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Welcome & Church News

Call to Worship
It is with your heart that you believe and are justified, and it is with your mouth that you confess and are saved
[Romans 10.10]
HYMN 37 : Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him
Children’s Talk [as required] & Prayer
ALE 5 : Who put the colours in the rainbow

Lesson :  
Psalm 91  [p. 600]
HYMN 220 : O sing a song of Bethlehem

Sermon :

Offering : taken during hymn
CG, 146 : Whoever lives beside the Lord
ANC : Prayer
LEAF : Communion

CH4, 466 : Before the throne of God above
Blessing : said together
SERMON
You have no idea how delighted we were to step off the plane at Newcastle Airport on Monday afternoon and return to the joys of continuous damp drizzly weather without a blink of sunshine, after enduring a week of unaccustomed warmth and that strange yellow thing parked in the middle of a bizarrely blue Portuguese sky. Aye, right!!
We had a lovely time in the sunny Algarve, though it maybe wasn’t quite what we had expected from the blurb on the website. For a start, our outward flight left Newcastle at 6.30 in the morning. Not good for the beauty sleep. It was by Easyjet, which is actually very good as long as you bear in mind that getting on their aircraft is like getting on a Munro’s bus – you grab a seat wherever you can find one, because they’re not allocated at check-in. Alexis and I found, both ways, a good seat, with plenty of leg-room, just by the emergency exit. And the absence of the usual plastic food was no great loss.

Transfer time from Faro Airport, we understood, was about 45 minutes. Wrong. Try 2 hours, in the front seat of a minibus driven by a would-be Lewis Hamilton with the disconcerting habit of yapping on his not-hands-free cell-phone whilst negotiating tight corners with one hand on the wheel. We saw a fair bit of the Algarve from this minibus, but the more we saw, the less we fancied it. The resorts were so big, with skyscraper hotels, not at all like our usual sleepy rustic retreat of Caleta de Fuste in Fuerteventura.
In due course, we reached Portimao, which, we’d been led to believe, was a traditional fishing village, unspoilt by tourism. Which I suppose it was, in the sense that Grimsby, for example, is a traditional fishing village, unspoilt by tourism. We were last off the minibus, at an apartment block up the top of a hill, in a residential suburb of Portimao, surrounded by tower blocks, the sea nowhere to be seen. Chilly tendrils of doubt as to whether this whole Portuguese venture was a good idea had by now gripped us.

The fact that our room wasn’t ready did nothing to dispel our unease, but a toastie and a glass of red wine settled the nerves before we headed up to inspect our accommodation. Here came the first pleasant surprise of the day. It was massive, and very clean, with a fridge-freezer, a hob, a microwave, a bath, a shower, a bidet, two big comfy sofas, and a huge balcony – not all together, I hasten to point out, but each in their appointed place. From the balcony, we could actually catch a glimpse of the sea!
Much of the afternoon was spent zedding it on one of the aforementioned sofas, but by virtue of choosing self-catering, we had to find food. This turned out to be a fascinating game of hide-and-seek, before we stumbled across a mammoth shopping centre which, if we stuck to the main road, was only about 15 minutes walk away. Supplies were duly obtained, and we headed back in a philosophical mood. We had a choice to make. 

Waste the whole week grousing about how we shouldn’t have come, how it wasn’t like our beloved Fuerteventura etc etc, or pick up our lips, face the fact that we were here, it was a holiday, and we’d jolly well make the most of it. We decided we were going to make the most of it. Let me press the pause button right here for a moment. 
Life Point from Portugal #1 – how much we enjoy our life is determined far less by our circumstances than by our attitude to those circumstances. Obviously, if after a dispute with someone you end up with an axe sticking out of your head, you’re not likely to have a very good day, but what I’m getting at is that, so often, we let silly wee things assume an importance in our heads far greater than any rational person ever should.

We don’t get our own way on some trifling non-issue, someone says something to us that we take in completely the wrong way, it rains and we can’t get the washing out, we don’t get a card from someone on our birthday, and we end up going into an all-day thermonuclear meltdown, pawing the ground and snorting, biting everybody’s head off.

At any given moment, there are 5 billion people in this world who would change places with us in a heartbeat, given half a chance. Today, many people will not eat. Tonight, many people will sleep in a cardboard box or a shop doorway. Today, many people are critically ill at home or in hospital. Tonight, many bereaved people will cry themselves to sleep, alone. Today, many people are trying to pick up the shattered pieces of their lives after a hurricane, a plane crash, an act of violence, tore their world apart.

I could go on, but I’m sure you get the point. There’s an old chorus : Count your blessings, name them one by one. Paul puts it like this in Philippians 4 : Rejoice in the Lord always. I will say it again - rejoice! Let your gentleness be near to all. The Lord is near. Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God. And the peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.      
When you feel like inviting yourself to a pity party, count your blessings. Thank God for everything he has done for you in Christ Jesus. Rejoice and be glad that your name is written in the Lamb’s book of life, and that you can enjoy His gift of eternal life and joy and peace, by grace, through faith, no matter what. So not all your ducks are in a neat little row at the moment. Big deal! So not everything is as it should be. Get over it! God in Christ has brought you a long way. Do you really think he’s going to dump you in the wilderness now and not bring you to the point of breakthrough? 
Paul again, from Philippians 1 : I am confident that he who began a good work in you will carry it on to completion until Jesus comes back for you. You know the expression under the circumstances? That’s where we Christians should never be, because He that is in us is greater than he that is in the world. So if you’ve let silly wee things get on top of you, and now you’re feeling sorry for yourself, the Bible message is cheer up, count your blessings, rejoice in what Jesus has done for you … and whatever it is, get over it!
Okay, back to Portimao. Our first full day there, we went down to the town to see what there was to see. It was quite nice – some old-fashioned shopping streets and tree-lined squares and parks where you could relax over coffee and watch the world go by. As we plodded round past the harbour, we found the railway station – and just across the road an old double-decker bus. This I had to see!! It had been turned into a café – not one much used by holiday-makers, I may add, we were well off the tourist trail.

There was a barbecue outside on which they were grilling sardines, the sum total of their lunch menu. Alexis isn’t a fish hand, but I ordered some. They were grilled whole, and I mean whole. Allow the full horror of that to sink in, if you will. Complete with head, tail, bones – and guts … and contents of guts. I picked my way round the fish innards, most circumspectly, and politely declined the proffered second helping. 

Having now thoroughly grossed you all out, and I hope you enjoy your impending lunch – sardines on toast, perhaps? Life Point from Portugal #2 – This was one of two occasions when I was very glad of my practice of not setting foot out the door in the morning without claiming the promises of God’s protection as set out in Psalm 91. 

The other occasion could actually have been still nastier, if you can believe that. There is a lovely beach nearby at Praia de Rocha, which benefits, being on the Atlantic coast, from a welcome breeze to take the edge off the heat. We were padding back about 5.pm and remembered we’d no milk to make a cuppa. No problem – a sign across the other side of an admittedly busy main road indicated the presence of a supermarket.

Taking advantage of a momentary break in the traffic, I jogged across the road, put my foot on a grating – which promptly gave way beneath me. One leg went down a drain, the other clattered on to the tarmac, whilst my weight landed on my left wrist. This is severely not recommended. Bones could very well have been broken, vehicles could very well have hurtled toward me at high speed. Miraculously, none of the above did in fact happen. I picked myself up, dusted myself down, assured my wife I was OK – by now she was in fits of laughter, holy laughter of course, and carried on.

You know what the worst of it was? The shop was shut!!! Nothing worse than a bit of superficial grazing and a bit of discomfort from the wrist. But I was so aware of, and so glad of, the Lord’s protection. It made a difference. Hang on, Frank, you surely can’t be saying that reading the Bible makes a difference in the real world? You can’t be saying that if you weren’t got prayed up you might have ended up in hospital? 

Actually, that’s exactly what I’m saying. The Word tells me that his angels protect me everywhere I go. The Word tells me that he, the Lord, is my refuge, my hiding-place, my strong tower, my shield, my city wall, my healer. Well, I don’t believe all that word of faith stuff. Then good luck to you, buddy, but you won’t change my mind. The bush telegraph tells me some people think I’m off my head believing and teaching this.
But if we refuse to have faith in the promises of God to make a real difference in our everyday lives, we shoot ourselves in both feet. Worse still, that unbelief is a gratuitous insult to our loving Father and a slap in the face to our wonderful Saviour Jesus, who carried our sins in his body to the cross, that we might die to sin and live for righteousness, and by his wounds we have been healed. He didn’t go through all that for the good of his health! For the good of our health, yes! Don’t make him suffer in vain by ignoring the full, breathtaking, extent of what his sacrifice truly means.

If in my mind I reduce my belief in God to a good-luck charm to sneak me out of hell when I die, but don’t enjoy all the benefits of his love in this life, then I really would be off my head. That’s superstition, not faith, and I’m afraid that’s where far too many Christians have got stuck, miles short of the quality of life Jesus died for us to enjoy. 

Remember I told you about the warehouse of unclaimed blessings up in heaven? When I get there, I don’t want my shelf groaning under the weight of things that God had, in his grace, through the blood of his Son, made available to me, but I’d never done him the honour of receiving them in faith and gratitude. Everything my loving heavenly Father wants to give me, everything my precious Jesus died to pay for, I want to receive with a grateful and thankful heart. Anyone agree that’s a wise choice?
Finally, you will not be surprised to hear I took an hour or two away from the beach to play on the local buses, smart little air-conditioned Mercedez minibuses. I found out, however, that the number 11 didn’t go where I thought it did. Instead of taking me back to the beach, alas, it turned on to a dual carriageway and roared off at great speed in the opposite direction. Should I stay on this wrong road and hope for the best? No chance.  I rang the bell, got off the next stop, and started running back the way I’d come.

Life Point from Portugal #3 – when you know you’re on the wrong route, get off at the next stop and turn back. In the Bible, this is called repentance. If you’re not happy with the path your life’s taking you right now, if you’re scared what the future holds, get off the bus and run back to Jesus. He’ll always be ready and willing to welcome you back, to forgive you, to be reconciled to you. Don’t kid yourself that a wrong route will take you to the right destination, It won’t. There is only one way to true life – Jesus. 

He is the only one who has paid the price to set you free from the chains of sin, death and suffering. He is the only one who died for you, who rose again for you. It wasn’t a politically-incorrect intolerance that led Jesus to say : I am the way, the truth and the life. No-one comes to the Father except by me. It was his passionate love for us, a love that will not let us go, a love that will not settle for less than the best. Trust him, follow him, obey him, above all love him, and I promise you will never be disappointed.  
MORNING COMMUNION

Our Saviour invites us all to share the feast he has prepared for those He has redeemed. We ask no questions about age or background or denomination, for this is His table, and all are welcome, without precondition – except that You love the Lord, and want to love Him more. 

PRAYER

Father, we thank You for Your Son, Jesus Christ our Lord, who experienced human life to the full, who shared all our joys and sorrows. Thank You that in Him we see the full glory of Your love, as He healed the sick, befriended the sinner, liberated the captive and, in obedience to You, took up His cross and laid down His life for us all. 
Thank You that You raised Him from the dead to live and reign forever, smashing to pieces the strongholds of sin and death, humiliating the powers of darkness. Thank You for Your holy word of truth in the Scriptures, and Your ever-present Holy Spirit, working together by Your grace to create in us new and everlasting life.

Heavenly Father, we meet in fellowship with one another here, but we meet also with that great invisible fellowship of the saints of all the ages.  Thank You that in the great mystery of Your saving grace we are as one around this table with all those we have loved and who are now in Your nearer presence.  Release Your Holy Spirit among us now, as we share this bread and this wine, that we may find the joy of true communion with Our Lord Jesus Christ here on earth, and may remain faithful to Him until You graciously bring us to feast with Him in heavenly glory.  Amen

BREAKING OF BREAD

On the night He was betrayed, Jesus took bread, and after giving thanks as we have done, He broke it, saying : This is my body, which is broken for you.  Do this in memory of me.

In the same way He took the cup, saying : This cup is the new covenant, sealed by my blood.  Whenever you drink it, do so in memory of me.

Taste and see that the Lord is good.  Happy are all who find refuge in Him Laid before us are the gifts of God for the people of God.  Receive them and rejoice.

THE PEACE

THE CREED

LORD’S PRAYER
