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Captivated 

 

Did you catch the goings on down under at the Australian Open? 

The splendid Roger Federer, at the age of 35, and against all odds, returned from a 6-month layoff due to knee 

surgery to stunningly win his 18
th

 major tournament. 

It had been 4-1/2 years since his last grand slam win, and he bested his longtime rival, Rafael Nadal, in a shot 

making five set thriller. 

About midway through the tournament I texted a friend of mine that it was looking like a Roger vs Rafa 

showdown in the final – I was half kidding!  But of course, I was also hoping it would pan out. 

I then went on to remind my friend that I have become a big Rafa fan over the last few years.  (This type of 

thing tends to happen to me – I begin to appreciate someone’s work ethic and tireless devotion to their craft 

long after others have noticed it.) 

I ended our conversation by saying that if I had it to all over again, I would have been a Rafa fan and not a 

Roger fan.  My friend quickly put me in my place, as he knows me: “No way” 

No Way, indeed.  The truth is, I distinctly remember the time and place I first saw Roger Federer play, as if it 

was yesterday.  It was a fourth round match at Wimbledon, 2001. 

He was a serve and volleying nineteen year old and went on to beat the great Pete Sampras in straight sets. 

I was immediately captured by his graceful athleticism, his elegance, the way he moved around the court - or 

more accurately floated.   Even then, he had the calm assurance that great athletes have. 

I was captivated. 

On that July day, I took my seat on the Fed Express for life.  Silly for me to think it could have gone any other 

way. 

There was no going back, not even if I wanted to.  No changing allegiances. 

 



 

(Let me pause and tell you that as my wife is reading this at this point, she thinks my affection for Federer is a 

little over the top….  I cannot disagree!  However, there is a point.  Keep reading…) 

Jesus stated that, “no one can come to Me unless the Father who sent Me draws him….” (John 6:44) 

The word translated here as “draws” is from the Greek word, “helkuo”, which means, “to drag” (both 

figuratively and literally). 

God initiates the entire salvation experience.  He is the one who woos us! 

R.C. Sproul commented on this phenomenon this way: 

“There is no doubt that we respond to His drawing us, but the drawing itself is all on His part.   Helkuo is used 

in John 21:6 to refer to a heavy net full of fish being dragged to the shore.  In John 18:10 we see Peter drawing 

his sword, and in Acts 16:19 helkuo is used to describe Paul and Silas being dragged into the marketplace 

before the rulers.  Clearly, the net had no part in its being drawn to the shore, Peter’s sword had no part in 

being drawn, and Paul and Silas did not drag themselves to the marketplace.  The same can be said of God’s 

drawing of some to salvation.  Some come willingly, and some are dragged unwillingly, but all eventually come, 

although we have no part in the drawing.” 

Some might say, well, why does it have to be that way? 

Because not one of us would come to God the Father on our own!   

In my case, Jesus, by the supernatural work of the Holy Spirit, drew me, wooed me – dragged me – to Him in 

my mid-twenties.  I had spent ten years running from Him, only to finally be caught!  

I remember that mid-summer night as if it was yesterday. 

I was completely overwhelmed by the amazing truth of His grace, mercy and love.  It was unlike anything I had 

ever experienced in my life. 

In a single moment, I was radically changed.  I was a new creation.  It was as if I had scales on my eyes like the 

apostle Paul, and they suddenly fell from my face and I could see for the first time.  I could not tell you where a 

single verse was in the Bible, but suddenly, I knew the entire gospel message. 

Now, as Sproul indicated (slightly, he is after all, a Calvinist!), I had a part in this.  I had to say yes.  I had to 

repent.  I had to acknowledge that I was a sinner, in need of salvation.  I had to accept the payment for those 

sins by the sinless son of God.  I had to say yes to Jesus. 

But how could I not!?  Similarly, to my being “dragged” on to the Fed Express, I really had no choice.  I was 

captivated!  And once you are captivated you simply cannot un-captivate yourself. 

Has Jesus grabbed your heart?   

Has he caught you in his nets?  Have you been overwhelmed by his love? 

Have you been captivated…. with no turning back? 

 


