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How to Deal With Tough Times:

Following the Example of James
A Dramatic Monologue
Characteristic of Completeness:  Salvation by Grace
Big Idea:  My Redeemer lives!
Related Scriptures:  John 3:16; 5:24; 6:40, 47; 1 Corinthians 9:26-27;

Romans 8:22-25; 11:33; James 1:2-4; 16-18

I.
It is easy to get names confused in the Bible.  Take my name, for example.  I am James.  But I am not James the son of Zebedee.  No, he is one of the original twelve apostles.  I am not that James.  Nor am I James the son of Alphaeus.  He too is one of the twelve.  I am not that James.  I am not one of the twelve.
I am James, the older brother of Joseph, but not Joseph of Arimathea.  I am James, the older brother of Simon, but not Simon Peter.  I am James, the older brother of Judas, but not Judas Iscariot.
Are you confused?  So am I.  Perhaps it is helpful to say that I am James, the son of Joseph and Mary.  And perhaps is most helpful to say that I am James, the younger brother of Jesus the Christ.
II.
Do you ever wonder what it is like to grow up with Jesus as your older brother?  Do you ever wonder what it is like to grow up with an older brother who is never sinful?  Never immoral.  Never rebellious.  Not ever.

Well, let me tell you, as a child, I did not like it.  I grew up to resent Jesus.  Think of it.  I am the number-two son behind Jesus.  I am always the closest point of comparison.  There is Jesus and then me.  That is a very big drop off.  People always say, “Jesus is such a good boy.  What a fine young man.”  By comparison, then they look at me and say, “Well, you win some; you lose some.”  I can never live up to “Mr. Perfect.”  Sometimes my parents say to me, “Why can’t you be more like Jesus?”  And the words echo in my mind, haunting me.  And I grow to hate Him.
One time when Jesus was twelve and I was just a little younger, my family travels to Jerusalem for the Feast of Passover.  When the celebration is over, we leave for home.  But Jesus is not with us.  I know this, but I do not tell my parents because I hope Jesus will get in trouble.  After a day of travel, my parents realize that Jesus is not with us.  They are alarmed, and we turn back to Jerusalem.  But I am delighted.  “Jesus is finally in trouble,” I think to myself.  “He is going to get it now.”  On the way back to Jerusalem, I try to goad my parents.  I say to my father in the hearing of my mother, “Papa, tell me again about the Scriptures—the part of the holy writing that goes,
“The rod and reproof give wisdom,

But a child who gets his own way brings shame to his mother.”

“Papa, tell me again what this means.”

We arrive back in Jerusalem, and my parents feverishly look for Jesus.  We finally find Him in the temple, listening and asking questions.  My parents are initially relieved and then angry.  And I am delighted.  My mother says to Jesus,
“Son, why have You treated us this way? Behold, Your father and I have been anxiously looking for You.”

And I think, “Oh, yes.  Here it comes.  Is He going to get the rod?  Is He going to have to do my chores now?  Is He going to get grounded?”

Then Jesus says,

“Why is it that you were looking for Me? Did you not know that I had to be in My Father’s house?”

My parents are astonished.  And they look at each other.  And they do nothing!  They do nothing but bid Jesus to come.  And He obeys.  There is no rod.  There is no grounding.  There is only the long, bitter trip home.  I hate Him.

On the way home, I occasionally walk next to Jesus and mockingly mutter His words, just loud enough for Him to hear:  “I had to be in My Father’s house.  I had to be in My Father’s house.”
Some years later, my father, Joseph, he dies.
  And we are inconsolably grief-stricken.  From the midst of our mourning, my brother Jesus emerges as the man of the house.  I do not want Him as my brother.  And now, I certainly do not want him as my father.  I hate Him.
III.
Nearly twenty years later, Jesus begins His public ministry.  I cannot believe what He says.  Over and over again, in various ways, Jesus, my big brother, claims to be God, and He offers eternal life to all who will simply believe Him for it.
He says,

“For God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whoever believes in Him shall not perish, but have eternal life.”

He says,

“Truly, truly, I say to you, he who hears My word, and believes Him who sent Me, has eternal life . . .”

He says,

“For this is the will of My Father, that everyone who beholds the Son and believes in Him will have eternal life . . .”

He says,

“Truly, truly, I say to you, he who believes has eternal life.”

With talk like this for some two years, Jesus offends people.  Some believe in Him because he seems to do miraculous things.  But many more like me think He is crazy and blasphemous.  And some in Judea are out to kill Him.  I know that some in Judea are out to kill Jesus.  My younger brothers and I, we all know that His life is in danger in Judea.  So, it comes time for the Jewish Feast of Booths.  The Feast of Booths is a Jewish religious celebration held in Judea—the very place where people want to kill Jesus.  So I offer Jesus a suggestion.  I say,
“Leave here and go into Judea . . . show Yourself to the world.”

It is my way of saying, “Why don’t you go show off and get yourself assassinated while you’re at it.”  My brothers and I, we do not believe in Jesus.

IV.
Eventually, the darkness of our hearts turns out to be prophetic.  Jesus gets Himself crucified.  I am conflicted by this.  On the one hand, I think He deserves it.  His blasphemies are unforgivable.  And my hatred longs for Him to pay.
But He is my brother.

And in death, as in life, He is other-worldly.  He does not fight as He is flogged.  He does not retaliate as He is ridiculed.  He does not revile as He is punished on the cross.
. . . Like a lamb that is led to slaughter,

And like a sheep that is silent before its shearers,

So He did not open His mouth.

It is as if the cross is of His own choosing.

And in that moment, I feel that I put Him there.  The self-obsessed hatred of the Sanhedrin who called for His crucifixion.  The self-obsessed hatred of the Roman soldiers who flogged Him and nailed Him.  The self-obsessed hatred of the crowd who mocked Him.  Their hatred is my hatred.  Our hearts are the same.  I put Him there.  And I am ashamed.
Suddenly, in the midst of the crucifixion, darkness comes over the land.  It is midnight at midday.  It is a darkness so thick that it makes me blink.  It is as if the darkness of my own heart is poured out all over and mixed with the darkness of the world.  “At least no one can see me,” I think to myself.  After three hours, the light overcomes the darkness.
In the waning moments of His crucifixion, Jesus asks someone else—one of His followers named John—to care for my own mother, Mary.
  It is as if there is a deeper kind of family that I do not know.  I am not in this family.  I am on the outside looking in at my own mother.  And I miss my father.  I feel so alone.
I go home to bathe, but I do not feel clean.  I hear the rumors.  Just days after His death and burial, some are saying Jesus is risen.  I think his followers believe anything.  Someone is making things up.  Someone wants it to be so.
And then it happens.  My brother, Jesus, He appears to me.  Not in a dream.  Not as some hallucination.  But in person.  He is risen from the dead!  I fall to the ground on my face in shame; I realize my brother is the Christ, the Messiah, the Son of the living God.  I am a broken man, sobbing there before Him.
Strangely, I do not run.  I think to myself, “I deserve anything He is about to give me, even death.”  I think that He is going to get even with me.  I think that He is going to punish me.  This I deserve.
But He does not give me what I deserve.  He does not give me condemnation.  He does not even scowl at me.  Instead, by His grace, He offers me the free gift of eternal life.  All I must do is simply believe Him for it.  I believe.
Jesus explains to me that He paid for my shame.  He took the darkness of my heart upon Himself on the cross because He loves me.  Though I hated Him, He died for me that I might live through Him.  His blood bought my forgiveness.  His death and resurrection is the basis for His promise—the promise that all who believe in Him for eternal life shall have it.  He is my Redeemer.  My Redeemer lives!  I believe.  How could I not?
By His grace alone, through my faith alone, in this Christ alone I have eternal life.  I cannot lose it.  I am a new man, born again into God’s forever family.

V.
I have learned that believing in Jesus for eternal life is not all there is to the Christian life.  If that were so—if my only purpose in life is to believe in Jesus so I can get to heaven, then it would make sense for Jesus to take me to heaven the moment I believe.  But He doesn’t.  He leaves me here on earth as His child to fulfill another purpose.
Once I believe in His promise, Jesus calls me to follow His ways.  In fact, He unflinchingly commands me to be like Him.  Having given me this new start, He commands me to run the race.  That is what the Apostle Paul calls this Christian life:  a race.
  I run the race not to earn my way to heaven.  Heaven was secured for me the moment I believed.  I run the race so that when I get to heaven I will hear my brother and my Lord say, “Well done.”  So to the end of my days, I carry out this commission, this race.  Jesus ascends to heaven, and He gives me this job on earth, to run like Him.  To run for Him.  So I press on to the finish.

At times, it is grueling.  And at times, it is supposed to be.  Jesus came not just to save me from the penalty of my sin, but also to prepare me for the next life.  He saves me through faith; He prepares me through trials.  He did not come to make me comfortable in this life.  In fact, the preparation for the next life can be painful and perplexing.

How can I explain it?  When I was in my mother’s womb, God prepared me by forming my senses.  He completed me by forming my sense of touch, my sense of smell, my sight, my hearing, my taste.  These senses were of limited value to me in my life in the womb.  In fact, the completion of these senses brought me the awareness of pain and discomfort and trials.  By my senses, I felt the pain of childbirth.  I did not understand what was happening.  And I came screaming into this life outside the womb, demanding to be comforted, demanding that my needs be met.
I see now what I could not see then.  In my life in the womb, God was preparing my physical senses for this life outside the womb.  And now, He is at work in me to complete my spiritual senses—to refine my faith—in preparation for the life to come.  As I run the race of this life, I feel the pangs of childbirth pushing me to the next.
  And sometimes I cannot explain God’s ways of completion anymore than I could explain them in the womb.

But I know this.  The more spiritually complete I become, the more uncomfortable I am with this life, and the more I want to go on to the next.  So I press on.  I know my Redeemer lives.  And I write to my fellow believers:
Consider it all joy, my brethren, when you encounter various trials, knowing that the testing of your faith produces endurance. And let endurance have its perfect result, so that you may be perfect and complete, lacking in nothing.

The year is 62 AD.  I am an old man.  I am now a leader in the church of Jerusalem.  The pangs of childbirth are all around.  God is completing us, preparing us.  You see, the church began in Jerusalem.  As it grew, it came under great persecution—persecution that drove some Christians out of Jerusalem.  The Christians spread throughout Judea, into Samaria to the north, and beyond.

We know what it is like to experience trials.  Before we became Christians, we were oppressed by the Roman government because we were Jews, but at least we had a strong Jewish community for support.  But when we became Christians, Roman persecution intensified, and we are now hated and rejected by our own Jewish community.  Our friends turn on us.  Our families reject us.  Our businesses dry up.  We are mocked.  Our children are ostracized.  But I know my Redeemer lives.
Festus, the Roman Procurator over Judea dies.  Nero appoints a replacement named Albinus.  But before he arrives, the members of the Jewish Sanhedrin take advantage of the temporary absence of Roman control.  The Sanhedrin assembles without Roman consent.  They take me, as the leader of the church, and they put me before a crowd.  And they threaten me.  They charge me to renounce my faith in Jesus in the presence of all or be stoned to death for blasphemy.

But my focus is on the finish.  My God is carrying me to the finish, refining me, completing me.  So I press on.  I say in the presence of all, “This Jesus is the Christ, the Messiah, the Son of the living God.  I know my Redeemer lives!”
The first stone strikes, and the pain pierces my body.  I fall to the ground.  I am pummeled.  I am weak.  I am nauseated from pain.  I am drifting from consciousness.

And I am honored.  I am honored to share in the sufferings of Christ, my brother, my Savior.  I came into this life screaming.  I go out like my Savior.  In silence.  Ushered into the applause of heaven.  It is finished.  I know my Redeemer lives!
(Start video  here, immediately after the monologue is done.  As soon as the video is finished,  advance to the next slide.  It will automatically transition to the following verse:)

Don’t be fooled, my dear friends.  Every good and perfect gift comes down from the Father who created all the lights in the heavens. . . . He wanted us to be his own special people, and so he sent the true message to give us new birth.
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