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Monday 

· Intro Song - "Best Day of My Life," American Authors
· Story of the Sower, by Shelli Latham

(01 - Ocean Waves) Jesus got sat down on the beach, wound his legs into a perfectly folded pretzel and started to teach. But the word got out, and a giant crowd gathered. So he waded past his knees and into a boat on the shoreline. Using the boat as a pulpit, he wove story after story. 

(Farmer walks along casting large chunks of multi-colored seed.) (Slide with, "Listen my Friends!") "Listen, my friends!" Jesus said. (02-Van Gogh Slide comes up under "Listen my Friends" and then "Listen my friends!" disappears.) "A farmer went out to plant some seed. He scattered it left. And he scattered it right, seeds speckling the road like freckles on a sun kissed nose. And the birds swooped in and gobbled them up. Some seed fell on the rocky soil, and they sprouted quickly but the soil was shallow. But when the sun came up, they were scorched; and since they had barely put down roots, they withered and wilted. Some seeds fell amongst the weeds, but the weeds grew up and strangled them. And some seed fell on good earth, (Farmer surveys the land with pleasure.) and grain sprang up, a harvest beyond your wildest dreams. (Exit farmer) ("Are you listening? Really listening?" Over Van Gogh Slide) Are you listening? Really listening?"

When the crowd had gone back home to their dinner and their homework, (03-Campfire slide) the disciples asked him about this tale, and in the quiet of their trusted group, Jesus explained:

(Van Gogh slide with "Listen again, to the parable of the farmer.") (Farmer walks out and stands on stage through reading.) "Listen, again, to the parable of the farmer. (Bird flies out and plucks up seed from the road.) When anyone hears the word of the kingdom and does not understand it, the evil one comes along and plucks it right out of that person's heart. This is the seed the farmer scatters on the road.

(04-Plant on rocks pic.) The seed tossed out in the rocky soil? That is the person who hears and in the blink of the tiniest instant receives it with joy. But the roots with this one grow small and shallow, and just can't last, (05-Fire Video) because when the emotions wear off and some difficulty arrives, it is scorched and there is nothing to show for it.

(06-weeds) And the seed cast into the weeds, is the one who hears the word, but the worries of the world and all her dazzling temptations and grand dreams of getting more and more and wanting everything under the sun, (07-Dark Clouds) choke out that growing word, and nothing becomes of it.

(08-Reaper) The seed cast on good earth is the one who hears the word and takes it in, and produces a harvest beyond anyone's wildest dreams."
· Closing Video Clip - Modern Family, "Starry Night," Season 1, Episode 18


Tuesday

· Family Montage Video - Created by Heather Scott, Colleen Toole, Alpha Drama Team, and Shelli Latham - Insert video link
· Dramatic Reading - The Fault in Our Stars, John Green, Dutton
· Dramatic Movement Music, "My Fault," Imagine Dragons


Wednesday

· Jimmy Kimmel Lie Detective Clips - compiled from youtube search
· "Emmanuel Spoken Word," Shelli Latham

Chocolate chip cookies, they lie
	smell like home and sweet surprise
A bake and switch for cancer's diagnosis
No tears . . . no tears for a curs-ed prognosis

"Where's God?"

In the muck of mama's breaking bad news
And babies gazin' at crystal balls
	the future falls
		away like shrapnel

"Where's God?"

Rock hoppin' rhinestone stars?
Taking long distance prayers by soup-can telephone?
No by-chance collision
	with the human condition
No chance of infection
	from the affliction of man - or wo-man
Hands off? No.
	Hands of a baby sucking his thumb
		sunshine straw ticklin' his nose
			swaddling clothes
				There's God

Refrain, O Come, O Come Emmanuel

My dad wears shame like a rain cloud
	A candy cane man - head down
No job - any job, the guy needs a win. 
But instead it's, "I'm sorry; no more violin.
	We're broke." Brok-en

Where's God?

In the muck, in the mire . . . 
	another turned to a liar
		spinning thrift shop as vintage

Where's God?

When school's a gauntlet of ways to be outed
	for my free lunch status,  subpar IQ
When the bathroom's the place I go to get skinny
	Turn away, close your eyes.
	Please don't watch what I do.
		Shhhhhhhh.

So take your medicine. Keep you fitting in.
But I can't
	No prescription for the condition I'm in.
Cause I've woven a story that is eating away.
And the word that means stupid is the same word for gay.
If I'm being honest; I am not okay.

Where's God?

Refrain, O Come, O Come Emmanuel
		

Staccato hope porch lights pierce night's darkest black.
A Morse Code flicker, "We love you, come back."
But the days crawl to weeks
	creep to months
		gotta hunch
			Fat chance, they'll Bring Back Our Girls

Where's God?

In the grime of bad guys getting their way
	and communities bathed in tears and candles
Our fears, they handle us like a boss.

So, I say it again, "Where's God?"

When refugee camps are beyond overflowing.
The wars and the violence, they just keep on going.
The distance between rich and poor - oh, it's growing.

Where's God?

Cruisin' platinum paved heaven in an ivory golf cart?
	Binoculars fixed on that far patch of earth?
Not daring, not ever to stoop or to lower
	to our boring, our trivial hu-man-is-tic worth?

No!

Running to Egypt, a refugee toddler
Making ends meet with a blue collar dad
Lost but not lost. Doin' his thing in the temple.
Growin' up in the very same skin that we have.

Refrain, O Come, O Come Emmanuel (including rejoice)


Thursday

· Opening Montage - "Hell and Back," Airborne Toxic Event
· Litany of Sin, by Shelli Latham


1:	Idolatry - "An out of fashion word," I'd say, as if we make golden calves out of old soda bottles and cast aside mac and cheese boxes.
2:	As if we bow down before anything besides our God of gods. Well, maybe . . . 
3:	maybe sports stars, or celebrities, or dreams of fame or fortune
4:	maybe grades, or popularity, or the perfect pair of jeans
1:	maybe ix pack abs, an invitation to THE party, a spot on the podium
2:	But would you call it worship.
3:	Maybe. Misplaced glory . . . distracted praise . . .
4:	eyes on the prize of what can bring us joy.
2:	Maybe.
3:	And then there's Sabbath an out of date slacker for people with no goals 
3,4:	or social life.
1:	"Remember the Sabbath and keep it holy?" Clearly written before elite sports leagues and AP classes.
2:	"And on the seventh day you shall rest."
4:	Rest? Like that can happen . . . without falling behind, being left out
3:	showing my weakness.
4:	I can make time for God after my soccer game
1:	after I get into college
2:	after I get to the next level of _____________________video game
3:	after I post this pic to instagram
4:	snapchat this selfie
1:	God - maybe it's your fault that you're always there. Because it means I can pick you up 
2:	and drop you off whenever . . . half finished prayers
3:	and postponed worship.
4:	I'll rest
1:	I'll stop
2,3:	I'll praise you later.

4:	Your body is a temple
1:	More like an amusement park, am I right?
2:	I'm only young once . . . and it's fun
2,3:	to feel a little out of control
4:	to forget for a while for a while
1:	to be able to relax
2:	to be myself
3:	to feel desired . . . loveable
4:	(pause) And so I starve this body
1:	And I fill it with junk. It won't do what I want anyway . . . look beautiful
2:	go fast
3:	be strong
4:	(Sarcastic disbelief) "You are created in the image of God." Right? Right.

1:	(Filled with bravado. Self-involved.) Of Course I am, and if I don't say it. No one will say it.
2:	Well, people wills say it.
3:	(loud) Because I'm loud, with my need to be noticed
4:	to fill the void
1:	to feel spectacular
2:	Eyes back to me
3:	Did you hear how funny I was?
4:	How truly awesome I look?
1:	Hey, did you notice how I put that loser in her place?
2:	Um, no. . . I, I didn't see him.
3:	Crying, are you sure?
4:	Head down in the corner?
2:	Asking for food? No.
1:	I was just being me. Special,
1,4:	. . . it's not my fault.

2:	Special? Me?
3:	Right. I don't think so.
4:	Special is for other people. I'm just ordinary.
1:	"Hand crafted by God? Beautifully and wonderfully made?"
1,4:	I don't think that applies to me.
2:	I'm invisible
3:	fat
4:	stupid
1:	always messing up
2:	unforgiveable 
			
3,4:	I am a branch
1,2:	attached to the vine
4:	divine
1:	I'm a little dead inside
2:	a little wild outside
3:	a little oblivious
4, 2:	a little yearning
	
1,3:	Waiting for the gardener
2:	to trim me and shape me
4:	to not give up on me
1:	because even the dying ones
2,3:	and even the wild ones
4:	in the hands of the gardener
1,2,3,4:	can bear good fruit.


· Documentary, "A Man Named Pearl," Tentmakers Entertainment
· Film Clip, "Landfill Harmonic," http://www.landfillharmonicmovie.com
· Closing Song, "I Won't Give Up," Jason Mraz


Friday

· "Roar," Katy Perry
