
  



  



 
  



  



Sermon Notes – April 5, 2015 
Easter: Have You Found What You're Looking For? 

Luke 19:1-10 
Big Idea: ______________________________________________ 

______________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________________ 
Application:  ___________________________________________ 

______________________________________________________



Discussion Questions 
• What are some things that people spend their whole life searching for? 

• What do we hope we will get or achieve when we find that “thing”? 

• Zacchaeus seems to have had everything he needed. 
What do you think he was looking to get from Jesus?  

• Why is it significant that not only was Zacchaeus 
looking for Jesus but Jesus was also looking for 
Zacchaeus? 

• What evidence in the story can you find that points 
to Zacchaeus finding satisfaction in Jesus? 

• As you look back through your life, what things have 
you consistently been looking for? Has anything 
completely satisfied you? Are you at a point to follow 
the example of Zacchaeus and surrender your life to 
Jesus? 

Bible Reading Plan 
2014-15 Chronological  

2-Year Reading Plan: Week 66 

 Monday 
• Ezekiel 35-36 
• Psalm 56 

 Tuesday 
• Ezekiel 37-38 
• Psalm 57 

 Wednesday 
• Ezekiel 39:1-40:27 
• Psalm 58 

 Thursday 
• Ezekiel 40:28-41:26 
• Psalm 59 

 Friday 
• Ezekiel 42:1-44:14 
• Psalm 60 

Reference Passages 
This week's devotionals are fictional testimonies that attempt to give voice to those who met Jesus. Every effort has 
been made to provide an accurate picture of real events while imagining a fictional account of those who not only 

saw Jesus but would have heard about and even witnessed Him after the Resurrection. 

Monday: Luke 19:1-10; Luke 5:27-30; Luke 18:9-14 

Tuesday: Matthew 27:33-56; Mark 15:22-47; Luke 23:33-49; John 19:17-37 

Wednesday: Leviticus 10:1-7; 24:1-3; Matthew 27:36-52; Mark 15:29-37; Hebrews 6:19-20; 9:11-28 

Thursday: John 3:1-21; John 7:45-52; Matthew 27:57-61; Mark 15:42-47; Luke 23:50-56; John 19:39-42 

Friday: Luke 8:1-3; John 19:25; John 20:1-17; Luke 19:28-40; Luke 24:1-12 

Weekend: Matt. 4:18–22; John 13:36-38; Luke 22:54-62; Matt. 26:74-75; Mark 14:70; Mark 16:7; John 20:3-10 



Monday – I Found It 
"And he was seeking to see who Jesus...” Luke 19:3 

    People used to look right past me. Well, to be honest, they looked right over me. 
While I was getting an extra helping of intellect and ambition, I completely missed out 
on the line for height. I am what you might call "small in stature," and being vertically 
challenged was not advantageous growing up. It's not easy being different, especially as a 
kid. I was usually the last one to be picked, but always the first to be picked on.  

    At first the taunts of my "friends" hurt me deeply. As I fell asleep each night, their 
words would echo in my mind. For years, I allowed their jeers to define me, but one day 
they just started making me mad. My anger became my fuel. I was never big enough to 
fight back, but once I got old enough, I knew how I would get even.  

    The Roman Empire has occupied our homeland for almost 100 years. Like most of 
the world, we answer to Rome and have to do whatever the emperor desires. I heard my 
parents rail against "those pigs" in hushed tones behind closed doors, and for most of my 
life, I agreed. But one day I saw one of the local bullies getting pushed around by a 
Roman guard. I wasn't, and never would be, big enough to fight back, but if I were on the 
winning side, I could get even.  

    So I took all the world could dish out and waited for my opportunity. My family was 
heartbroken when I became a Roman tax collector, but they never did understand me. 
My intelligence, ambition and commitment helped me advance quickly. In a few short 
years, I was the chief tax collector with more wealth, power, and influence than men 
twice my size. When the money I made on commission wasn't enough to satisfy me, I 
started overcharging the citizens of Jericho, my hometown that had never felt like home. 
I particularly enjoyed all those times my former menaces had to beg me for mercy.  

    My revenge was sweet… until it wasn't. When my wealth lost its luster, I defrauded 
my people even more. If I couldn't be happy, I could at least make them miserable. But 
nothing worked. As I fell asleep each night, I was more depressed than ever. 

    Until the day I found what I was looking for.  A prophet from Nazareth named Jesus 
was passing through Jericho on the way to Jerusalem for Passover. I couldn't see Him 
from the back of the crowd, but my emptiness drove me up the nearest sycamore tree to 
catch a glimpse. I had looked everywhere for something to fill the void in my heart, and 
for some reason He seemed like my last hope.  

    When Jesus came into view, I was startled by the kindness in His eyes. It was an 
unfamiliar expression to me. One I had rarely seen. When He turned those eyes toward 
me, I was shocked. When He called my name, I nearly fell out of the tree. When He 
invited Himself to my house, my heart leaped with joy. Even the grumbles of the crowd 
about "that rotten tax collector" could not bring me down. Jesus had found me, and that's 
what I had been looking for all along. 

    Read Luke 19:1-10. Zacchaeus lived for himself until he found a reason to live. Have you found 
what you're looking for? This week you will read the words of people who not only found Jesus but were 
eyewitnesses to His resurrection. Let their discoveries help you find what you're looking for.  



Tuesday – An Unlikely Believer 
“And when the centurion, who stood facing him, saw that in this way  

he breathed his last, he said, 'Truly this man was the Son of God!'” Mark 15:39 
    I kill men for a living. Being the centurion in charge of an execution detail is not the 
most heroic station in the Roman army, but I serve for my Emperor and for the glory of 
Rome. I just wish it wasn't on the backside of nowhere among these filthy people and 
their bizarre religion. Why anyone would want to worship only one god is beyond me.  

    My life is very regimented. One day is just like the next. We receive the condemned, 
we crucify them, and they die. This assignment takes focus. Every day I see murderers 
and revolutionaries clawing, kicking and spitting until their final breath. But they all 
meet their end on my cross. Yes, one day is just like the next… well, most days are. 

    I still can't get Friday out of my head. We were delivered this man to be crucified, and 
we manhandled him like we have manhandled all of these wretched people. But he never 
said a word. He willingly submitted to every step in the process. As my men drove the 
nails through his wrists, he winced at the pain but never uttered a sound. I have heard 
men say the vilest of things, but this man was silent. I moved closer to get a look at this 
strange man as they lifted him up. His face was bloodied, and his features were hardly 
recognizable but I could see into his eyes. I have seen the eyes of thousands of dying men. 
I have seen their fear, regret, bitterness and hatred. But I have never seen anything like 
this. It looked like love. As I watched him, he began to speak. "Father, forgive them, for 
they do not know what they are doing." Who forgives their executioners? 

    The whole world seemed to be out of sorts that day. At noon, the sun stopped shining 
and for three hours it was as dark as night. I wondered if the gods were angry. Was this 
strange man more important than he seemed? At the ninth hour, he shouted with a loud 
voice, "It is finished," and he died. Most men fade away slowly – sometimes over days. 
He died with a shout. It almost seemed like he chose his time to die. At that moment, 
the earth shook violently. I was standing right in front of the man they called Jesus. I 
have never seen anyone like him. Surely he was a righteous man; maybe He was even the 
son of a god.  

    In spite of the strange occurrences, we still had a job to do. I sent my men to break the 
legs of the condemned, but Jesus was already dead. To be sure, I had them stab Him in 
the side. Later than day Governor Pilate called me in to testify to His death before he 
would release the body. He was most certainly dead. 

    But today I'm confused. Some of my men returned from guarding His tomb and said 
they had seen a god and fell before him like they were dead. They said they heard this 
Jesus is now alive. I know that He was dead. Of that I am certain. But if not even death 
could hold Him, perhaps He is more than I thought. Perhaps He is God. 

    A professional killer testified that Jesus was dead, but the grave could not hold Him. Our 
entire faith and hope rest on the truth of the resurrection. Read 1 Corinthians 15:1-28. Do 
you live your life in the confident hope that death has been defeated?  



Wednesday – A Torn Witness 
“And the curtain of the temple was torn in two, from top to bottom.” Mark 15:38 

    Serving as a priest of the Lord is the greatest honor of my life. I sit on the ruling 
council and minister in the temple in Jerusalem like my father and his father before him. 
Though the Romans occupy my country, the glory of our people has been restored in 
this temple. The temple itself is made of marble adorned with gold and can be seen 
shimmering in the sun for miles. Nothing can equal the beauty of our temple.  

    Its beauty and serenity have been disturbed as of late. A man who is seen by the people 
as a prophet has been causing great trouble. Twice he has entered the temple and 
violently driven out the merchants and money changers. Those functions are vital profit 
centers for the temple. Of course, we use the money for the Lord's work and to help the 
poor of our city. Several times my fellow priests have witnessed him breaking the laws of 
the Sabbath by healing someone. There are six days a week where people can be healed. 
Why couldn't he show off on those days? He even committed blasphemy by calling 
himself the son of God.  

    For weeks, we have worked to eliminate this serious threat to the peace of our nation 
and the authority of the council. Every time we were stopped by the people's love for 
him.  Thankfully, one of his own followers betrayed him for just thirty pieces of silver. 
We used our influence to convince the Romans he was deserving of death, and he was 
crucified just the other day. If I had not been on duty, I would have joined many of my 
fellow priests who went to observe this man's execution. I understand they berated him 
with several scathing insults. Did you know he claimed to be able to destroy the temple 
and build it in three days? Mark my words, Jesus of Nazareth will not be missed, and his 
following will quickly fade. 

    However, I cannot quite explain something that happened. The chief priest told me 
not to tell anyone, but… I was tending the lampstands in the Holy Place all afternoon, so 
I missed the darkness that everyone has been talking about, but I did feel the earthquake. 
I had just heard the sound of the shofar as the lamb for the afternoon sacrifice was slain. 
One of my friends said that was the exact moment Jesus lifted his voice and died. 
Already fearing for my life, I then saw something I cannot explain.  
    At the far end of the Holy Place is a curtain that separates it from the Holy of Holies. 
Only the high priest can go beyond the veil one day a year to offer atonement for the 
people's sins. The veil is an intricate tapestry of scarlet, blue and purple cords and from 
the floor to ceiling it extends over sixty feet. The veil is as thick as the width of man's 
palm and so heavy it took over 300 priests to move it. As the earth was still shaking, I 
witnessed the impossible. The veil was torn in two – from top to bottom! The only thing 
that separated me from the consuming presence of God was torn apart. According to 
everything I know and believe I should be dead. I wish we didn't have to replace it. Oh, 
how I wish I could step into God's presence as easily as stepping through that torn veil! 

    Because of the blood of Jesus we no longer have to be separated from God. The perfect 
fellowship of the sinless Garden can be restored and we can boldly approach His throne. Read 
Heb. 6:19-20, 10:19-25. Don't take this access to the throne of God for granted. It was bought 
with a great price.  



Thursday – No Longer in the Shadows 
“So they took the body of Jesus and bound it in linen cloths…” John 19:40 

    I first met Jesus three years ago. News of His ministry and miracles had reached the 
Sanhedrin, and a few of us on the council were very curious about this new public figure. 
Most of the Pharisees were instantly threatened by this teacher who was garnering so 
much attention, but some of us were genuinely curious. Our small group selected me to 
go and visit with Jesus. I'd like to say I boldly met with Him out in the open, but I 
probably knew even then that this was more than a casual meeting.  

    I greeted Him under the cover of darkness. I told Him we knew He had come from 
God for no one could do the things He did unless God were with Him. His response 
startled me. It was like He wasn’t even listening to what I said. "Nicodemus, unless 
someone is born again he cannot see the kingdom of God." Born again? I still don't 
completely grasp what He meant, but I do know this: He saw the Scriptures and their 
truth in ways I have never seen before or since. I have known God's word since I was a 
boy. I have memorized every word of the Torah, but I had never felt the love of God like 
I did when I heard Jesus speak.  

    I left with warmth in my heart and questions in my mind. Over the next few months, I 
could not read a verse without hearing His voice. "The Son of Man must be lifted 
up...For God so loved the world...People loved the darkness rather than the 
light...Whoever does what is true comes to the light." Was I willing to step into the light? 

    The hatred of the Pharisees grew along with the impact of Jesus on the people. The 
council sent officers to arrest Him one day in the temple. When they returned empty 
handed, I tried to find a way to speak up for Jesus. I asked if we should give Him a 
hearing before we condemn Him. My idea was not well received. They all but accused 
me of being Jesus' disciple. The truth is I was. I just didn't have the courage to show it.  

    The pace of events quickened in the last week. When Jesus came before the council, I 
wanted to stand up for Him. I wanted to shout my belief for all to hear. But I was silent. 
Only Joseph of Arimathea objected to the council's decision. After Jesus had died, he 
went to Pilate to ask for Jesus' body. He had long been a disciple of Jesus but secretly 
because he feared the Jews. Well, he apparently feared them no more. Asking for the 
body of a man convicted of blasphemy will likely end his career. This was my point of 
decision. Would I allow my brother to go it alone or would this be the day I step out of 
the shadows? 

    Late Friday afternoon I purchased the burial spices and joined Joseph in his bold task. 
There was no turning back. There we were. Two Pharisees dressed in our ceremonial 
attire wrapping the dead body of Jesus and laying Him in Joseph's new tomb.  

    It would be very sad if that were the end of the story, but we heard the news today. 
Jesus is not dead. He is risen, and He has appeared to some of His followers. I hope He 
will appear to me. It would be wonderful to see His face in the full light of day.  

    We live in a world that loves the darkness but is desperately in need of the light of Christ. It 
will take bold actions on our part to reach this depraved generation. Read Matthew 10:26-33. 
Have no fear, step out of the shadows and stand up for Christ. 



Friday – He Called My Name 
“Jesus said to her, 'Woman, why are you weeping?'” John 20:15 

    There were many people who followed Jesus and many people who left Him. The 
numbers grew, and the numbers shrank. It was easy to follow Him at times. Storms were 
silenced, the sick were healed, thousands were fed from the contents of a boy's lunch, and 
demons were cast out of the possessed. That's where I come in.  

    My old life was very dark. Everyone in my hometown of Magdala knew who I was but 
not in a good way. Seven demons possessed me, and they forced me to do horrible 
things. Parents would warn their children, "Stay away from Mary." I don't know what 
was worse: the darkness or the loneliness. But Jesus didn't keep His distance. With one 
touch of His hand, I was free, and I have followed Him ever since. When no one else in 
the world would accept me, Jesus did, and my life was never the same. There was a group 
of women who traveled with me, and we helped Jesus and the disciples however we 
could.  

    I traveled with Him to Jerusalem on that final trip. I was there when He called 
Lazarus out of the tomb, when He wept over Jerusalem and when the crowds celebrated 
His entry like a king. I was also there when the city shouted, "Crucify him!" I followed 
Him to the Place of the Skull and covered my eyes when they drove in the nails. I held 
His mother's hand as Jesus entrusted her to His beloved disciple, John, and she held me 
back when the people hurled their insults at Him. We all wept bitterly when He bowed 
His head and died.  

    The darkness of my years of possession was nothing like the darkness of that day. I 
didn't know what to do. He had been the only one who ever saw worth in me. He had 
been my everything. The women and I followed Joseph and Nicodemus to see where 
they buried Him. The tomb was in a lovely garden. Too beautiful for the dark reality it 
contained. Jesus was dead and all our hopes with Him.  

    At sunrise the day after the Sabbath I went with the other women to the tomb to add 
spices to Jesus' burial wrapping. We never even thought about how we would get into 
the tomb, but as we were discussing the problem we looked up and saw the stone was 
rolled away. I was confused and started to tremble as I looked inside the tomb. Jesus was 
not there, but it was not empty for long. Two men who gleamed like lightning asked us, 
"Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here; He has risen!" Filled 
with fear and joy we ran to tell His disciples.  

    Peter and John returned with me and found the empty tomb but then returned to 
their homes. I stood outside the tomb and wept. A man came up behind me and asked 
why I was crying. I inquired, "If you have carried him away, tell me where and I will get 
him." With a brief pause, He caught my attention, and then He said my name. "Mary." It 
was the same voice that called me out of my darkness. The same voice that invited me 
into life when all I ever knew felt like death. It was Jesus! He is alive, and He called my 
name! 

    Perhaps your life has felt like death for far too long, and Jesus is calling your name today. 
Read John 10: 1-18. He paid the price for your sin and laid down His life so that you would 
never have to die. Will you hear His voice, surrender to His call and enter into life everlasting?   



Weekend – In His Eyes 
“Peter again denied it, and at once a rooster crowed.” John 18:26–27 

    I never dreamed three years ago that I would end up here. I was just a fisherman when 
I met Jesus. I made a good living, but I could hardly call it a life. So when Jesus looked 
into my eyes and said, "Follow me," I dropped everything. I mean, I'm just Peter, a 
fisherman who reeked of the sea, and He called me! I have followed Jesus ever since. I 
cannot even describe all the things I've seen. Lame men leaping! Blind men seeing! 
Thousands fed from a sack lunch! I even walked on water… for a moment. I wish I could 
go back and change some things.  

    There were just so many things I didn't understand. Like our last night together, only 
a few days ago, when Jesus told us we could not follow Him where He was going. I asked 
what He meant and told Him I would lay down my life for Him! He paused, and looked 
me in the eyes and said, "Will you lay down your life for me, Peter? You will deny you 
even know me three times before the rooster crows." I was shocked and argued that I 
would die before I would ever disown Him.  

    I couldn't have been more wrong. A few hours later, Jesus was arrested. John and I 
followed Him from a distance to the high priest's house where the religious rulers 
questioned Him. I slipped into the courtyard trying not to be seen. By the light of the 
fire, a servant girl recognized me and told everyone I had been with Jesus. I said, 
"Woman, I do not know Him." Later a man said I was one of Jesus' disciples. I said, 
"Man, I am not." I stepped away from the light and went unnoticed for an hour. Then a 
man heard my accent and knew I was a Galilean and must be His disciple. I called down 
curses from heaven on myself and swore, "I do not know the man!"  

    And that's when I heard it. At that very moment, the rooster crowed and time seemed 
to slow down. Across the courtyard, Jesus turned and looked me right in the eyes, and 
my heart sank. Not just because I was a coward. Not just because I had denied Him. But 
because of what I saw in His eyes. Even though I denied I even knew Him, I saw that He 
still loved me. I had seen that look so many times before. Even at my worst, Jesus still 
loved me. It was more than I could bear. I ran away and wept and hid. For three days, I 
stayed in hiding. While He suffered and died, I abandoned Him and hid – partly out of 
fear but mostly out of shame.  

    Until this morning. The women who were with us brought amazing news. Jesus is 
risen, and an angel sent them to tell "the disciples and Peter." I was singled out. Why 
would they focus on me? I sprinted to the tomb, and it was empty! If Jesus is alive, I may 
have hope. If I can look in His eyes again, I will never look away. 

    Read Acts 2:1-41. Peter faltered, Peter failed, but Jesus was not done with Peter. Once 
Jesus RESET his life, Peter went from denier to proclaimer. Over the next few weeks we want you to 
discover how Jesus can RESET your life as well.  

  



  



  



  



 


