“Can God Possibly Fix This?”

The story behind “You Are Able, Lord”


The short answer is “yes”.  The long answer is as follows:

As long as you are willing to admit that there will be con-sequences that you will just have to live with, and as long as you are willing to hang on to hope, even when all hope seems to be gone.

Job said . . . “My ears had heard of Him, but now my eyes have seen Him”.

My ears had heard of Him.  And I had been a good Southern Baptist boy, singing “special music” nearly every Sunday, going to Sunday School, sharing my faith and seeing many souls won to Christ.  I was so naïve that I didn’t realize I was attracting a lot of attention from the enemy.  And just as Satan had asked God for permission to sift Peter, I believe that he asked for, and received permission to sift me.  He presented me with a temptation I was unwilling to resist, and in one cataclysmic moment of compromise, I turned my back on God, my family, my friends and my ministry, and ran headlong down the wide path of destruction.  I lived for months, a secret (and sometimes not so secret) life of sin against Him.  The raging inner turmoil of the struggle between my flesh and my spirit nearly destroyed me.  

I sowed to the wind, and soon I would reap a whirlwind beyond imagining.  

After many months of this terrible tumult, God was finally able to tear the scales from my eyes and I saw clearly what I had been so desperately trying to keep hidden.  I was horrified, as all of a sudden, I saw my sin for what it really was.

I was stunned.  I was bewildered.  I was completely dis-mantled and disoriented.  And because I had turned my back on Him and everything and everyone else, I truly had nothing left.  Nothing, save one or two friends, who, while in no wise condoned my actions, never stopped loving me.  

One of those friends heard the call of the Holy Spirit to come to my house one desperate night, as I plotted a way to put myself out of everyone’s misery.  You see, I figured it was just too far gone.  That it was irreparable.  That even God in all of His wisdom and sovereignty couldn’t figure a way to fix it.

But my friend came and just sat there.  For hours, we sat in silence.  All the words; all the prayers; all the clichés had been exhausted.  I couldn’t even cry any more.  I was out of tears.  Out of the will to go on.  (Looking back, I know that his just being there put a stop to my certain demise, and to him, I will forever be indebted.)

Over the next few years there was progress, and there was regress.  The road back home was long and difficult.  But in my heart, I could see my Father standing at the top of the road, waiting with the ring and the robe.  So many times the weight of the shame and disgrace would try to force me back down.  But I could feel the strong arms of Jesus continually lifting me up.  There were times when I became overwhelmed to the point of wondering why I was even trying.  But there were times when I heard Him speak to me in an audible voice, entreating me to take just one more step.  

As Jesus helped me down that road, He brought me into fellowship with a group of people that were not my father’s Southern Baptists.  These people were always together in this big house.  They were in and out at all hours.  Worshiping, praying, studying, sharing, listening.  They were walking in a power and boldness I had never seen before.  And God began to reveal to me new and intriguing aspects of His character that I had only heard hushed rumors of before.

THE watershed moment of my healing – and probably of my entire life – was the night I was baptized in the Holy Spirit.  It was late one night and I was all by myself in the huge warehouse where I worked.  Satan unleashed a torrent of doubt, fear and condemnation upon me.  I felt as if I was going under for the very last time.  I looked up to Heaven and cried out, “Lord, God ! ! . . . if You don’t do something, he’s going to utterly destroy me !”

At that very moment, the power of the Holy Spirit fell on me with such a force that I felt the chains around my heart literally explode.  And the weight of all the condemnation that I had felt was, in that moment, utterly swept away.  

I leapt to my feet and began to shout in a language I did not know.  I danced where there was no music.  I sang songs of joy to the High King of Heaven.  This continued on for over two hours.  (My days as a good little Southern Baptist boy had come to an abrupt end.)

That night I had a dream.  I dreamt that I stood in a pitch-black morass facing Satan.  (Now I realize in reality, he is nothing more than an impotent loser, a coward and a liar; however, my mind was drawing upon all the theatrical presentations of him I had ever seen.)  

He stood about eight feet tall – looking much like a Minotaur – red, massive upper body, horns . . . the whole cliché.  I was dressed in full battle armor.  I reached for my sword and pulled it from its scabbard.  As I drew it out, the silver-white light from it was blinding.  The blade was about four feet long, by about four inches wide.  I took the handle in both hands and swung it to my right as far as I could (wanting to develop as much torque and momentum as pos-sible).  Then, with all the strength I could summon, I swung it across his mid-section.

The look of horror and confusion on his face is something I will never forget.  And in that moment, he burst into flames, and vanished.

FOREVER ! !

From that time on, I began to walk in a power I had never known before.  I saw people healed of cancer and other diseases through my prayers.  There were people who said they felt the power of the Holy Spirit fall when I entered the room.  I could see in my spirit, Satan’s minions running about, arms flailing over their heads running into each other, falling down, desperately trying to escape my path. I began to “lean into” my ministry with determination and force.  I was in a violent, Holy rage.  I became the hyper-victor that Jesus had been saying I was all along.  

I declared an all-out Holy War on the enemy.  

I left the Baptist church, because there, I could no longer find what my spirit needed to survive.  I mean, a raging war machine has to have engines stoked with powerful fuel, right?  So I wandered for many months, perhaps years, looking for my new church home.  

All the while, God continued to draw me to a church by the name of Greenbrier Christian Fellowship (now NewLife Christian Fellowship) through a friend who kept inviting me.  After many months of dismissing his invitations, I actually got up during the service at another church, left and went to Greenbrier.

As I walked in, I saw a group of people on the platform praising and worshiping the Lord.  In my heart, I heard God say to me . . . “you will be up there very soon, leading My people into My presence”.  (I had been a musician since I was five years old – I just picked my daddy’s guitar one day and started playing it – but when I turned my back on God, the music seemed to die within me.)  But that precious gift of music, that had suffered such a disgraceful and horrible death in my life, was resurrected to the glory of God on that very day.

Not long after that, the prophet Randy MacMillan came to a service at NewLife.  He prophesied that there was coming a day when the melodies that were sung at NewLife would no longer be an echo, but would be melodies born of the Spirit, out of the hearts of the singers and musicians of our own worship ministry.  He said that the songs would be recorded and published, and would bring the Spirit of God wherever they were heard.

I thought I would erupt with joy.  I knew without a shadow of a doubt that he was speaking directly to me, with the Triune God, the hosts of heaven, and the entire congregation as witnesses.  Though I had never even written a praise and worship song, I felt a mantle of responsibility placed upon me that night.

A few months later, as I was preparing to lead worship for the first time – cloistered in my apartment for 3 days, fasting, praying, worshiping and pouring myself into Him – the song “Lord of Lords” came – the first of now 50 songs.  

So now, two years later, “Restoration” – the absolute theme of my life – is recorded.  And I stand here as a testimony of God’s ability.  His ability to breathe life into one whom was dead in sin and at the edge of utter ruin without recourse.  For surely, at just the right time, He reached down and tenderly gathered up the pieces of my  life – a life torn apart by the willful sin of this wayward son – and with a Love that is beyond measure, gently began to put those pieces back together.

Even though I had hurt Him so deeply . . . 

He still cared.

Even though I was ready to give up . . .   

He would not.

Even though I thought my failure was final . . . 

He was not finished.

So . . . Yes He can fix it, and He did.

Because He is able.

