For the week of July 28, 2013

Pastor: Scott Grant

The Psalms of Ascents

Strange Hope
Psalms 130
A song of ascents.
1 Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord;
2     O Lord, hear my voice.
Let your ears be attentive
    to my cry for mercy.
3 If you, O Lord, kept a record of sins,
    O Lord, who could stand?
4 But with you there is forgiveness,
    therefore you are feared.
5 I wait for the Lord, my whole being waits,
    and in his word I put my hope.
6 My soul waits for the Lord
    more than watchmen wait for the morning,
    more than watchmen wait for the morning.
7  O Israel, put your hope in the Lord,
    for with the Lord is unfailing love
    and with him is full redemption.
8 He himself will redeem Israel
    from all their sins.

Psalms 131
A song of ascents. Of David.

1 My heart is not proud, O Lord,
    my eyes are not haughty;
I do not concern myself with great matters
    or things too wonderful for me.
2 But I have stilled and quieted my soul;
    like a weaned child with its mother,
    like a weaned child is my soul within me.
3  O Israel, put your hope in the Lord
    both now and forevermore.
Psalms 130-131 questions
 1. What sort of experience have you had with experiencing God’s forgiveness for you?
 
2. Describe your understanding of sin: what it is, how it manifests itself, what it results in.
 
3. How do you react to this suggestion: The modern sense of guilt, then, is not so much guilt before God as it is guilt that we’re not living up to our potential.
 
4. How do you resonate (or not resonate) with these words from Ann Voskamp? “Yesterday morning, the morning before, all these mornings, I wake to the discontent of life in my skin. I wake to self-hatred. To the wrestle to get it all done, the relentless anxiety that I am failing. Always, the failing. I yell at children, fester with bitterness, forget doctor appointments, lose library books, live selfishly, skip prayer, complain, go to bed too late, neglect cleaning the toilets. I live tired. Afraid. Anxious. Weary. Years, I feel it in the veins, the pulsing of ruptured hopes. Would I ever be enough, find enough, do enough?”
 
5. What might you do in order to “still and quiet” your soul the way that David did?
