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DEDICATION

I was only a teenager when a young preacher stood 
behind the pulpit in my church and taught a message on 
Ephesians 3:20–21. I was riveted. Every word was like a 
match striking a fire in the depths of my soul—a fire that 
has never dwindled in the two decades since. 

This book is dedicated to that preacher.
Richard Allen Farmer, thank you for being a faithful 

student of God’s Word, declarer of God’s truth, and ser-
vant to the body of Christ. You are a trustworthy friend 
and loving pastor to Jerry and me, and . . . we are grateful.
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F irst

Tell Me

What is it?
Come on, you can tell me. 
I know there’s something specific that brought you to 

this book or brought this book to you.
Because everybody’s got something.
No matter who you are, however old or young, there’s 

always at least one thing. That thing in your life you can’t 
seem to—you know, escape or fix or solve. It’s just . . . 
it’s . . .

(Sigh.)
It’s always there. Just when you think you’ve maybe 

figured out a little piece of it—how you might be able 
to handle it better, manage it, work around it, or get out 
ahead of it—it always seems to end up beating you, or at 
least keeping you awake in the wee hours of the night.

You’ve tried. (Oh, Lord, how you’ve tried.) You’ve 
prayed. You’ve asked. You’ve begged. You’ve fretted. You’ve 
calculated. You’ve eaten better. You’ve exercised more. 
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You’ve tried being gentler, then firmer. Louder, then 
quieter. More assertive, then more submissive. You’ve 
admitted where you went wrong and refused to gloat when 
you were right. You feel like you’ve done everything you 
can think of. And honestly, you’re starting to seriously 
wonder now if God can do this, if He can do . . . It. 

You’d still like to think He can. And if you were to 
spout all your churchy rhetoric, it’d sure sound like you 
believe He can. But deep down—down where your soul 
pulses with doubt and uneasiness—you wonder about that 
circumstance, that life issue, that dilemma you’re facing. 
God may be able to keep the stars in the sky, the earth 
tilted on its axis, and the heavens hung in glorious array. 
But can He do this?

It?
What is it? It’s okay. Be honest. Name it.
Might make it easier on you, I guess, if I go first, huh? 

So I’ll start . . . ’cause, you know, I’ve got a few Its myself. 
Surprised? You shouldn’t be. 
Here, hold my purse while I climb down from what-

ever pedestal you may have placed me on so we can talk 
eye to eye. 

I know how it happens: you see a speaker on stage, you 
listen to a teacher on the radio, you read the words of an 
author, and somehow you think they’ve got it all together. 
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I’ve done the same thing. Catapulted that mere human 
to superhuman status, as if someone so obviously godly 
couldn’t possibly struggle with the same problems the rest 
of us face. They’re just a little too special for life to treat 
them that way. 

But I’ve found it’s just not true. Nobody is exempt 
from these things. Like you, I’ve seen my share of situa-
tions that have been so difficult or have caught me so off 
guard, they’ve carved out a deep foothold where doubt 
could settle in. And yet God loves me far too much—same 
as He loves you—to keep me from confronting them. 
Because if you and I didn’t turn to face these things, we’d 
never come face to face with Him. And our God’s not 
having any of that.

So, yes, I’ll start:

 ✣ Fifteen years ago, I didn’t believe He could heal my 
broken heart.

 ✣ Twelve years ago, I wasn’t certain He’d be able to 
save my marriage.

 ✣ Ten years ago, I wondered if He was able to let me 
safely bear a child.

 ✣ Eight years ago, I questioned if He could ease a 
heavy cloak of guilt and regret I was harboring.

 ✣ Five years ago, I had only a thin shred of hope that 
He could salvage a cherished friendship.
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 ✣ Four years ago, I didn’t see any way we could pur-
chase a key piece of property we needed.

 ✣ Three years ago, I had little faith He could heal my 
son of some troubling emotional issues.

 ✣ Two years ago, I doubted He could free me from a 
paralyzing sense of fear and anxiety.

 ✣ And even as recently as last year, I seriously ques-
tioned if I was suited for the ministry God had 
entrusted to me. In fact, I questioned it enough 
that in my darkest moments, I considered throw-
ing in the towel.

And listen, that’s just the past fifteen years. I’ll spare 
you my whole life story in hopes you won’t check me off 
your reading list. 

(All right, I’m finished now. You can hand me back 
my purse.)

The fact is, I have never had much trouble believing 
in the power of God when it was theoretical, when all the 
action my faith required of me was saying “Amen” during 
a sermon. As long as the problem was somebody else’s, I 
could believe in God’s big-time ability with a big old sense 
of gusto. 

Like when I was a kid, for instance. I remember “tes-
timony service” at my childhood church like it was yester-
day. A couple of Sunday evenings a month, folks would 
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come forward to declare the work of God in their lives. 
No doubt one of the ladies would be sporting her coordi-
nating suit and fancy church hat (with a feather or some 
other décor hanging off of it) as she stood in front of the 
congregation and filled the microphone with all the things 
God had been up to. Everything from the foreclosure 
notice on her house, the repossession order for her car, her 
unfaithful husband, or her rebellious child being miracu-
lously transformed by God’s miracle-working power. As 
children, my siblings and I would sit in the pews during 
this stirring part of the service, listening to the lady’s voice 
grow deeper and more forceful with each new revelation. 
That feather on top of her velvet hat would dance a little 
jig, which would always capture our attention. We tried 
to listen—promise we did—but sometimes we couldn’t 
help but nudge each other and giggle. We were hoping 
beyond hope that her hat—or at least the bouncy feather 
on it—would come flying off her head into the front pew, 
just to make things really exciting. But Mommy wasn’t 
having any of that. She’d tell us to quiet down and sit up 
straight—and listen. So we did. Then we applauded with 
the rest of the congregation in celebration of what God 
could do . . . and was actually doing.

Yup, faith seemed easier then.
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But not anymore. When I’m staring now at my own 
dilemmas, trying to keep the hat of sanity on my own 
head, a little seed of doubt surprises me by taking root and 
often blossoming into a whole forest of questions about 
His ability and/or willingness to take care of them. 

Somehow, I think you can relate.
In the midst of these various challenges and struggles 

that come together to threaten my sense of security, sta-
bility, and balance, I’ve found my worst fears confirmed. 
I am insufficient, outmatched, and incapable of fixing 
everything. Sometimes I don’t know how I’m going to 
make it through the day. But I’ve also learned something 
else—something that has changed my entire life.

God is able.
Time and again, He has proven very plainly to me that 

He is not held down by what holds us. He has bowled me 
over with His capacity and inclination to do the unthink-
able, both in my own life as well as in the lives of others. 
As surely as He’s tested me, He has also given me testi-
mony. And it would be a grand cover-up on my part not 
to tell His part of the story in the same big, bold colors.

For instance . . .

A nine-year-old boy in my church was diagnosed with a 
brain tumor that stunned us all. 
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Nine years old. 
Doctors said if the cancer didn’t claim his life, the 

required surgeries would almost certainly claim his 
memory and severely alter his personality. So against this 
kind of desperate, disheartening backdrop, we stopped 
what we were doing and we prayed. And God heard (as 
He always does) and answered—clearly, miraculously, 
powerfully. 

Saw this young man at a gathering just last month. 
He’s sixteen now, and I can tell you he’s a lot more worried 
about what the girls think of him now than what the 
doctors do.

He’s healed. He’s whole. 
It’s done. 

After twenty-five years, my friend’s husband decided to 
leave her. Ran off to a lifestyle that seemed more appeal-
ing to him than the monotonous, daily rhythm of matri-
mony. So she prayed. For five solid years! And wouldn’t let 
herself doubt that God could answer (seeing as how other 
Christians seemed to be doing enough doubting for her). 

But God set us straight one bright Sunday morning 
when our pastor called that husband forward in the mid-
dle of service and stood him by the altar. Couldn’t believe 
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it. None of us had seen him in years. But there he was, all 
dressed up in a suit and tie. 

Then the back doors of the sanctuary swung open, 
the pianist let out a stirring rendition of “Here Comes the 
Bride,” and here she came—the bride—the same bride 
who had walked the aisle to greet this same man thirty 
years earlier. Their children and grandchildren played the 
roles of bridesmaids and groomsmen, standing around 
them while the restored couple stood hand in hand at the 
altar. And when they said “I do”. . .

It was done.
Most memorable Sunday morning of our lives. 

Not too long ago, I was struggling so desperately with 
fear and insecurity, I thought I had lost my mind and was 
about to lose my ministry. Opportunities to speak and 
share were abounding, but for some reason I felt utterly 
paralyzed, immobilized, demoralized by a cloaking sense 
of dread and anxiety that held on to me more tightly than 
a toddler to the hemline of his mama’s skirt. 

That’s not a good thing for a Bible teacher.
And it’s not like the fear would pop up just here and 

there, or just every now and then. Every single day, at 
every single turn, no matter where I was or what I was 
doing, I was tormented by this urgent sense of Get Me 
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Outta Here! I was up all night, then down all day, fighting 
back tears and sweaty palms and a racing heartbeat. For 
the first time in a long time, I seriously questioned my 
calling and my capabilities. You probably wouldn’t believe 
how close I came to just quitting everything—whatever it 
took to make this awful feeling go away.

But God wouldn’t let me. On separate occasions over 
the course of two months, He gave a few of my friends 
some very specific insight and discernment into me and 
my situation. You’d have thought they’d bugged my house 
and were listening in to every single prayer. They knew so 
much about what I was facing—and knew it in such eerily 
accurate detail—there wasn’t much else I could do but lis-
ten when they came over and started talking. He ignited 
their tongues with words from heaven that spoke right to 
my heart. Their voices, His thoughts. 

And then they prayed. Oh man, how they prayed! Not 
those warmed-up, leftover, mamby-pamby repeat prayers 
from the day before. These were the kind of prayers you 
can feel burrowing into your soul as each word penetrates 
those spiritual depths where the enemy tries to grab hold. 
These were prayers on fire. I walked away from each 
encounter leaving a trail of smoke curling up behind me. 
In Jesus’ name, those friends commanded me out of my 
fear, and commanded the spirit of fear out of me.
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And just like that (snap!) . . . it left. It really had no 
choice.

I’m not saying I still don’t have to work hard to keep it 
in check. I’m actually standing guard against it right this 
very minute, shooing its creepy fingers off my keyboard 
while I write to you. But no way is that thing taking hold 
of my heart again, because as sure as I’m sitting here, I 
know when I felt the spirit of fear lift off me and run for 
its life, with the sizzle of those prayers hot on its tail.

I was healed. Whole. Set free.
It was done.

Jerry and I were looking for a place to call home for our 
family and our ministry all together in one spot. We’d 
searched for property but hadn’t found what we needed or 
what we could afford. Not on this street, at least. Yes. This 
one. We could have settled for a feasible option in another 
neighborhood a couple miles away, but for some reason I 
felt like we were supposed to be here. Prayed long and hard 
about it, yet I didn’t see how it could happen . . . until one 
day . . . When. It. Just. Did. 

I was driving past a house I’d ridden by for three years 
(including as recently as the day before) when I spotted the 
sign in the front yard. It couldn’t have been there for more 
than ten or twelve hours. And in my mind I could see our 
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name scrawled across it in bright pink writing. Where it 
said “For Sale,” I was almost certain it also said “For the 
Shirers.”

The sellers wanted out, and we wanted in.
I was so happy and excited and content. And yet there 

were reasons why, as perfect as it seemed, it wasn’t exactly 
right for us. It still didn’t have enough room for our min-
istry operation. After we bought it, we were forced to run 
our office out of a small bedroom and let our staff work 
from home till we could figure something else out. 

Little did we know, however, that our new property 
was attached to another piece of land that already con-
tained existing office space—and an owner who, two 
years later, would offer us the land and buildings for less 
than half of what he’d been trying to sell it for originally.

Less. Than. Half. 
I’m not making this up. That’s just how it happened.
It was done.
Instantaneously. Inexplicably. Unbelievably. Not 

because we’re so smart or had planned so strategically, but 
just because . . . 

God is able.

We like to travel with our children regularly when minis-
try calls us on the road. We’ve been to Australia. London. 
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Cape Town. Too many U.S. states to name. It’s humbling 
and it’s a privilege. But, wow, is it expensive! And once the 
kids moved past two years old—when their airline seats 
were no longer free—we weren’t sure how to manage. Still 
aren’t, really. We love for them to be able to see new places 
and to catalog these unforgettable experiences together 
with us as a family. But we also love being able to buy 
groceries, right?

Just recently, when looking at the prices of everything 
and comparing them against our budget, we didn’t see 
how we could afford the expense anymore of all five of us 
jumping on a plane very often like that. Our only option, 
really, was to start declining invitations and curtailing our 
travel so our family could be together—which is where 
we all wanted to be. And yet a steady, fiery, divine calling 
kept rising in my heart and in Jerry’s heart. We knew the 
Lord was commissioning us to go . . . and to stay with our 
family at the same time. What to do?

Enter God.
We were out of the country at a particular confer-

ence when a stranger—listen to me now—a man from 
Singapore we’d never met before in our lives, leaned over 
to us and asked if we were employed by a church or if we 
were just in itinerant ministry. We told him we’re happily 
active members of our local church but are not on its 
payroll. 
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That was the entire conversation. Nice meeting you, 
too, sir.

But before the night was over, that man handed us a 
check written for an amount steep enough to cart all five 
of us Shirers halfway around the world and back.

My mouth was agape. So was Jerry’s (and trust me, his 
mouth doesn’t drop open like that very often).

Again, it was done.
Covered. Handled. Miracle.
Sure, we’ve got future trips to figure out, but you’d 

better believe we’ll have a different outlook moving for-
ward. Why?

Because God is able.
He keeps proving it time and time again.

I could go on like this with amazing stories of the way God 
has changed our circumstances, the way He’s changed me. 
And to be clear, I could also give you an equally long list 
of times when He has not answered me exactly how I’d 
requested and I’ve been left feeling disappointed, con-
fused, and unsure. 

Just because God can doesn’t mean He will. 
But just because He hasn’t doesn’t mean He won’t.
The bottom line is that He is able. And because He 

is able, and because He is love, our hearts are completely 
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secure in every situation, no matter how desperate or 
chronic or time-sensitive.

So as you start making your list, I don’t want you 
to limit your range of Its to the obvious and external: 
unemployment, marriage problems, rebellious children, 
medical test results, compulsive addictions, looming 
bankruptcy. Sometimes His greatest miracles arrive not 
in the form of dollar signs and clean X-rays but in trans-
formed attitudes and an abundance of unexplainable 
peace. Sometimes His best work is not what He does for 
us but what He does inside us. And believe me, that is no 
consolation prize. 

Like when He changes a perspective. 
Or refuels a lost passion. 
Or refocuses an ignored, misplaced priority. 
Or refreshes a spirit darkened by depression. 
Or softens a heart grown cold and unforgiving. 
Or exposes and transforms an impure, impertinent 

line of thinking.
It’s not as spectacular and showy perhaps as a last-min-

ute home buyer showing up on your doorstep, or a couple 
at church handing you the keys to a car they’ve decided to 
give to you instead of trading in. But it’s some of the most 
amazing work He does. And from all the attempts we’ve 
made to change our hearts over the years, we should know! 



TEll ME

15

If it was so easy to conquer that stubborn streak of ours, or 
to calm our temper, or to yank out that worrying gene—if 
we were the ones who were able—we would surely have 
fixed it all by ourselves a long time ago.

When God surprises you by changing your husband’s 
mind, reorienting your child’s direction, softening your 
boss’s heart, or just brightening that no-hope look in your 
eyes, you can be sure He’s been up to something incredi-
ble, inconceivable, borderline impossible.

That’s because God is able.
I’ve watched a girlfriend of mine, for instance, go from 

wanting nothing at all to do with adoption to wanting 
nothing else more dearly. For years she’s struggled with 
not being able to bear children, and frankly she’s held God 
responsible for not giving her what she wanted—what 
everybody else seems to have. The constant frustration of 
tossing another negative pregnancy test in the trash can, 
coupled with the financial strain of turning to medical 
methods for assistance in the conception process, has 
caused as much strain on her marriage as on her body. 

Adoption was obviously something she knew was 
there. Available. Yet even with a godly heart and a genuine 
desire for His will and plan, she just couldn’t seem to go 
there in her thinking. Was it so wrong of her to want to be 
pregnant, to experience the indescribable bond of giving 
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birth to her own child, to bring that new son or daughter 
home from the hospital, trying to determine if he or she 
had his daddy’s build or her mama’s expression?

But ask her today, and she’d tell you God has answered 
her prayer in a most unexpected but no less exciting fash-
ion. Sure, the yearning for a positive pregnancy test is still 
there, but so is a heartfelt desire for that yet unknown 
child in another part of the world toward whom God is 
already knitting her affections. What she once considered 
distasteful and depressing now electrifies her with joy, 
surprise, and anticipation. 

God has changed her heart.
Because God is able.
In fact, I’m more and more convinced that when He 

chooses to perform physical miracles in our lives—when 
He does what we consider supernatural and extraordi-
nary—His chief intention even then is not to blow our 
minds but to cause our hearts to become more inclined 
toward Him and aligned with His. He wants us to trust 
Him, believe Him, and expect Him, until our primary 
goal is not that He answer our prayer exactly the way 
we’ve been praying it, but that we know Him more fully 
and intimately.

And when that change happens . . . 
It’s done.
I mean really done.
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In a “once and for all” kind of way. 
So the floor is yours now. You’re my coauthor here. 

Tell me what brings you to this book. (I’ve left a little 
room below for you to write, if you like.)

Let it all hang out, right here at the beginning. Then 
when you’re ready to turn the page, let’s get to it.

. . . to your It.

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________
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Chapter 1

Time

“Now . . .”

Some things are just hard to describe. You search your 
brain for the right word, but you can’t seem to find it.

Like trying to explain the view from high atop a 
snowcapped mountain peak. Or a particularly moving 
worship service. Or a late autumn sunset at the end of 
a peaceful day of vacation, silhouetting the bare tree 
branches with deep pinks and purples. Or the first bite 
of molten chocolate lava cake—or the last bite, for that 
matter.

Sometimes we’re speechless. Nothing comes out. Then 
other times we run at the mouth, hoping the mere act of 
inhaling and exhaling might eventually catch up to that 
word our mind is chasing in the background.
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Then sometimes we’re like the apostle Paul who, when 
lost in amazed wonder of what he was trying to commu-
nicate, took to writing. 

Perhaps none of his New Testament works is a better 
example of this than his letter to the Ephesians, which 
some scholars consider to be the pinnacle of all his writ-
ings. Go back and read it yourself. See if you can’t hear 
him grasping and lunging for just the right words. He 
nearly runs out of breath trying to portray the greatness 
and grandeur of God, the vast scope of His wondrous acts, 
the hugeness of His love, and the wealth of our inheritance 
in Christ. Yet as beautiful as the wording is, as much 
spiritual ground as he covers, you still get the sneaking 
impression that human language simply does not have the 
descriptors for some of what Paul is wanting to say.

In the first half alone—a bit more than sixty verses—
he takes us to heavenly places that stretch far above all rule 
and authority and power and dominion. He travels back 
in time before the foundation of the world, then zooms us 
forward to a future so rich with eternal purpose, it comes 
complete with an inheritance reserved under our name and 
with all things in subjection under [Jesus’] feet.

Somewhere in there, he awakens us from being dead 
in our sins—strangers, separate, excluded, aliens—to being 
made alive together with Christ, having the grace of God 
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lavished on us for no other reason than the kind intention 
of His will. He tells us of a divine love that not only runs 
the breadth and length and height and depth of our wildest 
imagination but actually makes it possible for us to be 
filled up to all the fullness of God—right here in these tired 
ol’ bodies of ours.

That’s some extravagant language to describe God’s 
extravagant power and love. These were the best words 
Paul could find to complete his enormous prayers, praying 
that our hearts would be thoroughly enlightened, that we 
would somehow grasp the riches of God’s mercy and the 
grand hope of His calling, that we would see everything 
that’s been made available to us in Christ, everything 
we’ve been given access to. 

But he’s just warming up. 
Because right there in the middle of this stunning 

recounting of God’s glory and grace, Paul hits us with one 
sentence so powerful, it is almost too much to bear: chap-
ter 3, verses 20 and 21. 

Now to Him who is able to do exceeding abun-
dantly beyond all that we ask or think, according 
to the power that works within us, to Him be the 
glory in the church and in Christ Jesus to all gen-
erations forever and ever. Amen.
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It’s a device known in ancient literature as a doxology. 
A majestic declaration of praise to God. An outpouring of 
divine honor. Sort of a gushing burst of worship that puts 
an exclamation point (or two . . . or three . . .) at the end 
of all this breathtaking stuff Paul’s been talking about up 
until now.

It’s a crescendo.
Crashing cymbals.
The big moment.
The cherry on top.
There are only a handful of these doxologies in all the 

Bible. And honestly, if we wanted to end this book right 
here on this page and simply bask in the colossal, com-
forting, confidence-building words of this one glorious 
statement, we’d probably be good for the rest of the week. 
Once you hear these two verses, the only thing left to do 
really is just worship and go home.

See if it doesn’t strike you that way. I’ve printed it again 
in case you zipped past it too quickly before. Say it slowly,  
audibly, and deliberately. Let it speak directly to you and 
to your It. 

Remember now—s-l-o-w-l-y. Drink it in. Savor it. 
Believe it.

Now to Him who is able to do exceeding abun-
dantly beyond all that we ask or think, according 
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to the power that works within us, to Him be the 
glory in the church and in Christ Jesus to all gen-
erations forever and ever. Amen.

And, if you can believe it, it gets even better—more 
rich and full—when you read it in other translations.

 ✣ to Him who is able to do far more abundantly than 
all we ask or think (esv) 

 ✣ above and beyond (hcsb) 
 ✣ infinitely more (nlt) 
 ✣ immeasurably more (niv) 
 ✣ [or as one of my all-time favorites puts it] God can 

do anything, you know—far more than you could 
ever imagine or guess or request in your wildest 
dreams (msg)

It’s indescribable.
And to this God be the “glory . . . forever and ever.”
Amen? Yes, amen.
Any way you slice it, in whatever language or transla-

tion you may read it or hear it said, the core of it remains 
the same: our God is able.

And if we didn’t believe it after reading the first half 
of Ephesians, we sure ought to believe it by the time 
we get to these final knockout verses. Because when 
we start viewing whatever may be worrying us against 
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the backdrop of this One whose plans and purposes 
have been set in place for aeons, whose authority 
outranks every power structure known to man or even 
to the entire spiritual underworld, whose promises are 
ground-in deeper than—(sigh)—the grass stains on my 
little boy’s brand new blue jeans . . . 

. . . well, our Its suddenly don’t sound quite so scary 
anymore.

Why? Because “God can do anything, you know.”
He sure can.
God is able.

Mission Impossible

The other night we had pizza for dinner. (Don’t judge 
me. Sometimes pizza is all I can manage.) And for reasons 
known only to the mysterious mind of a boy, my youngest 
grabbed his too-big slice of pepperoni pizza by its doughy 
handle of crust and lifted it up vertically from the box. 
Over his lap. Just for fun, I guess. It only took a split sec-
ond for all those warm, melted toppings to slip and slide 
off the gooey crust and land with a messy plop, right in 
his lap. 

Ha, ha. 
He laughed. I didn’t.
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Not because I was upset with him (well, I was a little 
bit), but mostly because I strangely found myself hypno-
tized by that upside-down slice of pizza, dangling there in 
midair in front of his grinning face. Quick as a wink, I 
could already see how this “grab-the-paper-towels” image 
from the Shirer supper table was going to help me clean 
up a point I need to make right here in this first chapter. 

I’m serious.
As we prepare to start digging into the heart of these 

two verses, I want you to think of them as an inverted tri-
angle—with the small point or tip on the bottom, and the 
rest of it angling outward and upward into the air. Tiny 
at the base, big at the top. Just like an upside-down pizza 
slice. Got it? This is the way Paul arranged his thoughts 
in these verses—one small layer being the foundation for 
the next larger one.

I feel confident as we go along and you’re holding up 
these verses to look at them in this way, a bunch of divine 
goodness is going to slide right off into your lap. But that’s 
okay—because that’s the kind of stain that will look really 
good on you.

So . . . got your piece of pizza? See that tip at the 
bottom? The place where you’d take your first bite? We’re 
going to start there and tuck the very first part of the 
verse inside that little pointed nook. Just the first word of 
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the verse for the moment, and then we’ll watch the whole 
thing grow larger and more developed as it builds. One 
bite at a time. One layer on top of another. It’s the one idea 
that fits snugly into the tip of that inverted pizza slice—
the first word in the whole doxology.

The word now.
The reason we need to concentrate so hard on this first 

bite—the first word—is because our thoughts are usually 
all over the place. 

Backwards. 
Forwards. 
What if. 
What next. 
How come. 
Where to. 
Why not. 
But if you and I can just quiet down for a second, give 

our runaway minds a short break in the action, we may 
just feel God blowing away the clutter of our confused 
mental state, leaving us with one simple idea to focus on.

Now.
Get everything out of your head except now.
I understand that the current conditions in your life 

may not be your favorite thing to dwell on right now. You 
may have become very adept at concentrating on later, 
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distracting yourself with the possibilities of the future. You 
may have grown accustomed to looking the other direc-
tion, daydreaming your life away, too overwhelmed at this 
point to even try figuring out solutions anymore for your 
present reality. 

Or maybe there is no one big, hairy problem that’s 
presently eating at you. (If that’s the case, please know I’m 
happy for you. A bit jealous . . . but happy.) Maybe it’s just 
the accumulated stress and strain from a long season of 
steady struggle. 

Or maybe you aren’t overwhelmed at all. More like 
underwhelmed—bored with the sameness and mundane-
ness of a life you thought would be filled with so much 
more adventure. The predictability, the pointlessness. 
Urgh. You so desperately want a change, or at least a little 
excitement along the way. Maybe your contributions are 
being overlooked at work or at church, and you’re craving 
the opportunity to put your best gifts forward, to show 
what you can do, to be involved in the kind of things you 
feel like you were placed on this earth to do.

No matter your current reality and the circumstances 
that describe it, there is a time to start connecting it all 
with God’s infinite and indescribable ability. And that 
time, my pizza-stained friend . . . is now.

Look at your watch. Now.
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Check the calendar date. Now.
Where are you standing? Right now.
Paul used this little bitty adverb as a tiny connector 

between that huge, blue ocean of vocabulary he’d been 
pumping out for three chapters, and the tightly packed 
dynamo of this one-line doxology. Now is the link between 
the impossible and the possible. The unmanageable and 
the divinely do-able. In light of all that other stuff God 
has already accomplished—a whole eternity’s worth of 
wisdom and planning, of insurmountable odds and ulti-
mate victory—here’s the moment we’ve all been waiting 
for.

Now.
What does your now look like?
And what is the It that it’s sharing space with?
Is it piled high with bills you don’t know how you’re 

going to pay? Is it littered with doubts about whether 
your marriage will survive until the next anniversary? Is it 
polluted by a particular sin or habit pattern that you abso-
lutely hate in yourself but can’t seem able to break free of? 
Or is it just a season marked by the humdrum rhythm of 
more normalcy than you ever wanted?

Does now hit you with a stabbing pain in your side 
every time you move a certain way? Does it cram your 
schedule so full, you rarely find the bed before midnight 
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or later? Does it contain a person who so completely mis-
understands you, nothing you say or do seems able to 
change their mind and see the truth?

Whatever it is, this is when God’s Word works. In real 
time and space. Right smack-dab in the middle of your 
now reality. 

Oddly, however, we tend to disconnect the two—our 
current reality and God’s present ability. Somehow we 
overlook the nearness of God when we are caught up 
in the rhythm of life, dancing to the drumbeat of our 
personal issues. We stay too tired or angry or frazzled 
to remember that God can work on our behalf now. We 
think it’s only for the pastor . . . or that church lady and 
her flying hat. You know, people like them. 

Not us. 
Not this. 
Not now.
Well, Paul wanted to bridge that gap, to bring an end 

to the separation anxiety that leaves us feeling discour-
aged and overwhelmed, unseen and uncared for. So he 
purposely, strategically, intentionally used a word whose 
purpose in the Greek language was to connect what he 
had previously said in chapters 2 and 3 with what he was 
about to say in the verses you and I are concentrating on 
together. So maybe if we back up a bit in the passage and 
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in time, we can get a more detailed look at what Paul was 
up to.

Despite how familiar the book of Ephesians may feel 
on those crisp Bible pages of yours, it was once a piece 
of smudged parchment circulating through the wealthy, 
commercial city of Ephesus in ancient Greece. The believ-
ers there would read it or would hear it read, then they 
would pass it along to others, perhaps even to churches in 
neighboring cities. And even though the date of its orig-
inal writing was first-century AD, the people who were 
first exposed to it had their own now circumstance to con-
tend with. And Paul took the time to spell it out for them 
clearly. They were being asked to do something, to believe 
something, to support something that everyone and his 
mother deemed impossible.

Yes, impossible.
As impossible as your husband watching a Say Yes to 

the Dress marathon. 
As impossible as solving the Middle East peace crisis 

with a text message.
I’m talking about impossible.
The apostle Paul told them that Jews and Gentiles, 

age-old enemies in every conceivable aspect of the term, 
were no longer on opposite cultural planets. By virtue 
of the gospel—the peace and reconciliation to God 
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they’d received through the Messiah’s sacrifice—they 
had become a third race of people known as the “body of 
Christ.” And their unity as believers was designed to show 
the world that if God could do this, He most certainly 
could do anything.

You need to understand that the very idea of Jews and 
Gentiles getting along, respecting each other, cooperating 
together—it just wasn’t happening. The fissures ran too 
deep. The haughtiness and hostility were too ingrained. 
No one had ever run for office on a Jew-and-Gentile rec-
onciliation platform. They hated the ground the other had 
walked on. Their aims and desires were mutually exclu-
sive. By a country mile.

Until Jesus.
Jesus changed everything.
He still changes everything.
Through the life and death of the Messiah, a “mys-

tery” race had been conceived—which is exactly what Paul 
calls it in Ephesians 3:3 and in numerous other places. 
God wasn’t just wishing these sworn rivals could some-
how sit down and figure out a way to play nice together. 
No, He just flat went ahead and “tore down the dividing 
wall of hostility” (Eph. 2:14 hcsb) that had stood between 
them for dozens and dozens of long, gray-haired genera-
tions. He wasn’t appealing for peace but was proclaiming 
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peace—“peace to you who were far away and peace to 
those who were near” (Eph. 2:16–17).

It was done.
The only thing left was for these people to begin accept-

ing by faith that what God had already accomplished, they 
could actually apply, not because of their power but because 
of His. As impossible as it sounded for this long-standing 
feud to finally end in a truce—even more, for them to 
actually begin loving each other and seeing themselves as 
a united family—Paul declared this their new reality. He 
wanted them to bring all of their crises to all of God’s 
power, then stand back to see what God could do.

And God did it.
And if God was able to do that—the ultimate impos-

sibility in most of their minds—then would anything else 
remain that He couldn’t do for them? 

For you?
I’d call that a good question. 
And part of the answer is condensed into that little 

three-letter connector that holds all your heartache, your 
sleepless nights, your fear, your frustration, your pain, 
your despondency, your fatigue, your shame, your impos-
sibilities . . . your in-laws.

Paul wanted the early Christians to make the 
connection.
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You need to do it too.
Now. 

In Tight Spaces

There was more. The cultural climate of the early 
church was not the only difficult situation Paul intended 
to connect to God’s present ability. 

I mentioned before that these two verses, Ephesians 
3:20–21, are what’s known as a doxology. If you attend 
a more traditional church, you may sing the “Doxology” 
as part of your worship service sometimes: “Praise God 
from whom all blessings flow . . .” You know the one? 
Doxologies, for us, whenever they occur, usually happen 
in our Sunday best. With the organ playing. With the 
choir singing. With the oven timer or the crock pot click-
ing on at home. It’s polished. Clean. Ordered. 

Just delightful.
But Paul wasn’t sitting in church or the synagogue 

when he filled the page with these words of uncontainable 
praise. Nope, he penned these words of worship while 
sitting on the cold-floor, cold-food, maddening reality of 
Roman confinement. House arrest. Guards at the door, 
preventing his escape. When he wrote this glorious sen-
tence, he was under a sentence himself, probably for as 
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much as two years. Locked up. Locked down. Imprisoned. 
For serving God.

That’s why Ephesians is one of four New Testament 
letters that have been called “prison epistles.” The same 
words that still inspire us today in our living rooms and 
classrooms and in comfortable chairs at the kitchen table 
were actually composed from the cruel confines of jail 
time.

So this is not just a doxology.
It’s a prison doxology.
Wrap your head around that for a moment.
Don’t equate this grand phrase of Scripture with a coat 

and tie, a lady’s dress hat, a gleaming church building, and 
a well-fed preacher. No, these were not easy words for Paul 
to write or say. They represented something he couldn’t 
see with his eyes in the darkness of his current, personal 
condition, where loneliness cried out and the walls closed 
in around the stifled stench of his stark reality. His now 
was bleak and dismal. And yet somehow a doxology bub-
bled up within his spirit until, unable to be contained, it 
burst forth onto parchment paper. Paul experienced and 
exclaimed the ability of God amid his limited mobility, 
the greatness of God amid his tightly trapped existence, 
the awesome presence of God amid his frustrating lack of 
freedom.
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What kind of believer do you have to be to voice a 
doxology from within a tight space and a tense situation 
you really, really want to get out of?

The kind who knows that timing is everything. The 
kind who draws the connection between their current 
circumstances and the power of God, the way Paul chose 
to do it. The kind who leaves the mountain of crisis 
long enough to cross the sturdy bridge of faith that leads 
directly to God’s ability. The kind who knows that if God 
has allowed it now, He must have plans to display His 
glory now. The kind of man or woman who knows that 
right now is the time God can act on their behalf.

The same kind that you have the potential to be—
right now—even in your impossible circumstance.

Not a Minute Too Soon

John 10:10 is one of my favorite passages in the Bible. 
Maybe one of yours too. It talks about a thief who comes 
“only to steal and kill and destroy,” set against the con-
trasting intention of Christ, who comes that we may have 
“life, and have it abundantly.” 

I think most of us believe in that truth. In theory. In 
the abundant, ever-filling, overflowing life that Jesus came 
to offer us. And we believe it’s hopefully waiting out there 
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for us—if we can ever get past this one bump in the road. 
Our It. If we can ever just put this circumstance behind 
us. If we can ever get to feeling better, or get the car paid 
off, or get the school year finished, or get steady work. So 
we’re always looking for it later, after we lose weight or get 
married or . . . well, you fill in the blank.

But it turns out, abundant life is not something you 
experience when there are no impossible situations to deal 
with. Abundant life is what Jesus offers and His Spirit 
enables during the times when you’re right in the middle 
of them. It’s meant to be experienced when all is wrong 
around you while all is simultaneously, inexplicably, very 
right within you. It’s the smile that creeps to the corners of 
your lips when God fills your heart with a peace that runs 
contrary to your reality. It’s the sense of divine adventure 
that pulsates in your soul even while you’re sitting in a 
square, gray cubicle punching numbers all day long. 

As soon as you connect your current circumstances to 
your God, He raises a banner of hope in your heart and 
mind. As soon as you believe He can do this—that He is 
able—something called abundant life actually shows up, 
right in the middle of the dreariness.

And it all starts when you make the connection.
Your marriage may be hanging by a thread. Make the 

connection.
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Your finances may be a disaster. Make the connection.
Your child may be living a reckless, rebellious lifestyle. 

Make the connection.
Your doctor may have shown you an X-ray you never 

wanted to see. Make the connection. Your God is here. Your 
God is able. 

And now is when you need to believe it.
Well, do you? You should. 
Because now’s the time to get on with it.

Now to Him who is able to do exceeding 
abundantly beyond all that we ask or think, 
according to the power that works within us, to 
Him be the glory in the church and in Christ Jesus 
to all generations forever and ever. Amen.


