WINDOWS ON EASTER
Lenten Worship Series – Week 2
Window of Worship – Mary and Martha
February 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.



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/ 

Pausing at the Window

Call to Worship:
Windows of the soul offer glimpses, however fleeting, and echoes, however faint, of some of the things that are dear to God.  At times we wonder:  How many windows have we missed because we were too busy to look?  And how much wisdom have we overlooked because we were too behind in our schedules to even see what was being offered? Psalm 46 says…
(Windows of the Soul, pp. 28, 33)

8 Come and see what the LORD has done,
    the desolations he has brought on the earth.
9 He makes wars cease
    to the ends of the earth.
He breaks the bow and shatters the spear;
    he burns the shields with fire.
10 He says, “Be still, and know that I am God;
    I will be exalted among the nations,
    I will be exalted in the earth.”
11 The LORD Almighty is with us;
    the God of Jacob is our fortress.
(Psalm 46:8-11, NIV)

	SB#332/HC#124 – Come, now is the time to worship
	TB-596 – same
HC-124
	No CD
HCD11-T14

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#2/HC#267 – All creatures of our God and King
	TB-43 – St. Francis
HC-267
	HTD2-T15 (3 vs.)
HCD25-T17

	SB#52 – O worship the king, all glorious above
	TB-479 – Hanover
HC-221
	HTD4-T4 (3 vs.)
HCD21-T11

	SB#114/HC#146 – Light of the world (Here I Am to Worship)
	TB-653 – same
HC-146
	No CD
HCD13-T16

	SB#635/HC#175 – The Heart of Worship
	TB-858 – same
HC-175
	No CD
HCD16-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#49/HC#274 – O Lord my God (How Great Thou Art)
	TB-488 – same
HC-274
	HTD1-T12 (4 vs.)
HCD26-T14



The Still Axis

Choric Reading – Luke 10:38-42
The Story of Mary and Martha

Reader 1:	Today has its own whirl of responsibilities, and if we get caught up in the spin, the windows of the soul will blur by us.  To keep that from happening, Anne Morrow Lindbergh suggests we strive “to be the still axis within the revolving wheel of relationships, obligations, and activities.”  

Reader 2:	The still axis.

Reader 1:	It is able to maintain its center no matter how fast the wheel is turning.  It is, in fact, what keeps the wheel turning.  Without the axis being still, the wheel would wobble off or else bind up and bring everything lurching to a stop.  Stillness is what gives us stability.  And it is what keeps the wheels from falling off our lives.

Reader 2:	The problem is not indigenous to our times, however fast-paced and frenetic those times may seem.  The problem is as old as humanity and as ingrained as human nature.  Paging back two thousand years and peering through the window of another culture, we see the same problem in the home of two sisters.  One is a still axis; the other is caught in a revolving wheel.
(Windows of the Soul, p. 34)

Reader 1:	38 Jesus continued from there toward Jerusalem and came to another village. Martha, a resident of that village, welcomed Jesus into her home. 39 Her sister, Mary, went and sat at Jesus’ feet, listening to Him teach. 40 Meanwhile Martha was anxious about all the hospitality arrangements.

Martha: 	Lord, why don’t You care that my sister is leaving me to do all the work by myself? Tell her to get over here and help me.

Jesus: 	41 Oh Martha, Martha, you are so anxious and concerned about a million details, 42 but really, only one thing matters. Mary has chosen that one thing, and I won’t take it away from her.	 
(Luke 10:38-42, The Voice)

	Drama – Ready or Not



	SB#376/HC#219 – King of kings, majesty
	TB-722 – same
HC-219
	No CD
HCD20-T19

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#360/HC#208 – Faithful God
	TB-607 – same
HC-208
	No CD
HCD19-T18

	SB#114/HC#146 – Light of the world (Here I Am to Worship)
	TB-653 – same
HC-146
	No CD
HCD13-T16

	SB#369/HC#119 – I love you, Lord
	TB-679 – same
HC-119
	No CD
HCD10-T19

	SB#402/HC#186 – When I look into Your holiness
	TB-927 – same
HC-186
	No CD
HCD17-T16

	SB#571/HC#47 – As the deer
	TB-559 – same 
HC-47
	No CD
HCD3-T17

	SB#582/HC#15 – Father, we love You
	TB-609 – same
HC-15
	No CD
HCD1B-T15

	HC#87 – Passion
	HC-87
	HCD7-T17

	SB#565/HC#89 – All I once held dear (Knowing You)
	TB-725 – same 
HC-89
	No CD
HCD7-T19

	HC#136 – We All Bow Down
	HC-136
	HCD12-T16

	HC#226 – I Worship You
	HC-226
	HCD21-T16

	HC#249 – Near to the Heart of God
	HC-249
	HCD23-T19

	SB#586/HC#279 – I am Thine, O Lord (Draw Me Nearer)
	TB-603
HC-279
	HTD7-T5 (3 vs.)
HCD26-T19



[Please print Congregational Prayer in bulletin]
Congregational Prayer:

Dear Savior,
When you knock on the door to my heart, what is it you are looking for?  What is it you want?  Is it not to come in to dine with me and I with you?  Is it not fellowship?

And yet, so often, where do you find me?  At your feet?  No.  In the kitchen.  How many times have I become distracted and left you there…sitting…waiting…longing?

What is so important about my kitchen full of preparations that draws me away from you?  How can they seem so trivial now and yet so urgent when I’m caught up in them?
Forgive me for being so much distracted by my preparations and so little attracted by your presence.  For being so diligent in my service and so negligent in my devotion.  For being so quick to my feet and so slow to yours.

Help me to understand that it is an intimate moment you seek from me, not an elaborate meal.

Guard my heart this day from the many distractions that vie for my attention.  And help me to fix my eyes on you.  Not on my rank in the kingdom, as did the disciples.  Not on the finer points of theology, as did the scribes.  Not on the sins of others, as did the Pharisees.  Not on a place of worship, as did the woman at the well.  Not on the budget, as did Judas.  But on you.

Bring me out of the kitchen, Lord.  Bid me come to your feet.  And there may I thrill to sit and adore thee…  Amen.
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 227-228)

Announcements and Offering

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

	Children’s Moment – Mary and Martha



Message – Window of Worship – Mary and Martha

	HC#87 – Passion
	HC-87
	HCD7-T17
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	HTD7-T5 (3 vs.)
HCD26-T19



Benediction:  A Prayer for Solitude

Help us, O God,
To be a still axis in the wheel of activities that revolves around our lives.
Deliver us from our distractions, which are many,
	and lead us to a quiet place of devotion at Your feet.
Teach us there how to pause at more windows.
We know we won’t see everything,
	but help us see something.
So much passes us by
	without attention, let alone, appreciation;
	without reflection, let alone, reverence;
	without thought, let alone, thankfulness.
Slow us down, Lord, so we may see the windows in everyday life
	and the overarching grandeur of Your image
		in the Sistine Chapel of the soul…  Amen.
(Windows of the Soul, p. 38)


	SB#77/HC#151 – Fairest Lord Jesus
	TB-206 – Ascalon
HC-151
	HTD5-T1 (3 vs.)
HCD14-T11

			Additional Optional Songs

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





	Lent 2021 Week #2

	DRAMA
Ready or Not
By Martyn Scott Thomas
© Copyright 2020 by Martyn Scott Thomas. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

	Topic:
	Worship; The Busyness of Life

	Scripture:
	Luke 10:38-42

	Synopsis:
	Two sisters prepare for the visit of a friend in quite different ways.

	Characters:
	Mary
Martha

	Props/Costumes:
	Biblical or modern dress.

	Setting:
	Bare stage.

	Running time:
	2 minutes



[Mary and Martha are standing on opposite sides of the stage. They speak to the congregation, unaware of the other’s presence.]

Mary:	Jesus is coming today. He’s such a dear friend of our family. I can’t wait to hear what he has to say. I love to hear him speak; just the sound of his voice puts me at ease. He speaks with authority, but in a gentle way. He speaks with wisdom, but makes it seem so down to earth. He speaks about God, but in a way we can all understand, not like the religious leaders. He speaks to us; his words give life to my soul.

Martha:	Jesus is coming today. He’s such a dear friend of our family. How will I ever be ready? Is he bringing anyone with him? Will I have enough food? How will I ever get the house cleaned up in time? How long will he be staying? I love him dearly but getting ready for his visit has me on edge all day.

Mary:	Jesus is coming today. I wonder if Martha will take a break and actually visit with him. She usually spends the entire time worrying, cleaning, cooking, and worrying some more. She’s busy the entire time that he’s here and never seems to allow herself even a moment to enjoy just sitting at his feet. How I wish she could relax even a little. It would do her so much good.

Martha:	Jesus is coming today. I wonder if Mary will help me at all. Can’t she see how much work there is to do? If she doesn’t want to help prepare the food, she could at least sweep the house. Or wash the dishes. Or set the table. Or anything at all. Instead she’ll probably go out and wait for him to get here and then sit at his feet and gaze up at him. I wish she would do even a little bit. It would help me so much.

Mary:	Jesus is coming today. I can’t wait for him to get here. Every time he visits it brings me so much joy.

Martha:	Jesus is coming today. I hope I can get everything done before he gets here. Every time he visits it gives me so much stress.

Mary:	Jesus is coming today. [repeats joyfully] Jesus is coming today!

Martha:	Jesus is coming today. [repeats anxiously, shaking her head in disbelief] Jesus is coming today.

[Blackout]



WINDOWS ON EASTER
Children’s Moment – Week 2
Window of Worship – Mary and Martha
February 28, 2021

by Martyn Scott Thomas

Scripture:  	Luke 10:38-42 

[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 Mary and Martha. Does anybody know that story? [allow the children to answer]. 

	That’s good. Mary and Martha were sisters and they were both good friends of Jesus. When they heard that Jesus was coming to visit, they both started getting ready, but in very different ways. Martha got busy – she cleaned, she cooked, and she cleaned some more. Does anybody here like to be busy getting things ready? What kind of things do you do? [allow the children to answer]

When Jesus arrived, Martha kept on working, but Mary sat down at Jesus’s feet and listened to everything he said. Do any of you like to just sit and listen? [allow the children to answer] So, are you more like Martha or Mary? [allow the children to answer]

When Martha saw that Mary was just sitting instead of helping, she complained to Jesus and told him to make her help. Jesus instead told Martha that sometimes being busy wasn’t the best thing and that in this case, Mary had chosen the right thing. So you see, there are times to be busy, but there are also times to just sit and listen.

	Let’s pray. Dear Jesus, please help us to be good helpers, but also help us to take the time to sit still and listen. Bless us today. Amen.

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


Scripture quotations from the World English Bible
Copyright 2013, Richard Niell Donovan



WINDOWS ON EASTER
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lenten Sermon Helps – Week 2
Window of Worship – Mary and Martha
February 28, 2021

Scripture:  Luke 10:38-42

[Material from Windows of the Soul by Ken Gire, pp. 35-37]

What do we see at the window in this intimate moment with Mary and Martha?

The disciples are with Jesus initially, but they don’t appear to be with Him now.  Why?  Is the house too small?  Do they all need a break from each other after being on the road for so long?

Is Jesus tired, is that why He comes to this house?

Is He hungry?  If so, for what?  For food?  Or is He hungry for something else, something that maybe the crowds and His disciples can’t give Him?

Jesus is on the way to Jerusalem, on the way to His death.  A few miles before He gets there, He stops here, at the home of these two women.  He stops here, I think, because He is hungry for someone who will listen, someone who will understand, someone who will feel something of the heaviness He carries with Him on that uphill road to Jerusalem.  Yes, He is hungry.  But not for food.

Which of these hungers does Martha see when she greets Him at the door?  Does she see a window into what is going on inside Him, a window into what He is thinking, feeling, needing?  Or does she see just the leanness in His face and the angle of the sun, telling her it’s nearly time for dinner?

Martha goes to the kitchen to prepare that dinner, leaving Mary sitting at Jesus’ feet.  What words is He aching to say, not just to Mary but to both of them?  What words is He aching to hear, not just from Mary but from both of them?

Only one of them, though, pauses at that window.  Only one of them see the hunger in His soul.  And it’s not Martha.

Martha’s in the kitchen.  She works faster to make up for Mary’s absence, but the faster she works the more steamed-up she gets.  Finally, she wipes the sweat from her face and storms out of the kitchen with a frying-pan-of-a-question waving in her hand.  But why does she shake it at Jesus and not at Mary?  And why does she refer to her as “my sister” instead of by name?  The answers to those questions reveal something not only of her frustration but her anger.

Can you hear in her question not just the irritation but the indictment?  “Lord, don’t you care?”  Instead of waiting for an answer, Martha issues an order.  What does that tell you about the nature of her question and about the tone of voice she used in asking it?

But her wrath is met with a gentle answer.  There is great tenderness in Jesus’ reply.  Can you hear it?

In the past I have more or less identified with Mary.  But over the years, as I have had the opportunity to look deeper into my life, the more I see of Martha.  The truth, I think, is that there is something of both sisters in all of us.  And that is why so many of us so much of the time find ourselves in the middle of an inner tug-of-war, pulled one way by our duties and another by our devotion.

The words spoken to Martha are words spoken also to the Martha in me.  But were those words correcting?  It was her worry, not her work.  It was her being upset, not her being under pressure.  The issue wasn’t her preparations; it was her distractions.  It wasn’t the many things; it was that the many things didn’t revolve around the one thing that was needed.

There was no quiet center that Martha was working from, no solitude of heart, no still axis around which her activities revolved.  That’s why the wheels fell off her attitude.  And that’s why, with some regularity, they fall off of mine.

When my attitude starts to wobble, I know it’s because I’m distracted.  I don’t realize how much I’m distracted, though, until the axis starts grinding and heating up.  Like Martha, I get frustrated, irritated, and sometimes stomping-mad-tell-somebody-off angry.

I know a wheel is starting to fall off when the meal I’m preparing becomes more important than the people I’m preparing it for.  When my work becomes more important than the family I’m working for.  When a point I’m making becomes more important than the person I’m making it to.  That’s how I can tell I’ve lost the still axis.  When I lose sight of what’s more important.  When I lose a sense of the sacredness of another human being, especially the human beings closest to me, the ones in my family.

I want to live in a way so that I don’t lose sight of what’s important or lose a sense of the sacredness of others.  I want to live in a way so I can see windows of the soul.

I don’t want to live in the kitchen of religious activity, distracted with all my preparations.  I don’t want to live slumped over some steamed-up stove, worried and upset about so many things.  I want to live at the Savior’s feet, gazing into His eyes, listening to His words, and seeing as many windows as He’ll show me.

At His feet is where we learn to pause at those windows.  It starts by loving Him and longing to hear His voice.  When we’re slaving away in some kitchen where the pots and pans are clanging, it’s hard to hear that voice.  But when we’re at His feet and our heart is still, we can hear Him even when He whispers.    
(Windows of the Soul, pp. 35-37)


[Material from Moments with the Savior by Ken Gire, pp. 222-226]

Jesus has just crossed the barren and unreceptive deserts of Samaria and has resolutely set his face toward Jerusalem.

It is autumn, and the leaves collecting in little windblown drifts rustle to warn that winter is not far off.  It will be the last winter for Jesus.  In six months, he will be dead.  He knows that.  So, for him winter is already here, piercing his heart.

He stops two miles short of Jerusalem at a village on the eastern slope of the Mount of Olives.  The village is Bethany.

There he comes seeking a shelter from the cold reality that awaits him in Jerusalem.  He comes seeking a refuge from those biting winds.  He comes seeking warmth.  

And where he comes is to the home of Mary and Martha.  Home is something unfamiliar to him.  Underneath an olive tree on the side of a hill…by a fire on the seashore…in the hull of a fishing boat.  These were just a few of his homes in the past three years.  For although foxes have holes and birds have nests, the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.

Laying his head to rest in a home is a rare treat for Jesus.  Especially a home such as this—a home where he is recognized as Lord; a home where he is loved.  And though the world receives him not, where he knocks at the door to this home he is welcomed with open arms.

Martha, the older sister and owner of the house, is first to answer.  Her excitement echoes through the house, “Mary! Mary!  Come quick!  It’s Jesus!”  Mary darts to the door to greet him.

Immediately they tend to his needs.  Martha brings him a drink of fresh water.  Martha, so eager to serve.  Energetic.  First to roll up her sleeves and pitch in to help.  Last to leave until every dish is cleaned and put away.  Up early.  First at the market.  Haggles to get the best prices.  To the point, sometimes even abrupt.  The yokes of the eggs she serves for breakfast are never broken.  The fruit she sets out in a wooden bowl on the table is always fresh and sweet.  Dinner is never overcooked.  The perfect hostess.

And Mary?  Well, she’s up about thirty minutes later.  Sometimes goes with her sister to the market, but more often than not, doesn’t.  The haggling bothers her.  Likes to cook, but doesn’t like to clean up the mess.  Perceptive.  Asks few but thoughtful questions.  Is good listener.  Sensitive and calm.

While Mary takes Jesus’ sandals and washes his weary feet, Martha busies herself in the kitchen.  Both are intently listening to him speak about the disciples.  Of their going from village to village.  Of their proclaiming the kingdom.  Of their casting out demons.  Of their healing the sick.

As Mary finishes her duties, she lays aside the basin of water and the washrag.  She resumes sitting at his feet.  The three times you see Mary in the Scripture that is where she is, at the Savior’s feet—on the occasion of his visit, at the death of her brother, and when she anoints his feet with perfume shortly before his death.  Her physical posture reflects the posture of her heart.  Humble.  Reverent.  Teachable.  All the qualities of a good disciple. And there she sits, drinking in every word that pours so sweetly from his lips.

But torn between conversation and her many preparations, Martha’s attention is drawn to the kitchen.  Here she readies her feast.  Nothing like a hot meal for a weary traveler.  And nothing but the best for Jesus.  It will be a meal that will stay with him all the way to Jerusalem, she tells herself.

And in her zeal to give the very best to Jesus she empties her cupboards, brings out the foods reserved for special occasions, and gets flour to make fresh bread.

Something eternal is in the making.  But not in the kitchen—what’s cooking in the kitchen will be gone in a meal.  It is what’s being prepared in the other room that will go on forever.

In the other room conversation takes a jog toward Samaria.  The news isn’t good.  He wasn’t welcome there because he is a Jew, and doors to entire villages were shut in his face.  Throughout Galilee and Judea, too, opposition is mounting.  The religious community, so zealous to guard the rigid wineskins of its tradition, has decided it doesn’t want the new wine he’s offering.  Jesus is a marked man.  The hourglass has been turned on his life.  And each day a little more sand funnels through.  His hour is fast approaching.

The words enter Mary’s heart like a dagger.  But she does not resist the blade.  She sits, quietly sheathing his words.

As Mary takes all this in, Martha is getting caught up in a whirlwind of activity in the kitchen.  In the flurry she hears less and less of the conversation in the other room.  Hers is a magnanimous gesture but a mistaken one.  Because Jesus doesn’t want food; he wants fellowship.  But Martha doesn’t know that.  Her hands work the dough vigorously as a broken necklace of sweat forms under her chin and separate beads glisten on her forehead.  She wipes them away with the back of her hand and blows away a drip bulging from the tip of her nose.

As she works the dough, she thinks of everything else that needs to be done.  All she hears now is the sound of the voices, not the words.  And the sound grates against her.

I can’t believe Mary isn’t in here helping, she thinks.  Martha pushes a fist into the dough.  She should be in here.  Another fist into the dough.  We could get this done in half the time.  She pulls and mashes, pulls and mashes, while she mumbles.  You know, I’d like to hear what he has to say, too, but somebody’s got to fix dinner.  Martha reaches for some flour and throws it on the lump.  They could at least come in here while they talk.  She works the flour into the expanding loaf of dough.  I can’t believe he just lets her sit there.  Another fist into the dough.  Here I am in the kitchen, sweating, working my fingers to the bone…doesn’t he care?

Finally, she’s had enough.  Martha throws down the dough and stomps into the living room.  “Lord, don’t you care that my sister has left me to do the work by myself?  Tell her to help me!” Martha is hot.  She doesn’t address Mary directly.  She’s too mad.  She doesn’t even call her by name.  She refers to her as “my sister.”  And in unsheathing her tongue, she reveals her anger—anger that is double-edged.  The one side cuts Jesus, accusing him of lacking concern.  The other cuts Mary, accusing her of laziness.

“Martha, Martha.”  His address is tender and affectionate, yet it has a plaintive tone.  Like the time he would weep over Jerusalem, “O Jerusalem, Jerusalem…how often I have longed to gather your children together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, but you were not willing.”  Or when he would prepare Peter for his fall, “Simon, Simon, Satan has asked to sift you as wheat.  But I have prayed for you, Simon, that your faith may not fail.”  Or when he would confront Saul on the Damascus road, “Saul, Saul, why do you persecute me?”

“Martha, Martha, you are worried and upset about many things, but only one thing is needed.  Mary has chosen what is better, and it will not be taken away from her.”

He brings his point gently home: fellowship with him is a matter of priorities.  And a matter of choice.  It’s the better part of the meal life has to offer.  It is, in fact, the main course.

Jesus says something extraordinary about what Mary did: it would become a permanent part of her life; it would count for eternity.  Quite a promise.

And what did Mary do? All she did was sit. It is where she sat that made the difference.
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 222-226)


