
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


BUILDER

OF THE

SPIRIT

GREG ALLEN


Builder of the Spirit

by Greg Allen

Copyright © 2011 by Greg Allen.  All rights reserved.

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any way by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording or otherwise without the prior permission of the author except as provided by USA copyright law.  The use of short quotations or occasional page copying for personal or group study is permitted and encouraged. Permission may be granted upon request. Scripture taken from the HOLY BIBLE: NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®.  Copyright ©1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan Publishing House. All rights reserved.

Song on page 83-84, “All I Wanna Do” is used by permission of Eddie Prather, Minor Prophet Studios, Avon, Indiana.







Published by Builder of the Spirit Ministries

10465 West US Highway 136   Jamestown, Indiana 46147  USA 

1.765.676.5014  www.builderofthespirit.org

ISBN 979-8-218-28083-3 

Published in the United States of America

Book design copyright © 2011 by Builder of the Spirit Ministries All rights reserved.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


table of Contents

[image: ]





	The Early Stages of Planning.......................1

	The Dream......................................12

	Plans, Yours or His?`.............................21

	Does God Know Your Address?....................31

	What Is Your Foundation?.........................40

	Timetable.......................................51

	Insurance—Who Needs It?........................61

	How Do I Pay For It?..............................69

	How Do We Measure Up?.........................78

	The Basement of Life!............................87

	Is Your Floor Bouncy?............................93

	Up Go the Walls!...............................101

	How’s Your Roof?...............................108

	Short-Circuiting God’s Will.......................115

	Viewing the World..............................122

	Cover-up!......................................130

	Stained Lives!..................................137

	Getting Connected..............................143

	The Path!......................................150

	Was It Worth It?................................157

	My Mansion—Thanks Lord!......................166



[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




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.
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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 construction, 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 

particular 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.
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Introduction
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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 experiencing the same circumstances.

When you describe this book to a friend, tell them how it touched your heart. There are simply too many stories 

contained 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 encourage 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 particular 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 guidance 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
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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 believe 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.
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God Had a Plan
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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 waters 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




[image: ]




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 utilities 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.
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First Encounter with God’s Power
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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.
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Dealing With Loss
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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, another woman was sitting outside waiting to move in. I remember 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 decided 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 nervous.  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 negative. 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 

degree 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 happily 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 forgiveness. 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

purpose. 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 elementary 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 purchased 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 behavior, 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 society, 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.
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Blessings and Curses

[image: ]





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, especially 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 overcame 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
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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 destiny 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 



themselves 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 fulfilling our purposes. When he comes against us, we can tell him, “I have no spirit of fear, Satan. You lose!”
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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 entertainment. 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” is a cardboard box. If you have the opportunity, visit a homeless shelter. It breaks my heart to see people that are homeless.

I strongly endorse an organization called Habitat for Humanity. founded in 1976 by a man named Millard Fuller. It is a Christian organization that provides affordable housing for those who are poor. This organization has local chapters all across the United States and accomplishes its mission by using volunteer labor and mostly donated materials. Former President Jimmy Carter and his wife are involved with this group. If you desire to be a builder of things and of the spirit, check them out. You will make new friends and become a blessing to those who are less fortunate than you. Hebrews
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6:10 says that we can show God that we love Him by helping His people.

We all have dreams. Dreams of the past, the present, and certainly of the future. God would not have given us creative minds if He did not intend for us to use them, and our world would certainly lack inventions, literature, and music if it were not for creative people. God created us in His image and gave us our minds to use. He is the master of creativity, so don’t be afraid to dream. Let God be creative in your life. Satan is the father of lies and will go to great lengths to convince you that you are not capable of doing anything. But God says if you have an ear to hear His Word, He will guide you and instruct you. Philippians 4:13 states that “I can do any- thing through him who gives me strength.” Underline the word “anything!”



Encourage Dreams


From time to time, the pastor of our church will have us hold the hand of the person next to us and pray for them. A fifteen-year-old girl was standing on my left side one particular Sunday morning, and as I held her hand and prayed, I could feel the presence of the Lord upon her. When everyone was finished praying, I told her that the Lord had His hand on her, and that she would be amazed at what He was about to do in her life. After I told her this, she smiled and gave me a hug.

After the service ended, I spoke with her father. God told me to tell this man that He had His hand on his daughter. The Lord also said that her age did not matter to Him, and that what she had in mind may seem silly, but not to Him. The Lord gave this man a warning not to hold her back or he would be held accountable. The man was dumfounded. He said that he knew these words were from God because the Lord had been dealing with him all week on that very subject. The young lady had the idea of starting a Bible study group at her high school, but her father was against it. A week later, I handed her a note that read: “Follow through on your dream. God is on your side. Always remember Philippians 4:13. Good
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luck with your new adventure.” The moral of this story is that age does not matter to God, and if you have a dream, go for it.

A new home can be the dream of a lifetime, but for some of us, it can be a very large mountain to climb. Some people never own a home and rent property for their entire lives. I understand that some individuals choose to rent because of their circumstances and that is fine, but if your desire is to be a homeowner and it feels like an uphill climb, look at what Jesus said in Luke 18:27. “What is impossible with men is possible with God.” If your dream is to be a homeowner, don’t give up so easily. There are many programs out there to help you with your dream.

One of my dreams has always been to share Christ with others. In the summer of 1988, I had just resigned from a job in Crawfordsville and started a new one in Lafayette, Indiana. When you serve the Lord there is a price to pay, and I paid it with that particular job. I had never been one to speak out in the work place before, but that would all change one day when a fellow employee in my department approached me. He told me that he had come very close to committing suicide the night before, and my response was. “What could be so bad that you would even think about something like that?” He said that his marriage was going under and his life was a wreck. In this case, Satan tried to paint a picture of hopeless- ness for the man, but thank God that he was not successful.

I said, ”Do you know what you need? He said, “What?”

I told him, “You need Jesus!”

His response was to get angry and storm out of the room, saying, “I don’t know about that.” A week passed, and I really prayed for this guy because I was worried about him. I will never forget the look of joy on his face one Monday morning when he told me that he and his wife had been saved the night before and Jesus had turned his thoughts and life around. You may be interested to know that this man became very successful in business, and he and his wife are very happy and living in Georgia. I still view him as a friend who
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was headed down the wrong path, but I thank God for using me to stand in his way.

A month later, another man in our department was experiencing similar difficulties and also gave his life to the Lord. I would like to think that I was instrumental in their conversions, but God deserves all the credit. That man became a newly reborn Christian and therefore excited about how God had changed his life, so he began telling everyone at work about his new life-changing experience. Unfortunately, my employer did not appreciate this, and it would ultimately lead to my resigning from that company. Needless to say, the remaining two weeks of my employment there were not pleasant.

I began the new job in Lafayette, hoping for a new beginning. To my astonishment, however, I walked into the same type of situation I had at the old job. I remember asking the Lord, “When will this never-ending merry-go-round stop?” The Lord’s response was, “I will give you your heart’s desire.”



Fulfillment of Dreams


My dream was to become a contractor. I had always been good at building things and had wanted to own my own business. The problem I had was that I was afraid I would fall on my face. I knew that was not God talking, and he would prove it to me.

While traveling to work one morning, I talked to the Lord about starting this new business. I told Him that if He was re- ally going to give me my heart’s desire, He would have to show me a sign so I could have peace about it. At that very moment I hit a dove and killed it. The Lord knows that doves mean a great deal to me. They symbolize peace, and I would not kill one for anything. God reminded me that He feeds the fowl of the air and asked if I was not more important to Him than they were. I replied, “Of course Lord!” I told the Lord that if I saw another dove after work I would be at peace about starting a new business.

When it came time to clock out for the day, I walked out
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the door and discovered that it was raining very hard. You do not normally see birds sitting out in the rain, so my first thought was that it was not God’s will for me to leave that job. As I was leaving the city of Lafayette, I was thinking that God did not want me to be a contractor but suddenly was amazed at what I witnessed next. In the downpour I saw hundreds of doves sitting back-to-back to back on a wire between two tele- phone poles. I told the Lord, “That is good enough for me!” I was convinced that was a sign from God that would never be duplicated, but to my astonishment, in July of 2001 I would witness this exact same display of God’s loving power again. I followed through on my dream of becoming a contractor, and I’m a much stronger person for having the courage to step out. I love the movie “Patch Adams,” which stars Robin Williams, and is based on the true-life story of a doctor who believed that laughter was the best medicine of all. He had a vision for a clinic that would treat the poor in spirit. He falls in love with a female classmate, and although she treats him cruelly he continues to show her love. After the clinic has begun, Patch’s friend tells him that men have always been attracted to her. Without their saying it, you can tell that she had been raped. Patch begins to cry, and she tells him that she loves him. She says that she dreamed of being a butterfly as a young girl. They have turned into something beautiful and can fly away. The girl is later murdered, and Patch blames himself. He is thinking about leaving school and in one scene stands on a cliff thinking about suicide. He asks God why she was killed but talks himself out of jumping. As he turns around, a butterfly lands on his heart, and he begins to live his dream again. (This speaks volumes for those who have been traumatized by rape. Only other rape

victims can say, “I know how you feel,” but God can restore what was stolen.)

My entire family has dreams and I would like to share some of them with you. My wife Cindy is 47 years young and desires to return to college. She would like to be a writer and an artist, and it is my hope that she will allow God to use her talents. 
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I also have three daughters.  Randie has dreams of being an architect, owning a new home, and being debt free. Raine, who is 19, is focused on going to college to be a teacher. Katie, who is 15, wants just about everything. She desires to be a singer, songwriter, actress, and a registered nurse in her spare time. I am 44 years old, and I also have many dreams.


In September of 2000 I got my wish to go deep-sea fishing. My wife and I traveled to Virginia Beach, Virginia for a week’s vacation. We decided to walk on the beach the Sunday evening that we arrived, and all I could do was thank God for the beautiful ocean that He created. The sounds and smells of the ocean are something that you really have to experience to appreciate.



Dreams Don’t Always Turn Out


The night before we were scheduled to take a charter boat out for a day of fishing, we forgot to purchase motion sickness medicine. My wife and I met the captain and first mate early that morning and began our trip. The waves were four to six feet high, and it did not take me long to become green behind the ears. Cindy caught a small tuna, and I was happy for her but I told the first mate that I could not stand it any longer. The captain took us back to the marina and it took me about two hours to get over feeling so bad. The moral of this story is that your dreams do not always turn out like you plan.

There are also times when your dreams become shattered. In all the years that I had been in business, I had never been without work, but the first four months of 2001 were a period of utter famine. There was no work, and I was not even get- ting calls for estimates. However, I was not in a panic, nor was I worried. It was during this time that God told me to write this book. It’s in the quiet times like these that God speaks the clearest! I had a peace that surpassed all understanding and knew that God was going to work it out. God was not punishing me but was simply teaching me to totally rely on Him. Just because we are in a valley does not mean that we will al- ways be there. If we stop to analyze it, we will see that God is blessing us, and we don’t even realize it.
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I have had numerous dreams at night during the past few years. Dreams are just one of the many ways that God chooses to communicate with us. At the urging of my mother, I began documenting them in a journal. If God is using you, I encourage you to begin a journal. It is quite helpful to refer back on. I would like to share a couple of my dreams with you. One of them was set in heaven. I was surrounded by hundreds of eagles, all types—large and small. Some of these birds were soaring, some were walking, and some were perched. I was petting them, and they were rubbing their wing feathers on me. I would then discover Isaiah 40:30 & 31:




Even youths grow tired and weary, and young men stumble and fall; but those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.




The meaning of the dream for me seemed to be that God is not only powerful, but also merciful!

I recently had a dream that I had passed away and was being shown in the local funeral home with a line of visitors backed up for miles. This dream did not mean that I was going to die, but rather that I would make an impact on numerous lives. This is my definition of success. Unfortunately, some people view material things as a guide for success. God does not care about all the money you have. He cares about what is in your heart, not in your pocket. We are all guilty of judging people by where they live or what kind of house they have. Although it is my dream to build a new home in the woods, that is not what God has entrusted me with at this time. No matter where you live, God expects you to take care of what He has entrusted you with. Maintain what you have and don’t let it fall into disrepair.

If you have a dream, share it with someone. Be a part of someone else’s dream! I recently purchased a 1966 Ford Mustang that my daughter Katie and I plan to restore together.
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Fill your life and those of others with lasting memories. I guarantee you won’t regret it.
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Chapter Three
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Plans, Yours or His?
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Before you can start building any type of structure, your county, state or federal governing body will require that you obtain a permit. Purchasing a permit is buying permission to build. The governing jurisdiction that oversees your project has its own set of rules and regulations and the cost of a permit can range from a very small amount to thousands of dollars. Some areas of the United States have no inspectors and require no permits. On the other hand, there are certain areas in the country in which it is very difficult and expensive to obtain a permit. Building inspectors are taught that permits are a requirement for public safety. When you construct or repair a structure, there are building codes that outline the way it is to be built and the type of materials that are to be used. There is a code for everything. There are dozens of code books, and even one that covers the proper size nails to use. God also has a code called the code of conduct, and His code- book is called the Bible. Thankfully, you do not have to obtain a permit to build a life.

Before you can set out to build, you will need a set of plans. Before a permit is issued, the building authority will want to look at your blueprints. There are several types of
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blueprints and several types of plans. There are floor plans, plot plans, and elevations, just to name a few. Psalms 40:5 states that God has many things planned for us. His Word says that we are created in His image, and since we are created like him, we have a free will of our own. If you have kids, you will experience what a will can really be like! God is our heavenly Father and corrects the ones He loves but does it with a gentle hand. It is not God’s will that any should perish, but since we have this thing called free will, we can choose whom to follow. You can serve the Lord, or you can serve Satan. Those who choose to serve Satan choose death and destruction. Some would say that God sends people to hell, but that simply is not the truth. They choose to serve the father of lies and are rewarded accordingly.

Through trial and error, I have gradually learned to do what God says. If you don’t listen to Him, it could have grave consequences. God began to teach me about this subject about 15 years ago when I was employed at a local factory. One particular week found me working beside another employee who looked scary. God told me numerous times during the day and week to tell that man that Jesus loved him, but I failed the Lord and the man landed in jail. I told myself that it would not happen again, but ten years later I made the same mistake.

My family and I were attending a local church when my foolish reasoning would get in the way again. A young married couple was at the church that particular Sunday for the first time and God told me to tell them, “Stand like the mighty oak.” I thought, I don’t even know these people and said nothing.

Two weeks later, God told me to give them an apology and give them His word. I confessed to him that I had failed the Lord, and I had failed him and his wife. Their response was, “Why didn’t you give us that word three weeks ago?” They told me that their son had rebelled against them and run away from home. The news of that made me feel even worse than I had already felt, so I walked to the car and waited for my wife
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to arrive. As I was dejectedly sitting there, the gentleman that I had failed walked to the car and tapped on the window. I rolled down the window, and he said, “If God tells you to tell something to someone, you better do it!”

The church that we currently attend has an excellent fire- works display on the fourth of July. In July 2001 the Lord told me to walk over to a man whom I had recently met in a church class. I do not know why, but I started talking about the spirit of indifference that our church was suffering from. Suddenly, that man looked to the sky and asked the Lord to forgive him. I have had the privilege to know this man and his family since then, and I believe him when he says that he was truly sorry. He told me that he had walked out of the market when he noticed a homeless person, and although God had told him to take that poor man home and feed him, he didn’t do it and the homeless man killed himself the following evening. This shows us that not listening to what God has to say can truly have grave consequences! Talking to God is not difficult. Talk to Him like you would talk to your best friend, because He is your best friend. Paul states in Thessalonians 5:18 that “We are to give thanks in all circumstances, for this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus.”

In 1995, I was driving past the church that my family and I had attended in the late 1980s. The Lord told me to turn the vehicle around and walk into that church. I told God that I was late and in a hurry, and I just did not have the time. That is not the answer He wanted to hear. I was driving a brand new pick-up truck that had a full tank of fuel, but it began to sputter and slow down. It felt like it was running out of gas and I began to realize that it was not the truck, but it was me. I turned around in the nearest driveway and headed in the opposite direction. Guess what? The truck ran fine after I turned around!

I walked into that church, and the pastor was there. I told him what God had said, but he could not accept it. He insisted that he should pray for me, and not I for him. That man would later suffer three heart attacks, but not die from them.
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Folks, when someone asks to pray for you, let them!

A very similar occurrence happened two years later. I was driving down the street of a neighboring town when God decided to speak again. He told me to enter a church and speak to the pastor, but this time I would find that things were a little different. Again, I was driving a new truck with a full tank of fuel and as before, the vehicle began to sputter and slow down. It simply felt like it was running out of gas, but it wasn’t. My response was, “Okay Lord, I can take a hint!” I turned around and headed in the opposite direction. When I entered that church, I found the pastor standing in the lobby. As I was talking to this man, I noticed something very peculiar. I looked down the hallway and saw what appeared to be smoke. I told the pastor that his church was on fire, but his response was, “No, it’s not.” I asked, “What is it?” He said that it was the Holy Spirit, that he had seen it before and to not be alarmed. The Spirit remained for only a few seconds and then it slowly disappeared. I said to the pastor, “That was the most amazing thing that I have witnessed in a long time!”

My family and I began to attend that church. We would be- come very comfortable with that church and its pastor, but the day would come when the Lord would change the plans. God had sent me to a church that had a pastor who was single and just needed a friend to talk to. It happened that he liked to hunt and fish, as did I. Consequently, the pastor and I be- came good friends. My family and I attended that church for two or three years, and we all learned and grew. God began to use me in a wonderful way like He never had before. We were getting very comfortable with our surroundings, but God was about to pull the rug out from under us.

I was sitting in a Sunday morning service when the Lord spoke to me. He simply said, “It’s time to move on!” The pastor was not enthusiastic about God’s new plan at all. He felt that I was turning my back on him and walking out of his life. This man, who is still just a man with human emotions, would later tell me that he had to repent for harboring bitterness in his heart. Although I rarely see or talk to that pastor, I
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still consider him my friend. I knew that when God said it was time to go, it was time to go!

My family and I attended no church on a regular basis for some time, and I began to think I had been hearing things be- fore. Had the Lord really told me to leave the previous church or had it just been my imagination? There are places in the Bible that speak of patience and being still and listening. 

My wife and children began to rebel against the decision that was made. Rebellion is not something that God takes lightly. Satan rebelled, and we know what happened to him. Satan will try to get you to second-guess God, but when those thoughts come into your mind, you have to see them for the lies that they are.

God was teaching me patience. I was asking Him what to do, but He remained silent. The day finally came when I received my answer. While working on a project in a neigh- boring town, I made a trip to the local lumberyard. As I stood outside waiting for the assistance of the attendant, God spoke. He said, “I want you to start going to the church directly be- hind where you are standing.” I did what God wanted and began to attend this new church that seemed larger than life. My family was still not happy, though. They missed their old church and their friends. I told them that they would meet new ones, but that was of little consolation to them. It was a relatively short period of time though before the Lord began to restore our confidence. We began to settle in and feel comfortable. We began to meet people and became friends with some of them. We are still attending that church, and God is continuing to mold us and shape us into his image. I thank Him for that!

God has great things in store for this church and its pastor. I have, on numerous occasions, told him things that the Lord has said, and he listens. He always asks, “Does it line up with the Word of God?” You should ask yourself that same question when someone gives you a word from God.

Some of us have our lives all planned out when God steps in and hands us a change order. That was the case for our
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oldest daughter in June of 1999. She had her life all planned out, or so she thought. She had a new car that we were paying for. She lived at home rent-free, had a very good paying part- time job, and was attending an Indianapolis university for free. She was studying to be a teacher and thought that her plans were God’s, but they were not. One night her plans would crash. On one particular summer night in June, Randie and a friend were joy riding when they hit a deer. The deer was killed, and her car was totaled. When the police arrived, a report was made and the officer gave both girls a ride home. Randie would later receive word that her car was not insured at the time of the accident. She also would receive word at about the same time that her grade point average was too low, and she would have to drop out of school. On top of all that, my wife and I grounded her. The question is, did God get her attention, and did she learn her lesson? Yes, He did, and yes, she has. By God’s grace, no one was hurt, and she was able to get her car repaired free. She now attends another college and is studying to be an architect.

When God has a plan for your life, you’d better listen to Him! In the fall of 1998, I was driving to the archery range and was slowing down on an off ramp when God said, “Forget about the archery range. Get back on the highway and drive in the opposite direction.” I reluctantly did as God had instructed. The truck started to slow down when I said, “OK, Lord where am I going?” It felt like it was running out of gas. That was impossible, because it was a new vehicle plus it had a full tank of fuel. Does this sound familiar?

When the truck came to a stop, the Lord told me to walk toward the flashing red lights that were mounted on a radio tower. As I was walking through the soybean field, I was praying. I don’t know what I was praying about, but God knew! As I got closer to the tower I noticed a house. It was the home of one of the board members of our church. It was a really big field, but I finally made it to the front door. I knocked, and the couple opened the door. After I had caught my breath, I told them what God had required of me. As I had
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been walking through the field God kept saying, “Candy ... accident, Candy ... accident, Candy ... accident.” The dad, mom, brother, and brother’s girlfriend, were in shock. Candy was the name of their daughter, and she was driving back from Oklahoma. I told everyone to drop to their knees, hold hands, and pray. I don’t know how long we prayed, but we prayed hard! About twenty minutes later, the phone rang. It was Candy, and she said she had just left St. Louis, which has several major interstates running through it. Something had told her to stop before she got to St. Louis. She doesn’t know why she stopped, but she did. After she had taken a short break, she started driving again. Candy said that she saw no cars on the road all the way through St. Louis. If we had not prayed, it may have turned out different.
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Building Relationships
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Let’s talk about building things. Take my advice, humble yourself and build it God’s way. What I have to say now should be of great importance to you if you have grandparents that are still alive, or you have grandchildren that live close to you. They say that hindsight is 20/20, and if I were able to redraw the plan, I would have spent more time with both my grandmothers. Unfortunately, we cannot rewind the tape of life. We need to seize the opportunity while we can. We need to build relationships.

In Asian cultures, parents live with their children when they become senior citizens. I have asked my mom to live with us more than once, but she is not yet ready. When she is ready for help, I will be there for her. American culture says to stick your parents in a nursing home when they become in- convenient, but do you really think that is God’s will? I have visited nursing homes before, and they are heart breaking. The children place their parents there because they simply will not take the time that is required. But don’t be like me. Spend as much time as you can with your grandparents and your grandchildren while the ink on the plan is still wet!

My mother lives approximately 15 miles away and her
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grandchildren used to love to spend the night with her. As the kids got older, they rarely saw her because they thought they were too busy. All three girls had become teenagers, and my mother knew nothing about them. I have learned through the years that God is very organized, and that He always has a plan. God also has some great ideas if we only have an ear to hear them! What He was about to do was amazing.

God gave me a clever plan to help my mother and her three granddaughters get to know each other better. Each girl spends one entire day with her grandmother every third month. When it is that particular girl’s month, she plans out the day and schedules it with her grandma. My girls were reluctant at first, but they now look forward to their month with grandma and have learned many new things. Mom and the girls have seen some neat things and traveled to some amazing places. If you are struggling with knowing someone, try God’s plan. It never fails.

I have a friend who lives in a neighboring town about 30 miles away. He’s the head usher at our church and, though I can’t explain it, I was drawn to him like a magnet and he says he felt the same way about me. He was on the police force of his town for roughly 30 years and even held the position of police chief. He is now retired and really enjoying life!

This dear man of God that I am speaking of calls me his buddy. I consider that an honor. If someone calls you their buddy or best friend, hold that in high esteem. It is an honor to be considered someone’s best friend because they are en- trusting you with their friendship. It is not God’s will that you have no friends. I wish I had a few more!

My friend shared an amazing story with me. Two men had robbed the local grocery store and the police gave chase. The men were eventually cornered in a nearby woods and since my friend was the chief, he was calling the shots. Something told him not to storm the woods, but to wait until morning. Morning came and God said, “Go back to the police station.” When my friend gave the order to withdraw and head back to the station, you can pretty much guess what happened. His
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fellow officers began to rebel, and to think that he was crazy for letting those criminals get away.

Soon after their return, a phone call from a neighboring restaurant owner came in. The owner said, “Your boys are walking down the road. They are unarmed, and you can pick them up!” The police picked the criminals up and hauled them in for questioning. They were arrested for robbery and asked the officers why they had not stormed the woods. My friend said, “Something told me not to.” They revealed that they had been heavily armed and could have held off an army and said, “You may have killed us, but we would have taken a lot of you with us.” My friend’s fellow officers were amazed that he had known God’s will. The moral of this story is if you do not listen to God, it could get you killed!

I was once ticketed for an expired license plate. Although I didn’t realize it was expired, it was still my fault, and the state policeman was justified to fine me. As I received the ticket, I noticed something different about this officer. He was lis- tening to Christian music on his squad car radio and I asked him if he was a Christian. He stated that he was, and asked if I was. Of course, I said yes. He said, “Praise God! Here’s your ticket and have a great day.” I shook the officer’s hand and thanked him for not being ashamed to tell others about his faith. Use wisdom when talking to others, but never be ashamed to tell people about your faith!

Let’s talk about letting God down. Part-time employees in the body of Christ are people who want the full-time benefits without any work. It is not God’s will for you to be a do nothing part-timer in the body of Christ. God has work for us, and we should be about His business. The bottom line is that God is not pleased with us sitting on our hands!

I became complacent about writing this book after chapter one. It was the first week after the chapter was complete, and I did not write for three or four days. God strongly convicted me of my laziness the following day and He told me to look up Philippians 2:3-5. It reads as follows:
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Do nothing out of selfish ambition or vain conceit, but in humility consider others better than yourselves. Each of you should look not only to your own interests, but also to the interests of others. Your attitude should be the same as that of Christ Jesus.




God said that he was disappointed that I had not been writing his book. It took me until 1:30 in the morning, but I wrote five pages that night and vowed to not let God down again.

My mom has always told me to stand on the Word of God. Find a scripture that speaks to your heart and your particular problem, and stand on it. It is excellent advice to believe in the scriptures. We should all stand on Hebrews 10:7.

The purpose of this book is to do God’s will and help His people and my sincere prayer for you, my friend, is in Psalms 20:4: “May he give you the desire of your heart and make all your plans succeed.” We are all called to be builders, and God’s divine plan should be the blueprint for your life. Seek first the Kingdom of God, and then start drawing the plan. You have a set of plans and God has a set. Which will you choose to build with?
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Chapter Four
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Does God Know Your Address?
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There is nothing quite like having a brand new address! Some of us are proud of where we live and some are not. I once saw a house built in the shape of its owner’s name. On the other hand, I have also seen homes that appear to have owners who take little or no pride in where they live. Are you proud of where you are in life, or are you ashamed? Ask yourself, is that where I want to live? Does God really know my address, or do I desire to remain anonymous? For some of us, these are deep and serious questions that remain to be answered.

August of 2001 was a tragic month for both our family and friends. My wife’s uncle passed away in his sleep at the age of

78. A farmer, who attended our church, died of a heart attack at the age of 47, leaving a wife and three young sons. A Christian couple, with whom we frequently do business, lost one of their sons in a traffic accident. His older brother lost control of their van, killing his brother and a friend who were both just 16 years old. The 18-year-old son now faces manslaughter and drug charges.

I pray that the peace of God will rest on the hearts of these families. It is never easy to lose a loved one. I have 
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experienced glorious joy among the living, but I have also experienced utter despair. From the day we are born, our days are numbered, but if we have the peace of God in our hearts, we should not fear death at all. On the other hand, those who do not know the Lord are terrified of dying because they fear the unknown. Those of us who know the Lord have a promise that we can hold onto—one day, we will see our heavenly Father and our loved ones who have died in Christ. I do not fear my last day. In fact, I welcome it! This chapter is dedicated to our fallen loved ones.
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Lost Souls
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It was a hot Indiana summer day in 2000, and I was waiting for a traffic light to turn green, when I noticed a homeless man standing at a busy Indianapolis intersection holding a sign that read, “Help me, God bless you!” That man may not have had an address, but God knew where he lived. When each car passed, the man would hand the driver a small cardboard box in hopes of getting some spare change. There were two cars ahead of mine, and the homeless man placed his box in the window of the lead car. The light turned green and the driver tried to steal the guy’s money, but he held onto the box for dear life. The momentum of the car speeding away pulled him to the pavement right in front of the next car, which ran over him. The driver backed up as the man crawled to the side of the road, but she never opened her door. She just sped away!

No one seemed to care about that guy, but I circled the block and parked on the side of the road where he was standing. I walked up to him and asked him to go sit in my air-conditioned truck. It took some convincing, but he finally allowed me to help him. I could tell that he did not trust me at first. When I asked him why he was standing on the side of the road begging for money when it was 98° outside, he told me that he had suffered a broken leg at the state fair, and that the carnival people he had worked for left him behind when they departed for their next stop.




[image: ]




This homeless man asked me what I wanted. When I said, “ I want to help you,” his response was, “Why?” I told him that I loved him and that Jesus did too. I pleaded with him to let me take him to the local homeless shelter, but he refused. I asked him if he had any relatives, and he said that he had a brother who lived in Idaho. I asked him if he wanted me to drive him to Idaho, and he started laughing and said, “You’re joking, right?” What he said next made me cry. He said, “You say you love me and you care about what happens to me. You know something? I believe you mean it.” Soon he left my pickup and went back to the street corner, although I begged him not to go. He did promise me that he would stop begging, and I hope and pray that he did. I’m reminded of Hebrews 6:10. “How can we tell God that we love him when we fill our hearts with indifference, and look the other way?”

There are lost souls in the world who have chosen not to give Him a forwarding address. He desires to communicate with them, but they choose to remain lost. He wants them to get the message, but they simply do not want to be found. Do not expect God to seek you out. You must seek him!

Hebrews 11:6 says,




Without faith it is impossible to please God, because anyone who comes to Him must believe that He exists and that He rewards those who earnestly seek Him.
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Power in God’s Name
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In 1981, I met my wife while we were both serving our country as sergeants in the Air Force Reserves in Germany. We were assigned to a civil engineering unit and met during our summer camp that year. We dated each other for approximately six months after we returned from Europe and eventually decided to get married.

Reservists are required to be on duty one weekend a month and one week during the year. One of those weekends would be one that Cindy and I would never forget.

We were placed in the base barracks and since we were
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man and wife, we were able to stay in the same room. There was only one problem—the room only had two extremely small single beds. When it came time to hit the sack, we said goodnight to each other and fell asleep in our tiny beds. At some point during the middle of the night, Cindy woke me up, and I could tell that she was quite disturbed by a dream. It had scared her so badly that she asked if she could sleep in bed with me, and we somehow managed it.

When I asked her what the dream was about, she told me that someone or something had been driving spikes through her feet and into the floor. She said that no matter how hard she had tried, she had not been able to run away.

Since God has given me the gift of being able to interpret most dreams. I told Cindy that this meant she was about to give her heart to the Lord, and Satan couldn’t stand it. At that moment, an evil spirit began to beat on the metal wall lockers in the room. I said, “Get out, in the name of Jesus, and stay out!” That vile thing went outside, and banged on the down- spout for about an hour before it left. I knew what it was, but I also knew from God’s Word that Satan and his band of demons must flee when they hear the name of Jesus. The name of Jesus has power! I encourage you to find this truth in the word and use it!

In just a few weeks, Cindy would ask Jesus to come into her heart. Satan knew he was going to lose the battle for Cindy’s soul and didn’t like it, but the puzzling part about that whole situation was that Cindy never heard the banging. I guess she needed spiritual ears to hear it. You see, God knew Cindy’s address, but unfortunately, Satan did too. Thank God that Cindy chose the Father’s address. It’s always a matter of choice. Which address will you choose?
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Listening to God
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One Friday afternoon I had called it a day. It had rained us out, and I was driving home when the Lord decided to speak. He had a job for me, but I was wet and tired, and just wanted to go home! Since I’m not God, that makes me the servant,
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and I should listen to what he has to say. In this case, He told me to drive to a lady’s house who attended our church. That’s all He said: “Drive!” I had no idea what I was to say or do when I got there.

Immediately, thoughts started going through my mind, such as, “She’s a married woman, and people at the church will talk,” and “I’ll have a flat tire on the way,” but I knew that wasn’t God talking. I said, “Satan, you really don’t want me to see this woman, and if I do have a flat tire, I will walk in the rain to her house!” I pulled into her driveway and walked to the front door, and she was waiting for me. There was a problem though. She told me that she had contracted a rare disorder that prevented her from coming in contact with people, and could not open the door. She called it Multiple Chemical Sensitivity—an environmental illness. She told me that her husband was away that week, and that she felt like she was all alone and going crazy. She and I both started crying. She said that she had fallen to her knees that morning and cried out to God. She said, “I asked God to send me someone to encourage me, and here you are!” Before I left, I prayed for her healing. I don’t know if she was ever completely healed, but God answered her prayers that day. He knew her address, and He knew which servant to send. But Satan also heard her prayer. He knew her address and tried to stop me from seeing her. You might like to know that she is doing well, and only has to see her specialist once a year.

A few years ago, when I was installing a chain link fence, God spoke to me very clearly. He said, “Send the piano player at church one hundred dollars.” There was only one problem with that—I didn’t know the lady’s name or address. The Lord told me to call the church secretary to obtain the information. I was also instructed not to give the secretary my name, but only to say that it was the Lord’s will. Much to my surprise, the secretary gave me the name and address without any trouble, and God told me to place the cash in a plain envelope and mail it. Lastly, He told me to tell no one of my good deed.

When we are instructed to do such deeds in secret, we
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give God the glory rather than shining the spotlight on our- selves. I hope you are beginning to see that our Lord is very persistent, and that He cares about His children. We need to cast all our cares upon Him, as it states in Scripture.

In the summer of 2001, my company had a painting job to do, and our customer would become a newfound sister in Christ. You never know what to expect from a customer on the first day on the job, and the personality of this new customer would be quite different from the average one. She was a spirited 82-year-old who gets around better than I do.

We usually talk to our customers for a few minutes before we start each day, and this day was no different. As Randie and I were talking to our new customer, I brought up the subject of writing this book. When I told her that it was an inspirational book about building lives, she began to speak what was on her heart. The longer the woman spoke, the harder Randie began to cry. She proceeded to tell us about how she had met her husband of 55 years. He had recently changed his address and was residing with the heavenly Father. She spoke of her younger years when she had been very attractive and could have had just about any man she wanted. She said that she had almost married someone else just before she met her husband but had no peace about it and called the wedding off.

God had even known her address in the 1940s. She told us of her days as an air traffic controller in Nebraska during World War II, when a chapter of her life would be written by a B-17 bomber and its crew, enroute from the Philippines. She gave the pilot of the B-17 permission to land on a specific runway. The pilot landed the aircraft but not according to her instructions. It was, as she put it, a “hotdog stunt!” Needless to say, she was pretty upset and decided to walk down to the flight desk and give the pilot an earful. When she arrived at the desk, she saw a crew member standing there and asked, “Are you the pilot?” His response was, “No, I’m the co-pilot.” After she finished yelling at him, he smiled, and asked if she wanted to get a cup of coffee. Still hot under the collar, she
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said, “I have to work all night!” Her boss was about to write a chapter in her life, too, when he decided to let the two of them spend time together. He yelled, “You can take off early!” She reluctantly took the co-pilot up on his offer, and they walked to the top of the tower and talked all night. As our friend put it, “He flew into my life!” He was a Christian man who gave her many wonderful years.

As you may have guessed, Randie was really crying by this time. Our new friend told her, “Be patient, God will bring you the right one.” If you are still waiting for Mr. or Mrs. Right, and are losing patience, remember this principle. Romans 8:27 says, “He who searches our hearts knows the mind of the Spirit, because the Spirit intercedes for the saints in accordance with God’s will.” If you pray, and wait on the Lord to bring the two of you together, it will truly be a match made in heaven. God doesn’t want you to make a mistake, but you might if you get ahead of Him. If you think love is about sex, you’re wrong. Love is all about having a lifelong friend and caring for someone more than yourself.

I truly believe that Randie sees confession as being good for the soul. Her latest confession eased her conscience but gave me the shock of my life. Recently, she told me that she had been smoking a half pack of cigarettes per day for the previous three years. Her sisters knew that she had been smoking but had never told us. Her mother suspected that she had been smoking but had convinced herself that the smell of smoke on her clothes was from her friends. As for me, I didn’t have a clue. Now, as you may have guessed, we were disappointed, but we appreciated her honesty and were really glad that she had decided to quit. As parents, you can only teach your kids in the ways of the Lord and hope that they will not stray from them. But remember one thing—they also have a free will. I know it’s hard, but you have to let them go. And don’t worry, because God knows their address.

As this chapter winds down, I would like to give you some- thing to think about. Make sure God knows your address, and that you know His. “The man who loves God is known by
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God” (1 Corinthians 8:3). Be ready and get your life right with the Lord. When it becomes time to pass off this tired body, I will be ready for a new address. I pray that it will read some- thing like this. #1 Main Street, Heaven, the Universe, Zip Code #3.

September 11, 2001 is a day that all of us will remember. Just as the Roman Empire once did, we too felt like we were invincible. When I began writing this chapter, I felt led to dedicate it to fallen loved ones but had no idea that the events in New York and Washington D.C. would occur before I finished it. Now, with all my heart, I dedicate this chapter to all those who died.

The images of planes crashing into buildings and of buildings collapsing will haunt our memories for quite some time. It is beyond our comprehension to think that individuals overseas could celebrate the deaths of innocent men and women. The images of people shooting guns, cheering in the streets, and passing out candy in celebration is hard to under- stand.

Many are comparing that attack to Pearl Harbor, but when Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, it was through a military force and on a military target. Those terrorists were twisted individuals who had a death wish, and they did what they did in the name of Allah. Don’t get me wrong; I have nothing against the people of the Middle East. They are God’s children and He loves them just as much as He loves us.

Terrorists kill themselves and try to take as many with them as they can, thinking that they will be rewarded in heaven. First of all, that’s not how God thinks. Intentionally killing yourself will send your soul to hell. You are not only taking God’s will for your life out of His hands, but you are also breaking His law.

I pose this question to you. Is your God a God of hate and destruction, or is He a God of love and mercy? Through the ages, Satan has been all about hate, death, and destruction. “He masquerades himself as being an angel of light” (2 Corinthians 11:14). He viewed himself as an equal to God,




[image: ]




and that’s why he was removed from heaven. The bible says he fell to earth like a bolt of lightning. Diligently search your heart, and ask yourself what’s in there? Whom do you serve? Do you serve a God of hate or a God of love?

As I drove home that evening, I saw panic in the hearts of Americans. Every gas station I passed had lines backed up for blocks. There were dozens of complaints across the state about station owners raising the price of fuel to as much as $5 a gallon. On the other hand, many churches opened their doors for prayer, and volunteers gave blood in record numbers. It goes to show you that our true selves come out in times of crisis. What’s in your spirit? When God comes looking for you, will you throw open the door to Him.
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Chapter Five
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What Is Your Foundation?
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With any building project there are certain requirements that must be met before construction can begin. The four previous chapters pertained to pre-construction matters, but now the fun begins because we have a new agenda. It’s time to start building!

The most important feature of your home is the foundation. I can’t over-emphasize how important a solid foundation is. Throughout history, foundations have consisted of various materials, and it’s not unusual to find older homes with foundations made of brick, fieldstone, or even logs. The most popular choice for foundations in the United States today is either poured concrete walls or concrete block. Some builders have resorted to using a treated wood framing for their foundations, but I don’t recommend them. (Remember the old saying, “Cheaper is not better.”)

It is standard practice to dig to a depth of about three feet in the ground for footer placement in new home construction. Footers are the concrete base that the foundation walls rest on, and they usually consist of poured concrete 16–24 inches wide, and 8–12 inches deep. A foundation actually consists of the footers and the foundation walls that rest on top of them.
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Believe it or not, Jesus had a lot to say about foundations.

He said,




Everyone who hears my words and puts them into practice is like a wise man who builds his house on the rock. The rain will come, the streams will rise, and the winds will blow and beat the house; but it will not fall, because its foundation is on the rock. Everyone who hears my words and does not put them into practice is like a foolish man who builds his house on the sand. The rain will come, the streams will rise, and the winds will blow and beat the house, and it will fall with a great crash” (Matthew 7:24-27).




What’s your personal foundation like? As the title of this chapter asks, upon what are you building? Paul makes it very clear in Ephesians 2:19-20 that we are members of God’s household, built on the foundation of the apostles and prophets, with Jesus himself as the chief cornerstone.

Webster’s dictionary defines “cornerstone” as the stone representing the nominal starting place in the construction of a building, and also as something that is essential or basic. Take a hard look at yourself. Is Jesus an essential part of your foundation? If He’s not, you’re in trouble. Jesus is everything in my life, and if He isn’t the same to you by now, I pray that He will be before you finish reading this book.

A few years ago, my family and I visited St. Louis, Missouri, which is a wonderful place, that I always enjoy visiting. It’s called the “Gateway to the Midwest.” Shortly after our visit that year, the residents along the Mississippi River experienced terrible flooding, and some even called it “the great flood,” although I would not go that far. (There was only one man of God who experienced the true great flood and lived to talk about it, and that was Noah.) I will never forget watching the news and seeing houses floating down the river. The Mississippi River is always a powerful force, but even more dangerous when it is above flood stage.
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Eventually the waters receded and the rebuilding process began. During the flood, conventionally built homes had floated right off their foundations during high water, but a local contractor had developed an ingenious design, consisting of a two-story home resting on metal I-beams. The first story was the garage, which had a sheet metal skirting that wrapped around the I-beams. The skirting was designed to break away during flooding and to allow the water to pass through the garage area. The house could withstand the pressure of the water because the metal I-beams were driven into the ground until they hit bedrock. This was an excellent idea that mini- mized property loss for those people who owned homes built on this design.

Virtually all steel high-rise buildings have metal I-beams that are driven into the ground until they hit bedrock, and which serve as the building’s foundation. This same design is used for bridges and all large structures that must support large amounts of weight. For example, the stainless steel arch in St. Louis is an engineering marvel that weighs as much as a battleship. Engineers calculated the bedrock to be 60 feet deep so the arch has two huge concrete footers that deep.

Let’s look at what we’ve learned thus far. A solid foundation is crucial for success, and it’s essential that a structure rests on bedrock if it has a large amount of weight. But the most important lesson that we have learned is that Jesus is the cornerstone of our faith, and He is the rock on which our lives are built. He’s our support and our foundation.

Before we construct a foundation, we have to cut down the weeds. God cuts us sometimes, and if you study the Bible, you will find that God’s Word is sometimes called a double-edged sword. I appreciate what Jesus had to say in John 15:5,6:




I am the vine, you are the branches. If a man remains in me and I in him, he will bear much fruit; apart from me you can do nothing. If anyone does not re- main in me, he is like a branch that is thrown away
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and withers; such branches are picked up, thrown into the fire and burned.




The moral of this story is not to be a weed or a dead branch.

Now that we’ve discussed foundations and footers, and you have a general understanding of what they are, let’s relate them to your relationship with the Lord. The footers in your life should be deep in Christ, because if they aren’t, your life will be unstable. If you structure your life on the Word of God and long to be like Jesus, nothing will be able to crack your foundation.

Customers call me from time to time with serious con- cerns about cracked foundations. When a foundation cracks, settles, shifts, and eventually becomes uneven, it becomes a serious structural problem. Some house foundations develop severe settling over time, which is usually caused by poor soil conditions or excess weight at the stress points. The foundation doesn’t fail by itself, but it has help from other sources that put pressure on it. What is putting pressure on your foundation? Don’t live with spiritual defects. Eliminate the problem before total collapse occurs.

If you have poor “soil conditions” or shifting in your life, you will eventually have internal damage. In other words, un- godly situations in your life will cause your spiritual foundation to shift in a negative way, and most certainly cause damage to your spirit. But remember, damaged foundations can be fixed. I happen to know a master carpenter who does excellent work at straightening damaged foundations.

God knows all about fixing damaged foundations.

2 Timothy 2:19 states,




God’s solid foundation stands firm, sealed with this inscription: “The Lord knows those who are his, and everyone who confesses the name of the Lord must turn away from wickedness.”



[image: ]




Inspect your footers. Is your life level? We should all strive for a level spiritual foundation.
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Persecution
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From time to time, I receive calls from customers concerned about their brick flaking off. Do your friends, relatives, or co-workers view you as a “flake” because of your spiritual beliefs? Well, I’ve got news for you. It’s called persecution, and you should expect it. Paul talks in great length about persecution in the New Testament.

All over the world, Christians are being persecuted because of their faith, and some have paid the ultimate price of losing their lives in the service of the Lord. If you read God’s Word, you will find that persecution and death were experienced by many of God’s children, including Jesus Himself. As a child of God, what makes you think that you should be any different?

Being a Christian is no game. You just don’t turn it off and on when you feel like it. We may think that we are experiencing difficulties, but most of us will never face what the martyrs have faced. Let me ask you this: Will persecution crack your foundation, or will you stand strong no matter what may come against you? As long as Satan is around, you’re in for a fight, so my advice is to get the gloves on, be ready, and put the whole armor of God on.

Jesus told Peter in Matthew 16:18, “You are Peter, and on this rock I will build my church, and the gates of hell will not overcome it.” Webster’s dictionary defines “rock” as a firm foundation or support. We are the church, and hell cannot overtake us.

Our society is quick to tear buildings down, even when there is nothing wrong with them. Often, they are simply re- moved to make room for a bigger and better structure. Buildings should not be torn down if they still have good foundations. Along these same lines, we can say that not all people are bad. Some of God’s children have foundations that can be repaired. He loves all of them and sees potential in all of their lives.
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A popular attitude in American society today is “Let’s get even,” but that’s not God’s plan. If love and forgiveness is a problem for you, God can remodel that part of your spiritual foundation. It is a requirement of Christian living that we love all people. I know that it may be hard to forgive someone for the wrongs that they have committed against you, but God says that forgiveness is not an option. Galatians 6:10 states, “Therefore, as we have opportunity, let us do good to all people, especially to those who belong to the family of believers.”
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Using Our Potential
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There is a great consumer demand for remodeling today. In fact, it’s a multi-billion-dollar industry because many people see potential in their older home and have no desire to tear it down. Thankfully, God sees potential in us, and rather than tearing us down, He chooses to remodel us instead. Webster’s dictionary defines “remodel” as restructure. If Satan has convinced you that you are beyond repair, just remember that God has a Son who is an expert at remodeling the heart. Jesus can restore you free of charge, and all you have to do is ask. What does the Lord need to remodel in you today?

At one time, my wife’s favorite television show was “Home Improvement.” She said that I acted just like the main char- acter, Tim Allen, but I know that can’t be true since I don’t have a neighbor with a fence. Tim Allen’s career has not always flourished, however. He came from a troubled childhood and was arrested for drug possession when he was in his 20s. He served 14 months in prison, but I have to give Tim credit because he did not build on a life of crime. Crime is sin, and it is a poor foundation upon which to build a life.

Some spouses build all their hopes and dreams on their mate’s foundation and become totally reliant upon them. But when failure comes, which it does sometimes, they feel be- trayed and lost. Products fail, men fail, women fail, children fail, and even your parents fail. All things will fail over time, but your heavenly Father will never fail you. You have a life-
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time extended warranty, if you choose to receive it. It’s called God’s promise of eternal life through His Son Jesus Christ. Look to the Lord, rather than people, for your spiritual foundation strength.

As a boy growing up in the 1950s, I had several neighbors. I remember one particular neighbor that seemed like a regular guy, but in March 2001 the truth about that man’s life was revealed. He was on the verge of death, and his conscience was bothering him. Red was a man that had built his entire life on a lie. Now in his 80s, he thought he had gotten away with it, but his conscience was telling him that he would face judgment upon his death.

Shortly before his death, Red drove to the local police station to ease his conscience and handed over a bag full of money that had been buried in his backyard since the 1940s. Most of the bills were badly damaged, but they totaled more than $200,000. For the first time, the soft-spoken, mild-mannered man that I knew from childhood was about to tell his deep, dark secret to the police.

The 1940s were trying times for most Americans, and Red was no exception. As a young man in his 20s, Red became desperate and made a regrettable decision. He told the authorities that he had robbed several banks in the Ft. Wayne, Indiana area at that time but had never tried to spend the money because he lived in fear of being caught. Red died be- fore the police could finish their investigation, but an article in the newspaper said that there were indeed two, or possibly even three, banks robbed in the area on the dates that Red had described. There was no way to track the serial numbers of the bills because they were so badly damaged. God’s Word says to walk in the truth, so please don’t make the same mistake that Red made. Build your life on the truth.

People who claim to be Christians, but no longer walk in the truth are only fooling themselves. I have watched many who claim to be saved and born again who still drink, curse, steal, and simply live like the world does. If that’s not living a lie, I don’t know what is. There is no gray area of truth. Either
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you build on a foundation of truth, or you build on a foundation of lies. If you are truly born again, and the Holy Spirit lives within you, curse words should not be in you in the first place. Ephesians 4:29 says, “Do not let any unwholesome talk come out of your mouths, but only what is helpful for building others up according to their needs, that may benefit those who listen.” I ask those who will listen: “Will you listen to the truth, or continue to live a lie?”

I would like to tell you a humorous story about something that happened to me. It was humorous at the time, but now that I have time to reflect back on it, it seems to be a true reflection of today’s Church. During the course of one particular day, our area had experienced severe storms, and a gentleman called our office because he had experienced damage to his home. He needed an estimate for the damage so he could turn in a claim to his insurance company.

It was late in the evening when I arrived at his home. I knocked on the door and heard a voice say, “Come on in!” I found the man sitting in his recliner with his eyes glued to the television set. He never took his eyes off the screen but simply pointed his finger at the living room. I walked into the living room and, much to my surprise, I saw a large tree limb sticking through the ceiling. On top of all that, rain was flowing down the branches onto the floor. It seemed that this gentleman was more interested in Monday Night Football than he was his house. I wrote the estimate up and handed it to him, but we never got the job, and I never saw him again.

This story is quite similar to the story of today’s Church. We are so occupied with the things of this world that we can’t see the truth that stands in front of us. We are the Church, and our time is short. Jesus is preparing to return for us soon, but much like the man in the story, the house is leaking, and we have our eyes glued on the T.V. It’s time for us to wake up and see the truth. If we build on the things of this world, we will be disappointed, but if we build on the foundation of truth, it will never fail us.

Whoever coined the phrase, “Sticks and stones may break
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my bones, but words can never harm me,” had no idea what they were talking about. Words are powerful, and they can kill. For example, remember the tragedy that occurred at Columbine High School in Colorado a few years ago? Those two young men were building on a foundation of hate because they were constantly ridiculed by their classmates. They finally acted on their thoughts, and the end result was disaster. Adolph Hitler is another example of an individual who built on the foundation of hate.

I highly recommend that you read the book, She Said Yes. It is the story of a brave young lady who died serving her Lord at Columbine High School. She would not deny the Lord, and it cost her dearly. She paid for her service of the Lord with her life.

Believe it or not, I had never been in a bookstore until I began writing this book. I always thought that reading was boring. My first trip was to Barnes and Noble. I discovered a whole new world and found that God was unfolding His planned journey for my life before my eyes. Now I’m hooked! You might say that I had been building on the foundation of a closed mind.

1 Thessalonians 5:11 says for us to encourage one another and to build each other up. I’m trying to build my kids up, not tear them down. Psalms 127:1 says, “Unless the Lord builds the house, its builders labor in vain.” The same verse says that unless the Lord watches over the city, the watchmen stand guard in vain. What are you watching? Are you watching the Lord work in your kids’ lives, or are you watching the things of this world consume them? Parents, this is the bottom line. What you allow in your child’s life is your choice. After a certain age they are on their own and can make their own choices, so we, as parents, should think and choose well while they are under our care.

I will end this chapter with a quote from my daughter Katie. She says, “Your spirit is like the foundation of a house; the house is built on a strong foundation. If the foundation is a weak one, the whole house will cave in. Jesus is also the
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foundation of your spirit. Without Him, it will cave in.” Katie told me this before I ever started writing this book, and I thought it such a revelation that I asked her to write it down for me. Katie, you are so right! God’s Word says that if we raise our children in the ways of the Lord, they won’t depart from them.

God is moving in a mighty way at Katie’s high school, although that is not the case in some high schools across the country. My sincere hope and prayer is that God will use the tragedy of September 11, 2001 to shake the spiritual foundation of all our high schools in America. Kids, teachers, principals, superintendents, and even the school board can and will make a difference if they only allow the Lord to visit their school. If you don’t think you can make a difference in your school, you’re wrong! God can move mountains if you only believe and pray.

Kids, pray for your teachers and your principal. They have some rather large shoes to fill, and they will have to answer to God for your spiritual well-being. If the Lord is welcome, He will move in a mighty way. The choice is yours.

When you walk into Katie’s school, you see written scriptures from the Bible on the walls of the hallways, and some students even have them hanging on their lockers. Katie says that it has been that way for as long as she can remember.

Another great thing that happens each year is called, “See you at the pole,” which is a short prayer meeting held around the flagpole before school starts. It’s a prayer service that is attended by teachers and students alike, and I have read in the newspaper that other schools across the country are doing the same thing.

Recently, Katie’s school allowed two hours for prayer and for a Christian band to play in the auditorium on the National Day of Prayer. According to Katie, the school has no plans to stop their activities on the National Day of Prayer, or end “See you at the pole.” Now you can see why God is blessing her school!

Satan desires that the politicians remove God from the
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schools, but God has a plan. In spite of what Satan may try, the gates of hell will not prevail. Those who pour their hearts out to the Lord at Katie’s school are not a bunch of religious nuts. They are God’s children, and He has them right in the palm of His hand. Pray for our schools, America. They need it!
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Chapter Six
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Timetable
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This chapter deals with the time demands that are placed on our lives and will ask the question, “How will you use the time that you have been given?” It is my humble prayer that you will see that God’s timing is everything.

Have you ever thought about how Jesus used His time? Do you think that He wasted it? That’s hard to imagine. Jesus is not only a master builder, but He is also a master planner, so I’m sure He had a plan for every year, day, minute and second that He was on this earth. Time is a precious commodity, and I hope to show you the importance of your time on this earth. I also want to show you that God is truly concerned about how you use it.

The main schedule that I use in new home construction is one called a “draw schedule.” This is a payment plan and work schedule all rolled up in one for the homeowner and is required by most lending institutions. It typically consists of five draws (payments) of 20%. A schedule outlines the work that needs to be done, and each successive draw is paid when a determined amount of work has been completed.

On different occasions, God talks to me in my sleep. In these instances, although I’m not dreaming, I can clearly hear
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His voice in my sleep. What an honor it was for me on October 11, 2001 to hear what God had to tell me. He said: “Today is the one-month anniversary of the terrorist attack on America. The citizens of the United States are living in fear. What Satan meant for destruction, I will turn into glory.” He then broke down the letters in the word “HELL,” and rearranged them to mean something else: H...eaven is the E...ternal resting place for those who L...ove the L...ord.

Do you remember a song from the 1960s called, “Turn, Turn, Turn?” A group called the Byrds, who had chosen the wisdom of the Bible for their song lyrics, performed the song. Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 reads like this:




There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under heaven: A time to be born and a time to die. A time to plant and a time to uproot. A time to kill and a time to heal. A time to tear down and a time to build. A time to weep and a time to laugh. A time to mourn and a time to dance. A time to scatter stones and a time to gather them. A time to embrace and a time to refrain. A time to search and a time to give up. A time to keep and a time to throw away. A time to tear and a time to mend. A time to be silent and a time to speak. A time to love and a time to hate. A time for war and a time for peace.




My family and I have satellite television at home, and one of the channels we have is the PAX network. Recently, I was watching a program called, “It’s A Miracle!” The episode that I was watching that day focused on a story of a little girl and her father, who was a policeman. As he always did, he gave his little girl a hug and kiss before he left for work, but that day would be one that he would never forget.

The girl told her father that two angels had visited her room that morning, and that they had told her to tell her daddy to wear his bulletproof vest. The father laughed when his child told him of her experience, but she repeatedly
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begged him to wear the vest. After he saw that she would not give up, he eventually promised to wear it. He didn’t realize it, but God was about to spare his life.

The officer and his partner had a normal day until a call came for a domestic disturbance. Police officers have told me that domestic disturbances are unpredictable and can be very dangerous. When the officers arrived at the home, they knocked on the door, and a voice from inside said, “Come on in.” As they attempted to open the door, a shotgun blast came through the door and hit the little girl’s father. His partner wrestled the shooter to the ground and handcuffed him. The fallen officer was rushed to the hospital, where he survived. The mother recalled the response of her little girl when she told her of her father’s injuries. The girl said, “The angels saved daddy’s life.” You’ll be glad to know that the police officer is doing fine because of listening to his daughter, and that the man who shot him will be in prison for quite some time. That story is another classic example of how God’s timing is everything!

Let’s talk about another miracle. A young man at our church is a literal walking miracle today, and his story is a true testimony to the fact that we all must be ready. We never know when it will be our time, and God will call us out to go home.

A day that appeared to be a normal one for our Christian friend and his family turned out to be far different. Our brother had a blood vessel burst in his brain, and he was rushed to the hospital and placed in ICU. Our church flooded his room with a constant stream of prayer warriors. After a few days, the doctors gave up hope and told the man’s wife to call our pastor. The doctors were ready to pull the plug on the machine that was keeping their patient alive.

Our pastor soon arrived at the hospital. I will never forget what he told me happened next. “I grabbed his hand and began to pray for the Father to welcome him home, and the next thing I knew he was squeezing my hand. It scared me so badly that I ran from the room and told the doctor, ‘He’s alive,
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He’s alive!’” The pastor said that the doctor went back into the room and said, “We’re not pulling the plug on anything.”

The time came for our Christian brother to go home, and he didn’t remain absent from church for very long. I re- member our pastor rolling the man’s wheelchair to the front of the church and saying, “This guy is a miracle! He was 5 minutes away from being unplugged!” I see our Christian friend every Sunday now, and he is doing much better. He still uses a wheelchair, but he can stand for short periods of time.

This story is another clear example that God’s timing is not always the same as ours. We are quick to give up, but He never quits and He never fails. Like a runner who grows weary from a challenge, they simply fall by the wayside. It’s our mission to help the less fortunate. Help those who fall and don’t use them to pave your own path.

Before we judge others for the hate in their hearts, we’d better take a hard look at ourselves. How many of you were overcome by anger and hate on September 11, 2001? Anger is understandable, but hatred for others is not. 1 Peter 4:17-18 tells us this: “For it is time for judgment to begin with the family of God; and if it begins with us, what will the outcome be for those who do not obey the gospel of God? And, if it is hard for the righteous to be saved, what will become of the ungodly and the sinner?” Those among us without sin should cast the first stone. I just dropped my rock, how about you?

I was told once that if Satan bothers you, you are in good shape, but if he leaves you alone, you’d better watch out. I have a brother-in-law who recently gave his heart to the Lord, and his wife gave her heart to the Lord along with him. It didn’t take Satan very long to attack him, and he began to suffer health problems. Since he is a military vet, he made a trip to the VA hospital, and the doctors told him that he was suffering from depression and prescribed medication for him. My brother-in-law said that he was having nightmares from his days in the military. I told him that Satan was tormenting him, and God’s children should not be depressed. Drugs are not the automatic answer. Satan and his band of demons have
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no authority over the children of God; so, cast that nasty and awful spirit of depression off. Simply say, “I cast that spirit of depression off me. In the name of Jesus, be gone!” If you truly believe the Lord will get that cruel and dark monkey off your back, Psalms 9:9 will give you hope. “The Lord is a refuge for the oppressed, a stronghold in times of trouble.” A Christian should never live with depression. That’s the time to call on God for protection.

People often say, “Boy, that sure was lousy timing.” Well, in 1992, my clock was set back a bit. We were building a new home one week before the departure date for our vacation, and I was working on a platform 20 feet in the air when it col- lapsed. I fell to the floor and broke both feet. The theme park and hotel tickets that we had purchased in advance were non- refundable, so we didn’t have any choice but to go. Now, you might think that was a bad thing, but as it turned out, handicapped people in wheelchairs get to go to the front of the lines at Disney World. We left for Florida, spent two weeks there and had a great time together as a family.

After I got back from vacation, it came time to remove the casts from my feet. I remember asking the doctor when I could go back to work. He said, “Tomorrow,” and I recall going to work on that Friday and feeling lousy. I returned home around 4:00 P.M., and suddenly it hit me. I felt like I was having a heart attack. I drove myself to the hospital where they diagnosed me with pneumonia. The doctors gave me a week’s supply of antibiotics and pain pills. The pills didn’t seem to help much, and I ran out of them by the end of the week. I had a problem, though. The prescription had no refills.

I told my wife to drive me to another hospital, because I knew there was something terribly wrong with me. I went to the emergency room and was checked out by one of the hospital doctors. He also told me that I had pneumonia, gave me a prescription, and told me to go home.

By that time, I was getting a little hot under the collar. I told the doctor that I knew I had pneumonia and that the pills
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the other doctor had given me hadn’t worked. I told him that something was drastically wrong with me. I said, “I have been experiencing what feels like heart attacks every few hours, all week. I try to sleep sitting up because when I lay down, I can’t breathe. I want you to admit me so we can find the problem before it’s too late!” That didn’t go over very well with him. He said, "If we can’t justify admitting you, the insurance company won’t pay for it!"

I said, “I have insurance!”

The doctor said, “I know, but that doesn’t mean they will pay.”

I told the doctor to call my physician and get his permission to admit me, and that he and I would talk about it to- morrow. The doctor left the room, but came back a short time later and said that my physician was on vacation and couldn’t be reached. I asked, “Who’s filling in for him?” The doctor told me, and I said, “Let’s get his permission.”

The doctor once again left the room and came back a short time later. He said, “We’re going to do a day-stay.”

I asked, “What’s that?”

He answered, “If we can’t figure out what is wrong with you, we have to send you home tomorrow.” I remember saying, “Thank God.”

The next morning came, and the doctor on-call paid me a visit. Once again, he told me that I had pneumonia, and he was sending me home. I remember looking at the clock on the wall and telling him to wait for five minutes. I said, “They’ll be back.”

“What will be back in five minutes?” he asked. I said, “The attacks!”

It didn’t take long for the attacks to begin. I screamed bloody murder, and it scared the doctor so badly that he threw his clipboard down and ran from the room. He returned with two nurses and ordered them to shoot me up with a painkiller. After I settled back down, he placed his hand on my shoulder and said that he was sorry for doubting me. I will never forget what he told me next. He said that he had been
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in the hospital once and been having a heart attack, but no one had believed him. He said that he had almost died.

The next question that came from his mouth next not only surprised me, but made me cry. He asked, “Do you know Jesus Christ as your personal Lord and Savior?”

I said, “Yes, and I really appreciate you asking me that.”

Before the doctor left, he said, “You’re not going anywhere until we get to the bottom of this!”

I lay in that hospital bed for the next four days and my physician, who was now back from vacation, would stick his head in the door every day and ask me how I felt. I always said, “Lousy!” After four days of that, I got tired of lying there with no answers, so I told my physician to get a second opinion or I was going to fire him.

He said, “You can’t fire me.”

I said, “If I don’t pay you, your fired.”

That made him mad. Before he slammed the door, he said, “I guess we’ll have to get a second opinion.”

I said, “Thank you. It’s about time!”

I was visited by a lung specialist a few hours later, and he told me that when my feet had been removed from the casts, blood clots had developed, broken loose, and traveled to my right lung. Those clots killed the bottom tip of my right lung, and I would never again have the same lung capacity. He told me that I was a very lucky man. If those blood clots had gone to my heart or brain, I would not be here to talk about it. God was telling me, “Greg, it’s not your time. I have work for you to do.”

Around the first of the year, I knew in my spirit that God wanted me to do something, but I just didn’t know what it was. I tried to get involved with just about everything I could at church, but none of it worked. I now truly believe that God held me back so I could write this book. There are times when God will say, “Be quiet, be still, and wait on me.” God’s timing is not always the same as our timing, that’s for sure.

After I began to write God’s book, I saw his plan unfolding. After a relatively short period of time, God would send me to
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a published Christian writer. This was meant to help me because I had never written a book before. God sent me to that beautiful lady writer before chapter three was even finished. By chapter five I had a literary agent, and I never thought in a million years that would happen.

God is always at work, and He’s always on the clock. He is a spirit that never sleeps. Read Psalms 121 and discover this truth for yourself. God’s timetable is not our timetable. Let’s do something together, shall we? Let’s turn the tables on Satan, and let’s take the time to pray. Let’s pray and do it often. Let’s talk to our Lord. He’s listening!

Listen to what Ecclesiastes 8:7 has to say. “Since no man knows the future, who can tell him what is to come?” This scripture would become so true for my family on one summer day in 2000. We were traveling to Indianapolis on Interstate 74 in the eastbound lane when I caught sight of one of the most terrible accidents that I have ever witnessed. The crash had happened just before we arrived, and I pulled to the side of the road and parked our Blazer. I told Cindy and the girls to stay put. I said, “I have to go help.” I have seen dead bodies before, but I didn’t want them to have to experience it.

It was a terrible accident, with eight to ten vehicles in- volved. There was debris scattered all over the road, and people were running around in a panic. I think the one thing that bothered me the most was that people were driving through the median and around the accident without stop- ping. They simply didn’t want to help, and they didn’t want to wait in traffic. Dozens and dozens of cars did that, and even one eighteen-wheeler.

God was most definitely there that day. Something told me to walk towards a little red sports car. I stuck my head through the passenger side window and saw a young man who appeared to be in his 20s. He was the lone passenger, and he was unconscious.

A young woman who identified herself as a nurse was standing behind the driver and had her arms through the window holding his neck and head up. She said, “This young
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man will die if I let go of his head. He has severe internal in- juries.”

I remember looking at the car and the driver and noting that they were both in terrible shape. The driver was bleeding from his mouth, ears, nose, and eye sockets, and the car was not much better. It looked like it had gone through a compactor.

The nurse said, “I smell gas,” and I noticed that the car was still running. I yanked the entire key cylinder out of the steering column of that car. God had to be helping me be- cause I’m not that strong. As soon as I removed it, the car stopped running.

I still had my head through the window of the passenger side when I saw a lady standing behind the nurse. She was a white lady and appeared to be about 40 with beautiful brown hair. One thing that I remembered about that day is interesting to me now. That lady never touched the nurse in any way. She did, however, make a statement that I will never forget as long as I live. She said, “Let’s pray for this young man.” The nurse and I both bowed our heads and this is what she said: “Father, I place this young man’s life in your hands. It’s not his time to go. Amen.”

The nurse and I both said “Amen,” and I immediately looked up, but the other woman was nowhere to be found. I looked in both directions but saw no one. I looked at the nurse in amazement and said, “No one can move that fast. I think we just witnessed an angel.”

The nurse looked at me and said, “I believe you’re right.” By that time the driver was starting to go into convulsions,

and the nurse cried out, “You have to get this door open. It’s broken!” I ran around to her side and jerked the door off of its hinges. Once again, it had to be God. As soon as I got the door off and out of the way, two paramedics arrived. One of them looked at us and said, “You probably saved his life.” I re- member hugging the nurse and walking away. I never thought to ask the nurse her name, and I never saw her again.

I walked back to my car and family, and I drove away
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crying. The first thing that I did was to tell my wife and kids that I loved them. Then I told them what happened. We tried to find out that young man’s name and which hospital he was taken to, but were unable to do so. Young man, if you are reading this book, please call me! God spared you for a reason and I want to be a part of your life.

I’ll end with these thoughts. Jesus is calling all of us to repentance, but Satan has manufactured a lie that he likes to spread around. He wants you to think that you can ask Jesus to forgive you of your sins anytime, and that you don’t have to do it now. He says that you have all the time in the world, but you don’t. Remember, God’s timetable is not always the same as ours.
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Insurance—Who Needs It?

[image: ]





It is wise to have an insurance policy on your property be- fore you even begin building a home on it. Lending institutions require a homeowner’s policy on a home before they will lend money to build it. This policy insures the land, the house, and any out buildings that may be present, and also protects the owner from being held liable if an accident occurs. Whether you realize it or not, God has a life insurance policy on you. You are the beneficiary, but can you guess who the policyholder is? If you guessed Jesus, you were right. Jesus paid for your policy with nothing less than His blood.

When you have to borrow the money to build a new home, like most of us do, you will have what is called a mortgage. A mortgage is a financial contract between the lending institution and the individual who borrows from them. Mortgages outline payment terms, the monthly amount due, and the number of months or years that it will take to repay the loan. Almost all mortgages are written so the payment is due on the first of the month. I’m not sure why lending institutions do it that way, but I’m sure they have a reason for it. I do know that if you don’t make your payments on time, it can definitely damage your credit. Every time you are late with a payment
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your mortgage holder will report it to the credit bureau, and it will go on your credit report. If you get behind on payments, your mortgage holder will repossess your house. In other words, you can lose your home.

There is a lot of paperwork involved in borrowing money. Most of this is dictated by the Federal Truth-in-Lending Laws. When you apply for a mortgage, the lending institution will perform what is called a title search. A property title is much like a title for a vehicle and is called a deed. When you have a mortgage, you will also have a title insurance policy. Title insurance companies research the history of the property, looking for liens and judgments that may have been placed on it. The title insurance company insures that the property is free and clear, and if it turns out not to be so, they can be held liable.

I have done many jobs that were financed by banks, many

of whom wanted me to sign lien waivers. A lien waiver is a legal document that states the bank will pay all money due the contractor if he waves his legal lien rights. Contractors should never sign these documents. I signed a lien waiver once and got badly burned as a result. You should learn from the mistakes of others, since you can’t live long enough to make them all yourself.

When I begin to write each chapter, I research the Bible for scriptures that apply to the subject matter. As I was searching for material for this chapter, I came across John 17:11-15. Jesus was praying to the Father for His disciples in these verses, but He could have just as easily been talking about you and I, or our lost loved ones. I truly hope these scriptures will help you if you lost a loved one on September 11, 2001.

John 17:11-15 reads as follows:




I will remain in the world no longer, but they are still in the world, and I am coming to you. Holy Father, protect them by the power of your name-the name you gave me-so that they may be one as we are one. While
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I was with them.   I protected them and kept them safe by that name you gave me. None has been lost except the one doomed to destruction so that scripture would be fulfilled. I am coming to you now, but I say these things while I am still in the world, so that they may have the full measure of my joy within them. I have given them your word and the world has hated them, for they are not of the world any more than I am of the world. My prayer is not that you take them out of the world but that you protect them from the evil one.
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God’s Protection
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I’d like to tell you a humorous story about our oldest daughter. Randie was about four or five years old, and we had just moved into our first home. We were living in the country and we had been snowed in for a couple of days. Randie was getting cabin fever, so she asked if she could go outside and play. I told her that I didn’t think it was such a good idea, but my wife thought something totally different.

Cindy said, “Oh, let her go.”

I said, “It’s snowing out there, and it’s drifting badly.”

“Oh, let her go! She’s just a kid who wants to have some fun,” was my wife’s response.

Reluctantly, I said, “Okay.”

Cindy put so many clothes on Randie that she could have stocked the shelves of the Goodwill store with them. I re- member standing at the front door watching Randie walk about ten feet. I could see that she had a false sense of security as she walked on top of a rather large snowdrift that was covered with a thin layer of ice. I remember her looking at me and smiling and waving. She was having a great time, or so she thought.

Suddenly the snowdrift gave way and Randie fell in up to her neck. The only thing I could see was her head. You might think that a parent would panic and run outside, but I didn’t. I knew it wasn’t life threatening, and the sight of her head sticking out of that snowdrift struck me as being funny.
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