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  Christian psychiatrist, Dr. Charles Allen (picture) said, “When you say a situation or person is hopeless, you are 

slamming the door in the face of God.”  

  Heather Kampf (picture) is a highly decorated runner with an impressive string of accomplishments, including three 

USA championships. But what’s most impressive was the time she won 1st place in the 600-meter final at the 2008 Big 

Ten Indoor Track Championship after falling flat on her face (picture).  

  For the 600-meter dash, runners make three laps around a 200-meter course. As the third and final lap approached, 

Heather was in second place and ready to take first place. But in a split second everything changed. Here’s what 

happened in her own words, “I was making a move to pass…and probably just didn’t account for enough space for my 

long stride. I felt my heel get clipped once, and then on the second time I knew I was going down.”  

  More than going down, she went sprawling, skidding along the ground, her face bouncing on the red track as her 

momentum tossed her legs up behind her. Spectators gasped. It was a hard fall that instantly knocked her to the rear of 

the pack with virtually no hope of catching up. 

  But Heather Kampf has Respair. When she hit the ground, she could have stayed down. She could have easily become 

discouraged and admitted what everyone was already thinking—her race was over. One of the announcers tried to soften 

the blow – since her teammate had moved into the lead, it might be okay if she came in last. But she didn’t… 

  She leapt up as fast as she fell down and began closing the distance. To everyone’s amazement, Heather passed one 

runner, then another, then finally her own teammate to take first place! Heather Kampf has Respair.  

  “Respair” is an old English word. The first record of it in the Oxford English Dictionary is from 1525. It’s a word that’s 

making a comeback.  Respair means “the return of hope after a period of despair.” Respair means to “have hope again.”  

  Maybe 2022 is finally respair’s moment. It’s always a word though for the people of God. The pages of Scripture 

overflow with, respair, God’s hope returning to His people. God is the God of hope and wants us to live in hope.  

  But sometimes we struggle. The Psalmist did. Please turn to Psalm 42:5 (p. 469). “Why are you cast down, O my soul, 

and why are you in turmoil within me? Hope in God; for I shall again praise Him, my salvation and my God.”  

  Richard Sibbes, a Puritan preacher of Cambridge, who died in 1635 wrote a whole book, The Soul’s Conflict with Itself 

(picture), 175 pages on that one verse from Psalm 42:5. He was called “the sweet dropper” because of how much hope 

and joy his sermons caused.  

  In Psalm 42:5 the soul is arguing with itself, preaching to itself. “Why are you cast down, O my soul…Hope in God!” 

Hoping in God doesn’t come naturally for sinners like us. We must tell it to ourselves, even preach it to ourselves, and 

preach diligently and forcefully, or we’ll succumb to a downcast, disquieted spirit.  

  Biblical hope is different from this world’s hope. “Biblical hope not only desires something good for the future, it 

expects it to happen.” 

  Let me illustrate. I have a strong expectation that Jane and I will stay married to each other as long as we live. It’s not 

based on science, mathematical laws or logic. It’s based on the character of our wills and the promises of God. We have 

almost forty years of evidence about the nature and commitments of our wills and the graciousness of God’s will. When 

we speak of our future, we don’t speak in the ordinary terms of hope. We don’t say, “We hope that we don’t get 

divorced.” We speak in terms of confidence and certainty because the character of a God-centered will is like iron.  

  Of course, we could be wrong, couldn’t we? Yes, and Vladimir Putin might become a nice guy tomorrow. And it may 

be that not a single lie will creep into any politician’s speech for the next election. All these things are possible. There’s 

no scientific or logical certainty that they won’t happen. Why though do we have such strong confidence that they won’t 

happen? 

 Because we know something about the human heart. There’s a kind of certainty that comes from knowing the character 

of a man or of a group. It’s not infallible but it’s secure and confident. It lets you sleep at night. It carries you through 

rough times. Eventually, it can see you right through the grave. 

  Biblical hope is not a mere desire for something good to happen. It’s a confident expectation and desire for something 

good in the future. Biblical hope has moral certainty in it. When God’s Word says, “Hope in God!” it doesn’t mean, 

“Cross your fingers.” It means, to quote, William Carey (picture), “Expect great things from God.” 

  If you’re a Christian, this should resonate with you. We must Respair.                                                                                            

We must hope in God. We take what we know is true, that God is our salvation and we trust Him. We use this truth as a 

weapon against the darkness that may be setting in on our hearts. We keep going because God is the God of hope. We’re 

part of His forever family. We have His promises. They give us hope and fill our hearts with the wonder of who God is.  

  Our problem can be, as one Christian author notes, “The older you get, the more it takes to fill your heart with wonder, 

and only God is big enough to do that.” This morning as we tie up our series on Hope, we have Respair because of who 



God is. We have Respair because of His promises. Let me share a few of the many promises God has promised to us 

that give us hope.  

1. We have hope because God will provide for His family. Psalm 37:25 says, “I have been young, and now am old, yet 

I have not seen the righteous forsaken or his children begging for bread.” Philippians 4:19, “And my God will supply 

every need of yours according to His riches in glory in Christ Jesus.”  

  We’re all weak and needy. But notice from Philippians 4:19 Who our supplier is and see that He has promised to 

provide for us. Note the One to whom we look for the supply of our needs – “My God.” Then, note what He provides for 

us – “He will supply every need of yours.” Then, note from where He supplies those needs. See the storehouse of His 

provision – “according to His riches in glory.” Finally, notice the One who is the channel and means of that supply, our 

Savior Himself, “Christ Jesus.”  

  If we’re going to trust God in our need, our faith needs to understand four things. It must be certain that He is ours and 

we are His. It must be certain He cares for us and will provide for us. It must be certain that His ability to provide for us 

is incalculably great and infinite. It must know every spiritual blessing is found in, comes through, and is enjoyed in 

Jesus Christ.  

  Dr. D. Martyn Lloyd-Jones’ (picture) response to Philippians 4:19 is powerful: “I don’t know how you feel, but I can 

never read words like these without feeling, and I say it deliberately, that the main trouble with us as Christian people is 

that we are such fools. How we rob ourselves of the riches of grace! How, with our worldly wisdom, we put our little 

limits upon what God offers us, and oh, how we rob ourselves of so much of the joy of salvation and the glory of 

Christian living! Take a man like Paul. Was there ever a happier man than this? Take many another saint who has 

adorned the Christian church. These people at first sight seem to be so reckless and yet how wonderful their lives have 

been.” 

  A Christian woman lived next door to an atheist. Every day, when this woman prayed, this atheist could hear her. The 

atheist thought to himself, “She sure is crazy, praying all the time like that. Doesn’t she know there isn’t a God?” Many 

times while she was praying, he’d go to her house and harass her, saying “Lady, why do you pray all the time? Don't you 

know there is no God?” But she kept on praying. One day, she ran out of groceries and as usual, she prayed to the Lord 

explaining her situation and thanking Him for what He was going to do. As usual, this atheist heard her praying and 

thought to himself, “I’ll prove to her there is no God once and for all.” So he went to the grocery store, bought a bunch of 

groceries, took them to her house, dropped them off on the front porch, rang the doorbell and then hid in the bushes to 

see what she’d do. When she opened the door and saw the groceries, she began to praise the Lord, thanking God for 

providing for her needs. Immediately, the atheist jumped out of the bushes and told her, “You silly lady, God didn’t buy 

you those groceries, I bought those groceries for you!” And this dear Christian replied with great joy, “I knew the Lord 

would provide me with groceries, but I didn’t know he was going to make the devil pay for them!” We have hope 

because God will provide for His family. 

 

2. We have hope because God will protect His family. Psalm 91:1-8, “He who dwells in the shelter of the Most High 

will abide in the shadow of the Almighty. I will say to the Lord, ‘My refuge and my fortress, my God, in whom I trust.’ 

For He will deliver you from the snare of the fowler and from the deadly pestilence. He will cover you with His pinions, 

and under His wings you will find refuge; His faithfulness is a shield and buckler. You will not fear the terror of the 

night, nor the arrow that flies by day, nor the pestilence that stalks in darkness, nor the destruction that wastes at 

noonday. A thousand may fall at your side, ten thousand at your right hand, but it will not come near you. You will only 

look with your eyes and see the recompense of the wicked.” Psalm 91 almost seems to be saying that if you trust God, 

nothing bad will happen to you, and your life will go smoothly (even to the point that you won’t stub your toe!)  

  How should we expect the fulfillment of this psalm in our lives? We experience it’s fulfillment in how God uses pain to 

grow us in our knowledge of Himself. In John 17, Jesus declared that the essence of eternal life is knowing God. That 

means that in the bigger picture, any harm that comes to us that increases our relationship with God isn’t really harm but 

help. 

  We experience the fulfillment of Psalm 91 in God’s promise to use all things for good in our lives. Bible passages 

should never be interpreted in isolation. That’s how false doctrine gets started.  

  Verses like Romans 8:28 show how these promises in Psalm 91 are true. While it promises that God is working all 

things together for good, “work together for good” doesn’t mean bad things are really good things in disguise. It means 

that God takes genuinely bad things and brings His power to bear in them so you will be better off—that is, more Christ-

like (cf. Rom. 8:29)—for them having happened. From the vantage point of eternity, we will be able to see how God 

exercised His power in such a perfect way that all the evil that happened will, in the end, only lead to greater glory for 

God and greater joy for us. That’s the ultimate defeat of evil.  



  Then, we experience the fulfillment of Psalm 91 in the resurrection. As Christians, we recognize that this life is really 

just a prelude to the eternal one, a life in which “He will wipe away every tear from their eyes, and death shall be no 

more, neither shall there be mourning, nor crying, nor pain anymore, for the former things have passed away” (Rev. 

21:4). We’re going to a place where the worst pain we go through now will seem like brief birth pangs swallowed up in 

the joy of new birth. Psalm 91 is ultimately, literally fulfilled in that resurrection we look forward to, where there are no 

stubbed toes and no “death by pestilence.” 

  The book Shadow of the Almighty are the journals of Jim Elliot (picture), one of the five young missionaries slain on 

the beaches of Ecuador in the 1950s, and published by his wife, Elisabeth, many years later. The title comes from Psalm 

91. But the title is ironic when you think about the fact that Jim was literally pierced through the heart with a spear and 

killed, something Psalm 91 promises won’t happen. But Elisabeth called her book Shadow of the Almighty because she 

was utterly convinced that the refuge of the people of God is not a refuge from suffering or death, but a refuge through it 

and a refuge from final and ultimate defeat. In the book, she quotes Jim as saying, “I am immortal until my work on 

earth is done!”  

  The same is true for us. We’re protected by God and are immortal until our work on earth is done. There may be some 

painful chapters along the way, but if we hold on, we’ll see that God was working it all together for good. We have hope 

because God will protect His family. 

 

3. We have hope because God has forgiven us and made us His family. Romans 5:1, “Therefore, since we have been 

justified by faith, we have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.” This is the doctrine of  justification. This 

word we translate as “justified” comes from a Greek word that’s a legal term that means, “to be made right with 

someone.”  

  The word justified pictures a person standing in a court of law, accused of some crime. The evidence is presented. If a 

judge looks at the evidence and determines the person not to be guilty of the crime, he’d acquit the person. That action 

by the judge justifies the person because the person is declared innocent of the accusation and is free to go. It’s just as if 

he’d never committed the crime. God is the judge and we’re the defendant and we are guilty—all of us—but Jesus 

stepped up and paid our sin debt. 

  On the cross, He took on Himself the punishment we deserved. We owed—He paid—and because of that we can be 

declared right with God—or justified. When we personally decide to put our faith in Jesus as Savior and Lord, we 

receive forgiveness. This is good for all eternity, because when He died on the cross, Jesus didn’t just pay for our past 

sins but our present and future sins. The believer will never again stand guilty in God’s courtroom. Our status before 

God has been permanently altered. If you’ve trusted in Christ, you’ll never be more justified before God than you are 

right now. We have hope because God has forgiven us and made us His family.  

 

4. We have hope because God will reward His family. Hebrews 6:10, “For God is not unjust so as to overlook your 

work…” God’s righteousness not only makes certain that He will “not forget” our work, but He’ll remember and reward 

us for it! The righteousness of God demands that judgment be exact. So when God says He will not forget your work, He 

really won’t forget! Everything done worthy of reward will be accounted for.  

  1 Tim. 5:18 says, “The laborer deserves his wages.” God will reward our labor done in obedience to Him. We have His 

promise on that!  

  What an encouragement this is when we’re tempted to think that our work goes unnoticed and when little fruit seems to 

come of it. Every time you’re faithful in evangelism, God sees it and will remember it. Every time you praise and pray, 

God hears and will remember it. Every time you ask God to make you a channel of blessing, God hears and remembers 

it. Every time you sacrificially give, God sees it and remembers it. Every time you’re kind or gracious, God sees it and 

remembers it. Every time you’re a godly spouse or parent or employee or employer or neighbor, God sees it and 

remembers it. God sees all that you do and He will reward you for it. And He rewards us much more than we deserve. 

  Jesus gave a parable of a man traveling into a far-away country. He had delivered goods to his servant to be invested 

while he was away. This speaks of Jesus returning to Heaven and of Christians serving Him until He returns. Jesus said 

to His faithful servant, “Well done, good and faithful servant. You have been faithful over a little; I will set you over 

much. Enter into the joy of your master” (Matthew 25:21). This servant had faithfully worked over a few things, yet 

Jesus rewarded him to be ruler over many things.  

  God remembers our work, and He will reward us more than we deserve. As the great Scottish preacher, Samuel 

Rutherford (picture) said, “One day in heaven will pay you, yea, overpay your blood, bonds, sorrow, and sufferings; it 

would trouble an angel’s understanding to lay the account of that surplus of glory which eternity can and will give you.”  

 



5. We have hope because we have innumerable blessings as part of His family. Being a Christian is the most blessed 

life one can live! Jesus said, “I came that you may have life and that you may have it more abundantly” (John 10:10).  

We don’t have time today to even scratch the surface, so let me do a scatter shot of the hope that brings us countless 

blessings.  

  At salvation we receive a personal connection with Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ is our friend for this life and eternity. 

Think what’s it’d be like to have a lifelong friend and companion, mentor and teacher, role model and help in every 

situation. Jesus is such a person for us and He will never leave us.  

  We receive the Holy Spirit, are indwelt by Him and have Him as a help and companion in our life. The Holy Spirit 

guides us in all things. He’s our helper for whatever happens. He shows us our sins, and what we must do to overcome 

them, and then gives us power to do so! He is an engine, a motor that drives us forward and gives us strength when we 

feel that we have none. 

  He gives us victory over sin and all the things that make us miserable. All the misery in the world is a result of sin. As 

Christians, we are called to have victory over all conscious sin. In other words, we can be free from everything that 

makes us miserable! When we have victory over sin, we find joy. A heavenly joy that won’t leave us. We have hope.. 

We have Respair! 

 

Conclusion: As we close, let me share a future hope. Hebrews 12:1-2 says, “Therefore, since we are surrounded by so 

great a cloud of witnesses, let us also lay aside every weight, and sin which clings so closely, and let us run with 

endurance the race that is set before us, looking to Jesus, the founder and perfecter of our faith, who for the joy that was 

set before Him endured the cross, despising the shame, and is seated at the right hand of the throne of God.” A vital part 

of the hope that the Father gives us is that we’re not Home yet. There’s an old song that we sang when I was a kid in 

church, “It will be worth it all when we see Jesus” and it will be.  

  Ray Johnston (picture) in his wonderful book, The Hope Quotient, shares a powerful and true story that I believe pulls 

this all together for us.  

  A Chicago pastor described it as “the most emotional day of his life.” It occurred on his very first day of playing Little 

League baseball. All sixty of his Iowa relatives showed up to watch him play. Here it is in his own words.  

  The pressure was off the charts—and it kept getting worse. My first ever Little League baseball game. I’m the youngest 

guy on the team. I’m the least skilled on the team. And I’m the skinniest guy on the team. My uniform hung off my 

scrawny body like a rag.  

  I played right field. Even when you’re only eight years old, you know why you’re in right field. You’re there because 

never in the recorded history of Little League has a ball been hit to right field.  

  It was the seventh and last inning, the bases were loaded, and our team was behind by one run. I was up. I stood in the 

on-deck circle and heard someone say, “Hey, Coach, pinch hit!” The coach came up to me and said, “Get up there and 

take your swing.” I walked what seemed like fifty miles to home plate. I got there scared stiff. I was shaking, and the 

second I looked out at the pitcher’s mound, I knew I had no shot. The pitcher stood at least six feet, nine inches tall and 

sported a full beard—at least, that’s how a ten-year-old looked to an eight-year-old. I stepped into the batter’s box still 

shaking.  

  Everybody in the place was standing and screaming. The noise was deafening. The pitcher wound up. I didn’t even see 

his first pitch. Whoosh! I heard it come, heard it hit the catcher’s mitt, heard the umpire yell, “Strike one!” The catcher 

tossed the ball back out to the pitcher’s mound. The pitcher wound up and threw his second pitch. Whoosh! I heard the 

ball hit the catcher’s mitt, “Strike two!”  

  As the ball went back to the mound one more time, I said to myself, “I gotta do something or this games over!” So I 

stepped out of the batter’s box, took my bat, and hit my shoes with it. I didn’t know why, but I’d seen others do it.  

  And then I made a mistake—I looked around. Here’s what I saw: Two hundred people on their side, standing up and 

screaming for me to strike out and lose the game. And on the other side I saw two hundred people, including sixty of my 

relatives, standing up and screaming for me to get a hit and win the game. Some people were actually on the fence and 

straddling the fence and screaming for me to get a hit and win the game. I had never felt pressure like that. I thought, If I 

don’t get a hit, I will be a failure and everybody that I know will know I’m a failure.  

  Shaking, I stepped back into the box, and said to myself, “I gotta get a hit—I’m gonna get a hit.” So for the first time 

ever, I swung. I actually started swinging through the pitcher’s windup. The pitch came in, I saw it, and I swung as hard 

as I could. I…Missed. I heard the ball hit the catcher’s mitt, and I heard the umpire say, “Strike three, you’re out! Game 

over!”  

  A huge cheer erupted from two hundred people. Then I heard something else that I will never forget—an audible groan 

from two hundred other people—and I knew I had failed. I had let everybody down. I was going to have to live with this 

failure for the rest of my life.  



  I dropped the bat at home plate and took the longest walk of my life, up the first-base line to the dugout. The other team 

gathered and started chanting, “Two, four, six, eight, who do we appreciate? Him!” I walked by my opponents down to 

the dugout, and heard my teammates say, “Loser!” “Idiot!” “You lost the game, moron!” (You know how sensitive ten-

year-old boys are!) I walked past them to the end of the dugout.  

  I sat down and pulled my hat over my eyes, threw my jacket over my head, and sobbed for probably fifteen minutes. 

Nobody came anywhere near me.  

  It was the last game of the day, the dust was settling, and I could hear the gravel under car tires as people pulled out of 

the parking lot. Then everything got quiet. I continued to sit there, crying. I knew I would never ever recover from this 

failure.  

  Then, I heard a voice from the pitcher’s mound. A voice said, “Hey son, get back up. The game ain’t over.” I didn’t 

move. Then I heard it again, louder: “Son, get back up. The game ain’t over.” I heard it a third time, louder still: “Son, 

get back up. The game ain’t over.”  

  I pulled off my coat and pulled up my cap and looked out. It took a minute for my tear-filled eyes to readjust to the 

light. Sure enough there on the pitcher’s mound stood my dad. He was wearing a mitt and holding a ball, and he said 

again, “Son, get back up. The game ain’t over.” 

  I looked and saw that none of my relatives had left. They were all in the field, waiting to play. A bunch of toddlers with 

their diapers hanging loose were waddling around the infield. Aunt Emma stood out in left field. My blind Uncle Joe, 

trying to field right field, ran into the fence. They were all out there, and my dad stood on the pitcher’s mound, calmly 

saying, “Hey son, get back up. The game ain’t over. Get back up.” I looked toward home plate. My bat was still lying 

where I had dropped it. I sheepishly walked over to the plate. My dad was so cool. He just said, “Son, the game ain’t 

over.” 

  He threw a pitch and everybody started cheering…and I missed. He threw it again. I missed again. About fifteen pitches 

later, my dad threw it right down the middle and I went whack! and knocked it into left field. I stood at home plate, and 

my dad said, “What are you doing? Run!”  

  Okay, where’s first base? I’d never been there. I ran down to first base, just in time to see Aunt Emma, the left fielder, 

throw the ball into center field. I thought, “Cool, I’m going to get a double!” I ran to second base, just in time to see 

Todd, a pretty good athlete playing center field, throw the ball to right field. As I ran to third base, I think I suspected 

they were screwing up on purpose. It was what I now call a conspiracy of grace to make sure I got home safe. But at this 

point, all I knew was, they’ve thrown the ball to a blind guy and I’m gonna score!  

  I rounded third and sprinted toward home. When I got about ten feet away, I dove for the plate, slid across and jumped 

up. I dusted myself off, feeling good for the first time in four hours. And then I saw him. About five feet in front of me 

was my dad. He’d gotten down on one knee so that we were the same height. Tears were streaming down his face. My 

dad held out his arms and said, “Son, you’re safe at home.” I threw myself into his arms. He picked me up and 

whispered in my ear, “I told you the game wasn’t over.” That day turned into one of the best days of my life. My 

relatives ran onto the infield and, as the sun set on this little baseball field in Nowhere, Iowa, they carried me off the 

field, cheering. 

  Do you feel like you’ve struck out in life? If you’re not a Christian, God wants you on His team. That’s why I sent His 

Son, Jesus to die for you.  

  Christian friend, do you feel like you’ve struck out? In the stands are that great cloud of witnesses of your brothers and 

sisters. Your Heavenly Father is on the mound and He’s saying, “Hey Son! Hey Daughter! Get back up. The game ain’t 

over.”  

  God wants to give us respair, the return of hope. Get back up. The game ain’t over. It’s not over until we touch Home!  


