WINDOWS ON EASTER
Lenten Worship Series – Palm Sunday
Window of Tears – Jesus
March 28, 2021

	WORSHIP SERVICE OUTLINES
Each worship outline contains all elements needed for your worship service.  The order of each service presented is only a suggestion.  No doubt changes will be needed to accommodate the flow and worship style of your corps.  The outlines are flexible and allow opportunities to “cut and paste” as needed.  If you are blessed with instrumental or vocal music resources, you may find there is more structured material here than needed.  Sermon manuscripts are included as a sample and not to be preached verbatim.



[*Children enter sanctuary waving palm branches during song.]
	Song – Hosanna, Loud Hosanna
By Jenette Threlfall (Not in SASB)
	TB-127 – Ellacombe
	HTD1-T9 (3 vs. – band ending)

	1) “Hosanna, loud Hosanna!”  The little children sang.
Through pillared court and temple the lovely anthem rang.
To Jesus who had blessed them close folded to His breast,
The children sang their praises, the simplest and the best.

2)  From Olivet they followed ‘mid an exultant crowd,
The victor palm branch waving, and chanting clear and loud.
The Lord of men and angels rode on in lowly state,
Nor scorned that little children should on His bidding wait.

3) “Hosanna in the highest!”  That ancient song we sing,
For Christ is our Redeemer, the Lord of heav’n our King.
O may we ever praise Him with heart and life and voice,
And in His blissful presence eternally rejoice!

	Additional Optional Songs

	HC#97 – Blessed Be the Name of the Lord
	HC-97
	HCD8-T17

	SB#73/HC#141 – All hail the power
	TB-306 – Coronation
HC-141
	HTD5-T5 (4 vs.)
HCD13-T11

	HC#158 – Blessed Be Your Name
	HC-158
	HCD14-T18

	HC#188 – Save Now
	HC-188
	HCD17-T18

	SB#391/HC#171 – Stand up and bless the Lord
	TB-149 – Falcon St.  
HC-171
	HTD3-T12 (3 vs.)
HCD16-T11

	HC#195 – Hear Our Praises
	HC-195
	HCD18-T15

	HC#225 – Hosanna (Praise Is Rising)
	HC-225
	HCD21-T15

	SB#56/HC#251 – Praise to the Lord, the Almighty
	TB-735 – Lobe den Herren
HC-251
	HTD4-T11 (4 vs.)

HCD24-T11

	SB#225 – Jesus comes! Let all adore Him!
	TB-392 – Ottawa 
	HTD9-T14 (4 vs.)



Missionary Moment for World Services/Self-Denial
For World Services/Self-Denial information, see the “Goals for a Brighter Future” resources at:  https://centralmissions.org/gfbf/ 

	Drama – The Beginning of the End



Window of Tears

Call to Worship:
Perhaps there are no greater windows of the soul than our tears.  Maybe the closest communion with God comes through the sacrament of tears.  Just as grapes are crushed to make wine and grain to make bread, so the elements of this sacrament come from the crushing experiences of life.  And sometimes the crushing starts early.

One day your dog doesn’t come home, or someone at school dies, or someone you’ve fallen in love with hasn’t fallen in love with you.  You learn from the orthopedic doctor that you can no longer play the sport you have loved for half of your still very young life, or a grandparent or parent dies.  A marriage ends you thought would be the last to break up.  Each of these tearful moments is a window.

So much is distilled in our tears, not the least of which is wisdom in living life.  If you follow your tears, you will find your heart.  If you find your heart, you will find what is dear to God.  And if you find what is dear to God, you will find the answer to how you should live your life.
(Windows of the Soul, pp. 208, 211-212)

	SB#649/HC#33 – If crosses come (I’ll Not Turn Back)
	TB-490 – same
HC-33
	No CD
HCD2B-T13

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#467 – If human hearts are often tender
	TB-17 – How much more
	HTD1-T13 (3 vs.)

	SB#614 – O Jesus, Thou art standing
	TB-213 – Aurelia 
	HTD3-T3 (3 vs.)

	SB#715 – Knowing my failings
	TB-724 – same
	No CD

	SB#726 – My faith looks up to Thee
	TB-197 – Harlan
	HTD10-T2 (3 vs.)

	SB#763 – I do not ask Thee, Lord
	TB-161 – Chalvey
	No CD

	HC#58 – Praise You 
	HC-58
	HCD4-T18

	HC#87 – Passion 
	HC-87
	HCD7-T17

	HC#138 – You Are My All in All
	HC-138
	HCD12-T18



	Children’s Moment – Palm Sunday



Choric Reading – Luke 19:28-44
Jesus Comes to Jerusalem as King

Reader 1:	28 When He finished the parable, He pushed onward, climbing the steep hills toward Jerusalem.  29 He approached the towns of Bethphage and Bethany, which are near Mount Olivet. He sent two of the disciples ahead.

Jesus: 	30 Go to the next village. When you enter, you will find a colt tied—a colt that has never been ridden before. Untie it and bring it here. 31 If anyone asks you why you’re untying it, just say, “The Lord needs it.”  

Reader 1:	32 So the two disciples found things just as He had told them. 33 When its owners did indeed ask why they were untying the colt, 34 the disciples answered as they had been instructed.

Disciples: 	The Lord needs it.

Reader 1:	35 They brought the colt to Jesus, threw their coats on the colt’s back, and then sat Jesus on it. 36 As Jesus rode along, some people began to spread their garments on the road as a carpet. 37 When they passed the crest of Mount Olivet and began descending toward Jerusalem, a huge crowd of disciples began to celebrate and praise God with loud shouts, glorifying God for the mighty works they had witnessed.

Disciples: 	38 The King who comes in the name of the Eternal One is blessed!  Peace in heaven! Glory in the highest!

Pharisees:	39 Teacher, tell these people to stop making these wild claims and acting this way!

Jesus: 	40 Listen—if they were silent, the very rocks would start to shout! 

Reader 1:	41 When Jerusalem came into view, He looked intently at the city and began to weep.

Jesus:	42 How I wish you knew today what would bring peace!  But you can’t see.  43 Days will come when your enemies will build up a siege ramp, and you will be surrounded and contained on every side.  44 Your enemies will smash you into rubble and not leave one stone standing on another, and they will cut your children down too, because you did not recognize the day when God’s Anointed One visited you.
(Luke 19:28-44, The Voice)

[Please print Congregational Prayer in bulletin.]
Congregational Prayer:

Help me to understand the weight you carried on that long road to Jerusalem.  How much destruction did you see beyond the rubble of the temple?  How many nations did you see beating their plows into swords and their pruning hoods into spears?  How many Stalins and Hitlers did you see gathering darkly on the political horizon?

How many genocides did you witness because there was no peace between nations?  How many homicides, because there was no peace between neighbors?  How many suicides, because there was no peace in the human heart? 

How much racial hatred did you see with those tear-filled eyes?  How much fighting under the banner of religion?  How much injustice?

How much, Lord, did you see?  How much did you feel?  How many tears did those eyes of yours cry?

Help me to see, in the sometimes-blinding fervor of patriotism, that you came because of your Father’s love for the world.  The whole world.  That your tears were not just for Jerusalem but also for Rome.  Not just for Gettysburg but also for Atlanta.  Not just for Treblinka but also for Hiroshima.

I pray for that world which your Father cradles so closely to his heart.  A world that is on the brink of breaking apart.  A world that is war-torn and weary.  A world that knows so little of the peace you have to offer.

Help me to know that peace, O Lord, especially in my suffering.

Help me to understand that there is a communion with you that can only be shared through the sacrament of tears.  And as I bend my knees, draw me close…hold me tight…give me peace… Amen.
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 324-332)

Announcements and Offering

Testimony of Faith – [Choose someone from the congregation who can testify on this theme.]

Message – Window of Tears – Jesus 

	SB#467 – If human hearts are often tender
	TB-17 – How much more
	HTD1-T13 (3 vs.)

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#649/HC#33 – If crosses come (I’ll Not Turn Back)
	TB-490 – same
HC-33
	No CD
HCD2B-T13

	SB#715 – Knowing my failings
	TB-724 – same
	No CD

	SB#726 – My faith looks up to Thee
	TB-197 – Harlan
	HTD10-T2 (3 vs.)

	SB#763 – I do not ask Thee, Lord
	TB-161 – Chalvey
	No CD

	HC#58 – Praise You 
	HC-58
	HCD4-T18

	HC#87 – Passion 
	HC-87
	HCD7-T17

	HC#138 – You are my all in all
	HC-138
	HCD12-T18



Benediction:

Option #1:
Now may the God of peace, who through the blood of the eternal covenant brought back from the dead our Lord Jesus, that great Shepherd of the sheep, equip you with everything good for doing his will, and may he work in us what is pleasing to him, through Jesus Christ, to whom be glory for ever and ever. Amen. 
(Hebrews 13:20-21, NIV)

Option #2:
Help me, O God.

Give me the courage to cry.
Help me to understand that tears bring
     freshly washed colors arching across the soul,
          colors that wouldn’t be there apart from the rain.
Help me to see in the prism of my tears,
     something of the secret of who I am.
Give me the courage
     not only to see what those tears are revealing
          but to follow where they are leading.
And help me to see,
     somewhere over the rainbow,
          that where they are leading me is home… Amen.
(Windows of the Soul, p. 213)

	SB#861/HC#149 – In Christ alone 
	TB-132 – same
HC-149
	No CD
HCD13-T19

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#26 – Great is Thy faithfulness
	TB-641 – same 
	HTD1-T10 (3 vs.)

	SB#819/HC#202 – O Church, arise
	TB-777 – same 
HC-202
	No CD
HCD19-T12

	SB#509 – O boundless salvation! 
	TB-506 – My Jesus, I love Thee
	HTD2-T3 (4 vs.)





	Lent 2021 – Palm Sunday

	DRAMA
The Beginning of the End
By Martyn Scott Thomas
© Copyright 2020 by Martyn Scott Thomas. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

	Topic:
	The Triumphal Entry

	Scripture:
	Luke 19:28-44

	Synopsis:
	Two ranking Jews discuss Jesus’ entry into Jerusalem.

	Characters:
	Festus – a servant of the High Priest
Cyrus – his Superior

	Props/Costumes:
	A desk or table with two chairs. Dark clothes.

	Setting:
	Cyrus’ office.

	Running time:
	4 minutes



[Cyrus is seated at the desk.]

Festus:		[enters] You wanted to see me, sir?

Cyrus:		Yes, Festus. Please have a seat.

Festus:		[sits] Thank you, sir.

Cyrus:		You were in Jerusalem today, correct?

Festus:		Yes, sir.

Cyrus:		And you saw that little parade?

Festus:		Yes, sir.

Cyrus:		Well?

Festus:		Well what?

Cyrus:		What did you see? Was it really him?

Festus:		Jesus? Yes, it was.

Cyrus:		[a bit agitated] And he entered like a king?

Festus:		Some would say.

Cyrus:		What do you mean?

Festus:		The crowds certainly wanted to treat him like a king.

Cyrus:		What did they do?

Festus:	They threw their cloaks and palm branches on his path, yelling and shouting, “Hosanna!”

Cyrus:		Sounds kingly to me.

Festus:		But . . .

Cyrus:		Go on.

Festus:		[almost gleefully] He was riding on a donkey.

Cyrus:		A what?

Festus:		[continuing] A borrowed donkey.

Cyrus:		Are you serious?

Festus:	The man who would be king can’t even afford a proper horse to ride in on. He couldn’t even borrow one. The best he could do was some old cast-off beast of burden.

Cyrus:		This is rich.

Festus:		Actually, quite the opposite.

Cyrus:	Jesus, the man who’s been giving us all this trouble for the past three years, is proving to be far less than the masses would make him out to be.

Festus:	But it didn’t seem to faze the crowd at all. They continued screaming and yelling as he rode in.

Cyrus:		I’m sure he loved that.

Festus:		Actually, he cried.

Cyrus:		He what?

Festus:	Just as the city came into view, he stopped his pathetic little beast in the middle of the road and wept like a baby.

Cyrus:		About what?

Festus:		Jerusalem.

Cyrus:		He cried for the city?

Festus:		Apparently.

Cyrus:		The city whose citizens were ready to make him king?

Festus:		Their “Hosannas” were still ringing through the streets.

Cyrus:		Unbelievable. But why would he be crying? Did he say anything?

Festus:	It was hard between all the sobs, but it seemed like he was mourning the destruction of Jerusalem.

Cyrus:		The what?

Festus:	He seemed to be crying because he thinks Jerusalem is going to be destroyed.

Cyrus:		How is that possible? This is God’s city. The holy temple is here. 

Festus:		I think he’s lost it.

Cyrus:		Clearly. [beat] This could be the beginning of the end.

Festus:	 	What do you mean?

Cyrus:	Well, for years he’s been doing his tricks and duping the people, but after his little stunt today, people are bound to start seeing him for what he truly is.

Festus:		A fraud and a phony.

Cyrus:		He’s breaking. 

Festus:		He’s already broken.

Cyrus:		That’s why he cried!

Festus:		Exactly. So, what do we do now?

Cyrus:		We don’t have to do anything.

Festus:		[realizing] Just wait until the people turn on him!

Cyrus:		It won’t take them long once they realize he’s not all he seems to be.

Festus:		And when they do?

Cyrus:		Then we’ll give him something to cry about.

[Blackout]




WINDOWS ON EASTER
Children’s Moment – Palm Sunday
Window of Tears – Palm Sunday
March 28, 2021

by Martyn Scott Thomas

Scripture - Luke 19:28-40

[The Narrator should call the children of the congregation forward and have them sit around his/her chair.]

Narrator:	This morning we’re going to look at the story of Palm Sunday. Does anybody know what happened on Palm Sunday? [allow the children to answer]

That’s good. Jesus rode into Jerusalem on a donkey and people shouted “Hosanna” and threw palm branches and coats on the road in front of him. That sounds like quite a parade.

How many of you have ever been to a parade? What was the parade for? What types of things did you see in the parade? [allow the children to answer] Those are all good answers.

The parade on Palm Sunday didn’t really have any of those things. It was pretty much just Jesus riding on a donkey. But the people were really excited. Do you know why? [allow the children to answer] The people were excited because they thought that Jesus was ready to be king. He had been teaching and healing people and feeding people, so they thought that he was the Messiah and he was going to save them from the Romans.

Jesus was the Messiah, and he was going to save them, but by dying on the cross, not by becoming king. Most people didn’t understand that, and by the end of the week they forgot all about the parade and didn’t really care anymore about Jesus. But we know better today and we know that Jesus died to save us and that’s worth having a parade.

Let’s pray. Dear Jesus, thank you for coming to save us by dying on the cross. And thank you that we can celebrate you today by coming to church and learning about you and singing your praises. Bless us today. Amen.

			I’ll see you back here next week.  [dismiss the children]


WINDOWS ON EASTER
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lenten Sermon Helps – Palm Sunday
Window of Tears – Jesus
March 28, 2021

Scripture:  Luke 19:28-44

[Material from Moments with the Savior by Ken Gire, pp. 324-332]

“The Lord needs it.”  And without so much as a raised brow of resistance, the owners let them borrow it.

Here it is a colt Jesus borrows.  

Before that it was a boat.  And before that a boy’s lunch.  The one he borrowed as a platform for preaching; the other, as food for a miracle.

In a week it will be a grave he borrows.  For even in death the Son of Man still has nowhere to lay his head.

Such irony.  The one through whom all things came into being, himself has nothing.  A King without so much as a colt to his name.  Without even a denarius with which to rent one.

It is such a King who rides today toward Jerusalem.  Seated not on a proud Arabian horse but on a borrowed little donkey.  His legs dangling on either side.  His feet almost dragging on the ground.

It is an unkingly sight.  Almost a comic sight.  But this is how he comes.  Meek and lowly.  Without pomp.  Without ceremony.  Without even the slightest concern for appearances.

He comes the more difficult way to Jerusalem by the uphill route to the west.  The road he travels is lined with people waiting like children on tiptoes for a parade.

One of those waiting in line does something you would expect only from a child caught up in the excitement of the moment.  He rushes toward Jesus, peels off his own cloak, and spreads it before the young donkey.

As he scurries back in line, another man strips himself and lays his garment down.

Then another.

The childlike excitement spreads, and a surge of people fills the road.  Men pulling off cloaks.  Women spreading out shawls.  Younger men climbing trees, tearing off palm fronds and olive branches and limbs of sweet-smelling balsam.  Children picking handfuls of spring flowers and sprinkling them in the Savior’s path.

As they do, the colt plods ahead one tentative step at a time, struggling under the unaccustomed weight.  Jesus also struggles with the weight he carries.  And the closer he comes to the holy city, the heavier that weight becomes.

He is so near to Jerusalem.  Yet Jerusalem is so far from him.  And the pain of that thought is almost too much for him to bear.

His burden is lightened, though, by the people lining the road, reaching out to him as he approaches, their hands an extension of their hearts.  For they have seen his miracles.  They have tasted something from heaven.  Something from the King’s own table.  Something warm and sweet and good.  They reach out to him like hungry children, children who could never again be satisfied with any other bread but his.

That is why they spread their garments before him and toss him their garlands of praise.  His coming is a royal procession; their cloaks, a welcome for their king.

Until now Jesus has refused any attempts to make him King.  When the feeding-of-the-five-thousand crowd wanted to crown him, he escaped to a quiet hillside.  When his family challenged him one Passover to reveal himself to Jerusalem, he declined.

But this Passover is different.  This Passover he comes to reveal himself.  And he has picked a colt instead of a chariot to make sure Jerusalem understands that he is the King Zechariah foretold:

Rejoice greatly, O Daughter of Zion!
Shout, Daughter of Jerusalem!
See, your king comes to you,
     righteous and having salvation,
gentle and riding on a donkey, 
     on a colt, the foal of a donkey.

In so coming, Jesus forces the hand of the religious aristocracy.  After this public act, they would have to cast a public vote.  No more meetings behind closed doors.  No more plotting in private.  They would have to come out in the open.  They would have to confess him or curse him.  Crown him or kill him.

As the colt strains to crest the hill, a small corner of the city edges into view.  To the people waiting on the downslope side, Jesus seems to rise out of the summit.  “There he is!” someone yells, and the crowd showers Jesus with praise.

“Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord!”

“Peace in heaven and glory in the highest!”

For some this is a spontaneous moment of worship.  It comes without the prompting of a leader or the guiding of a liturgy.  For their love is enough to lead them; their joy is enough of a guide.

But what is expressive for some is offensive for others.

The Pharisees are ruffled by this sudden flurry of emotion.  They worry about what could happen if this type of emotionalism swept through the gates of Jerusalem.  How it would disrupt the solemn Passover ceremonies.  How it might whisk away impressionable pilgrims from their religious roots.

At least those are the concerns that surface as they talk to the people about the dangers of this religious renegade.  Beneath the surface what each of them really worries about is that Jesus might call into question their motives and their integrity, make them look bad, undermine their authority among the people, threaten their job security.

For these reasons the sloshing joy of the crowd does not spill over to the Pharisees.  Their hears are not filled with joy but with judgment.  And since the mouth speaks from that which fills the heart, their mouths do not overflow with worship but with rebuke.

For them, the crowd is misinformed; their emotion, misguided; their praise, a mistake.

A mistake they insist Jesus correct.  But the correction he gives is aimed instead at the Pharisees, whose heads are full of theological hairs straining to be split.

How stubborn of them to stand silent when surrounded by such worship.  And how tragic.  So much education; so little understanding.  So much learning; so little life.

The lowly colt understands none of this.  It knows only that the shift in weight going downhill is a relief.  The relief is short-lived, though, for the road winds and mounts again steeply.  As it levels out, the entire city ascends into view.

Surrounded by walls that are inset with watchtowers, the city graces Mount Zion like a tiara.  It sparkles in the sun, its patch overlay of gold and bronze throwing back light like the facets of royal gems.

Behind the walls are lush gardens and lavish palaces.  There is Herod’s palace, sentried with ranks of stone columns.  There is the Fort of Antonia, garrisoned with regiments of mercenary soldiers.  And there is the temple, set like the central jewel in Jerusalem’s crown, with its looming symmetry and sharp angles of gleaming marble.

For every Jesus who ever crested that hill, it was a breathtaking sight.  But for Jesus it is a panorama of pain.

He bursts into tears.

How long he cried or how hard, we are not told.  But the word Luke uses is a strong one, used of convulsive sobbing.  Not much is made of those tears.  Luke notes them without comment.  But much is there.
In them is distilled an eternity of grief.

And although we know something of the brimming surface of those tears, we know nothing of the depths from which they are drawn.  Nothing of the pain that lies at the watery depths of his heart.  Nothing of the sorrow.  Or the sadness.

What dark thoughts billow within Jesus to produce this downpour of emotion?  What chilling sight causes his feelings to condense into tears?

Who knows for sure?  But who can blame him?  He is going to his death.  A horrible, shameful, humiliating death.  He knows the pain will be unbearable.

He knows the cloaks of honor will lead to a cloak of dishonor.  He knows the blessings outside the gates will change to curses within.  He knows the hands of praise will become fists of punishment.  He knows the reverently placed palms will become a mocking reed scepter.

But knowing all this, Jesus does not weep for himself.  He weeps for Jerusalem.

If you, even you, had only known on this day what would bring you peace—but now it is hidden from your eyes.  The days will come upon you when your enemies will build an embankment against you and encircle you and hem you in on every side.  They will dash you to the ground, you and the children within your walls.  They will not leave one stone on another, because you did not recognize the time of God’s coming to you.

Through a mist of remorse Jesus peers into Jerusalem’s future.  He sees legions of soldiers surrounding the city.  Their swords drawn.  Their battering rams positioned.  Their catapults cocked and ready to heave boulders at the walls.

He sees the bloodshed.  He hears the tortured cries.  He feels the pain of manacles cutting the wrists of survivors.

According to Josephus, Titus besieged Jerusalem in A.D. 70 when it was full of Passover visitors.  Roman troops surrounded the city and kept anyone from entering or leaving.  Cut off from supplies, many of the Jews resorted to eating the leather on their belts and sandals.  Many starved.  By August soldiers stormed the city and tore down the temple.  Those who escaped the sword fled to higher ground, but by September they too were defeated and the city destroyed.  Over a million Jews died.  Those who survived were enslaved.

How much future did Jesus see that day as he sat on the low back of that little donkey that clopped along the downhill road to Jerusalem?  Just forty years?  Or did he see further?

The Savior’s tears are mentioned sparingly in the Scripture, and then only in passing.  He wept over a friend who died.  And over a nation that, in its own way, had also died.

He called them both out of their tombs.  Lazarus came forth.  Jerusalem didn’t.

And because she didn’t, tombs would continue to chronicle the world’s suffering.

Prayer:

Lord Jesus,

Help me to understand the weight you carried on that long road to Jerusalem.  How much destruction did you see beyond the rubble of the temple?  How many nations did you see beating their plows into swords and their pruning hooks into spears?  How many Stalins and Hitlers did you see gathering darkly on the political horizon?

How many genocides did you witness because there was no peace between nations?  How many homicides because there was no peace between neighbors?  How many suicides because there was no peace in the human heart? 

How much racial hatred did you see with those tear-filled eyes?  How much fighting under the banner of religion?  How much injustice?

How much, Lord, did you see?  How much did you feel?  How many tears did those eyes of yours cry?

Help me to see, in the sometimes-blinding fervor of patriotism, that you came because of your Father’s love for the world.  The whole world.  That your tears were not just for Jerusalem but also for Rome.  Not just for Gettysburg but also for Atlanta.  Not just for Treblinka but also for Hiroshima.

I pray for that would which your Father cradles so closely to his heart.  A world that is on the brink of breaking apart.  A world that is war-torn and weary.  A world that knows so little of the peace you have to offer.

Help me to know that peace, O Lord, especially in my suffering.

Help me to understand the dark secret of love, the secret that only suffering can reveal: that if I love long enough and deeply enough, someday my heart will be broken.

As yours was broken.

Isaiah prophesied you would live among us as a brokenhearted man, a man of sorrows, acquainted with grief.

Help me to realize there are things, like the fulfillment of Isiah’s prophecy, that can only come to pass through suffering.  I know character is one of them.  And compassion is another.  What are the others, Lord?  Show me, please, so my suffering might be easier to bear.

Help me to understand that there is a communion with you that can only be shared through the sacrament of tears.  

Draw me close…hold me tight…give me peace…. Amen.
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 324-332)




