
Just a Pilgrim Searching

For a City Whose Builder and Maker is God


Galatians 1:15  "When it pleased God, who separated me from my mother's womb, and called me by his grace,"

Resume of the Pilgrim
Born September 23, 1926 at Lyon, Mississippi, an agriculture community.
Father killed when I was twenty-seven months old.
Reared by orthodox Baptist grandparents.  (Grandfather preached "from the Bible.")
Childhood spent on a farm in the delta part of Mississippi during the depression days when long hours and hard work in the cotton fields were a necessity for survival for all.
Completed high school at walnut high school with average grades excelling to a degree in sports:  baseball, basketball, and football, etc.
An average boyhood was filled with hunting, fishing, and swimming, etc. in the swamps of my childhood neighborhood.
College educated through the Air Force program at Davidson College, North Carolina and Alabama Polytechnic Institute, Auburn, Alabama with average scholastic activities.  No formal religious education.  Average "hell-raising soldier" of World War II.
Married Elaine Pritchard,  November 12, 1945  and father of four children.
Discharged from the Army Air Force March 1946.
Began only known occupation of farming and land development.
Success in the field of farming and land development and  accumulated  great material wealth.
National and international fame in fields of land development, leveling and irrigation, etc.
Childhood reflections of the "Pilgrim"
Ephesians 1:5 "Having predestinated (foreordained) us unto the adoption of children by Jesus Christ to himself, according to the good pleasure of his will."

God began my training of personal dependence on the Lord even in childhood.
Attended church and Sunday school at county three miles from home. Became very bored with ritual and ceremony of church activities and "myths" of Bible stories taught like "fairy tales" early in childhood. In early childhood recalls "feeling" the presence of the supernatural on numerous occasions.
Needed to win a marble game or find an Easter egg etc.  Would ask the Lord in my heart to help me and game would be won or egg found, etc.
Needed to catch a fish would ask the Lord in simplicity in my heart to help and the fish would be caught.
Needed to kill a bird, rabbit, and squirrel would promptly ask help of the Lord and pray would be answered.
Drowning in a muddy creek, asked the Lord, "Help me' suddenly feet touched bottom and  my life was saved.
Lost several times in the swamps and weeds of my childhood area simply breathed a prayer; "Lord help me," and would find my way out of swamps and weeds.
Attacked by the neighborhood "bully twice my size and strength and asked the Lord for help in my heart and gave the "bully a good whipping.
Many times while playing in the weeds and fields etc. even in early childhood, would feel the presence of supernatural and kept secret for fear of scorn and ridicule from family and friends.
Many times "feelings" of ecstasy would rise inside of me and a desire to leap for joy would well up inside and kept secret for of fear scorn and ridicule.
Stories of fantasy and make believe in school and church did not interest me even in early childhood.
Joined the church on "profession of faith" and shook the preacher's hand at age of twelve years.  In my heart I knew I was "saved."
Needed to pass to test in school would ask the lord and would pass test etc.
Many, many other childhood experiences occurred when I would "ask the Lord," and I would receive.  When I would not ask the Lord, I would fail.  Personal dependence on the Lord by asking was formed in my life even from childhood.
Later life reflections of the Pilgrim.
Graduated from high school in 1943 and entered air force shortly thereafter.
Attended various churches in search of spiritual reality and found none. Lost interest in church life (Only a spark actually would have been enough.)
Married November 12, 1945 while on furlough from Army.	
[bookmark: _GoBack]   World War II ended and assigned to be sent overseas for occupational duty. Asked the Lord in my heart for a discharge and it was granted.  It seemed like a miracle in March 1946.
Almost penniless asked the Lord in my heart for a place to work and leased a small farm.
Needed machinery and asked the Lord in my heart and machinery supplied.
Needed rain and asked the Lord in my heart and rain came.
When needed dry weather and asked the Lord in my heart and it came.
Needed help and asked the Lord in my heart and it was supplied.
Lord prospered me and increased my material wealth.
Went to some churches, but again gained no satisfaction in my heart.  There was no reality, no nothing.
A chance to buy a large plantation needed a lot of money for down payment and asked the Lord in my heart and he supplied it.
Joined a church with formalistic Sunday school lessons and lectures. Was left with an empty feeling inside.  Soon lost interest and quit going to church except for special days like Easter, Christmas, etc. No reality no life.
A chance to buy another large plantation asked the Lord in my heart for money and it was supplied.
Moved to a larger plantation and Lord prospered exceedingly.
Joined a church there and tried to force myself to attend church and Sunday school etc. dead, cold, formalistic teachings and services.  Soon lost interest and went to church only on special days remained spiritually hungry and searching...
Continued to prosper materially exceedingly.	Then, in 1956, a greater spiritual hunger began to arise in my heart.  I re-dedicated my life by "walking the aisle and shaking the preacher's hand."  The spiritual need and hunger was not satisfied.  I became more restless and tried to fill this need and hunger in my heart by going to church more.  Each service I attended became more of a disappointment.  Finally I decided, mistakenly of course, that this spiritual hunger in my heart was a call to be a preacher or priest or something more religious.  I rebelled in my heart and began to drink heavily, gamble, and seek other worldly pleasures to try to fill the emptiness in my heart.  The spiritual need and hunger in my heart that I had mistaken for "call to be a preacher, priest or something" grew stronger and stronger.  Ignorantly and in unbelief, I resisted more and more in my heart drinking and partying etc. More and more trying to escape the feelings that were going on in my heart.  Finally, a gunshot accident as a result of my wild living put me in the hospital for a operation to remove my eye.  While lying in the hospital recuperating from the eye operation, the spiritual hunger and need in my life and heart grew and grew.  While I was in the hospital a church lady misled me and convinced me that I must not have ever really "been born again" or I would not have led such a wild, mean life.  Like a drowning man grasping for a straw, I went through the ritual of getting saved.  I determined in my heart to study and try to be religious.  I went to many and various churches with many and various religious doctrines.  Ignorant of the Bible, I was given books on the millenumiem, premillemuniem, post millenumiem, fundamentalism, Catholicism, anti-Catholicism, seminars conferences, and opinions etc.  I studied with all my heart.  I grew desperate and more desperate in my heart for reality, for something I could feel, for something I could be assured of, and for something I could know.  Then one day while walking down Canal Street in New Orleans, spiritually desperate, empty and miserable in my heart and my mind blinded by religious theologies, isms, schisms etc, I began to remember the Lord of my youth and how that each time I had asked him for something I had received.  I began to talk to this Lord in my heart.  I said, "Lord, I quit."  I have tried every way and religion that I know to try to find reality.  Now, I quit!! Lord, I continued to say in my heart,” If there is a way, show it to me.  If there be reality, let me know because as of now I quit."
I tended to my business and went back to my hotel room still determined to quit all religious and all studies and all searching.  In my hotel room, there was a bible.  I opened the Bible and the began to read but my mind was so blinded and darkened by religious teaching that I could not understand what I was reading.  The more I read the Bible the more confused I became in my mind because I was reading things in the Bible that contradicted the many religious teachings that were embedded in my mind.  I would read in one part of the Bible until my mind would became puzzled and confused then I would run to another part of the Bible.  I began to read in the book of Romans, suddenly a glimmer of truth penetrated my confused mind.  Romans 10:13 “Whosoever shall call upon the name of the lord shall be saved."  My heart leaped with in me at the assurance of my salvation. Then my religious confused mind began to recall the religious "ifs” and "buts” steps to salvation that I had been taught and had read connected with this scripture.  Doubts began to arise in my mind because of the blindness of religious teachings.  I read the verses of scriptures that preceded this one and I could not find any religious "ifs" and "buts" etc.  I read the verse of scripture following this one.  I still could not find any religious "ifs" and "buts" etc.  Rest and assurance of my salvation began to settle into my mind and heart.  Oh!  How good this rest and assurance felt to a weary pilgrim!  I read many other scriptures such as: Matthew 28:20 “lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world." and Hebrew s 13:5 “I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee."  etc., but my religious mind could not grasp these scriptures because of past religious teachings of "Christ coming some day," "the rapture of the saints," and etc.  Nevertheless, my heart and mind felt rested in the assurance of my salvation.
	With my other business finished in New Orleans, I went back home.  With my heart and mind at rest in the assurance of my salvation, I decided that I must go to work for the Lord and I began to attend all church services regularly.  I still could not understand the church sermons, lectures, lessons, etc. But I decided that it must be my ignorance because all the sermons, lectures, lessons, etc. Sounded real intelligent to my natural mind.  I was still spiritually hungry and thirsty in my heart.  I began to distribute salvation tracts, Bibles, and visit the lost and hold jail services etc.  In my work for the Lord, I attended many power conferences, conventions, and counseled with many preachers, priests etc.  Even though all seemed to be using the same Bible, each one seemed to have a different opinion of what God was and what Christianity was.  I became more and more confused in my mind.
	One night, my wife and I were invited to attend a home prayer meeting that was being held in the home of a church friend and conducted by a minister from a church that called themselves a "New Testament Church of Divine Order."  There I heard a lady speak in tongues.  Even though my heart told this speaking in tongues was of the Lord, the past religious teachings embedded in my mind that "tongues were of the devil." "Tongues passed away," "in the early church.  Tongues in the Bible meant foreign languages." etc. This caused me to reject the "speaking in tongues" as a need for my life.  As I went about my work the Lord kept dealing with my heart about my need for the "speaking in tongues."  I counseled with my pastor, who was supposed to be spirit-filled.  He assured me that "speaking in tongues" was not correct, etc.  I counseled with a pastor of a independent church that was supposed to be "spirit-filled."  He assured that he was spirit filled and that he had not spoken in tongues so tongues were not needed in anyone's life.  I counseled with many other preachers and priests that told me that if I wanted to speak in tongues then I needed to study and learn foreign languages.  I counseled with a Pentecostal preacher that assured me that I ever got worthy enough etc.; the Lord would let me speak in tongues.  My mind began more muddled and more confused.  Finally, I decided that if the answer to the assurance of my salvation was found in the Bible, then the truth about the baptism of the Holy Spirit and speaking in tongues could be found in the Bible also.  I began to read all the scriptures in the Bible about "speaking in tongues.  My heart told me these scriptures were all correct but my religious, confused mind began to resist these scriptures because of past religious teachings such as "tongues were only for the early church and apostles," "tongues were only for the day of Pentecost," "tongues meant foreign languages," and "tongues were of the devil," but gradually the truth of the scriptures began to win the battle in my mind and heart.  The Bible began to quicken my confused religious mind concerning speaking in tongues.  The one scripture that rid my heart and mind of all remaining doubt and confusion was:
I Corinthians 14:2  "he that speaketh in an unknown tongue speaketh not unto man, but unto god; for no man understandeth him; howbeit in the spirit he speaketh mysteries." 

	Oh, how my heart leaped for joy at the prospect of being able to speak unto God.
Now, with my heart and mind convinced of my need to be filled with the Holy Spirit, speaking in tongues, I began to try to find out how to go about getting filled with Spirit, speaking in tongues.  How?  One preacher and church told me if I would "tarry at the altar," the Spirit would "fall upon me" and baptize me with the Spirit.  I tarried for long hours at the altar, waiting, even one whole night at the tarrying meeting.  Nothing happened!  Another preacher and group told me that there must be something wrong in my life that caused God not to fill me with his Spirit and that I needed to "clean up my life" by quitting the things they told me to quilt.  Nothing happened!  Another group told me that I needed to kneel at the altar and say, “Glory, glory, glory,” while they laid hands on me and slapped my back, etc.  I kneeled many hours at the altar saying glory, glory, glory, while the group gathered around and shouted and beat me on the back.  Some would tell me to hold on; another told me to let go.  I kneeled so many times and so long at the alter saying glory, glory, glory and begging god to fill me with the Spirit that I completely exhausted the whole group that were trying to get me filled with the Spirit.  One preacher told me that I needed to be baptized in water again.  (I had been baptized twice before.) Thoroughly confused in my mind again, I became more and more desperate to be filled with the spirit.  I heard of a church about 300 miles from my home called the "New Testament Church of Divine Order."  Folks told me they had a "knack' for getting folks filled with the Spirit, speaking in tongues.  With all haste, I drove 300 miles to this church.  There they had me to kneel at the altar and several laid hands on me while said, “Jesus, Jesus, and Jesus” as fast as I could.  This went on for two days until I was so desperate to be filled with Spirit that I cried out in my heart, "Lord fill me or kill me ."  Mercifully, the Lord put me in a trace in the Spirit to stop my striving etc, caused by a mind with religious taught ways of getting filled with Holy Spirit.  When I came out of the trance, they told me that I had spoken in tongues and therefore, I was filled with the Spirit.  I was somewhat satisfied in my heart, though disappointed with the experience.  I drove 300 miles back to my home still feeling in my heart a great need for something else.
	A few days after I returned home, the lord begin to move in my heart with:
Ephesians 2:8   "For by grace are you saved through faith; and that not of yourselves:  it is a gift of God."  

The next morning while listening to a tape of song and praise, I began to feel  a small witness of the Spirit in my heart at first.  I began to whisper the name of Jesus and the witness of the Spirit inside began to get stronger.  I opened my mouth and out came the glorious "unknown tongues of the Spirit."  Fully satisfied and assured in my heart and mind that I had been "filled with the Spirit" at last "by grace through faith, a gift of God."
Post "Spirit-filled" reflections of the Pilgrim
	I continued to attend regular church services and the home prayer meeting that were still being conducted by alternate ministers sent out by same "New Testament" church. 
I testified of my experience of being filled with the Holy Spirit, speaking in tongues at every opportunity.  People at my church "shunned" me because of these testimonies and finally we had to leave the church.	A deep spiritual hunger to understand the Bible began to move in my heart.  I studied and read the Bible at every opportunity and began to understand certain "glimmers of truth."
I attended service of the ministers sent out from the "New Testament Church."  The teaching sounded good and was "out of the Bible," but they did not satisfy the "hunger" in my heart. Being more ignorant than a "heathen" concerning the ways of God, I decided it was my ignorance that caused me not to understand the teachings of the various ministers from this "New Testament Church."  I began the reading and study of the Bible more earnestly.  I carried the Bible everywhere I went and read and studied earnestly.  Certain scriptures began to be quickened and "made alive" in my understanding.  These only made my spiritual hunger to increase in  my heart.  I began to read and study all the literature of same "New Testament Church."  Some of the literature was "truth" and some seemed to contradict the Bible. I decided it must be my spiritual ignorance that made them seem to contradict the Bible.  One of the ministers told me that I needed to understand the Old Testament before I could understand the New Testament.  I began to read and study the Old Testament earnestly and nothing happened.  Thoroughly disappointed, I began to seek the truth in other churches and church groups etc.  I was trapped and ensnared by each church or church group for short periods of time:  catholic, anti-catholic, fundamentalist, modernist, Pentecostals, and independents etc.
	Thoroughly disgusted and spiritually hungry and thirsty, I began to seek the Lord earnestly in prayer and study of the scriptures as to why I was being trapped in so many different religious etc.  I began to understand in my spirit that I was going though a "training by the Lord" by being ensnared in the religious traps of Satan though I didn't fully understand but trusted the Lord.  Finally, I fully realized that there was no power in the churches, no reality of Christ, no life, no truth, no voice of the Lord, and no nothing.  I began again to seek the Lord of my youth in simplicity of prayer and study of his scriptures.  I asked the Lord in simplicity for wisdom and understanding and began to receive and asked for Lord's help and began to receive and asked the Lord for a greater flowing of his power and began to receive.  Finally, I realized that there was no reality of the Lord and his truth as written in the scriptures.  I begin to travail in prayer and cry out in my heart to the Lord.
I was called to the ministry and Jesus revealed days and nights living in his glory.  Scriptures begin to "unfold" in my mind, spoken and taught by a living Jesus by the spirit hours and days and weeks and months of glorious teachings by the living master.  The scripture was spoken and taught by the living Jesus begin to fit together in my understanding.  I begin to faintly "see a spiritual, glorious city whose builder and maker is God" at the end of the road of truth, the living truth.  Stained by every religion, spiritually raped and dirty by the ways of man, spiritually hungry and thirsty hurt and bruised by every spirit of error.  I begin to stagger on bruised feet up road of truth of that glorious city.  Days and nights and more days and night of glorious teachings and study and meditations and revelations and prophesying etc.  I begin to enter the glorious city.  I begin to drink of the fountain of life. I began to shed the torn and tattered clothes on crucified body of Jesus.  I begin to feel the healing balm of truth and begin to feel my tired bruised feet resting on the streets of gold.
	No more a pilgrim searching, but an ex-pilgrim that had found the city "whose builder and maker is God."
J.W.   Pruett 		                                                      					      Ex-pilgrim
Post script of the ex-pilgrim

Philippians 2:10  "That at the name of Jesus every knee should bow, of things in heaven, and things in earth, and things under the earth;  {11}  And that every tongue should confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father.  {12} Wherefore, my beloved, as ye have always obeyed, not as in my presence only, but now much more in my absence, work out your own salvation with fear and trembling. {13} For it is God which worketh in you both to will and to do of his good pleasure.  {14} Do all things without murmurings and disputings: {15}  That ye may be blameless and harmless, the sons of God, without rebuke, in the midst of a crooked and perverse nation, among whom ye shine as lights in the world;  {16}  Holding forth the word of life; that I may rejoice in the day of Christ, that I have not run in vain, neither laboured in vain.  {17}  Yea, and if I be offered upon the sacrifice and service of your faith, I joy, and rejoice with you all."

I was apprehended by Jesus Christ inside the spiritual city seeking and apprehending his many works and benefits of spiritual life to be found in the city whose builder and maker is God.  It is such a privilege to be able to enter the city and examine the different details of the city and to taste of each blessing of the city.  I am only a privileged called visiting pilgrim desiring deeply to become a permanent inhabitant and citizen of the glorious city.  I began to look for a teacher to teach me the qualifications of full citizenship for the New Jerusalem found the teacher to be the same living Jesus Christ that had led me to the city.

	
