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To my pastor, Scott Bauer, in his memory I miss you, Scott. As a shepherd you led me like Jesus—as a man you called me Friend. Rest assured, dear Brother, for through me and the many others you poured yourself into, your ministry lives on!
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INTRODUCTION
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“LET US FIX OUR EYES ON JESUS”

As many of you may know, several years ago I had the remarkable privilege of portraying Jesus on film. The movie is called The Gospel of Matthew, and the incredible thing about it is, that’s exactly what the movie is—word for word, the Gospel of Matthew. As an actor I had to memorize Jesus’ every word and strive to understand His heart like never before. The only word to describe that time in my life is extraordinary.

But that’s not the experience I want to focus on in this introduction to Jesus Wept. Rather, it’s something that happened years later—in fact, just a few months ago. 

Consider him … so that you will not grow weary and lose heart.

I was scheduled to speak at a gathering of maybe two thousand people. When I walked into the auditorium, the music had already begun, and I could tell the evening was going to be a great time of celebrating Jesus. 

Right away something on the stage caught my eye. There, propped on an easel along the right side of the platform, was a huge paining—a montage of three images of Jesus, two of which were obviously based on scenes from The Gospel of Matthew.

Now, I’ve seen my own face in paintings of Jesus before. As you might imagine, it feels a little funny. I’m humbled and honored that what I did in film means so much to some people that they would actually paint it. But seeing one of those paintings, especially when it’s big—some have been huge! Kind of makes me want to crawl under a table. 

The two images from the movie were of Jesus bloodied and hanging on the cross and Jesus weeping over a blind beggar’s shoulder, holding him tight against His chest, just weeping. This second image brought back one of my favorite memories of the entire filming—a favorite because in that scene, Jesus was revealed to me like I’d never understood Him before.

You will … find me when you seek me with all your heart.

I will never forget it. We were filming in rural Morocco, and the man who played the blind beggar really was a blind beggar. Sparing you all the pre-scene details, the director called, “Action!” and the filming began. Suddenly I found myself down in the dirt with this guy, 

face to face

close up

eye to eye

just as Jesus undoubtedly was when the encounter really took place two thousand years ago.

As the scene progressed, I was so overwhelmed with this man’s brokenness that I started to cry and cry. My heart shattered, and all I could do was cry. 

But far beyond my own feelings, what really hit me was Jesus’ heartbreak over him—the depth of Jesus’ compassion for this man and how desperately Jesus must love him. I tell you, I knew about Jesus’ love for people in pain before that day, but I never really “got it” until that moment.

For the very first time, with every tear that I cried as I knelt in that Moroccan sand, I understood that Jesus was crying a thousand more. He loves that man so much—so desperately … 

Streams of tears flow from my eyes because my people are destroyed.

And I just broke completely. I pulled the guy into my arms, and long after the camera stopped rolling, I cried and cried and cried. You could have heard a pin drop; the cast and crew were frozen. I will never forget what one cast member told me while watching the footage later: “I’ve known Jesus a long time, but I don’t think I ever really knew Him until now.” 

Flash forward. There I was, about to speak to the crowd, and I saw that “revelation moment” immortalized in a painting sitting to the right of the stage. The memories flooded back to me—the memory of the experience and the memory of discovering who Jesus truly is within it. 

Immediately after the service, I asked around and discovered that the artist was there at the gathering. We met and hugged. She said she was so excited to meet me. Then she began to tell me why she had painted that painting and why she’d chosen those specific images for her montage. And I tell you, as she explained her reasons for painting the scene of Jesus and the blind man, I was overwhelmed all over again. 

This woman, this artist, said that some time ago she had suffered a brutal and violent rape. (Forgive me for being so blunt, but the only way I know to say it is to just say it.) I didn’t learn the particulars, and I was at least smart enough not to ask. Suffice it to say, it was a horrific tragedy. I have to guess that unless you’ve been through such a thing, you can’t imagine it. And my being a guy especially—in a million years I’m sure I couldn’t begin to understand the depths of the nightmare this woman experienced. 

She told me about the pain and the trauma, the shame and the fear, and her desperate attempts to “climb free” of it all. Then someone introduced her to The Gospel of Matthew, and after discovering Jesus in all His compassionate reality, she was set free. And today she stands completely free!

No more shame

no more nightmares

no more fear

—just completely free, free, free! Oh, praise the name of Jesus! Isn’t He something? I love it!

Here’s the thing she told me: “Bruce, I’ve known Jesus since I was a little girl, but I didn’t know He cried over my pain. I didn’t know His heart broke even more than mine when I suffered. He was there that night, Bruce, weeping and weeping for what was happening to me. I never knew that. I was just so angry at Him for what happened. But He didn’t cause it. In fact, it tore Him up. I just never knew before …” 

Somehow, watching that scene with the blind beggar, this woman learned what I learned in reenacting it:

Jesus’ compassion

His heartbreak

His love

—the breathtaking depth of it all—in the midst of our crises. And it healed her soul.

Then she explained about the crucifixion image. She said this picture expressed her realization that as much as she had suffered, Jesus suffered far more. He carried the weight of her pain, the horror of the rape, on His shoulders that day. He suffered through it all and then some. She realized that she was not alone in her pain—that Jesus knew pain too. He knew her pain. And once again, the realization healed her soul. 

He was pierced … he was crushed … the punishment that brought us peace was upon him.

The act of painting helped solidify and document her healing process. With each stroke, she immersed herself more deeply in Jesus’ compassion and love for her—and her soul was healed even more. 

It is that compassion—those tears that Jesus weeps over our sorrow and tears, our losses and grief, our pain and brokenness; it is His pain in the midst of our pain—your pain, my pain—that’s what Jesus Wept is all about. That’s why I took the time to write it, and hopefully you’ll take the time to read it. Because when we immerse ourselves in an understanding of the love and compassion of Jesus—of who He truly is in the reality and fullness of His Person—when we “consider him,” as Hebrews 12:3 says, we “will not grow weary and lose heart,” and our souls will be healed. Oh, how He longs to reach in the heal our souls! 
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Every one of us remembers the events of September 11, 2001, all too well. One could easily call it “the tragedy of all tragedies,” if I may use that phrase—fully sensitive to the fact that day in and day out, as people in a broken world, we suffer all sorts of tragedies. That day just seemed like a whole lot more. And I don’t think many people would argue with me, considering the sheer magnitude of the destruction and the compound layers of agony—the lives upon lives that were snagged in the grip of that horror; the lives upon lives that are still being pieced back Together because of that terror. 

There’s just no minimizing September 11. May I say to those of us who weren’t directly affected by losing family or friends: We can say we understand all day long, but I promise you, there’s just no way we can ever really know what others have gone through. And may I say to those of you who did love loved ones that day: I’m so, so sorry. I Know these are only empty words, but they’re all I have. I’m just so, so sorry.

If you don’t mind, because that day is so universally etched in our collective hearts and minds, I’d like to refer to it occasionally in the pages that follow.
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