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FOREWORD



In 2009 on Thanksgiving morning, moments after I put my six-month-old daughter down from her morning bottle, I suffered a grand mal seizure in front of my three young children and woke up in the hospital. The doctor in the emergency room informed me that they had found a golf ball–sized tumor in my right frontal lobe and I would need to go see a neurosurgeon as soon as possible. Five days later I sat in the office of a renowned neurosurgeon and heard that the tumor didn’t look good and would need to be removed immediately. Forty-eight hours later I sat in my living room with my six-year-old daughter and four-year-old son on my lap and sang and wept and prayed surrounded by friends and family. The next morning I checked into the hospital and underwent an eight-hour resection of my right frontal lobe. I woke up in the ICU and progressed over the next couple of days to a normal room and then to neuro rehab. After a week there my wife and I sat in a room with my neurosurgeon and received the pathology report. Anaplastic Oligodendroglioma WHO grade III. At that moment the floor dropped out from under me. We were told this was terminal and that I would need to start radiation and chemotherapy as soon as I had recovered from surgery. Through tears we asked about the prognosis and were told two to three years. I did the math in my head real quick and realized that would put me at thirty-eight years old, Lauren at thirty-two, Audrey at eight, Reid at six, and sweet Norah at two. Although we needed to inform family, friends, and the church of what we had learned, for the next few hours neither of us could speak. We cried, felt powerless and lost, and quietly asked God for strength and healing.


For the next six weeks we did radiation and low-dose chemo, followed by eighteen months of high-dose chemotherapy. They did MRIs of my head every month and then every other month. Each MRI scheduled created an immense amount of anxiety and each clear scan an immense amount of relief. I was prayed over hundreds and hundreds of times and battled to believe that God would heal me while keeping my hands open knowing that my life was His. At the end of eighteen months there was no sign of any cancer, no residual effects from surgery or radiation. Although the doctors would not use the word “healed,” that was thirteen years ago now. The Holy Spirit healed me. It was a miracle.


Not long after I finished my chemo in 2011, I met Joby Martin at a conference in Orlando. I could sense in a real way the power and favor of God on him and was happy to pray over him as he approached planting the church he pastors to this day. He has been uniquely positioned to write this book on the miraculous. Not just because he knows his Bible and has marveled at the power of God to break through the natural order, but also because he has had a front-row seat to the continuing miracles God is doing in the people of The Church of Eleven22. I pray that your heart be encouraged and stirred as you read through the miraculous, beautiful power of Jesus in the pages that follow.






Christ Is All,


Matt Chandler 




















A NOTE ON THE TEXT


Almost all direct Scripture quotes in this book come from the English Standard Version. In some cases I’ve simply paraphrased instead of quoting directly from a published translation; in these cases, the Scripture will be set in italics.



















“If Christ has not been raised, your faith is futile and you are still in your sins.”


—Paul






“When I saw him I fell at his feet as though dead, but he laid his right hand on me saying, ‘Fear not, I am the first and the last, and the living one. I died and behold I am alive forevermore, and I have the keys of Death and Hades.’”


—John
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Do You Believe in Miracles?


So, there I was… (I told you that’s how I start every good story.)


City of Jerusalem. A parking lot. A city bus lot, really. One of the busiest places in all of Jerusalem. It’s loud. People are shouting, honking horns, and air brakes are doing that ear-piercing “phish” thing they do when you least expect it. Diesel fumes, carbon monoxide, cigarette smoke, and hot asphalt burn my nose. Nothing in me wants to rest here and take it in. A few yards to my right, a rock cliff looms. It’s jagged and pocked with holes. Some large enough to drive a car into. This is high ground, and from the time of Melchizedek and later the Jebusites, people once lived in those “caves.” For safety. Above us, on the hillside, what was once pasture or possibly a vineyard, now spreads a Muslim cemetery. Its location has something to do with keeping the Gentiles out.


When I stare at the cliff wall and tilt my head slightly, three features stand out. Two eyes. A mouth beneath. No kidding, it looks like a twenty-foot skull. Older pictures confirm that erosion and human use have chipped away at what was once much more definitive. In the mid-1800s, Horatio Spafford—who penned the poem that later became the hymn “It Is Well with My Soul”—was staying in an upstairs apartment on the Western Wall of the Old City of Jerusalem, when his house guest, General Charles Gordon, stared out his window at this same cliff and said, “That’s Golgotha.” The place of the skull. God preserved it. These men purchased the ground next to it. It contains an ancient garden. With a tomb carved out of rock.


This is where it happened.


Jesus, the only begotten Son of God, willingly shed His blood within a few feet of where I stand. And seriously, if it wouldn’t burn my feet, I’d take off my shoes. This is holy ground. As buses and people swirl around me, the Scriptures echo. Speaking about the blood. The first is God to Moses: “For the life of the flesh is in the blood, and I have given it for you on the altar to make atonement for your souls, for it is the blood that makes atonement by the life” (Lev. 17:11). The next is Jesus Himself on the night He was betrayed: “This is my blood of the covenant, which is poured out for many for the forgiveness of sins” (Matt. 26:28). Historians record that when the Romans crucified a man, they hung him at eye level. Allowing passersby to spit in the condemned man’s face served as more of a deterrent. You could see and hear the agony. I spin in a circle wondering where. Where did Jesus hang? Where did His blood splatter the earth?


Next is John’s description of Jesus’ Crucifixion, which he writes as an eyewitness: “But one of the soldiers pierced his side with a spear, and at once there came out blood and water” (John 19:34). The combination of the two—blood and water—confirms that Jesus was drowning in His own lung fluid, which also meant He’d tired of pushing up on His nail-pierced feet. Though He managed to do it at least seven times. Over my shoulder and across the Brook Kidron rises the Mount of Olives and the Garden of Gethsemane. It was there, on the last night of his life, that Jesus prayed and His blood vessels burst and He sweated blood. One of the more painful experiences in all of human history. The Son of Man felt the weight of the coming wrath of God and felt as if He would die. From there, they mocked Him, spit on Him, punched Him, plucked out His beard, beat Him with rods, drove three-inch acacia thorns into His skull, and flogged Him with a cat-o’-nine-tails, ripping chunks of flesh off his back and neck. Somewhere close to where I stand, they shoved a spear into His chest, and blood and water flowed.


Payment made in full. “Tetelestai.”


Years later, Paul would bolster the Ephesians by reminding them of this same blood: “But now in Christ Jesus you who were once far off have been brought near by the blood of Christ” (Eph. 2:13). “Brought near.” I’ve always loved that because left to ourselves we can’t bring us anywhere. Later, Paul told the Romans, “we have now been justified by his blood” (Rom. 5:9). Justified. Just-as-if-I’d-never-sinned. An inconceivable notion. Made possible through what Peter called “the precious blood of Christ” (1 Pet. 1:19).


That happened right here.


Heat rises off the asphalt. Pigeons scurry. Women carry groceries. And yet John, an eyewitness, writes, “the blood of Jesus his Son cleanses us from all sin.” (1 John 1:7). While the cleansing of our souls occurred right around here, this place is anything but clean. Which is just like Jesus.


Over and over in the gospels we read the words of Jesus saying, My hour has not yet come. But, in this parking lot, time expired. The hour came. This is where Jesus drained the Father’s cup. Drinking every last drop. Justifying you and me, saving us from the wrath of God (Rom. 5:9). On this storied ground, Jesus walked down into the slave market, looked at all of us stacked up behind bars and shackled in chains, and told the slave owner, “I’ll buy them all.” And when the owner laughed and mocked, “With what?” Jesus climbed up on that cross and “poured out his soul to death” (Isa. 53:12). This is the spot where the will of God the Father “crushed” the Son and “put Him to grief” (Isa. 53:10). Where He made His soul “an offering for guilt” (Isa. 53:10). Where He, Jesus, the founder and perfecter of our faith, who for the joy set before Him, endured the cross, despised the shame, and sat down at the right hand of the throne of God (Heb. 12:2). Where He “delivered us from the domain of darkness and transferred us to the kingdom of his beloved Son” (Col. 1:13). Where He ransomed mankind. Sinners like you and me.


This is where.


To be honest, when I realized that the most sacred place on planet earth is now a busy bus stop, it bothered me at first. I thought it was sacrilegious. How could people just be walking over the place where the lamb was slain for the forgiveness of sin and not even be paying attention to where they were stepping? How could the place where the most important event in all eternity now be a place where people hurried to get where they were going? At first it seemed so out of place. Then it hit me. This is probably much closer to the reality that Jesus found himself in two thousand years ago than what I had in mind. A place where everyone could see Him on the cross, but few would pay the deserved attention.


Scripture tells us that the blood of Abel cries out from the ground. What’s it saying? Well, in short, that we—all of us—are guilty. Condemned. But the sprinkled blood of Jesus speaks a better word than the blood of Abel (Heb. 12:24). What’s it speaking? What does the blood of Jesus really say about you and me?


“Tetelestai.”


In Greek, “It is finished.”


He said these words right here, just before He died.


As that reality settles in, I am overcome by the fact that this entire transaction is inconceivable. Why would the King of the universe leave His throne only to come here and die for me? Just being honest—I know me, and it’s a bad trade. King for rebel. Makes no sense. And yet, this is where God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son.


As the afternoon sun falls, the shadows grow long and a cool breeze blankets Jerusalem, I can understand the dilemma of those who stood staring at Jesus’ lifeless body. With sabbath approaching, they had maybe an hour to get His body in the ground. Matthew records that Joseph, a rich man from Arimathea, and a secret disciple of Jesus, went to Pilate and asked for the body (Matt. 27:57). This is always a reminder to me to make room for those who start out as secret disciples. God’s not done with them. Pilate granted permission, and Joseph—along with some help—lifted Jesus’ limp and bloodless body off the cross and carried Him to a tomb he’d had cut for himself. A new tomb. One in which no one had ever lain, thereby fulfilling Isaiah’s prophecy: “They made his grave with the wicked and with a rich man in his death” (Isa. 53:9).


Somewhere beneath my feet, their tears mixed with his blood.


I walk across the parking lot, through a quiet gate, and into a garden. Tall trees create a canopy, and colorful flowers line the meticulously manicured stone walkways. Around me, people walk arm in arm and sing in hushed tones. I round a corner and the garden opens up. Steps to my left and right lead to a terrace below me. Two thousand years ago, an ancient stonemason carved a small stone pool into the center of the rock. About the size of a large hot tub. Cut into one corner is a groove in the stone. Vineyard workers would carry grapes in from the vineyard that surrounded us and barefooted women and children would crush the grapes. Making wine. The irony does not escape me. Jesus was arrested in a garden where they crushed the olives and oil flowed, and He was buried in a garden where they crushed the grapes and wine flowed. The Lord placed the very first image bearers in a garden to walk with Him. Satan deceived them in that garden and they suffered the results of their sin. Then the Lord became sin for His image bearers and dealt the death blow to satan, overcoming sin and death in a garden.


Oil and wine.


To my left is a stone wall. Rather plain. Nondescript. In the center is a hole large enough to walk through. Or carry a body through. At the base lies something akin to a track, or runner, like for a sliding glass door. Or large round stone. The wall is smooth from a century and a half of hands like mine rubbing against it. Touching it. Curiosity gets the better of me, and I “read” the stone with my fingertips, listening to what it might tell me. When Jesus paraded into Jerusalem on what we call Palm Sunday, His followers were shouting, “Blessed is the King who comes in the name of the Lord!” (Luke 19:38). Indignant, some of the Pharisees said to Him, “Teacher, rebuke your disciples” (Luke 19:39). Jesus stared out across the crowd and shook His head. “If these were silent, the very stones would cry out” (Luke 19:40). As my hand brushes the wall, I am struck by the knowledge that this is one of those stones.


At eye level, my fingers come across something not stone. Sharp, even. It’s the remains of a rusted iron spike, about the size of my index finger, driven into the wall, to seal the stone by Roman decree so that it could not be rolled back by human hands.


I scratch my head. Did they really think that could hold Him?


Some say that this isn’t truly the empty tomb; they believe the empty tomb can be found at the Church of the Holy Sepulcher. That’s where Emperor Constantine’s mother fell into a cave and decided that must be Jesus’ final resting place. Soon after, religious devotees started building shrines around it and the building continues today. As does the infighting. I like this one better. Can I state with any certainty that this really is the burial site of Jesus? No, but the signs around me make a pretty good case.


I traveled here with two of my best pastor buddies, Ben Williams and Ryan Britt. All three of us are staring at the wall, and we’re not saying much. Oddly, the other visitors have exited and we have the place to ourselves. Which is crazy. One of the most revered sites in all of Christendom, and we’re basically alone. I’m about to walk into the tomb when Pastor Britt walks up alongside me, hands me his earbuds, pushes play, and suddenly Hillsong is singing in my ear: “They laid him down in Joseph’s tomb.”


That happened right here.


I am undone. Quickly.


Then the chorus: “O praise the name of the Lord, our God.” Like those that carried the body, I too am crying. The older I get, the easier that happens.


I walk into the tomb, hit my knees, and find myself taking short, shallow breaths. This is the singular thing that changed everything, about everything, for everyone who would believe.


Because this was a rich man’s tomb, the tomb had two areas. One was a foyer. A sitting room. The other had a preparation table and three carved-out flat areas, almost like bunks, where the family would lay the bodies. But, to this day, only one is finished. The other two remain raw cutouts. Suggesting the tomb was used exactly once.


Behind me, a tall man walks in. He’s maybe six foot six and skinny as a rail. Like 150 pounds. As he unfolds a Nigerian flag, he looks at me and speaks in this deep, beautiful voice, “Hello, brother, my name is Musah.”


We shake hands. “Joby.”


“What do you do?”


“I’m a pastor.”


“Me too.”


He laughs an easy laugh, and points at the stone shelf. “We have the same Father. Same Savior. And He is our brother, therefore—” He points at me. “We are brothers.”


If it were not true, it would almost be comical. A redneck from Dillon, South Carolina, and a pastor from Nigeria. Two guys from opposite ends of the planet, drawn by the same love, meet in an empty tomb outside Jerusalem. Brothers. Sinners. Saints. Children of God.


We pray for each other. Our families. Our churches.


Standing in that tomb, it struck me that Musah and I had something in common. We had answered the most important question ever asked, and our answer had us standing in that empty hole in the rock. The question has been phrased throughout history many ways but Pilate said it best: “What shall I do with Jesus who is called Christ?” (Matt. 27:22).


This is not just a question, this is the question.


One of my favorite writers and thinkers, C. S. Lewis, wrestled with this very question in Mere Christianity. And his answer is one of my favorites: “I am trying here to prevent anyone saying the really foolish thing that people often say about Him: I’m ready to accept Jesus as a great moral teacher, but I don’t accept his claim to be God. That is the one thing we must not say. A man who was merely a man and said the sort of things Jesus said would not be a great moral teacher. He would either be a lunatic—on the level with the man who says he is a poached egg—or else he would be the devil of hell. You must make your choice. Either this man was, and is, the Son of God, or else a madman or something worse. You can shut him up for a fool, you can spit at him and kill him as a demon or you can fall at his feet and call him Lord and God, but let us not come with any patronizing nonsense about his being a great human teacher. He has not left that open to us. He did not intend to.”


If Jesus really is the Son of God and He really rose again, and really walked out of the tomb—leaving it empty—then what does that mean for you and me? The choice is simple.


Spit or bow.


When Jesus rose again, he appeared to more than five hundred eyewitnesses over a period of forty days. History records many of those same people died as martyrs—for Him. Including all of His disciples, save Judas.1 For what they saw. Put yourself in their sandals. What would cause you to be willing to die for another? Would you die for a corpse? A dead man? A lie? Me neither.


This is the anchor for me. This stone hole in the earth is the epicenter of everything I believe. I am by nature, and probably nurture, a skeptic. I really am. So when I meet the person in my church who tells me about their miracle, for whatever reason, there’s this thing in me that’s like, “Man, I don’t know…” But, then I remember standing here. In this empty tomb. The greatest and most undeniable miracle of all time. Jesus was crucified. Dead. Buried. And on the third day He was raised from that tomb. The first disciples testify to it. The early Church testifies to it. The history books testify to it. I testify to it.


Which is why I wrote this book. A book about the miracles of Jesus. It’s the epicenter of everything I believe.


If the Father, through the Spirit, raised the Son to life and Jesus walked out of this grave shining like the sun, then is there anything He can’t do? And before you answer, remember, He just defeated death, hell, and the grave. The answer is no. There is absolutely nothing He can’t do. That’s what helps my skepticism. It’s not the little miracles that point me to the empty tomb and help me believe He walked out. It’s the empty tomb that points me to the lesser miracles and supports my belief that He’s alive. Right now. And so when the next desperate need arises, and someone in my church stops me and asks me to pray for the healing the doctors have told them is impossible, the reason I go to Him praying for a miracle is simple.


Because this tomb is empty.


It couldn’t hold Him.


Miracles are that intersection where the unexplainable meets the undeniable. Where the limited and finite ability of man ends and the unlimited and infinite will of God begins. Where “what is impossible with man is possible with God” (Luke 18:27).


Live long enough and you either have been, are, or will be in need of a miracle. Where we face something that we can’t fix and run out of options. As a pastor, I see this weekly. I also see God continually do the undeniable. The unimaginable. The did-you-see-that stuff. I often feel like Peter and John must have when they were dragged before the religious rulers and commanded never to teach again in the name of Jesus (Acts 4:18). I love their response. The Joby translation sounds like this: You do you, Scooter, but I’m going to keep speaking about what I’ve seen and heard. Meaning, I will not deny what I’ve witnessed.


Right this second, you may be in the fight of your life. Where what you see is impossible. Where the scans are bad. Where your prodigal is not ever coming home. Where your marriage is beyond reconciliation. Where that mountain in your business is insurmountable. If that’s you, don’t fear and don’t give up.


This tomb is empty.


And because it is, anything is possible. Anything.


This is not the new age gospel of “think good thoughts” or “I’m sending positive vibes your way.” It’s the age-old gospel of believe Jesus. And once again, “belief in,” or pisteuo¯, stands at the center. That’s why I spent so much time covering it in If the Tomb Is Empty. Belief is the bedrock because doubt is never more powerful and faith never more weak than when your circumstances are terrible and you can’t see any light at the end of the tunnel.


And your enemy knows this.


Let me ask you this—what if the seemingly impossible thing you’ve been praying for is just on the other side of obedience? Would you act? Would you dig your heels in and choose to believe? Take Him at His word? Despite your circumstances? I realize this has been abused and I am not a prosperity-name-it-and-claim-it preacher, but I am a Bible believer. The tension I often face as a preacher is convincing folks in my church that the abuse of the false prosperity gospel does not change the truth of the gospel as recorded in Scripture. God forbid we doubt the words of Jesus because of the abuse of the few.


Once again, “belief in”—or pisteuo¯ in Greek—is the first step in obedience.


Jesus told the crippled man to rise and walk, and He told the man with the withered hand to stretch out his hand, and only when they did were they healed. What if there’s a lesson in here for us? Before I get too far down this road, let me sum up this book in a nutshell—Jesus is alive, right now, ruling and reigning, and He’s still doing today what He did when He walked the earth. The blind see, the lame walk, the dead are raised to life. How do I know this?


Because the tomb is empty.


Have I ever seen someone raised to life? No, but herein lies the rub. Just because I haven’t seen it doesn’t mean it’s not possible and He’s not still doing it. Don’t think so? Okay, do you believe in nuclear bombs? Have you ever seen one explode? Then how do you know they’re real?


See what I mean?


When I finished my first book, If the Tomb Is Empty, I knew I wanted to walk back up Calvary—also known as Mount Moriah and Golgotha—here to this acre or two of land. To that parking lot. To this tomb. And then walk you into and out of it. Why?


We find ourselves in a world that screams daily that God is a dead, indifferent tyrant content to watch us suffer. That’s your enemy speaking and that is a lie from the pit of hell.


Jesus, God made man, is alive. He’s undefeated and undefeatable. And He is deeply in love with you.


Anything Is Possible is part two of the story. In a sense, it’s the action plan. Or the “what next” plan. Think about it—if the tomb is empty, then nothing is impossible. And anything is possible. This does not mean we control the timeline and the “when” or the “what” or the “how” of any miracle. We don’t. He alone does. Jesus is not Aladdin, not a genie in a bottle, and calling yourself a Christian is not a magic wand to wave at your problems.


In the kingdom of God, Jesus heals “every disease and every affliction among the people” (Matt. 4:23). Luke says it this way: “Now when the sun was setting, all those who had any who were sick with various diseases brought them to him, and he laid his hands on every one of them and healed them. And demons also came out of many, crying, ‘You are the Son of God!’” (Luke 4:40–41). The question I want to ask you is simple: Is Jesus still doing this?


My answer is “Yes. He is.” I do not see an expiration date on the work of Jesus in my Bible.


Here’s how I know this is true. When I was a sophomore in college, I got out of class, went to my fraternity house, walked into my room, and checked my answering machine. If you’re in your twenties, an answering machine is like a machine that held your voice mail, usually on a cassette tape. And to make it even more crazy, it was attached to a landline. Anyway, I pushed “play,” and my mom’s voice erupted from the speaker. She was freaking out. “Joby, you have to pray. Your Mimi—” (Everybody needs a Mimi, right? She was my grandma on my mom’s side.) “—Your Mimi was having a heart catheterization, and they’ve clipped her aorta, and she’s bleeding out.” Mimi was at Marion Memorial Hospital. I don’t know why you call any hospital “Memorial”—that’s a terrible idea. But anyway, Marion is like a suburb of Dillon, where I’m from. It’s smaller than my church. My mom continued freaking out. “You need to pray, because she’s bleeding out.”


They life-flighted my Mimi to Charleston and the Medical School of South Carolina. I went to my room, I got my Bible, and I started praying. Multiple times in the Bible, Jesus says something like, Ask whatever you will in my name, and it will be given to you (John 15:7). Now, if you’re new to Bible study, that doesn’t mean cash, cars, and prizes. Jesus is not a vending machine. But it still means what it says.


And so I got on my knees. And, in a way that I have a hard time explaining, I felt the presence of God with much fear and trembling on my part. I was just begging God to save my Mimi. Just save her. All I could think was that she was bleeding out in this helicopter. So as boldly as I knew how, I asked God to stop the bleeding. He told me to ask in the name, in line with the character and nature of Jesus. So I did. I asked and asked and prayed and prayed.


When the helicopter landed in Charleston, we got a phone call saying that the bleeding had stopped. For no apparent reason. It was just gone. I got in my truck the next day, and I drove down to Marion from Richmond, and I opened the door in my grandma’s house, and there was Mimi just vacuuming. “Oh, hey, sugar. Come on in.” All right. Forty-eight hours after almost bleeding out, she was serving me sweet tea and fried chicken in the name of Jesus. How do you explain that? Simple.


Because the tomb is empty, then Mimi can vacuum.


I am writing to encourage you, to bolster your wall, to put all your faith and trust in Him. And stay there. Even when it’s really hard. Now let me take you back to one of my favorite stories—which, by the way, was an actual event. This really happened. In the book of Daniel, King Nebuchadnezzar commanded everyone under the sound of his voice to bow down and worship the idols he’d made. Three Hebrews by the name of Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego chose not to. Can you see the picture? There’s a sea of people on their faces worshiping a golden idol save three guys standing in the middle. Nebuchadnezzar asks them, “Guys, have you lost your mind? Is it true you don’t serve my gods or the golden image I set up?” Then he gives them a second chance, saying, “If you don’t worship, I’m throwing you into the furnace.” Then he mocks them with this: “And who is the god who will deliver you out of my hands?” (Dan. 3:15). Their lives are on the line. Bow or die. But look at their response, “O Nebuchadnezzar, we have no need to answer you in this matter. If this be so, our God whom we serve is able to deliver us from the burning fiery furnace, and he will deliver us out of your hand, O king. But if not, be it known to you, O king, that we will not serve your gods or worship the golden image that you have set up” (Dan. 3:16–18).


Now notice what happens. They obey God and are thrown in the furnace. They endure the fire. God allows it. But when Nebuchadnezzar opens the door again, he and all his leaders gather around and discover that “the fire had not had any power over the bodies of those men. The hair of their heads was not singed, their cloaks were not harmed, and no smell of fire had come upon them” (Dan. 3:27). And there is another in the fire that is like the Son of God. Think about it. The furnace was heated up seven times its normal temperature, and yet they didn’t even smell like smoke.


I’m writing this hoping and praying that the Holy Spirit will do in you and me what He did in them. That we would believe despite what we can see. Paul spoke to this when he encouraged the Corinthians, “we walk by faith, not by sight” (2 Cor. 5:7).


Faith in what? The resurrection of Jesus. This empty tomb.


*   *   *


Walk with me back through these streets and alongside Jesus and those who followed Him and let’s look with fresh eyes at the miracles of Jesus and what they tell us. How they encourage us. How they bolster us to doubt our doubts and believe our beliefs. Don’t let that last sentence slide by you just because it’s short.


The empty tomb should encourage you to doubt your doubts and believe your beliefs.


And notice, while I’m about to spend nearly three hundred pages encouraging you to believe and pray like crazy for miracles, we aren’t simply chasing miracles. We’re chasing the One who performs them.


Here’s where we’re headed. Because we can’t cover all the miracles of Jesus, I’ve chosen a few of my favorites:




1. The wedding at Cana where Jesus turned water to wine.


• Do you believe enough to obey, and will you do whatever he tells you to do?


2. The paralytic lowered through the roof by his four friends.


• Do you believe Jesus will carry you?


3. The cripple at the pool of Bethesda who’d been lying there thirty-eight years.


• Do you believe Jesus can heal you?


4. The feeding of the five thousand and Jesus walking on water.


• Do you believe even when doubts creep in?


5. The raising of Lazarus.


• Do you believe Jesus can raise the dead to life?


6. Mary anoints Jesus.


• Do you believe Jesus is worthy of worship—no matter what?


7. The woman with the issue of blood.


• Do you believe Jesus is who he says he is?


8. The resurrection.


• Do you believe God raised His Son to life?


9. The helper—the gift of the Holy Spirit.


• Do you want to know Christ and the power of His resurrection?





Jesus performed signs and wonders, not just because He had the power to do miracles, but because the miracles pointed to something else. An eternal reality. Restoring sight to the blind, bringing the dead to life, walking on water, all pointed to something greater. For example, if you’re driving south on I-95 (or north, for that matter) and reach the Jacksonville city limits, you read a sign that says, WELCOME TO JACKSONVILLE. Well, that sign is not Jacksonville. It just points to something greater. Much greater. Each miracle of Jesus is a sign pointing to an eternal reality that is so much greater than just a demonstration of power here on Earth.


Jesus did this every time He performed signs and wonders. He was then and is now pointing to the Father’s heart of God. This is not to suggest He didn’t care about those He healed or raised from the dead. Nothing could be further from the truth. Remember He cried His face off at the sight of Lazarus’ tomb. But in every miracle, He always had something bigger in mind. And that something bigger was pointing to the glory of your and my Father.


My first book, If the Tomb Is Empty, spent seven chapters looking forward to a risen Christ and an empty tomb. Anything Is Possible spends nine chapters walking with the risen Christ as He teaches why we can believe God for a miracle (and how to deal with it when we don’t get that miracle).


Spoiler alert—I’m about to spend an entire book encouraging you that the reason we can believe God for the miraculous, the reason anything is possible, is because Christ is risen and the tomb is empty. It’s the foundation of our faith.


*   *   *


Here, hold my hand. Come with me. Watch your step. Yeah, that’s the groove where they rolled the stone. And feel that? That’s what’s left of the iron spike. Okay, now duck. Watch your head. Welcome to the tomb. There on the left is the little grieving foyer place and over there on the right is where they laid His body. Now just look around. Take it in.


Let me ask you something. Do you see anyone dead in here? Bones? Dust? Anything?


Me neither. And that puts us in good company. Two thousand years ago, when the disciples ran in here, they were met by two angels. I don’t know if the angels were sitting or hovering, but when the disciples did what we’ve just done, they were met with these words: Why do you seek the living among the dead? He is not here. He is risen. This is why it’s called the “empty” tomb.


*   *   *


Let me launch you into the rest of this book with a question. It’s a bit of a gut check. And while the question is simple, the answer may not be.


Do you live this way? Every day? As if this thing is empty?


Turn the mirror. Look deep. Because over the next couple hundred pages, I am writing, hoping, and praying that you really wrestle with this: Do you live in a world where the Son of God still does the miraculous and, because the tomb is empty, anything is possible, even when we can’t see a possibility? Or do you live as though God just stuck us here and told us to endure the suck-fest all for his twisted amusement?


Your answer matters. A lot. Maybe you should jot it over there in the margin along with today’s date. Now circle it, twice, and darken the letters. Why? Because most of us live on a continuum somewhere between “He is risen and this thing is empty” and “No He’s not, and it really doesn’t matter,” and our location on the swing is most often determined by our circumstances.


Throughout the miracles of Jesus, three things were routinely needed by those who asked for the miracle: belief, hope, and faith. And in most cases, they had very little of any. Like trace amounts. Which was and is entirely okay with Jesus. Every Sunday, I am reminded of this as I stand on a stage and preach to a sea of people who desperately need the same: belief in, hope that, and faith for. These three are the stuff that brings people like us pleading to the feet of Jesus.


Paul told the Philippians, I want to know Christ and the power of His resurrection (Phil. 3:10). And remember, he wrote this from prison, so his circumstances didn’t really support the words coming out his mouth. But every time I read that I feel like raising my hand and jumping up and down: “Me too. Me too.” So, what is that power? For us? Today? Well, for starters, it all starts right here. This empty tomb. This place should shake some stuff loose in us. Change how and what we see. Transform how we pray. How we live. How we love. Because in and through this man-sized hole in the rock, God did a thing, and continues to do a thing, which brings Him glory, reflects His nature, and which in turn reminds us who He is and who we are in Him. And, as we will see, it draws people to Him. In droves. It’s a win-win-win-win-win all the way around.


This “Christ is risen” thing brings to mind a fundamental question, and we may as well wrestle with it right here. Because this is the peg upon which I’m hanging this book—and don’t gloss over it or start skimming ’cause I’m quoting a block of Scripture. This matters. Paul is talking to the church in Ephesus. Folks like us:


“For this reason, because I have heard of your faith in the Lord Jesus and your love toward all the saints, I do not cease to give thanks for you, remembering you in my prayers, that the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of glory, may give you the Spirit of wisdom and of revelation in the knowledge of him, having the eyes of your hearts enlightened, that you may know what is the hope to which he has called you, what are the riches of his glorious inheritance in the saints, and what is the immeasurable greatness of his power toward us who believe, according to the working of his great might that he worked in Christ when he raised him from the dead and seated him at his right hand in the heavenly places, far above all rule and authority and power and dominion, and above every name that is named, not only in this age but also in the one to come. And he put all things under his feet and gave him as head over all things to the church, which is his body, the fullness of him who fills all in all” (Eph. 1:15–23).


See that part where it says, “when he raised him from the dead and…”? Don’t skip over the and. It’s really important. Because something happened after He walked out of the tomb. Jesus didn’t just disappear into the ether. He’s not taking a nap and He’s not a disconnected clockmaker God who just wound us up, cast us off, and said, “Good luck. Don’t get burnt.”


He went somewhere. The question is where? Paul tells us, “And… seated Him at His right hand in the heavenly places.” Okay, so He’s seated next to God the Father but hooptie-doo. What good is that? Is He like in time-out or just taking a break? Paul answers that, too: “And put all things under His feet and gave Him as head over all things.” The reason anything is possible is because Jesus is alive. Right this second. Seated next to God the Father. He has the Father’s ear. On the cross, Jesus rendered an irrevocable defeat to the enemy, and now He is seated next to the Ancient of Days and He has all authority. There is no greater power, and no greater love. Nothing surprises Him, He’s never caught off guard, and He has absolutely zero worries about you. I know it’s corny, but He really does have the whole world in His hands, and that includes you. On this earth, Jesus spent thirty years in private life, three and a half years in public ministry, and over two thousand years in intercession for us. And He is interceding still.


Walk with me out of this tomb and back through the words and work and miracles of Jesus. From Galilee, to the desert, to Jerusalem, and finally, back here. Because the fact that He’s not lying over there in a pile of bones and dust is still the greatest miracle in the history of miracles. Exhibit A before the jury that, with God, anything is possible.


Pray with Me




Our good and gracious heavenly Father, as we have been resurrected with Christ, may You continue to empower us to walk in a manner worthy of the gospel of Jesus Christ. Lord, it is for freedom that we have been set free. Father I lift up to You each and every man and woman who is beginning this journey of Anything Is Possible. I pray that each of us would know deep down at the soul level that if the tomb is empty, then anything is possible. Father, I know that there are folks in desperate situations right now that are in need of a miracle. God, I thank You that when circumstances seem to be impossible, that is where You do Your best work. I pray for marriages to be healed. I ask that chains of addiction will be broken. I ask You that You would heal bodies and minds. I ask that You would restore relationships that have been broken for years. God, You are always faithful to Your promises, and I thank You and I praise You that all of Your promises are yes and amen in Jesus Christ. Lord, please let us be reminded as we walk through the pages of YOUR WORD and the pages of this book that You are the ultimate prize. Jesus, all we need is You. You are more than enough. I thank You for the promise in Your word that if we draw near to YOU then You would draw near to us. That’s what we really need, to be near to You. We pray this in Jesus’ name. Amen.





Footnote


1 Tradition also holds that John the Evangelist did not die a martyr’s death, although it wasn’t from a lack of trying. They attempted to boil him alive but when that didn’t work they exiled him to Patmos, where he saw the resurrected Jesus and wrote his Revelation.
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Water into Wine—Do You Believe Enough to Obey?


Have you ever wondered why Jesus’ first miracle was turning water into wine? I know alcohol is a pretty hot topic down here in the Bible Belt, and talking about it really punches some people’s buttons. More often than not, when I’ve heard preachers talk about this miracle, found in John 2, the passage has been used as a commentary on drinking. I just want to warn you—if you think that John 2 is a commentary on social drinking, then you’ve missed the point of the whole thing. In short, Jesus is pro-wine, and if you don’t think so, just wait until He returns. I thought about giving you my thoughts on it here, but to do so seems a departure from the point. So, if you want my thoughts on what the Bible has to say about drinking, I’ve included a commentary in the back of this book. But whatever the reason for Jesus’ first miracle, I sometimes wonder if it didn’t have as much to do with Jesus’ mom as anything else.


John, chapter 2. “On the third day there was a wedding at Cana in Galilee, and the mother of Jesus was there. Jesus also was invited to the wedding with his disciples. When the wine ran out, the mother of Jesus said to him, ‘They have no wine.’ And Jesus said to her, ‘Woman…’” (vv. 1–4).


If it feels sharp or terse, that’s because it is. The NLT translation doesn’t do it justice. And the NLT translators even throw the word dear in there, but the Greek does not say, “dear woman,” it just says, “Woman, what does this have to do with me?” (ESV) By the way, don’t ever quote that because you think it’s cool. This verse is to be read and meditated upon, not to be quoted to your mom or your wife! And you might say, “But, Jesus—”


Stop. You’re not Jesus. Don’t ever say it.


Jesus says to her, “Woman, what does this have to do with me? My hour has not yet come.” Underline that. Bookmark it. We’re coming back to it. In short, that hour is the hour when he pushes up on the cross and says, “Tetelestai!” It is finished.


In Jesus’ culture, it was a huge embarrassment to run out of wine at a wedding. Especially for the groom. He’s had a year to prepare for this week, and to run out so early in the celebration does not bode well for his marriage. Mary understands this, so she taps Jesus on the shoulder. But think about it. Why would she go and talk to Jesus?


Because she knows He can do something about it.


And even though He hasn’t performed a miracle yet, she’s not forgotten that very first miracle, when the angel showed up in her bedroom and said, “Mary, you are with child and you are pregnant.” And she said, “Hey, listen, I know I failed a health class, but there’s a prerequisite to pregnancy that I have not participated in.” And the angel essentially said, “Well, guess what? It’s God’s baby. And he’s in there. Merry Christmas.” Scripture says, She hid these things in her heart.


Mary knows full well that Jesus is the only begotten Son of God and He can do anything. Remember, that’s what she told the angel: “With God all things are possible.” So she says, “Hey, listen, they’re out of wine.” And then—don’t miss this—here’s the best advice in all of the Scriptures. She tells the servants, “Do whatever He tells you to do.”


Bam! Mic drop. How different would all of our lives be if we just did that?


Recently I was having a pretty intense conversation with one of my children based on some unwise decisions they had made. To make my point that their obedience to me would lead only to freedom, these words came out of my mouth: “If you would just do what I say, your life would be so amazing.” And the Spirit of God nudged me. It felt like He said, “Say that again.” Does the Spirit of God ever sound a little sarcastic to you? And as I repeated the words I thought, “Okay, God. I got it. If I would just do what YOU say to do, my life would be amazing.” Point taken.


John 2:6 says, “Now there were six stone water jars there for the Jewish rites of purification.” In the first century, there were ceremonial washings all over the place. I don’t know if you’ve seen the Jesus movies on TV, but there’s a whole lot of beach and not a lot of ocean. It’s really sandy. Everybody’s dirty all the time. When you arrived anywhere you wouldn’t have time to shower like we do today. You’d wash your hands, and you would do it ceremonially by sticking your hands all the way up to your elbows into these big stone jars, washing all the dirt off your hands, and then shaking them dry.


Also, first-century weddings would last for a week. Meaning, people had been washing their hands in these jars over and over and over. Each jar held twenty or thirty gallons. Jesus turns to the servants and says, “Fill the jars with water,” and they fill them to the brim. And when they had, He said, “Now draw some out and take it to the master of the feast.”


Think about the servants. Put yourself in their shoes. They think they’re about to prank the master of the feast. I know he’s had some wine. You think he’ll notice if we slip him some nasty, dirty water? Do you know where their hands have been? Now imagine their surprise when the master of the feast tasted the water, now wine.


Then the master of the feast called the bridegroom and said, “Hey, bridegroom come here. Everyone serves the good wine first. And when people have drunk freely, you bring out the poor wine.” You know what I’m talking about. It means you start your evening off with a nice local craft beer, but by the end it’s nothing but Natty Light. From high-end stuff with a cork to a box. From Caymus to cardboard. That’s just what it is, okay? I’m just reading the Bible.


The master says, “You’ve kept the good wine until now.” This is the first of His signs. Notice that. It’s a big deal. This is the first of the signs that Jesus did at Cana, in Galilee, and manifested His glory, and His disciples believed in Him and trusted Him. Miracles, particularly in the Gospel of John, are called signs because they point to something greater.


They manifest His glory, and that leads to belief. These are not fables or parables. They’re actual historical events. I once heard somebody explain miracles in regard to dimensions. Like this—imagine you lived in a two-dimensional world. All you had was length and width, so you lived on this piece of paper, and you’re a stick figure. And if there was a line across the piece of paper, when you got to it, it would be impossible and impassable. But if you were a three-dimensional person, you’re like, “It’s not even hard. Watch this, you just step over it.” And in the two-dimensional world, you would see the three-dimensional person step over and be like, “It’s a miracle.” So what if the creator of all things just has more dimensions than we do? And all we can do is our five senses and the laws of nature? And so He’s like, “Look, this isn’t even hard to do… If I spoke water into existence, I can switch it to wine, or walk on it, or make it stop, or whatever I want.” You know what I mean?


Yale physicist Robert Adair proved mathematically and scientifically that it’s impossible to hit a ninety-mile-an-hour fastball. He measured all the things, like how long it takes your eyes to perceive the ball and tell your brain, That’s a strike, and tell your hands, Throw the bat at the ball. It’s close to 0.5 seconds for that to happen, but it takes only 0.4 seconds for the ball to get from the pitcher’s hand to the catcher’s mitt. So it’s statistically impossible to hit a ninety-mile-an-hour fastball. But it’s undeniable that people do it all the time. It’s not even that hard for those guys. A third of them do it every time and get on base. Just because you can’t explain it, or account for it scientifically or mathematically or medically or whatever, doesn’t mean it didn’t or can’t happen.


So how difficult do you think it was for Jesus, the creator of everything in the known universe, who just spoke it into existence, to take some dirty water and turn it into wine? Because He is before all things and in Him all things hold together, and through Him all things were created by Him and for Him and through Him and to Him. So what we see as miraculous is just like another day at the beach for Jesus.


So Jesus told the servants, “Take the jars. Fill them. Dip out some dirty water. Take it to the host.” What? You kidding me? That doesn’t make any sense. It’s dirty water. Or is it? What if God’s great miracle in your life is just on the other side of a step of obedience? Because—look closely—what came first? His miracle or their obedience to His word?


When was the last time you acted upon what “He told you to do” even when it made no sense to you whatsoever? If you can’t remember, then you may not be in step with the sovereign savior. Here’s why this matters: Faith does stuff. Faith acts. Faith fills the jars and takes some dirty water to the host. So, where are you in your faith walk? Dipping your toe or diving in? According to Scripture, we walk by faith and not by sight (2 Cor. 5:7), and without faith, it’s impossible to please Him (Heb. 11:6). I’m trying to get us to the place where we dive in and please Him.


Back to Cana: Here’s why Jesus turns water into wine. It’s really found in two verses in John 2, verses 4 and 11. In verse four, it says: “And Jesus said to her, ‘Woman, what does this have to do with me? My hour has not yet come.’” What does He mean here when He says, “My hour has not yet come”? Good question. He’s talking about that moment He goes to the cross, pushes up on his nail-pierced feet, and says: “It is finished.”


That’s the moment.


Because in that moment He will become sin and endure the full wrath of God. But this moment is not that hour. In verse 11, it says: “This, the first of his signs, Jesus did at Cana in Galilee, and manifested his glory. And his disciples believed in him.” Said another way, His disciples trusted him. Here’s the thing about a sign—a sign isn’t really anything in and of itself. A sign is not the thing; a sign points to something greater than itself. If you’re driving down I-95 and you see a sign for Jacksonville, that sign is not Jacksonville. That sign points you to something greater than that sign: Jacksonville.


Signs point to the real thing. Jesus didn’t just turn water to wine so that the party could go on. That’s not the point. The purpose of Jesus’ miracles isn’t necessarily to show his raw power. He wasn’t just flexing for the sake of flexing. He could have walked around and just levitated everybody. “Hey, you don’t believe in God? Watch this.” Although He could, He didn’t do that. He’s not demonstrating his raw power so you think He’s all that. The fact that He turned water into wine points to something. And that something is His redemptive purpose.


The reality is that we are the dirty water that has been transformed into the good wine.


Now here’s what I think, and I admit I’m making a bit of a guess, but give me a little hermeneutical license, all right? Note: I’m not saying I’m right. This is an opinion. Said another way, the Bible’s over there. I’m over here. What if Jesus is doing what every single person at a wedding does? And I don’t mean every single person. I mean every unmarried person. Every time an unmarried person goes to a wedding, they think about their wedding. If you’re a girl anywhere between ages of like four and 114, that’s what you’re thinking about. At every wedding, all the single ladies get back here and judge, chirp, and critique. It’s just what they do. “Her dress was all right, but I don’t think I’d wear that in white… And those over there, they looked like Easter eggs.” You know that’s what you do.


It’s the feminine experience—this weird mix of competitiveness and hope. And if you brought a date, you’re dropping hints. And if you’re a guy, you’re no different. You’re standing there watching all this around you and you’re imagining yourself in the middle. That moment she walks down the aisle. We all do. What if Jesus, a single man, about thirty years old, is thinking about his own wedding?


And some of you that just read that are like: “Whoa! Hey, wait a minute now. Jesus never got married.”


True. At least not here on earth. But weddings matter to Jesus. In fact, the Bible begins (Genesis 2) and ends with a wedding, and the first sign occurs at a wedding, so I think it’s safe to say that Jesus is into weddings. Go with me to the book of Revelation. Chapters 19 and 21. It’s a description of Jesus’ wedding day.


“Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for the first heaven and the first earth had passed away, and the sea was no more. And I saw the holy city, new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a loud voice from the throne saying, ‘Behold, the dwelling place of God is with man. He will dwell with them, and they will be his people, and God himself will be with them as their God. He will wipe away every tear from their eyes, and death shall be no more, neither shall there be mourning, nor crying, nor pain anymore, for the former things have passed away.’ And he who was seated on the throne said, ‘Behold, I am making all things new.’ Also he said, ‘Write this down, for these words are trustworthy and true.’ And he said to me, ‘It is done! I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end. To the thirsty I will give from the spring of the water of life without payment’” (Rev. 21:1–6).


“Then I heard what seemed to be the voice of a great multitude, like the roar of many waters and like the sound of mighty peals of thunder, crying out, ‘Hallelujah! For the Lord our God the Almighty reigns. Let us rejoice and exult and give him the glory, for the marriage of the Lamb has come, and his Bride has made herself ready; it was granted her to clothe herself with fine linen, bright and pure’—for the fine linen is the righteous deeds of the saints. And the angel said to me, ‘Write this: Blessed are those who are invited to the marriage supper of the Lamb’” (Rev. 19:6–9).


To all of us surrendered to the Lordship of Jesus Christ, this is where we’re headed. The most epic party in the history of parties. When Jesus said, “I am the way, the truth, and the life, and no one comes to the Father but by me”… this is what He’s talking about. His wedding. To all the rest of you not yet surrendered, I’ve got great news. You too are invited. He doesn’t want anyone left out. He wants all to come to repentance and that none should perish. But there’s a catch—you have to RSVP before either the event or your death. Whichever comes first.


When I read about the miracle at Cana, I think Jesus is staring at that dirty water turned wine and He’s looking at His mom, His friends, the servants, and the wedding attendees, and He’s thinking to Himself, “I know this is going to blow your mind but stick around. I’m just getting warmed up.”


While that feast is somewhere in the future for all of us, Jesus also knows that in the much more immediate or short term, He, like the guy who threw the weeklong party for the wedding, is going to have to pay a price. Now I have to be careful here because we’re dealing with two cultures separated by about two thousand years, but in that culture in that day and age, a price was paid for the bride. The more beautiful the bride, the greater the price. I think Jesus is staring at that water, looking at you and me in the future—the spotless bride of incomparable beauty—and He knows the purchase price.


His very own blood.


If you’re new to Bible study you may be wondering, “How am I getting this wine-equals-blood thing?” I’m glad you asked. On the night Jesus was betrayed, He gathered His disciples in the upper room, and they thought they were going to celebrate the Passover. A yearly feast celebrating the liberation of God’s people out of slavery in Egypt.


On that night, Jesus took the bread and was supposed to say Jewish Rabbinical stuff about Moses and Pharaoh and, “Let my people go.” But instead of doing that, He personalizes it, breaks the bread, and says, “This is my body.”


For them, this was like driving down the interstate at 80 mph and throwing the gear shift into reverse. They had no idea what He was talking about.


After the meal, He held up this cup filled with wine. And said, “This is my blood. Poured out for the forgiveness of sin.” Then He goes on to say, “This cup is a cup of the new covenant.”
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