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Hope: Anchoring Your 
Heart to a Sure and  
Certain Future
BY DAVID W. HENDERSON
God is good, but life can be tough. Life is 
filled with deep disappointment, unbearable 
loss, excruciating pain. Where is this loving, 
caring God of ours?

The Bible says God would be the first to 
agree that things are not the way they are 
supposed to be. This is not the world of 
shalom that God long envisioned and first 
made. Sin crept into the garden and overran 
everything. Since Adam and Eve’s stumble 
in Eden, all creation has been “subjected 
to frustration” and in “bondage to decay” 
(Romans 8:20-21).

Has God, then, lost control of his world? 
Far from it. If this is not the world that was 
to be, neither is this the world that is to be. 
God will make things right. Running like a river 
through the pages of the Bible is the promise 
that all that is lacking will be filled, all that is 
broken will be restored, all that is wronged 
will be righted. For that day of reclamation, 
“the creation waits in eager expectation” 
(Romans 8:19).

More than a Wish
When you chase the word hope around the 
pages of the Bible, you see that it refers to 
two different things: something inside of us 
and something outside of us.

The hope within is that sense of longing-
mixed-with-anticipation familiar to anyone 
who has ever had to wait for a birthday or the 
circus. “Desire and expectation all rolled into 
one” is the way Ambrose Bierce defined it. For 
the Bible’s writers, this confident expectation 

is the fruit of our suffering (Romans 5:4), the 
basis of our endurance (1 Thessalonians 1:3) 
and patience (Psalm 33:20), and the source 
of our joy (Romans 12:12). It is God’s work in 
us (Jeremiah 29:11) but our responsibility to 
nurture and guard: We are challenged to take 
hold of (Hebrews 6:18), be sure of (Hebrews 
6:11), and hold unswervingly to (Hebrews 
10:23) the hope we profess.

The outside-of-us hope is that sure and 
certain reality to which our inside hope is 
pinned. By definition it remains a future reality. 
“Who hopes for what they already have?” Paul 
asks (Romans 8:24). Yet eternity’s dawn is more 

certain than tomorrow’s: We are promised 
that the hope that is stored up for us will not 
be cut off (Proverbs 23:18) or disappoint us 
(Romans 5:4).

We hope upon hope, our interior longing 
pinned to an exterior promise. This is what 
makes hope so different from a mere wish. 
What is wished for has no basis in reality. It is 
simply desire speaking. Hope, on the other 
hand, corresponds to something promised 
and real in God’s economy. It is longing 

hope is wishing for what god has already 
promised us.
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pinned to something sure and certain. It is 
already ours, to be enjoyed at a future date. 
Hope is wishing for what God has already 
promised us.

Hope’s Nemesis
When positive circumstances crowd around 
us, we are tempted to deposit our hope in 
them, not the Lord. The stock market climbs, 
and our portfolio grows. We tiptoe our way 
through some tough circumstances and come 
out unscathed. An unexpected promotion 
comes through at work. A popular student 
begins to pursue us as a friend. How tempting 
it is to believe that circumstances like these 
are solid enough to stand on, to bear the 
weight of our confidence, our identity, or our 
future.

The writers of Scripture caution us against 
putting our hope in anything short of God 
(Psalm 33:17; 1 Timothy 6:17), because only 
he will bear the full weight of our lives. Any 
hope short of God himself will fail to satisfy 
our needs and longings. “Put your hope in 
God!” the Bible sounds out again and again.

Negative circumstances are equally adept 
at crowding out our view of deeper realities. 
When illness strikes, we cannot look beyond 
the pain. Grief blocks the view when a loved 
one dies, embarrassment clouds our vision 
when we are fired from a job, weariness and 
resentment get in our way when we care for 
an aging parent, and loneliness crowds the 
window when an engagement falls through.

The hulking obviousness of our present 
circumstances, combined with the frustrating 
remoteness of our future redemption and the 
exasperating invisibility of our God, make 
it tough to hold fast to hope. Our vision 
clouds, and our grip begins to slip as soon 

“Why are you down in the dumps, 
dear soul?

Why are you crying the blues?
Fix my eyes on God—

soon I’ll be praising again.
He puts a smile on my face.

He’s my God.
When my soul is in the dumps, I 

rehearse
everything I know of you,

From Jordan depths to Hermon 
heights,

including Mount Mizar.
Chaos calls to chaos,

to the tune of whitewater rapids.
Your breaking surf, your thundering 

breakers
crash and crush me.

Then God promises to love me all 
day,

sing songs all through the night!
My life is God’s prayer. . . .

Why are you down in the dumps, 
dear soul?

Why are you crying the blues?
Fix my eyes on God—

soon I’ll be praising again.
He puts a smile on my face.

He’s my God.”

Psalm 42:5-8, 11  (the message)
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as circumstances crowd in.
Despair comes when we believe what our 

eyes tell us: that when difficult circumstances 
play their hand, the game is over; there is 
no trump card, no other hand to be played. 
Holding fast to hope means being unwilling to 
let circumstances have the last word. Despair 
says circumstances tell us what is true about 
God. Hope says God tells us what is true 
about circumstances.

Tightening Our Grip
How do we strengthen our grip on the hope 
that threatens to slip though our grasp? I’ve 
found a couple of things to be helpful.

Close your eyes to the persuasive pull of 
circumstances. When circumstances crowd 
out your view of God, stop looking at them. 
Shut your eyes. In the middle of times when 
I felt stress, I suddenly realized how funny it 
was to believe that those few difficult events 
defined life for me. I began to think through 
how many things I had to thank God for. Soon 
I saw the mountainous recent events for the 
small speed bumps they really were.

Quit believing that life stops when pain 
starts. God insists that pain has a place in his 
redemptive work. He uses it for great good in 
us: finishing portions of our interior that until 
now have only been roughed in, cleaning up 
the stain of sin’s jetsam, molding us into a 
portrait of his Son, drawing us into his loving 
embrace, reminding us of the things that 
matter most, and so much more. If we run 
from pain, we may miss out on important 
growth God wants to produce in us.

Remember the goodness of God. The 
greatest temptation in hard times is to believe 
that God is not up to the task. Not so. Look 
behind you at past evidence of God’s loving 
purposes. Sure life is hard, but when has God 
failed you or forgotten you? When has he 
overlooked your difficulties or left you alone 
to face them? When has your pain proved 
barren? God is always good. Lay hold of 
his loving character. We may not know his 
purposes, but we do know his heart.

Live with one eye fixed on heaven. Our 
senses scream that this is all there is—that life 
is the sum total of profession plus possessions, 
and death ends it all. When we believe this, we 
invert life as God intended it and start caring 
about all the inconsequential things: status, 

wealth, looks, power, control. Inevitably, this 
life’s allurements will disappoint us. Pascal 
reminds us what is really true: “Eternally in 
joy for a day’s training on earth.” On my harder 
days, I find sighs escaping my lips, sighs of 
hope that say, “One day, one day. . . .” This 
world is neither our home nor our hope. Both 
wait just round the corner from this life.

Hope is letting God have the last word.

Real-Life Hope
BY MIKE FLEISCHMANN
As incredible as the words of God’s promises 
are, in our more realistic moments we sense a 
problem. Down deep lies a nagging question 
we hesitate to verbalize: What’s a promise like 
that worth when life starts falling apart? We 
don’t want to sound faithless, but the truth 
is, many of us have done everything we know 
to honor God only to turn around and watch 
our lives go terribly wrong.

When I feel crushed by trouble, my tendency 
is to wonder where the wonderful promises of 
God have gone. In the shadows of sorrow, I 
have questions.

How long will it last? What does it all mean? 
How could God possibly have a plan in this 
when it looks like total chaos to me?

Yet God’s promises stand firm; even when 
everything may appear to be collapsing around 
me, he still has an exquisite design of beauty 
for my life. He isn’t simply scraping together 
some desperate scheme to bail me out of the 
mess I’m in; he is actually using the mess to 
create an eternal work of art. He is not merely 
going to enable me to endure the pain; he 
promises, somehow, to use these broken 
shards of my life to fashion a masterpiece.

god’s promises stand firm, even when 
everything may appear to be collapsing 
around me.
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In our darkest hours, however, we may still 
wonder: Then why doesn’t it make any sense 
to me, God?

God gives us a hint in Isaiah, where he says,
“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, 
neither are your ways my ways,” declares 
the Lord. “As the heavens are higher than 
the earth, so are my ways higher than 
your ways and my thoughts than your 
thoughts.” (Isaiah 55:8-9)

It’s not that God doesn’t have an incredible 
design; it’s that it is so wondrously high, so 
incredibly deep, so mysteriously fantastic, that 
sometimes we can’t see it coming. What to the 
novice may look disordered in its formation will 
be a thing of beauty in its completion.

Think of Abraham. He must have had 
questions about God’s promise to give him 
all the land of Canaan to the north and to the 
south and to the east and to the west. The day 
he died, he had but a few acres he could call 

his own; the rest was still held in promise. And 
he was only one of many who glimpsed the 
fulfillment of God’s promises from afar. 

A promise that only makes sense when life 
is good is far too small a thing. The God of 
the heavens is not a god of sentimental wishes 
and simplistic answers. He is so unsearchably 
magnificent that he can take even our lingering 
tragedy and fashion it into an exquisite 
design—whether we understand it or not.

For a guide to leading small-group discussion 
and a list of other helpful resources, visit   
www.tyndale.com/discipleshipresources.


