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Welcome 

Good evening, and welcome! 

This is the second service of worship in 

a series of five services that serve to 

introduce and explore the five “solas” 

of the Protestant Reformation, 

revolutionary concepts which 

distinguish the most vital expression 

of Christian faith, concerns which have 

been present since the beginning of 

the church, but which were articulated 

most strongly as a reaction against a 

sluggish, institutionalized faith. My 

vision for this series has been to pair 

these catalytic Christian ideas with 

great artistic, especially musical, 

expressions of Christian faith from 

what the Bible calls the great crown of 

witnesses across the centuries, in ways 

that foster thought, challenge 

preconceptions, and above all, call a 

community together to worship One 

whom we hold to be the one, the true, 

and living God, who has revealed 

himself in creation, in his Word, and in 

person, as the Saviour of the world, 

Jesus Christ.  

 

• www.solasvespers.org: rationale, 

upcoming services, blog, sermons,  

• envelopes, financial support 

• Q&A/fellowship 

 



Our first service in October 

focused on Sola Scriptura. We learned 

what the concept of Scripture Alone is, 

and what it isn’t, and we spent some 

time considering why we privilege this 

one collection of texts as the only 

clear, complete, and completely 

reliable book on which to base our 

lives, by which not only every other 

text, but literally every other 

experience of our lives is to be 

measured, and put into perspective.  

Since October, I’ve been eagerly 

anticipating tonight, which is entirely 

appropriate, since tonight we are not 

only looking at the second Sola, we are 

also celebrating the season of Advent, 

the season of waiting. During this time 

we commemorate the time before 

God revealed himself to us more fully 

and in person, as a man, a Jew, the 

fulfillment of promises made in the 

distant past: first, the promise of 

restoration—restoration of the 

kingdom founded by David—in other 

words, the promise of a King; second, 

the promise of purification—

purification of an adulterated religious 

observance—this was the promise of a 

Priest; and, finally the promise of 

presence—the presence of a God who 

makes himself known to his people—

that is, the promise of a new Moses, 

the promise of a Prophet. Jesus was to 

fulfill all three promises, as Prophet, 

Priest, and King, and yet, to do so in 



such unexpected ways that most of his 

peers didn’t recognize it.  

A Jew living in Palestine in the 

decades prior to Jesus birth had good 

reason to be cynical. The Davidic line 

of succession had been obscured since 

the time of the Babylonian exile, 

nearly 600 years earlier. The lineage of 

the priesthood in the temple was also 

compromised, largely characterized by 

pragmatic, political concerns.  

For all that, people practice 

their faith zealously. Personal prayer 

and the reading of Scripture were an 

integral part of every day life, as were 

regular pilgrimages to Jerusalem.  

And yet it seemed that God had 

rejected them. There had been no true 

prophets or prophecies for centuries. 

Apocalyptic speculation was rampant, 

often resulting in violence, or 

communities of zealots isolating  

themselves, like the community that 

produced the Dead Sea Scrolls while 

preparing for the end of the world.  

When would God fulfill his 

promises?  

So, in this context of Advent, of 

the eager anticipation of God’s 

purposes, the exploration of Faith 

Alone seems especially apt, faith being 

the convergence of waiting and of 

trust, or as Hebrews 11:1 says, “faith is 

the assurance of things hoped for, the 

conviction of things not seen”. We 

hope you will be blessed by this 



journey from the darkness and gloom 

to light and joy, from distortion and 

discord to clarity and harmony, from 

waiting to fulfillment, and more than 

that, to be drawn into the adoration of 

the One who was born as a baby, to 

bring about his promises to his people 

– not to coddle their nationalistic 

aspirations but to transform them; not 

to purify a tainted Levitical bloodline, 

but to offer himself once for all both as 

Great High Priest and Perfect Sacrifice; 

not even merely to offer a fresh Word 

from God, but to fulfill the Law and the 

Prophets, to be the Living Word in the 

Flesh, the Messiah, the One Anointed 

Prophet, Priest, and King. 

Bach: Come, Saviour, Come 

Sermon: “Even as we hope in you” 

 

Our soul waits for the LORD; he is our 

help and our shield. 

For our heart is glad in him, because 

we trust in his holy name. 

Let your steadfast love, O LORD, be 

upon us, even as we hope in you.  

Psalm 33:20-22 

 

PRAY 

 

At its most basic level, faith 

simply means trust. In that most 

simple sense, we all have faith. We 

have faith that the sun will rise in the 

morning, that the words that we speak 

will be mostly understood. We have 



faith that putting gas in our car will 

keep it running, and we have faith that 

food that we purchase at the grocery 

store meets at least a minimum 

standard of quality. We have faith that 

the laws of nature and the laws of 

society will continue to be operational. 

The web of faith that undergirds our 

existence is so complete that we rarely 

notice that it’s there. 

But of course, faith is more than 

that. There is a kind of faith, a faith in 

humanity that nearly all of us adhere 

to, which comes in the form of an 

unwritten social compact. We trust 

that the people we come across will 

largely abide by that compact: to be 

honest, to be respectful, to be helpful, 

to wish us well.  

From these basic examples of 

faith, we can learn that, contrary to a 

popular misconception, faith is not 

blind belief, but a largely rational—

even safe—bet, that is based on 

experience, common sense, and the 

say so of those who have 

demonstrated that there is good 

reason they should be believed.  

This is all very nice, and it’s 

mostly stuff that we can all agree on, 

but so far it doesn’t bring us to the kind 

of faith that is referenced by Sola Fide, 

or Faith Alone. Sola Fide references 

more than mere trust. It is a 



metaphysical truth claim, of the kind 

that helps to give life meaning.  

People of every religious stripe 

will naturally feel that their own 

particular set of spiritual 

commitments helps them get through 

the day. Even those who claim no 

religious affiliation, and those feel a 

hostility towards the notion that the 

material universe is not all there is, 

have this kind of faith, the faith in the 

possibility of meaning. We cannot 

function without an overarching 

narrative. And while I would suggest 

that narratives which are not 

transcendent tend to be more 

precarious then those that are, 

whether our narrative is framed by 

spirituality or family or work or 

success, we are all constantly sorting 

out and rehearsing our own particular 

stories, our own matrix of meaning. 

These stories are an expression of 

trust, trust that, for the most part, our 

lives are worth living, that we are 

worth more alive than dead. 

But while we find our metaphysical 

narratives helpful, not all of them 

are equally valid, or truthful. For 

example, I recently came across a 

song that expresses the 

contemporary conundrum along 

with its widely held resolution: 

(Child of the universe) 

  

 



The story here, that many, or 

even most in the twenty-first century 

now embrace, is that although we 

have been spawned by an indifferent 

universe, that universe is vast and 

wondrous. We are children of the 

Universe, and that in itself, should 

somehow make us feel special enough 

to think of ourselves as “chosen ones” 

who can “climb our mountains high” 

to “try and touch the sky”.  

The words are vaguely inspiring 

of course, and the song is popular 

because it reflects what people like to 

think about themselves. We all 

possess a wide-eyed belief in our own 

potential. But the sentiment the song 

expresses is hollow. It is baseless, self-

aggrandizing, and delusional. It is 

hubris, never a desirable trait.   

Joni Mitchell, in her beautiful 

song, “Woodstock”, has a similar 

perspective, but at least the aching 

longing she expresses acknowledges 

that there is something wrong with us, 

something that needs to be remedied: 

“we are stardust, billion year old 

carbon, we are golden, caught in the 

devil’s bargain.” And what is the 

remedy? To “get ourselves back to the 

garden”, that is, to some primeval 

state of innocence before machines, 

before pollution, before war. But the 

reality is that the Age of Aquarius 

came and went, and the flower 

children have overseen the age of the 



greatest environmental destruction 

the world has ever known. Not only 

that, even the dream of free love has 

now been shattered by the reality of 

#metoo.  

As the book of Proverbs puts it, 

“he who trusts in his own heart is a 

fool.” This is something we should 

know from experience, common 

sense, and the wisdom of countless 

sages, living and dead, yet we are 

incapable of resisting the siren song of 

our own heart. Again, “he who trusts 

in his own heart is a fool, but he who 

walks wisely will be delivered.” (Pr 

28:26) The proverb suggests that our 

own heart will inevitably ensnare us, 

but wisdom will allow us to escape.  

And it is here where we start to 

find the meaning of Sola Fide. That is, 

the purpose of faith is not merely to 

infuse our lives with meaning. Rather, 

it is about deliverance, about escaping 

the snare of sin, the very thing that got 

us kicked out of the garden in the first 

place. And as much as we may long for 

it, there is no going back. Our sin 

separated us from the presence of 

God, and no amount of singing, or 

climbing, or striving, or reaching will 

breach the void. 

Which brings us to our text for 

this evening, which I feel sums up very 

well the kind of faith to which Sola Fide 

refers. (Read Text)  



Here we find an aspect of faith 

that we drew out before, of waiting. In 

our culture, the notion of waiting, for 

anything, is particularly difficult. Not 

only have we grown accustomed to 

having our desires fulfilled 

instantaneously, over the last decade 

those moments where we are forced 

to wait have become filled with 

distractions and entertainments via 

the smartphone. We’ve forgotten 

what it even means to wait.  

Waiting can and should be far 

more than filling dead space between 

moments of seeming significance. 

Because we are, in a sense, waiting 

every moment of our lives: waiting to 

graduate, waiting to get married, 

waiting for babies, waiting for 

retirement, waiting…for death. So 

unless we learn how to wait well, aside 

from those all too brief moments of 

excitement, life is sure to be endlessly 

wearisome, like a hated social media 

feed that we somehow can’t keep 

ourselves from scrolling through. The 

sad fact is, many of us are simply 

marking time, busying ourselves, 

amusing ourselves, arguing with 

ourselves, as we wait to quietly exit 

stage right. Samuel Beckett’s classic 

play “Waiting for Godot” illustrates 

this kind of futility with particular 

force. Two men are waiting for Godot, 

a mysterious figure about whom we 

learn next to nothing. We learn that 



the men have been waiting in misery, 

waiting for most of their lives for 

Godot, whose appearance is 

perpetually forestalled, and every 

indication is that they will be stuck in 

this absurd holding pattern until they 

are mercifully allowed to die or finally 

muster up the courage to speed the 

process themselves.  

But, is waiting for the LORD like 

waiting for Godot? Certainly, like 

Godot his appearance seems long 

delayed. Are there other similarities? 

As I said, we know precious little of 

Godot. The characters in the play live 

in a kind of vacuum. They’re not even 

certain they will recognize him when 

he appears.  

Is this the same with the LORD 

the Psalmist talks about? At first blush, 

it seems like the situation might be 

even worse for us, because in Psalm 

33, it doesn’t even look like we have a 

name to go on.  

Looking at the passage more 

closely, however, we discover that the 

name of God is central to 

understanding it. How so?  

We “wait for the LORD,” we are 

told, because “our hearts are glad in 

him”. And why are our hearts glad? 

Because we trust in his holy name. Put 

another way: we trust in his holy 

name, resulting in a glad heart, which 

is our motivation to wait. We wait, in 

other words, not in maddening misery, 



but with eager joy, because of his holy 

name.  

But what is his name? It’s hiding 

in plain sight in our English 

translations, which typically respect a 

pre-Christian convention that treats 

the name of God with special care by 

replacing it with the word, LORD. So, in 

most English Bibles, when you see the 

word LORD, all in caps, the original 

Hebrew text would have the name of 

God, Y-H-W-H, or Yahweh. So, in the 

Hebrew version of our passage, the 

name of God occurs twice: “Our soul,” 

the Psalmist declares, “waits for 

YHWH”. Likewise, the Psalmist prays 

to God by name, “Let your steadfast 

love, O YHWH, be upon us.”  

Unlike the name “Godot”, the 

name YHWH does not represent for 

the Psalmist some nebulous notion of 

an absent dictator. YHWH is the 

covenant name, that is, the name God 

used to designate himself to his people 

through Moses. YHWH is the name by 

which he revealed himself to his 

people, the name by which he 

betrothed himself to his people. 

Exodus 34 tells us that when God gave 

Moses the tablets of the Law on 

Mount Sinai, “YHWH passed before 

him and proclaimed, “YHWH, YHWH, a 

God merciful and gracious, slow to 

anger, and abounding in steadfast love 

and faithfulness, keeping steadfast 

love for thousands, forgiving iniquity 



and transgression and sin, but who will 

by no means clear the guilty.” 

YHWH was the name which 

Abraham and Isaac called upon, and 

which Jacob and his sons seemed to 

neglect, if the frequency with which 

they use it in the biblical text is any 

indication.  

YHWH is the One, our Psalm 

says earlier on, whose every word is 

“truth unbroken”, whose works are 

faithful, who loves what is right and 

just, who fills the earth with his 

goodness and love.  

YHWH, in other words, is no 

Godot. 

He is the one who repeatedly 

called his people, revealed himself to 

his people, and rescued his people: 

from the Egyptians, from the 

Midianites, from the Amalekites, from 

the Philistines. YHWH is the One who 

gave his people a land, and a Law to 

flourish in it. YHWH appointed judges, 

established David on his throne, and 

sent prophets to reveal himself with 

increasing fullness and clarity. So, 

when the Psalmist cries, “Our soul 

waits on YHWH,” it is not hollow piety, 

but an expression of faith in one who 

has demonstrated his sovereign power 

and his great love for his people, his 

capacity and his character, countless 

times in the past. The Psalmist 

expresses faith that is well founded, 

not a shot in the dark. 



Earlier tonight, I said that a Jew 

living in the decades prior to Jesus 

birth had reason to be cynical. The 

astonishing thing is that so many of 

them were not. They chose to wait, 

trusting in the holy name of their God, 

trusting in his character, trusting that 

he would make good on his promises 

to his people. 

And so, we remember a group 

of these people not far from 

Bethlehem, outsiders, a group of 

smelly, hard-bitten, working men, who 

had likely seen a great deal, sitting in 

the cold night tending their sheep. A 

much later tradition imagines them 

noodling away on a forlorn little 

bagpipe, which you’ll hear being 

imitated in the last movement of the 

Corelli Concerto. 

These men may not have been 

sophisticated, yet even they knew 

God’s promises to his people. They 

were waiting, like everyone else, for 

David’s successor whom the prophet 

Isaiah had predicted. They were 

waiting for the one who would purify 

the priesthood, the sons of Levi as the 

prophet Malachi had predicted. They 

were waiting for the one who would 

signal the moment that God would 

pour out his Spirit on all people, as the 

prophet Joel had predicted.  

What did it mean for them to  

wait? It meant to live in hope, 

expecting God to show up, it meant to 



work, to worship, to love, to play, to 

pray according to God’s law, not 

because it was law, but because it was 

YHWH’s teaching. God’s way. And so 

they waited, and they waited… 

 

INTERLUDE 

 

“Behold, I bring you good news 

of great joy that will be for all the 

people. For unto you is born this day in 

the city of David, a Saviour, who is the 

Anointed One, the Lord.” What were 

the shepherds to make of this unique 

announcement? We are told they 

went with haste to Bethlehem, David’s 

city. We are told that they found the 

child and his parents, we are told that 

they glorified and praised God for all 

that they had seen and heard, and 

we’re told that they told other people 

everything that the angel said about 

the child. First, that the long wait was 

over – God had finally, this very day, 

sent a deliverer, a Saviour, the 

Messiah, or Anointed One—in Greek, 

Christos/the Christ—the One Anointed 

to succeed David as king. And, 

mysteriously, he is called not just 

Christos, but “Christos Kurios”, that is, 

the Anointed One, the Lord! In other 

words, not only was a royal  title given 

to this baby signifying supreme 

temporal authority, by calling him 

Kurios/the Lord, which was the very 

word used in place of the name YHWH 



in the Greek bible, the angel raised the 

disturbing and confounding possibility 

that this baby was being identified as 

the One God, YHWH himself, just as 

had been suggested to Mary in the 

words of the angel Gabriel who visited 

her: “The child will be the son of the 

most high God, whose kingdom will 

reign forever.”  

The very name that Mary and 

Joseph were commanded to give the 

child, Yehoshua/Yeshua (which we 

know in its Greek and Latin form as 

Jesus) means “YHWH saves”. 

This would be his mission, to 

“save God’s people from their sins”, to 

establish a new covenant by his blood 

that would be for all people of every 

nation, for Jews and Gentiles. Dying a 

humiliating death, bearing the 

punishment for our sins. “Isaiah ‘twas 

foretold it” we sang earlier, “he was 

pierced for our transgressions”, “he 

was crushed for our iniquities” (Isa 

53:5) 

This Yehoshua, this Jesus, is the 

very YHWH whom the Psalmist 

professed to wait for, this Jesus is the 

very YHWH with whom the Psalmist 

pleads. This Jesus is the very YHWH 

who covenants with his people, who 

sets his love upon them.  

And it is this Jesus who reveals 

YHWH’s character most clearly. It is 

this Jesus whose holy name we trust, 

who is our help and our shield, in 



whom our hearts rejoice, even as we 

hope in him.  

What is the meaning of this 

phrase: “even as we hope in you”? 

“Let your steadfast love be upon us 

even as we hope in you”, the Psalmist 

prays. He is praying that the LORD’s 

steadfast love (in Hebrew, “hesed”, a 

broad term that also includes the idea 

of his covenant faithfulness) would be 

contingent on making him our hope. 

That is, as we allow ourselves to place 

our hope in him rather than the 

countless distractions and priorities 

that flood our attention every 

moment, or the false hope offered by 

human ingenuity, gifts, and power, we 

honor the covenant that he 

establishes. But the opposite also 

holds true, namely, that if we hope in 

military might, or corporate strategy, 

or political leadership, or charisma, or 

technology, or entertainment, if we 

merely bide our time with distractions 

instead of waiting for him, we 

dishonor our covenant with him, and 

all the benefits it entails. We are no 

longer waiting for God, but waiting for 

Godot.  

Sola Fide, then, the faith alone 

that saves, entails not the mere 

acknowledgement that God exists, nor 

a shallow affirmation of human 

potential, nor even adherence to a 

religious system. Faith, as we said 

earlier, is the convergence of waiting 



and of trust, waiting for and trusting in 

Someone with the capacity and the 

merciful character to save us. It is hope 

in a person, the only true God, 

manifesting himself as a human 

named “YHWH saves”. Saving faith is 

an eager anticipation of, a longing for, 

a rejoicing in, the service of the eternal 

One, the only one who is worthy of 

praise. 

But you may be sitting here and 

thinking, “That’s fine for you. You 

already have faith. I don’t have that 

kind of faith and don’t think I can 

acquire it.” And this is, of course, a real 

problem. We can’t manufacture faith. 

Faith, can’t be faked. Faith can’t be 

forced. The Bible tells us that faith is a 

gift.  

But listen to Paul, who extols 

Abraham’s exemplary faith. We know 

from Genesis that Abraham’s was a 

faith that repeatedly faltered. It was 

an and on again, off again, faith. A 

wobbly faith that provoked 

extraordinary testing and trial. Still, 

Paul tells us in Romans 4 that Abraham 

was “fully convinced that God was 

able to do what he had promised.” 

How did he arrive at that place? Paul 

says, “Abraham grew strong in his 

faith, as he gave glory to God.”  

What does that mean? To 

glorify means to praise, to ascribe 

desirable qualities to someone, to 



recognize their exploits. But we cannot 

glorify that which we know nothing 

about. It means nothing if you praise 

Patrick Laine without ever having seen 

him play. So for Abraham to give glory 

to God implies that he dedicated 

himself to knowing who this God was 

who had called him and made such 

promises to him, and knowing him, he 

worshiped him. As he grew in his 

knowledge of God, his estimation of 

God grew, and he was inspired to 

worship him further. As he worshiped, 

God inspired him to know more about 

him, which in turn inspired greater 

worship. Gradually, he came to 

understand just who it was he was 

waiting for, that this God who called 

him was righteous, loving, 

trustworthy, true.  

We can learn from Abraham to 

make a conscious decision to do 

whatever it takes to glorify God. To 

learn about him in his Word, to pray to 

him, to worship him, to praise him in 

community. Did you notice the 

pronouns used in the Psalm we’re 

studying? “Our soul waits”, “our heart 

is glad in him”, “we trust”, “let your 

steadfast love be upon us”. We wait, 

we trust, we hope in God in the 

context of community. To twist a well-

known Reformation maxim: Faith 

Alone will never be alone.  Prayer, 

study, and praise in community results 

in an upward spiral of faith. Faith 



grows in proportion to our worship. 

The more awesome we understand 

God to be the more trusting we will be 

of his capacity. The more wonderful 

his character, the more delight we 

take in waiting for him. Whether we 

experience hardship or not, whether 

our physical and financial needs are 

met or not, whether we see obvious 

answers to our prayers or not, 

whether or not we understand God’s 

specific purposes in the things that are 

happening to us or those we love, we 

will take comfort in knowing that 

God’s purposes are being fulfilled, and 

that his promises will always be kept.  

In short, the greater our God the 

greater our faith—that is what Paul 

means when he says that Abraham’s 

faith grew strong as he gave glory to 

God.  

Conversely, as we neglect the 

worship of God, as we question the 

trustworthiness of his Word, as we put 

our families and our work and our 

hobbies and our toys before him, our 

estimation of him will atrophy, and we 

will start to  worry that he is unwilling 

to be our help, unable to be our shield. 

Every minor hardship will be an 

occasion for grumbling, every 

challenge a catastrophe. Our heart will 

grow first skeptical, reticent, then 

afraid and finally bitter and angry. We 

will find ourselves no longer trusting in 

his name. The steadfast, covenant love 



of God will appear distant. It may well 

appear non-existent. We will wait, and 

will we wait…we will wait for death. 

The Christmas story in the 

gospel of Luke tells us about Simeon, 

who was a man much like Abraham. 

The text implies that he was advanced 

in years, looking for the fulfillment of a 

promise that never seemed to come, 

waiting, Luke says, “for the 

consolation of Israel”. Yet he waited 

with the kind of faith that, like 

Abraham’s, grew strong as he gave 

glory to God. 

Mary and Joseph brought their 

8 day old baby boy, Jesus, YHWH 

saves, the Anointed One, the LORD, to 

the Temple in observance of God’s 

law, to receive the gift that this very 

same little boy, an age ago, had 

communicated to Abraham, what Paul 

called the seal of the righteousness 

which Abraham had by faith alone. As 

this little one was to be identified by 

the circumcision ritual as a descendant 

of Abraham, Simeon took him in his 

arms, now knowing that his wait was 

over, now knowing that he had at least 

seen God’s deliverance for the glory of 

Israel, and for God’s gracious 

revelation of himself to all. With 

Simeon, let us sing to God of the 

promises he has kept, let us give glory 

to him and trust him to strengthen our 

faltering faith. Let us all take this child 

to our hearts this Christmas season, 



and by Faith Alone in him be saved. 

Our wait is over even as we hope in 

him. 

******************************* 

Before we sing together, let’s go 

a little out of order, and read together 

the responsive prayer that is printed in 

your programs. I will read the normal 

typeface, and you will read the bolded 

portion. 


