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Charmed with courage 

We need people to remind us of the power and fruits of courage. Hence, this 
developing story about charms, women, fear and courage.	
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The year I served as a Clinical Pastoral Education Resident at a large hospital 
in Chicago, IL, was a difficult year. I had never witnessed so much trauma 
and suffering, and I had never been so personally challenged to describe and 
understand my own history, choices, actions and beliefs. Every morning I had 
to summon Courage.	


That is why this necklace (pictured above) was the greatest gift I could have 
ever received. It was given to me by another CPE resident. She explained that 
this necklace charm was given to her by another woman. She didn’t explain 
the circumstances, but she did say that it was meant to be a traveling 
necklace, passed from woman to woman as a blessing of courage. She was 
told that she would know when it was time to pass it along to the next 
woman. “It is that time,” she told me as she pressed it into my trembling 
hands.” “May you always have courage.”	


I don’t know where this charm has been or who has worn it, or how many 
hospitals it has been in or how many wars it has endured. I like to imagine 
that this charm goes as far back as Courage itself. Was it passed from Eve to 
Sarai to Hagar to Rachel to Leah to all the unnamed women of the Bible to 
Samaritan women to victims of abuse and rape? Perhaps Mary, the mother of 
Jesus, is part of this traveling Spirit of Courage?	


Six years after receiving this blessing of courage I knew it was time. I looked 
down at it one morning, and I knew: It was time to gift another woman, 
Joanna Harader, with this ancient blessing of courage. Joanna had done 



something courageous and sometimes being courageous means upsetting 
people. So I gave the charm a kiss, tucked it in an envelope along with a note 
of encouragement. From that point on, every time I saw Joanna I would see 
the charm around her neck and I would smile. I would press my hand to 
where the necklace once hung and feel the Mother of Courage surrounding 
me.	


Of course, the charm doesn’t hang around Joanna’s neck anymore. One day, 
just like that, she knew it was time to offer this blessing of courage to another 
woman named Theda. That decision and story is not mine to tell. However, I 
had the great privilege of watching Joanna gift Theda with this charm. As if it 
was planned, several courageous women from Mennonite Church USA 
gathered around Joanna and Theda in this beautiful moment of offering and 
receiving Courage. I once again held my trembling hand to where the charm 
once touched my skin. Courage. Blessed Courage. May you grace us all with 
your life-giving presence.	


-Written by Ruth Harder 
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