I Knew About God…

Now I Know God

By Brown Matthews
(Written between Aug. 1978 and Mar. 1979)

(Life began for me here in Birmingham, but my family moved to Tuscaloosa when I was only a year and a half old, so that is where my "formative" years were spent.)  (Growing up for me was pretty much your basic "clean-cut", "all American kid" story.
I always did well in school. Little League sports always had me as a participant, depending on the season of the year.  People considered me to be a good boy, and I guess by their standards I was. I never killed anyone, never robbed any banks, never stole any cars and never "did" any drugs.  I even went all the way through the Scout program. What more could you ask of someone?
Naturally, Church was also a large part of my upbringing. Rarely did I ever miss Sunday School or worship service. Even Vacation Bible School was never overlooked.
It seems so sad, yet so typical (which is sadder still) that for all my involvement in church, I had a lot of head knowledge about God, but no heart knowledge.  I could tell you all about David and Goliath, or Jonah and the great fish. I could recite the Nativity scene for you from the time I was six years old. I even "joined the Church" when I was in the seventh grade, but that was only because that was the age at which you were supposed to join.  In spite of all of this, God seemed terribly distant.
I had come to view God as the uncaring Master Puppeteer of the universe that made everything happen.  If I wrecked my car, God made me wreck.  If I flunked a test, God made me flunk.  The summer after I was in the ninth grade was the first time I really thought about God, seriously.  When I realized that I didn't "feel" that my life was being controlled as I thought He was supposed to control me, I decided that God must not really be there.
During the next year or so I cultivated a fairly cynical attitude.  I came to consider Church to be a farce and religious people to be fools, who believed in something that I couldn't tell existed.  Before I began my junior year in high school, my father decided to move back to Birmingham, taking my younger brother and me with him. This proved to be one of the best things that ever happened to me. It was a chance for me to more-or-Iess, start my life over again.  I was the happiest I could ever remember being.

I got involved in a thing called Campus Life, and it wasn't long before I noticed that something was different about these people.  I knew that there was a quality of life about them that I didn't have. Observing that they were "religious," I decided that must be it.  They believed in God and that Jesus was His Son, so I would too.  (I didn't know it at the time, but even Satan knows that God exists, and that Jesus Christ is His only Son, but it does him no good to know that.) 
What I did soon learn was that acknowledging the existence of God did nothing for me either.  After several more months I decided to make an appointment with the Campus Life Director after school one day to ask him what it was that made him and the others so different.
To be quite honest, I don't remember everything that he said to me.  But, I had come to the point where whatever he told me to do, I would have done it.  (Earlier in the year I remember his sharing that the prophet Isaiah had said that our righteous deeds "are like filthy garments before the Lord." There was nothing I could do on my own that would make me acceptable in God's eyes.)  That day he said something to me about accepting Jesus’ payment for my sin and asking Him to come into my life; so after I left the director and was driving home in my car, I calmly turned off the radio and said "Alright, Jesus if you're who you say you are, then that's what I want.  I want you to come into my life". It wasn't a big emotional experience, but my life hasn't been the same.
Romans 8:29 tells us that God's initial goal for each one of us is not that we be saved.  That is just the beginning. God's ultimate goal is to make each one of us just like His Son, Jesus.  I've been a Christian for a little over six years now and it has been exciting to me to see God at work in my life, changing me from the inside out, not because of anything I've done, but because His Spirit dwells within me.

In August of 1978, I graduated from the University of Alabama.  Right now the Lord has me in a full-time contemporary Christian music ministry with my best friend, 'Marty Jordan.'  Officially we're known as "Marty & Brown”.  Both of us play acoustic guitars and sing.

During these past four and a half years that we've been singing together, the Lord has sent us to many different types of places to minister.   We've sung at several dormitories and sorority houses at BAMA (the University of Alabama), as well as at the student union building there.  We've also sung at a prison, a Girl Scout meeting, and a few high school assemblies, not to mention youth retreats, conferences and concerts in churches in five states.
Though there are times when I feel like I'm singing in the power of my own flesh instead of in the power of the Holy Spirit, God continues to bless and to use our ministry.  Last year we sang over 130 times.  This year I'm sure it will be more than that. We're not just musicians.  A large part of our ministry is teaching, also.  Of Course; we may not be singing the rest of our lives.  The Lord could have something else in store for us.  Proverbs 16:9 says, "The mind of man plans his way, but the Lord directs his steps.”   I just want to be sensitive to His leading.
Brown would no doubt hope that his testimony will be a “shining star” to those who read it.  It is a blessing if his life can inspire people to come to the Lord.  On March 28, 1979; Brown Matthews was involved in an automobile accident, and went home to be with the Lord. We will miss him, but we are confident that both his life and his death were not in vain.

PAGE  
2

