
 

Pentecost 24C_October 30, 2016_Sermon Handout 
 

Readings for this week:  
Isaiah 1:10-20  ............................... God Rebukes the Rebellious Nation   
Psalm 32  ................... “Blessed is he whose transgressions are forgiven, 
 ........................................................... whose sins are covered.”  
2 Thessalonians 1:1-12  ................................ Thanksgiving and Prayer  
Luke 19:1-10  .......................................... Zacchaeus the Tax Collector 

  
 

Key verse:  
“For the Son of Man came to seek and to save what was lost.” 

 
 

Sermon Notes for  
“Out on a Limb” 

 
1. Why do you think Zacchaeus wanted to see Jesus?   
 
 
 
 
 
2. If it isn’t enough to put on a show of being religious, 

according to the prophets, what did it take to please 
God?   
 
 
 
 

3. What is the first word Jesus said to Zacchaeus? 
 
 

 
 
 
4.  What happens when we confess our sins to God? 
 
  



 

Connecting with Each Other 
 

Who in the world today would you go out on a limb to see??   
 
 
Connecting with God’s Word  

 

Re-read Psalm 32, then Psalm 51.  Compare and contrast.   
(Option:  see Psalm 51’s backstory at 2 Samuel 12:1-14.) 

 
Connecting with the Week Ahead 

 

Are you aware of anything in your life that is “off limits” for 
even — or especially — God to discuss with you? 

 

 Common Examples: Sin (Yours) 
  Sin (Other people’s sins against you) 
  Unmet Needs or Disappointments 
  
What would it take for you to start to talk with God about it?   
 
A few choice words to ponder from King Claudius (Hamlet, III, iii) 

O, my offence is rank it smells to heaven; It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder. Pray can I not, Though inclination be as sharp as will:  My 
stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; And, like a man to double business 
bound, I stand in pause where I shall first begin, And both neglect. What if this 
cursed hand Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, Is there not rain 
enough in the sweet heavens To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 
But to confront the visage of offence?  And what's in prayer but this two-fold 
force, To be forestalled ere we come to fall, Or pardon'd being down?  Then I'll 
look up; My fault is past. But,  O, what form of prayer Can serve my turn? 
'Forgive me my foul murder'?  That cannot be; since I am still possess'd Of 
those effects for which I did the murder, My crown, mine own ambition and my 
queen.  May one be pardon'd and retain the offence?  In the corrupted currents 
of this world Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice, And oft 'tis seen the 
wicked prize itself Buys out the law: but 'tis not so above; There is no shuffling, 
there the action lies In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd, Even to the 
teeth and forehead of our faults, To give in evidence.  What then?  what rests?  
Try what repentance can: what can it not?  Yet what can it when one can not 
repent?  O wretched state!  O bosom black as death!  O limed soul, that, 
struggling to be free, Art more engaged! Help, angels! Make assay!  Bow, 
stubborn knees; and, heart with strings of steel, Be soft as sinews of the 
newborn babe!  All may be well.     [Claudius TRIES to pray.]    

My words fly up, my thoughts remain below:   
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. 




