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Holy and Almighty God, we have journeyed with you through another season of Lent. As we process now into 
yet another Holy Week, give us the courage to keep grounded and faithful. Allow us walk with you into all of 
the events of what the week holds. As we come again and again before your Word, engage our hearts and 
minds and spirits. Grant us wisdom, grant us courage for the living of these days. And may the words of my 
mouth and the meditation of all of our hearts be acceptable in your sight, our Rock and our Redeemer. Amen. 

 

Again and Again, We Draw On Courage 
 

Well, Stone Church fam, here we are again. 
 
A year has passed, we are still in the midst of a pandemic and again we stand on the 
edge of another Holy Week. Unlike last year at this time, when we did not know at 
all how long all of this would last, this year we can face what is ahead with a little bit 
of hope. I’ve heard it said from many of you and I’ve heard it coming out of my own 
mouth several times, “There seems to be a light at the end of the tunnel.”  
 
Along with that light, that glimmer of hope, as more people get vaccinated, as 
grandparents are hugging their grandchildren again, as we are cautiously able to 
physically move toward one another again, I’ve also heard it said from many of you 
and I’ve heard it from my own mouth, “I cannot bear this anymore! I’m tired of this, I 
just want to sing with people again, I want to be with people again, I’ve lost so 
much,” and the simple thought of hugging someone reminds us of all the hugs we 
have missed and the grief of all that we have lost hits us like a strong wave that we 
did not see coming. 
 
I’ll be honest with you that in these past two weeks or so, I’ve been in what feels like 
a continuous state of grief rather than a state of hope. As the anti-Asian violence that 
has been on the rise all year has finally come into the spotlight with the killing of the 
eight people, most of whom were Asian women, in Atlanta- to the loss of ten more 
lives in a mass shooting in Colorado this past week, my heart has been aching and 
the range of emotions have been a lot to bear. All I’ve wanted to do these past couple 
of weeks is yell and cry out-to let out a cathartic lament. It’s been welling deep 
inside of me. As I was reflecting on this feeling, I remembered a time in seminary 
when I had the opportunity to study abroad in Korea. I took a course on Minjung 
Theology, which is a liberation theology born out of the Korean Christian 
experience. Through this course, I learned about a characteristic that many Koreans 
hold called “Han.” 
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Suh Nam-Dong, a Minjung Theologian, describes Han as “a feeling of unresolved 
resentment against injustices suffered, a sense of helplessness because of the 
overwhelming odds against one, a feeling of acute pain in one’s guts and bowels, 
making the whole body writhe and squirm, and an obstinate urge to take revenge 
and to right the wrong—all these combined. It’s as amorphous a notion as love or 
hate: intensely personal, yet carried around collectively, a badge of suffering 
tempered by a sense of resiliency.” Others define Han as a mixture of sorrow and 
resentment, but with tinges of hope within the sadness and anger. And author and 
scholar Andrew Sung Park simply describes it as a wounded heart. 
 
If that sounds really complex to you, it’s because it is. There’s actually no direct 
translation into English for the word Han, and even among Koreans and Korean 
scholars, there is little agreement on a precise definition, but... they all acknowledge 
that it is central to the Korean character and person. 
 
And so if you ever happen upon a Korean church early morning prayer service you 
will hear not simply silence or quiet reverence, but you will hear LOUD shouts of 
lament, verbalized prayers spoken aloud, literal cries to God. Cries to God to save, to 
heal, to listen, to help. Han is born out of a collective oppression and is released 
through physical and verbal acts. 
 
I’ve been feeling this need, this urge to shout out … to release the Han that I’m 
holding inside of me as I’ve been preparing this sermon for you all today on this 
Palm Sunday … and a friend and colleague of mine asked me, “Why don’t you? Why 
don’t you just shout?” And suddenly, another wave of emotion hit me, because the 
thought of being ABLE to release my voice loudly and with urgency helped me to 
come to a renewed understanding of this scripture today. To have the courage to 
give that kind of voice to the feelings inside of me released new understanding. You 
see, the root word of the word courage is cor-the Latin word for heart-and so the 
word courage originally meant to speak one’s mind by telling all one’s heart.  
 
In our scripture reading today, the crowd, they were shouting too. They were 
shouting as individuals and as a collective. They were lifting their voice loudly and 
with urgency to this man Jesus. And they had the courage to do so. They were 
shouting and speaking the voice of their heart. They dared to do so because they had 
been witness to this man and his healing, his teaching, his feeding … his love for 
them. And although we always frame this day as joyous, as a celebration of Christ 
and then juxtapose it with the betrayal and death of Christ later in the week, the 
truth is, the people shouting Hosanna that day came with an undefinable mix of 
hope and despair, of desperation and perhaps an obstinate urge to right what had 
been wrong … they were shouting out to the person who they saw would and could 
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defeat their oppressors. HOSANNA! HOSANNA! SAVE US, HEAL US, HELP US! 
Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! HOSANNA! HOSANNA!  
 
And so if you’ve heard me preach this text before you know that this is powerful 
because the word Hosanna in Hebrew does not mean, “YAY GOD! You’re amazing! Or 
Woohoo!” In the Hebrew it means “SAVE NOW!” Save us.  
 
And so with the cheerful parade that day as Jesus makes his way into Jerusalem the 
shouts of what sound like joy is underlaid with a message of the collective “Han” of 
the people. HOSANNA! Save us. You see, this parade was born of crisis and 
desperation. The people had been crushed by Roman oppression and they wanted 
and believed Jesus would set them free. They thought their long nightmare and 
crisis was ending with him. And it would. It just would not be what they expected. 
 
Friends, we too are currently living in times where we may be bewildered at what is 
happening around us. We are enraged, confused, upset or surprised by the ways in 
which it seems to be coming to our consciousness the injustice and wrongs, the sin 
of humanity as we see and hear of unspeakable acts of aggression against each 
other. But this is not something new. The cries of those who have been oppressed 
have been shouting for a long time. If your body and soul has lived that reality, then 
you already know and you’re probably really tired. And if you are surprised, 
shocked or disturbed by what you see and hear in the news of violence against our 
siblings of color, our queer siblings or any marginalized group, then I pray that you 
will take that shock, that surprise and that disturbance to join in the cry of Hosanna. 
Join the shouts, SAVE NOW-SAVE US. God, save us all! HOSANNA! Save Us! Save us 
from racism, save us from hatred, save us from gun violence, save us from another 
mass shooting! Save us! Hosanna, O God! Hosanna! Save us from ourselves! Save 
now. 

The Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman writes, “We are in a time when we need to draw on 
courage to call into question the structures that uphold systems of oppression. We 
are in a time when we need to subvert the powerful and protect the vulnerable. The 
crowds close in on Jesus. Some lift their hands in praise, others point accusingly.”  

Friends, we need to call upon our God to draw on the courage that we need. Courage 
to rest and recharge for the work ahead and also to move forward, even in the midst 
of great resistance, toward and on the path God is calling us into. And if we truly 
follow in the footsteps of Christ, that path is going to be filled with despair and hope. 
It’s going to lead to places that feel like failure, weakness, humility. It’s going to lead 
us to a cross. To a place that feels like death. 
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But friends, along with the Han within me and the desperate cry for salvation to 
come, even if I cannot quite see it, there is and always is good news. And the good 
news for you and for me this day is that even in the face of death, in the words of the 
psalmist, God’s steadfast love endures.  

I once heard the Rev. Tom Are tell the story of a high school classmate, Lisa, who had 
one heck of a senior year. After fighting it all year, her mother died of cancer just 
three weeks before graduation. And so the big day came and her name was called 
and she walked up, got her diploma, shook the principle’s hand and walked across 
the stage in her cap and gown. She paused for a moment as everyone did to have the 
school photographer take a picture and as she scanned the crowd to look for her 
family, about midway back, she saw her dad standing on the folding chair on the 
gym floor and her younger brother was standing next to him. And her dad had his 
arms extended above his head holding a framed picture of Lisa’s mom. She had to be 
there or it wouldn’t be graduation. Because even in the face of death, love endures. 

And so friends, I come this day acknowledging that we have been in the face of so 
much death and pain for so many people. Even with the light at the end of the tunnel 
we cannot forget that real loss and pain happened this past year for so many people 
in many different ways. And sometimes, even on the holiest of weeks, it is hard to 
draw on the courage to remember that even in the face of death, love endures. But 
we do. Again and again, we draw on courage … we draw on the audacity of the 
people of God to speak with one’s heart … to shout, to pray, to lament. And so today, 
we take a leap of faith, we walk steady with Jesus into Jerusalem and we keep 
walking, we keep awake, and we follow Christ as best as we can, knowing that we 
will fail … we will hurt someone along the way … we will be betrayed by those we 
love and we will be lifted up by those we love. 

Today, I invite you to reflect and to give voice to your pain, to have the courage to 
speak your mind by telling your heart. Don’t be afraid to shout out. Today is the day 
for shouting. You see, Jesus knew exactly what was going to happen. God in Christ 
knew and understood the suffering, oppression and long-standing history of pain of 
humanity firsthand … and because of love, because of the courage to love, he walked 
into this Holy Week. 

And so may we, too, go into this week with intention and discernment, knowing that 
the path ahead will hold death and life. Over the coming days, as we accompany 
Christ on the path he chose with astonishing intention, may his courage and grace 
pass into us. Welcome to Holy Week. Here are our hosannas, broken and earnest, 
hopeful and hungry. HOSANNA! HOSANNA! Save now. Amen. 

 


