Thank you, so much.  I just wanna say a couple o’ things before I start.  Errm, I’d really really like to thank you all.  Like to than errm you know the leadership team of Spring Harvest err.  Just been a great privilege to be here this week err so many of you have been really really encouraging and thank you so much for that.  If I’ve hurt you in any way – I think I cheesed a couple o’ you off outside Jack’s last night – forgive me err but bless you, it’s been wonderful err to be here and err Ali Coffey took me somewhere this morning I’ve never been and I’ve been coming to Spring Harvest for twenty years, right at the back of the hut here is a little caravan and two guys working on the videos and the DVDs and I’m sorry to tell you, all these years I’ve never realized they were there doing their task.  And I – if you can see me now, guys, I want to thank you with all my heart.  I’ve never realized you’ve been listening to me pontificating over those years.  You must be bored out of your minds.  But thank you err for what you have err have done.  Let me read [applause] yeah … good … read just a little err couple of verses from one Corinthians one:  “God chose the weak things of the world to shame the strong.  He chose the lowly things of the world and the despised things and the things that are not to nullify the things that are so that no one err may boast before him.  It is because of him that you are in Christ Jesus who has become for us wisdom from God, that is:  our righteousness, holiness and redemption.  Therefore as it is written, ‘Let him who boasts boast in err the Lord’”.
You know, today we’re going home and goin’ home is always hard.  There is in Mark’s Gospel the most incredible err story err the Lord Jesus goes to the eastern side of Galilee and he ends up at the foot of the graveyard – that’s almost certainly what it was – the limestone cliffs had great holes in them and they would just slot the bodies into the holes.  And it’s dark.  And they’ve just been in this incredible storm and they get there and out of the tombs comes this man.  He’s crazy.  He’s been cuttin’ himself.  He’s naked.  He’s demon-possessed.  It’s like a scene out of a horror err movie by Hammer.  And the spirits recognize Jesus.  When the disciples weren’t sure who Jesus was and the enemies of Jesus weren’t sure who Jesus was and his family weren’t sure who he was, the spirit world always knew.  They recognized who Jesus was.  “Leave us alone.”  And he sets this man free.  There’s that incredible scene of the pigs goin’ over the cliff.  And suddenly the man is clothed and he’s in his right mind.  Wonder where he got those clothes from.  Perhaps Peter gave them to him or James said “Well, have my sandals”, but he’s clothed and he’s in his right mind and then Jesus begins to push back across err the Lake of Galilee and he runs after and says “I wanna come with you.”  Who wouldn’t wanna go with Jesus?  And Jesus says incredible words to him.  He says, “Go home.”  “Go home and tell people what the Lord has done for you.”  And goin’ home is always hard.  
My dad’s dead now.  I’ve spent my life in evangelism.  I have spoken probably in various ways perhaps through [sic:  to] well hundred of thousands at least err with the message of Christ.  But home was hard.  To speak to my dad was hard.  He never communicated and some nays [sic] days I’d be on the radio and I’d say “Dad, I’m on the radio today.  Listen to me.”  And I’d be sharing my faith in Christ with hundreds of thousands of people but really I’d be talking to my dad.  And everywhere else was relatively easy but home was hard.  I remember I decided to write him a letter.  Can you imagine that?  Writing your own dad a letter to share your faith with him?  And I, I wrote him a letter.  He was a very private man.  And I said “Dad, thanks for the dad you’ve been to me.”  He gave me what he could.  “And my great desire is we’ll be in heaven together.”  And I waited to see what he would say, and two days later he said “Thank you for your letter and for your kind comments.”  That was pretty good for my dad.  Home is always harder.  I remember, you know I’ve written books on parenting, I’ve spoken again to lots of people about how to be a father, but I remember when Lloyd was fifteen and I’m in my study and he’s driving me crazy and I read everything I’ve ever written and it doesn’t help much.  [Laughter] And I’m sat there and I pick up a little old book by Dobson on teenagers and he says something like this, “If your teenager’s driving you crazy, join the club. [Laughter]  Fight as few battles as you possibly can; just get them through, somehow.”  And do you know, home is hard.  
I just been on the road talking again to lots and lots of church leaders.  I’m on the road for a month talking to thousands of church leaders about the prodigals and I come home and I’m like, you know, I’m a man of God, ‘en I?  So I spoken to all these people and I’m bringing down strongholds and taking on principalities and I walk through the door and Diane says to me, “That toilet’s blocked again” [Laughter] And home is always hard.  And you know, sometime’s it’s hard for the tough things but you know, often it’s hard for the ordinary things.  Your car breaks down on the way home from Spring Harvest.  You had a row together.  The kids drive you crazy.  Your best friend lets you down on Monday.  Goin’ home is always hard.
And we’ve just had an incredible account written – read to us of the comin’ of the Holy Spirit on the Day of Pentecost, the day of power.  Mike Yaconelli died in a car accident and I never got to meet him but I would have loved to have met him.  I think he was my kind of guy to be honest with you.  Mike Yaconelli wrote a book called ‘Messy Spirituality’ and he said “I’m sixty years old but most of my life I, I’m not exactly sure what’s going on, to be honest.”  And he said, “I’m a Christian minister but even then I’m not exactly sure what’s going on”.  And he said, “Sometimes I’m walking along a beach and Jesus is in front of me and he turns and says “Would you like to follow me?”  And I say, “Me?”  And he says, “No.  I was talking to the guy behind you.” [Laughter]  And I sometimes feel like that.  I got some wonderful news for you today as you go home and I mean it.  This is good news.  This is gospel. Hold it in your heart.  Write it on your doorposts.  Yell it from the rooftops.  It is the opposite of every book on success, every DVD, every video, every seminar on success you have ever heard or seen, and it is this:  tomorrow belongs to the failures.  Tomorrow belongs to the failures.  “There came a sound of rushing wind from heaven.  Not from the disciples, not from some committee, not from some programme, not ‘cause they’ve got it all right.  Somebody in heaven said, “Guys, it’s time for the Holy Spirit to blow.  And it came from heaven.  And if you read on a little, you will see this – well, let me ask you this before I tell you.  Let’s find out who your favourite disciple is.  If your favourite disciple is John, and I could understand why that could be, put your hand up.  OK, I’ve got some for John.  Err, Andrew, always bringing people to Jesus.  Somebody must be … Andrew, you’ve got one.  Well done.  Err, Thaddeus, there’s always a clever clogs who has Thaddeus.  [Laughter] Anybody for Thaddeus?  I could imagine them saying to Thaddeus, those disciples, “You know Thaddeus” – when they talked amongst themselves, ‘cause they got quite competitive, “You know Thaddeus, in two thousand years time in pub quizzes [laughter] it will be your name they will forget [laughter]”  Okay. Let’s try Peter.  Anybody go for Peter?  Why is that?  [Laugher]  You know why?  ‘Cause he failed.  And right after this you read “And Peter stood up.  Peter stood up and said ‘Lord I would die for you.’”  “No, Peter, you wouldn’t die for me.  You know something?  When it comes to it, you’re not even gonna have the guts to tell a girl you knew me.  No, Peter, you’re not prepared to die for me yet.  You will die for me, but you’re not there yet.  No Peter, no.”  What about James and John, on the Passover Road, and folks, this is like seven weeks before this happened.  Peter denied him.  Like seven weeks from now it would be like the middle of February.  It’s not that long ago is it?  And James and John in … on the Passover Road and they come to him and their mother chips in as well and they say “Jesus, when we get there, would it be okay if I sit on your right hand and my brother on the left.  Would that be alright?”  And he looks at them and says “Can you be baptised with what I’m going to be baptised with?  Can you be plunged into all I’m gonna be plunged into?”  “Yeah, we can do that.”  And he looks at them.  “Yes, you will be baptised with my baptism.  You will be plunged into all I will be plunged into.  But to sit on my right hand and my left is not mine to give.”  James was the first to die as a martyr.  His brother, John, died in exile.  He was the last.  And they were plunged into all that Jesus knew.  But that competitive spirit was there.  And Thomas.  You know, I love reading that little occasion where Jesus and the disciples go to see Lazarus and they’re scared of the Jews and they say “Well, if we go, they’re gonna kill us.”  And Thomas says, “Well, let’s go and die with him.”  Thomas was the kinda guy who you said “Thomas, we’re going on a picnic.”  And he’d say, “Well, I’ll bring an umbrella.”  [Laughter]  And Thomas doubted Jesus.  And finally the carpenter stood and said “Okay, Thomas, do it.  Stick your hand in the side.  That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?  Put your finger in the holes.”  We never read he did.  Just on his feet, “My Lord and my God.”  And they all left him, every single one of them.  You ever been let down by your best friend – and that moment in life when they really needed him, they did it to him.  They all left him.  
And these are the men on Pentecost.  This is the motley bunch:  the deniers, and the competitive and those who’d lost their integrity, and the doubters and the scared and those who screwed up.  The Bible says, “My strength is made perfect in weakness.”  It’s no surprise these men are there.  When I was a kid in church, an old lady used to get up and sing this hymn:  “When we come to the end of our hoarded resources, our Father’s full giving has only begun.”  “When we come to the end of our hoarded resources, our Father’s full giving has only begun.”  Many of us live life for a while – and I’ll tell you, I did it for a long while – and we believe we got great resources.  We kinda pretend we’re humble, and we pretend we’re learning lessons, but basically we think we’re in control.  And then something in life hits us, sometimes outa the clear blue sky.  Sometimes it breaks our heart as it broke mine.  Sometimes it means we will walk with a limp the rest of our lives.  But you know what?  We come to the end of our hoarded resources.  We don’t need anyone to tell us.  We only have God.  There’s nowhere else to go.  If heaven doesn’t blow, there will be nothing.  They were filled because they were empty.  Jesus had said to them “Without me you can do nothing.”  But when they heard him say it those years ago they didn’t really understand it.  But now they believed it:  “Lord, without you we can do nothing.”  Do you know what?  The truth is you can do quite a lot without Jesus.  You can run programmes.  You can write books.  You can run seminars.  You can build churches.  In fact you can do quite a lot without Jesus.  What Jesus meant is if you do, what it really amounts to in your life – perhaps not in the lives of others, they may get blessed anyway – but in your life is nothing.  There is that incredible occasion where Joseph and Mary – the boy Jesus is twelve years old – and they take him to the festival and they’re on their way home.  And I think the Authorized Version puts it like this:  “They believed that he was there, but they wisst not” – they knew not – “that Jesus was not with them.”  A day’s journey – “Jesus is somewhere near me”, but he wasn’t.  And we can go blasting off into our programmes and our strategies, but somewhere we have left the Saviour behind.  I think the scariest verse in the whole of the Bible is Samson.  And he lets God down and he gives away the secret.  And she shouts “The Philistines are on you.”  And he gets up to do what he’d always done.  “But he didn’t know”, writes Holy Scripture, “that the Lord had left him.”  You know something?  These disciples lost lots of things.  I believe they lost their courage, and they lost their dignity, and they even lost a little of their integrity I believe.  They almost lost their hope.  Do you know the one thing these dear band [sic] didn’t lose?  I don’t think they ever lost their love for Jesus.   I think even as Peter was denying him, in his heart he loved him.  That’s why he cried.  He wouldn’t ‘ve seen the eyes of Jesus unless he’d been looking at Jesus as they were mocking him and flogging him and dressing him up, he must have looked – been looking at Jesus.  I they loved him.  I don’t know if you ever feel like that.  I feel like it almost every day of my life.  “Lord, forgive me.  I wish I was better.  I wish I was as good as my messages.  I wish I, I wish I was better, but you know I do love you.  I do love you.  And they could have been forever haunted by the past.  Ladies and gentlemen, I want to say this to you:  tomorrow does not have to be like yesterday.  I do not minimize your pasts.  Some of you have horrible pasts.  I understand that.  And you cannot wipe them out.  But tomorrow doesn’t have to be like yesterday.  If you have let him down, if you have denied him, if yesterday haunts you, tomorrow doesn’t have to be the same.  He is not the God of yesterday.
Let me read you this little poem if I may:

I was regretting the past

And fearing the future

Suddenly my Lord was speaking:

“My name is I Am”

He paused

I waited

He continued

“When you live in the past with its mistakes and regrets

It is hard

I am not there.

My name is not I Was.

When you live in the future with its problems and fears

It is hard

I am not there

My name is not I Will Be.
When you live in this moment

It is not hard

I am here

My name is I Am”

And ladies and gentlemen, none of us can do a thing about yesterday.  What can we do about the future?  Nothing.  But he is here now and you and I are as we are.  Let us repent of our sin.  Let’s not have some cheap grace but let us say “Father, I am here now.  Deliver me today from the past that haunts me.  Blow on me in my weakness.  Give me back the years the locust has eaten.”
I would set you free this very moment from the past.  Some of you are dragging your past around you with a rope over your shoulder.  Think of pilgrim and he goes up that hill and he has a great weight on his back and he sees the cross of Jesus and suddenly says, “It rolls off my back and into an open sepulchre from which I saw it no more”.  “When you come to the end of your hoarded resources, your father’s full giving has only begun.”
And so you are walking along a beach and Jesus says, “Will you follow me?”  And you say, “Me?”  And he says, “Yes, you”.  And you say, “Oh, I … perhaps you don’t know but you know what?  I’m not too well at the moment.  I … bit of a breakdown to be honest.  I haven’t been well for a while and …”  “Oh, I know, I, I know that and I saw you when you cried.  I cried with you often.  When you woke up in the mornings with that dreadful feeling in your stomach I was with you.  I, I saw you wake late that night.  I was by your side and …”  “But how could you use me?”  “Oh, I will use you because of it.  It will be the moment of your greatest strengths.  There are those out there, millions of them, broken.  I want you to reach out to them.”  “But I don’t have any answers.”  “I don’t want you to have answers.  I want you to make them tea and coffee.  I want you to touch their arm.  I want you to reach out and say, ‘Me too.  I have known the darkness and the pain and the awful feeling.  Me too.”  And you, he, you’re on the beach and he says, “Follow me.”  And you say, “Me?”  And he says, “Yes, you.”  And you say, “But my marriage is broken and …”  “I want you.”  “And my children are breaking my heart and …”  “I want you.”  “And you don’t know what I did.”  “Yes, I do know what you did, and I, I want you to be sorry for it, I want you to turn your back on it and ask by your grace you will never do it again.  But I always knew.  You are often a disappointment to me but you are never a surprise to me.  Never.”
And finally, one last thing.  Pentecost means fifty.  It was fifty days, a week of weeks after Passover, and on that day they brought the firstfruits of the harvest to God and gave thanks.  Jesus had said to his disciples, “Unless a grain of wheat falls into the ground and dies it abides alone, but if it dies it brings forth much fruit.”  And fifty days before, at Passover, a grain of wheat had fallen into the ground and died and now on this day of days, the firstfruits of the harvest God brings to his Son.  And to do it, he used those who Thomas said (? 5:06, fifth track) to some extent had died themselves.  They knew now of truth.  The only breath worth feeling in the world is the breath that blows from heaven.  Spring Harvest has been great.  But we can’t stay here.  If we did, it would go bad on us.  We must go home.  But there is a [sic] even greater journey home.  R. T. Kendall told me some years ago a lovely story of an old American missionary who’d served God forty years in Africa.  He’d never had a furlow.  He came back to New York harbour.  He wondered if there’d be anyone to meet him.  And then he heard a band playing and he thought, ‘Oh, they, they’ve got a little band for me on the dockside.’  But it wasn’t a little band; it was a big band, ‘cause President Roosevelt was on the boat coming home after hunting big game fourteen days in Africa.  And ‘cause the President was on the boat, the pl … the street was delayed and they got security and by the time the old missionary after forty long years comes home the dockside is empty.  It’s dark.  It’s raining.  There’s nobody there.  Picks up his cases and he finds a little, cheap motel room.  He kneels by his bed and he starts to cry.  And he says, “Oh, God, I have served you all these years.  This man has been hunting big game fourteen days in Africa and he comes back to this great welcome.  I have served you forty long years and for me there is no welcome home.  And then he heard it in his heart, the voice that said, “You’re not home yet.  You’re not home yet.”  Take heart, dear friends, take heart.  Don’t give up.  Keep going.  He loves you.  He knows you.  Here, at last, is real love.  Ask him in his mercy to take you as you are, to change you, make you more holy – all of that.  But in his grace to blow on your life, where you are now, from heaven.  Amen.   
