Hope Is an
Expectant Leap
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My mother, Young Kim, was born in Korea in 1948 as the nation was on the precipice
of civil war. By the time she was five, the country had divided into two, North and
South. Her family, once prosperous, had lost everything. Both of her parents died
while she was just a teenager. She lost her two older brothers just a few years later.
My mother eventually found herself in a troubled marriage. She separated from my
father, and in her early 30s she immigrated to the United States as a single parent
with a bag of clothes, a few dollars in hand, and me, a toddler at the time. Her life
has been a story of struggle, grief, and loss. And yet, despite the challenges, she has
always been the most hopeful person I know.
If you had the chance to ask her, she would tell you without the slightest doubt
or hesitation that Jesus is the singular source of her hope. She would tell you that
since the day she encountered the risen Christ almost 40 years ago, circumstances
have taken a constant back seat to something far more immutable and unchanging.
But that something isn’t a pristine or sophisticated utopian fairy tale built upon
happy thoughts or fantasies of a problem-free life. Her hope is a gritty and often
grueling grip on something far more substantive. It’s a resolute, unwavering hold on
something that has happened and will happen.
In 1 Peter 1:13 we read, “Therefore, with minds that are alert and fully sober, set
your hope on the grace to be brought to you when Jesus Christ is revealed at his
coming.” In the original Greek, the word translated as “alert” (anazōnnymi) is a term
describing physical preparation. It derives from a common practice in the ancient
Near East: people gathering up their long outer garment and tucking it in to prepare
for physical action, be they farmers heading out to the fields, soldiers going off to
battle, or runners girding up their clothing to race without hindrance.
I wonder if Peter was thinking back to one of his early encounters with the risen
Christ as he wrote these words in his first epistle. At the end of John’s gospel, we read
the story of the resurrected Jesus appearing to his disciples by the Sea of Galilee.
Peter and the others are fishing, but as soon as they recognize Jesus calling to them
from the shore, Peter “wrapped his outer garment around him . . . and jumped into

the water” (21:7). He wrapped his outer garment. It’s the
same word and imagery he uses in 1 Peter 1:13. When
Peter saw Jesus revealed on the shores of Galilee, he
immediately wrapped up his garment and took action.
Several decades later, Peter invites the early followers
of Jesus to take the same action toward the hope they—
and we—have in “the grace to be brought to you when
Jesus Christ is revealed at his coming.”

EXPECTATION AND ACTION
Some linguists suggest that the word hope shares
etymological roots with the word hop, conveying that
to hope for something is to leap in expectation, to
hop toward possibility. True or not, the idea poses an
interesting point. In our day and age, the idea of hope
has been co-opted by passivity, neutered from its
intended action-oriented nature. We hope the lines
aren’t too long. We hope for a good diagnosis. We hope
everything will work out.
Today, hope is most often thought of as a grown-up
version of wishing. This is why, when our hopes seem a
bit too outlandish, we may call them “wishful thinking.”
But Christian hope is not wishful thinking. Christian
hope is an expectant leap forward. We take action. We
live in motion. In The Message, Eugene Peterson renders
the beginning of 1 Peter 1:13 this way: “So roll up your
sleeves.” Christian hope is about rolling up our sleeves
and getting to work. It’s a blue-collar sort of hope,
making us ready and willing to get our hands dirty, to
labor and toil our way toward expectation and promise.
This radically counterintuitive nature of Christian
hope is shaped by a resilience and fortitude that’s
woefully missing from pop-culture renderings of hope.
Christian hope does not shy away from but rather
rushes toward the suffering and pain in our world. Tim
Keller writes, “While other worldviews lead us to sit in
the midst of life’s joys, foreseeing the coming sorrows,
Christianity empowers its people to sit in the midst of
this world’s sorrows, tasting the coming joy.” Christian
hope is not deceived by the world’s promises of comfort
and ease in this life, all the while waiting anxiously for
the other shoe to drop. Instead, Christian hope settles
into the struggle of human experience with strength and
resolve. Yes, there is pain and suffering in this life, but
Christian hope enables its recipients to stand tall with
every ounce of imago Dei dignity possible.
I think of my friends Landon and Sarah Baker. Our
community rejoiced when they shared the news that
they were expecting. But when the baby was born, there

were complications. In the middle of a global pandemic,
I walked into the hospital’s NICU with a mask over my
face to dedicate a beautiful little girl whose life on earth
would span less than three days. With tears streaming,
the young parents prayed over their daughter and held
her as she breathed her last and entered eternity. They
read the Psalms over her and sang of their love for Jesus.
Even in their pain, their hope never wavered.
I think of my friend Darren Johnson, who went well
over a year without a job. With a family to support and
bills to pay, the situation was dire. He wasn’t unemployed
for lack of trying. Things simply weren’t working out and

MY MOTHER’S HOPE IS
A GRITTY AND OFTEN
GRUELING GRIP ON
SOMETHING FAR MORE
SUBSTANTIVE. IT’S A
RESOLUTE, UNWAVERING
HOLD ON SOMETHING
THAT HAS HAPPENED
AND WILL HAPPEN .

he didn’t know why. But in his confusion, he continued
to pray, worship, lead his family with courage, and serve
his community. He was convinced that God was still
working and moving even in the smallest details of his
perplexing circumstances, though he didn’t know how.
In his uncertainty, he modeled monumental faith. His
hope never wavered.
I think of my friend Christina Tang. A gifted
songwriter in her early 20s, she’d been working on
a collection of songs when she received the news
that there was cancer in her stomach—and it was
aggressive. There was sadness and confusion all
around. But then there was resolve. Even with her body
weakening, Christina continued to write and record.
She found strength to lead worship from time to time
at church. When her hands could no longer strum the

guitar, she recruited musician friends to play along. A
couple of weeks after her death, we gave everyone in
the church a copy of her new album: six original songs
painstakingly written and recorded in her final months.
Her hope never wavered.
This is what Christian hope looks like. It doesn’t
ignore fear, anxiety, and doubt; it confronts them. It
holds steady, clinging to peace in the midst of chaos.
Through life’s many treacherous storms—be they
pandemics, political divisions, social unrest, or personal
struggle—Christian hope is buoyed by something
greater that has happened and something greater that
is going to happen again.

HE WILL COME BACK,
SO ROLL UP YOUR SLEEVES
Advent is our great reminder of this. This time of
year, many front yards are transformed into Nativity
scenes. But this season we’re about to enter is less a
journey into history and much more a journey toward
the future. Advent, which comes from the Latin

THIS IS WHAT CHRISTIAN
HOPE LOOKS LIKE. IT
DOESN’T IGNORE FEAR,
ANXIETY, AND DOUBT;
IT CONFRONTS THEM.
IT HOLDS STEADY,
CLINGING TO PEACE IN
THE MIDST OF CHAOS.
adventus, meaning arrival, is our long and steady
gaze forward, backlit by history. The light of the
Christmas story breaks into the darkness of our past
guilt, present pain, and future anxieties, pointing us
to brighter days ahead.
In Acts 1:11, as the first followers of Jesus witness
his ascension into heaven, they are reminded that “This
same Jesus, who has been taken from you into heaven,

will come back in the same way you have seen him go
into heaven.” He will come back. This is the promise we
celebrate and remember during Advent, and it is the
bedrock of Christian hope. Remember Peter’s words:
“Set your hope on the grace to be brought to you when
Jesus Christ is revealed at his coming.” We roll up our
sleeves and get on about the work of Christian hope
because Christ is coming again. We can face anything
and everything with resilience, fortitude, and patience
because Advent reminds us of how the story ends.
This is why Paul writes, “I consider that our present
sufferings are not worth comparing with the glory that
will be revealed in us. . . . For in this hope we were saved.
But hope that is seen is no hope at all. Who hopes for
what they already have? But if we hope for what we do
not yet have, we wait for it patiently” (Rom. 8:18, 24–25).
My mother turned 70 a couple of years ago. Visiting
Hawaii had long been on her bucket list, so we went. We
stayed near Waikiki Beach, and from our hotel window
we could see Diamond Head, one of the most popular
and strenuous hikes on the island. I asked my mother
if she wanted to try it. Without hesitation she said yes.
The Diamond Head trail is 1.6 miles roundtrip, almost
straight up, climbing nearly 600 feet from the trailhead
to the summit. I immediately regretted asking; I wasn’t
sure she could do it at her age.
The next morning, we made the short drive to
the trailhead. I asked her again if she really wanted
to do this, reassuring her that we could turn back and
go enjoy some poke bowls on the beach instead. She
smiled and began marching onward. About halfway
up, seeing her exhaustion and exhausted myself, I
asked her again if she wanted to turn back. She looked
at me, smiled, and rolled up her sleeves. We continued
on and eventually enjoyed the spectacular view from
the summit. Of course we did. This is how hope works
for my mother. And this is how Christian hope works.
We roll up our sleeves and take one grueling step after
another until we arrive.
Once we returned to the hotel for a rest, we used
FaceTime to call my kids—her grandchildren—back at
home. My mother beamed as she told her newborn
grandson all about conquering Diamond Head. He’d been
born just three months earlier, and she’d given him his
Korean name: So-Mahng, which means hope. Of course.
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