking the Holy Spirit's guidance and to nurture this newfound connection with God through prayer and study of His Word.

Overwhelmed with gratitude, I thanked Auntie Sarah for her guidance and support throughout this journey. I knew that this encounter was just the beginning of a deeper, more intimate relationship with God, and I was eager to explore the depths of what it meant to pray in the Spirit and walk in the power of the Holy Spirit.

Filled with a renewed sense of purpose and indescribable peace, I hung up the phone and found myself once again on my knees, this time in profound gratitude and surrendered to the work of the Holy Spirit in my life.

Praying in the Spirit became a vital part of my daily routine. It was as if a new realm of communication with God had opened to me, and I longed for it to expand even further. I delved deeper into studying the Bible, searching for passages that would guide me in my journey of praying in the Spirit.

As the days turned into weeks, I found myself spending increased time in prayer, seeking the presence of the Holy Spirit. Every time I knelt to pray, I would surrender myself completely, allowing the Spirit to intercede on my behalf. It was a beautiful and profound experience, as I felt a deep connection with God transcending human languages through my continuous prayer in the Spirit.

This newfound practice brought about a transformative change within me. The worries and anxieties that had once bound me seemed to disappear, replaced by a profound sense of peace and calmness. Praying in the Spirit not only allowed me to communicate with God on a deeper level but also brought about a spiritual renewal within me.

Excited and filled with a renewed sense of purpose, I shared my revelation with others, encouraging them to explore the power of praying in the Spirit. Initially, some were skeptical, but as they witnessed the change in my life and experienced the presence of the Holy Spirit themselves, they began to embrace this form of prayer.

My Auntie Sarah, who had initially introduced me to the concept of praying in the Spirit, was especially pleased with the impact it had on my life. She rejoiced in seeing the growth and transformation within me and continued to guide me on this spiritual journey.

Together, we encouraged one another to seek the presence of the Holy Spirit in our lives and to deepen our relationship with God through prayer. The support and encouragement from my Auntie and the community of believers around me fueled my passion for praying in the Spirit.

As I reflect on that pivotal moment when I first prayed to the Spirit, I am filled with gratitude for Auntie Sarah's guidance and the incredible work of the Holy Spirit in my life. It was a turning point that opened a whole new realm of spiritual connection and intimacy with God.

Moving forward, I remained committed to nurturing this gift of praying in the Spirit. I continued to seek God's guidance and wisdom, allowing the Holy Spirit to lead me in my prayers and intercession. This practice became a lifeline, a source of strength and peace during life's challenges.

Praying in the Spirit became more than just a routine; it became a powerful and transformative encounter with the holy spirit. It deepened my faith, strengthened my relationship with God, and ignited a passion within me to share this incredible experience with others.

As I journeyed further into the world of praying in the Spirit, I realized that it was not just about speaking in tongues or using a different language. It was about surrendering ourselves completely to God, allowing His Spirit to dwell within us and guide our prayers.

I am forever grateful for that divine encounter in the prison cell, for it set me on a path of spiritual growth and opened my eyes to the limitless possibilities of praying in the Spirit. And with each passing day, I continue to embrace this beautiful gift, eagerly anticipating the wonders and revelations that await me on this incredible journey of faith.

––––––––
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Truly, my story feels like a whirlwind adventure, filled with unexpected twists and turns. The parallels to biblical narratives and the surreal experiences I encountered along the way only add to the extraordinary nature of my journey.

––––––––
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After my powerful experience of speaking in tongues, I became even more committed to praying in the spirit. It was as if a new realm of communication with God had opened to me, and I wanted to explore it further. I delved into studying the Bible more deeply, searching for passages that would guide me in my journey of praying in the spirit.

As days turned into weeks, I found myself spending increased time in prayer, seeking the presence of the Holy Spirit. Each time I knelt to pray, I would surrender myself completely, allowing the Spirit to intercede on my behalf. It was a beautiful and profound experience, as I felt a deep connection with God that transcended human language.

Through my continuous prayers in the spirit, I began to experience a transformation within myself. The worries and anxieties that had once burdened me seemed to dissipate, replaced by a sense of peace and clarity. I discovered that praying in the spirit not only allowed me to communicate with God on a deeper level but also brought about a spiritual renewal within me.

As time went on, I shared my newfound revelation with others, encouraging them to explore the power of praying in the spirit. Some were skeptical at first, but after witnessing the change in my life and feeling the presence of the Holy Spirit themselves, they embraced this form of prayer too.

My Auntie Sarah, who had initially introduced me to the concept of praying in the spirit, became a spiritual mentor for me. She guided me through scriptures and shared testimonies of others who had experienced the same phenomenon. Together, we embarked on a journey of deepening our relationship with God through this unique and powerful mode of prayer.

Over the years, I continued to pray in the Spirit, allowing the Holy Spirit to guide my words and intercede on my behalf. It became a vital part of my daily life, a source of strength and guidance. Through this intimate connection with God, I witnessed miracles and experienced divine interventions in my life and the lives of those around me.

Today, I still pray in the Spirit, knowing that it is a precious gift from God.

It has become a lifeline, a way for me to communicate with the holy spirit and find assurance and his presence.

I encourage others to embrace this form of prayer, for it has the power to transform lives and bring us closer to God's perfect will for us.

So, I will continue to pray in the spirit, for it is through this sacred practice that I feel the closest to God, knowing that His Spirit is interceding for me and guiding me every step of the way.

chapter 3: A Miraculous Encounter

Fort Worth jail unit. It was incredible to witness the power of prayer and the healing touch of God in Mack's father's life. Mack was overwhelmed with joy and gratitude, knowing that his prayers had been answered.

As the weeks went by, Mack and I continued to read the Bible together and share our faith. We became close friends, supporting and encouraging each other on our spiritual journeys. Mack's transformation was evident as he grew in his understanding of God's love and grace.

One day, Mack approached me with a heavy heart. His sister had been complaining about their father coming to stay with her after the accident when he was paralyzed. She felt burdened by responsibility and was resentful towards their dad. Mack asked me to pray, seeking God's intervention in the situation.

Gathering in the cell, Mack, another inmate, and I bowed our heads in prayer. Before I began, I wanted them to understand my words, so I prayed in English, asking God to forgive Mack's father for his sins and to bring healing and restoration to his body. I prayed with faith and conviction, believing that God could work miracles.

Two weeks later, we received news that Mack had been called for a visit. We eagerly awaited his return, curious about the outcome of his visit. When he came back, tears streaming down his face, we knew something extraordinary had happened. Mack shared that his dad had come to see him, walking on his own two feet. It was a miracle!

Overwhelmed with awe, we crowded around the window to catch a glimpse of Mack's father walking away from the visitation area. The sight filled us with wonder and strengthened our faith even more. God had not only healed Mack's father physically but had also restored their relationship.

From that day forward, Mack's faith soared to new heights. He became a beacon of hope and inspiration to others in Fort Worth jail. His story spread, and many inmates sought his counsel and prayer. Mack's journey from being a troubled soul to becoming a vessel of God's love and healing touched the hearts of everyone who knew him.

During a challenging environment, God's power and grace shone brightly through Mack's story. It was a reminder that no matter where we find ourselves, God is present, ready to work miracles and transform lives. Our time in Fort Worth jail became a testament to the unending love and boundless mercy of our Heavenly Father.

Despite being involved in a conspiracy in Dallas, I found myself working in the laundry at Fort Wort FCI jail unit. Unaware of the rules, I would often give added items to fellow inmates for free. Little did I know that they would repay me by giving me things as a token of gratitude. Confused by this sudden exchange, I began to keep a closer eye on Boss-man and his crew, trying to understand their intentions.

One day, Boss-man approached me and handed me a piece of paper. Surprised, I assumed it was another favor he needed. However, to my surprise, he asked me about a certain scripture and requested that I show him where it was in the Bible. Curious, I agreed to help him and handed him the answer the following day. This exchange became a regular occurrence, with Boss-man seeking my guidance on various scriptures.

During one of these encounters, I noticed that Boss-man always had his crew surrounding him when he made phone calls. It became evident that he was a respected figure, a serious boss who commanded loyalty and respect from his men. As time went on, I also observed him attending Bible study sessions, accompanied by just two of his guys. They would silently observe, not uttering a word.
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