Sunday 15th May 2022. LA. A Place of Holiness.
Opening prayer.

What is this place where we are meeting?

Only a house, the earth it’s floor, walls and roof sheltering people.

Windows for light, an open door.

Yet it becomes a body that lives when we are gathered because we know that you our God are near.

Thank you God for this building in which we meet and for the people who meet here. May we feel your presence this morning in all we feel and think and do. Amen.

Hymn No.25 StF God is here as we his people.
Responsive Psalm 84 (How lovely is your dwelling place) No 814 back of book.

Prayers.

Sovereign God, Lord of past, present and future, Lord of all, we come together, as we have so often come across the years, to thank and praise you.

We come rejoicing that in all the uncertainties of life we find in you one who is unchanging, a rock on which we can base our lives, a shield to protect us along our way, a light to guide our footsteps and a love that fills our hearts with joy.

You have been our dwelling place in all generations.

We praise you for all the ways you have blest us, as individuals and as a church - for the times of fellowship we have shared, faith that has been nurtured, support given and received and friendships established.

We praise you for the experiences we have gone through together - the hopes realised, disappointments overcome, lessons learned and service offered.
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But forgive us that we are sometimes slow to remember your goodness and swift to forget your many blessings. We become wrapped up in what is unimportant, putting our trust in what finally cannot satisfy.

Our love, faith and commitments ebb and flow as each day passes, yet still you have been true to us - rich in mercy and grace.

Sovereign God, go with us now in the days ahead. Help us to recognise, that, though all else may fail, you will not, and may that knowledge shape our life together.

Help us to build on all that has gone before, so that we may follow you more faithfully, love you more truly and see more clearly what you would have us do.

To you be praise and glory, now and for evermore, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.

…………………………………………………………………………..

About 1,000 years before Jesus was born there was a great king who ruled Jerusalem. His name was Solomon and people believed he was the wisest king that ever lived. He was also very rich because lots of people travelled to Jerusalem just to present him with gifts of money and goods.
Because he was very rich he decided to build himself a palace and it took 13 years. 

Now that wasn’t because the builders were slow it was because Solomon wanted the best of everything, precious stones and special wood brought from Lebanon which was miles away from Jerusalem. No expense and no effort was spared to make his palace as magnificent as possible.
But after it was finished Solomon suddenly realised that although he had this beautiful house he and his people were still worshipping God in a tent and that didn’t seem right. God deserved a house even more magnificent than his own.                   
So Solomon built a house for God where people could worship him. It was called a temple and it took 7 years to build (Maybe they were on overtime). Again all the wood was transported from Lebanon and it was decorated with gold and precious stones.

We’re going to hear a little bit about that now.
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Reader - 1 Kings 6: 15 - 30.
When it was finished Solomon asked God to bless the temple. He knew of course that God was all powerful and able to be anywhere in the world, but he asked him to let the temple be a special place where people could come and worship him personally.
Solomon was the first person to pray in the temple and we’re going to hear his prayer now.

Reader 1 Kings 8 22- 26.

Hymn No. 160 StF Powerful in making us wise to salvation. Tune - Epiphany 672.
Matthew 21: 12 - 17.
A Place of Holiness.
Julie liked her visits to Bert Montgomery’s house. Among the distressing and difficult chores of being a District Nurse in a busy, inner-city medical practice, visits to Bert’s were always a pleasure.

Julie had got to know Bert after his stroke, when he and Edith, his wife, had needed a fair bit of reassurance and support. Then she’d been with him through the loss of his wife and since then she’d always tried to see him even when there was no medical reason for a visit.  
In recent times, she was back to being a regular visitor once more, as Bert needed the dressing on an ulcerous leg changed pretty well every day.                                                            
The visits were as beneficial to Julie as they ever were to Bert. His cheery smile, gentle teasing, amiable flirting and irrepressible sense of humour were a tonic to a hard-pressed District Nurse. But best of all were the stories…….
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Bert Montgomery was a veritable fund of stories - from child-hood; from his time in the pit; from his travels; from his reading - all told with colour, enthusiasm and clarity. There was always a story and Julie loved them all.

But best of all were his stories about the war. Bert had been in North Africa with the army during the Second World War - one of his favourite sayings to her on that subject was that ‘people said it was Monty that won the war but it was this Montgomery that did all the work’.
An oft-repeated tale - and Julie never figured out whether it was true or not - was the one when Field Marshal Montgomery decided to offer the soldiers a special treat at Christmas time and provided them all with a portion of caviar…..it was not well received. 
Aware of the murmurings in the ranks, Monty called over an RSM and enquired as to the disquiet among the troops and why they were so ungrateful for such an expensive delicacy.

The RSM reported that the men were grateful enough they were just complaining that the bramble jam tasted of fish!!
But the story that meant most to Julie and one that she knew must be true because of the hushed tones Bert used when he was telling it and the tear that was always in his eye when he’s finished it, was the one about the strange experience in the desert. 
It was a slack day, he said, and he and the lads spent the morning repairing a truck and in the heat of the day and sheltering underneath it to get some respite from the sun.                  
After a brew of tea when things started to get a bit cooler he’d gone for a wander and a smoke, keeping sight of the camp, but exploring a bit further away.

He knew there was no danger and well, he was bored. So he’d gone on a short recce but he’d not got two hundred yards away from camp when he stopped. He didn’t know why he’d stopped - there was nothing to see - just the usual scrub and rocks.               4

But something had made him stop and he had this strange feeling he couldn’t describe, all tingly like as though he was in the presence of something weird.
Not scary or anything like that, just good……right…….holy….that kind of thing.

It was amazing and he sat down for a bit and the feeling stayed with him all the time he was there.

After a while he went to tell the others but as he got half way back the feeling disappeared. So he retraced his steps and when he got back to the place where he’d been sitting, there it was again, this amazing feeling.

He marked the spot with a bundle of stones and went to fetch the others, but they didn’t know what he talking about. They said it was the heat, that he was imaging things. But he knew what he’d felt!
So, he made sure he’d got the coordinates of where they were, marked the location on the map in truck and never thought much more about it after that. There was too much to do and other things to think about - like bramble jam that tasted of fish and the like.

But a while later when he had some leave in Cairo he went to the library and dug our some old maps of where he’d been - old, old maps from centuries ago. And guess what he found out. Right at the spot where they’d been camped, right there where he’d had that weird feeling, there had been an ancient Christian settlement centuries before.

It was called “Mkan Lldash”, which roughly translated means “A dwelling place of holiness”. He’d been standing in a Holy Place and that’s what he’d been feeling all those centuries later.
Julie would marvel at Bert Montgomery’s story of ‘a dwelling place of holiness’.

Who was she - a sceptical agnostic - to argue against the idea that the prayer and worship of an ancient Christian settlement could stick around, long, long after the walls and stockades had been obliterated by the desert, so that it’s holiness could still affect a hard-nosed soldier in the North African desert in the heat and the sand and the horror of war?     5
Julie likes here visits to Bert Montgomery’s house, especially his stories about the war and particularly the one about the ‘dwelling place of holiness’. Because, after all, if Bert had really found the holiness there, he must have brought a fair bit of it back with him from the North African Desert, for there was enough of it around to give Julie and small tingle every time she visited his home.

Holy, holy, holy.
Holy places, holy people, holy signs are seen;
Holy feelings, holy auras, offerings serene;

Holy moments, holy tingles, holy blessings found;

Hoy, holy, holiness abounds.

Holy places offering some comfort in distress;

Holy people giving hope when life’s a wilderness;

Holy signs appearing which can smooth a furrowed brow;

Holy, holy, holiness is now.

Holy feelings way beyond the scrutiny of thought;

Hoy aura’s bringing peace when battles are being fought;

Holy moments happening, even when they’re not so clear;

Holy, holy, holiness is here.

Holy tingles, felt and known, though seldom understood;

Holy blessings, making sense when things are far from good;

Holy for the moment, when quite nothing else will do;

Holy, holy, holiness,

Blessed times of holiness,

Precious gifts of holiness for you.

Hymn No 20 Be still for the presence of the Lord.
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Intercessions.

Heavenly Father, we give thanks that we belong to your church family.
We pray for those who don’t feel they belong anywhere; for refugees, asylum seekers, homeless people in the street. We pray that we may be able to help them to see a chink of light at the end of their very dark tunnels.

Lord in your mercy…………………..hear our prayer.

We pray for people of other faiths and of other denominations within our own faith.

We sometimes find it hard to accept them and their beliefs.

Help us genuinely to try and understand them and to show them respect.
Lord in your mercy…………………..hear our prayer.

We pray for our church family. We give thanks that we belong.

We pray for the people sitting around us, that you will be with them in their joys and sorrows. We pray that we don’t become a holy huddle and are welcoming to people on the fringe.

Lord in your mercy                              hear our prayer.

We pray for those facing illness or even death.

Perhaps they have a sense, a fear even, of not belonging.

Help them to believe in you and your power to heal, physically, mentally and spiritually and to know that you bring the promise of eternal life.

Lord in your mercy                              hear our prayer.

We pray for all those countries who are caught up in war and conflict especially remembering the people of the Ukraine. We pray you will speak to the hearts and minds of our world leaders to find a solution that will being this war to an end.
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Merciful Father accept these our prayers for the sake of your son, Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.

The Lord’s Prayer.

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil .

For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever. Amen.

Hymn No 690. StF The Church’s one foundation.
Offertory  Prayer.
Heavenly Father, all our possessions are worthless unless dedicated to you.

All our belongings are of no value if owned by thankless hearts.

So we offer back to you what was always yours and ask for your blessing.

And may our words and thoughts be always acceptable to you, may our deeds and actions be always worthy of you and may our lives show forth your love in the world. Amen. 
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