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April 21, 2019 

Rev. Claire Feingold Thoryn 

Worship Theme – Scandal 

Easter 

 

Gathering Music – Ha la la la 

Welcome/Call to Worship  

Welcome to Follen Church. We are a Unitarian Universalist 

congregation, gathered since 1840 in the spirit of justice, equity, 

and compassion. I am Rev. Claire Feingold Thoryn. 

Here we strive to welcome all those who come here with 

goodwill and respect, with open hearts and open minds. 

Whether this is your first time here or your fortieth year, 

Whether your family hunts for Easter eggs or afikomen or both, 

Whether you are a questioner, a believer, a skeptic, a mystic, 

you are welcome here. 

Whoever you are, whoever you have been, whoever you love, 

you are welcome here.   

Thank you for joining us today. 

 

We finally have an emergency exit, but please note it is for 

emergencies only. While we are under construction, we have 

special practices around fire and water. No fire, and as for water, 

you can find sinks and bathrooms next door in the Marshman 

Center at 763 Mass Ave, and next door at the Waldorf School. 

After the service please join us at the Waldorf School for coffee 

and refreshments, thanks to a hardworking team of volunteers 

we call “coffee elves.” Our ushers, hosts, and Membership 

Director Andy Wells-Bean are all standing at the back, and can 

answer any questions you have—can you please wave? 
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I want to welcome back our youth and adult chaperones who 

just returned from their service trip in New Orleans! And on that 

note, our Director of Religious Education, Beryl Aschenberg, 

has a few announcements! 

 

Beryl: RE announcement, activity packets and tour the building 

 

Each month at Follen we have an overarching theme that guides 

our spiritual practice and worship. This month our worship 

theme is “Scandal.”  

As one writer puts it,  

“beneath the thin camouflage of social niceties lies  

a raging maelstrom, some unspeakable inner bedlam.  

Scandals are like an anti-civics lesson—there to remind us 

of that smidge of ungovernability  

lodged deep at the human core…”1  

The Easter story breaks free of things like “history” and “facts” 

and reminds us that sometimes, myth is more powerful than 

truth and life is more powerful than death. As part of our 

worship today we bring in the magnificent music of Hildegard 

of Bingen, a woman whose ungovernable spirit insisted on 

speaking her visions, singing her music, making her art, and 

sharing her leadership.  

 

In Latin, she wrote: 

Breath of Praise 

Awakening the living, 

Stirring the roots of all creation 

Sluicing away the dust and hardship. 

In the fullness of praise 
                                                 
1 How to Become A Scandal pg 6 
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We arise, resuscitated, 

Revealed as one. 

 

May our worship today stir us down to our roots, 

resuscitate our souls, 

And reveal that we are all, omnia, one. 

Our opening hymn this morning is number 268 in the Grey 

Hymnal, Jesus Christ is Risen Today, and before we sing that, 

Beryl has a song to help us widen our welcome.  

Beryl: Widening the Welcome with Song 

 

Opening Hymn 

Chalice 
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Reading – “Unlegendary Heroes” by Mary O’Donnell 

 

You can watch Mary O’Donnell read this poem online, and if 

you do you get to hear it in her beautiful Irish accent.2 Her 

inspiration was reading a history of South Ulster, Ireland. The 

author quoted a 1938 folklore survey meant to record the local 

people who occupied the South Ulster parish landscape. She saw 

that “all the achievements, large and small, were attributed to 

men, and the ordinary achievements of women in local places 

went completely unmarked.” She begins her poem with some 

excerpts from that 1938 folklore survey: 
 

Patrick Farrell, of Lackagh, who was able to mow one acre and 

one rood Irish in a day. Patrick Mulligan, Cremartin, was a 

great oarsman. Tommy Atkinson, Lismagunshin, was very good 

at highjumping—he could jump six feet high. Edward 

Monaghan, Annagh, who could stand on his head on a pint 

tumbler or on the rigging of a house. 

That is the kind of history the 1938 history recorded.  

And here is Mary O’Donnell’s response to what also might have 

been in it—with real places, real kinds of labor, and imaginary 

names. 

           Kathleen McKenna, Annagola, 

who was able to wash a week’s sheets, shirts 

      and swaddling, bake bread and clean the house 

                   all of a Monday. 
                                                 
2 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TnR0ZoCTkZM; and full poem here: 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/145306/unlegendary-heroes 

 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TnR0ZoCTkZM
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/145306/unlegendary-heroes
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            Birdy McMahon, of Faulkland, 

walked to Monaghan for a sack of flour two days before 

  her eighth child was born. 

 

  Cepta Duffy, Glennan, 

very good at sewing—embroidered a set of vestments 

   in five days. 

 

  Mary McCabe, of Derrynashallog, 

who cared for her husband’s mother in dotage, 

   fed ten children, 

the youngest still at the breast during hay-making. 

 

   Mary Conlon, Tullyree, 

   who wrote poems at night. 

 

   Assumpta Meehan, Tonygarvey, 

saw many visions and was committed to the asylum. 

 

   Martha McGinn, of Emy, 

who swam Cornamunden Lough in one hour and a quarter. 

 

   Marita McHugh, Foxhole, 

whose sponge cakes won First Prize at Cloncaw Show. 

 

   Miss Harper, Corley, 

female problems rarely ceased, pleasant in ill-health. 

 

   Patricia Curley, Corlatt, 

whose joints ached and swelled though she was young, 
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   who bore three children. 

 

   Dora Heuston, Strananny, 

died in childbirth, aged 14 years, 

  last words ‘Mammy, O Mammy!’ 
 

   Maggie Traynor, Donagh, 

got no breakfasts, fed by the nuns, batch loaf with jam, 

   the best speller in the school. 

 

   Phyllis McCrudden, Knockaphubble, 

who buried two husbands, reared five children, 

   and farmed her own land. 

 

   Ann Moffett, of Enagh, 

who taught people to read and did not charge.  
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Homily – The Scandal that Refused to Die 

 

The Easter story is really a story about unlegendary women. 

Without them, we wouldn’t have any story at all.  

 

Last week I mentioned that the root of our English word scandal 

is the Greek word skandalon,  

which means stumbling block or stone.  

The women went to the tomb and found the stone rolled away. 

The tomb was empty.  

The Emperor had tried to govern the ungovernable.  

The scandal had refused to die.  

 

The week before Easter, Jesus was betrayed by Judas,  

denied by Peter, killed by Pilate.  

And through it all, the women were there. 

Mostly they don’t get named.  

It is a miracle their presence even made it into the record.  

But it did.  

 

In Luke, women follow Jesus from Galilee to Jerusalem. 

Women follow Jesus again, weeping,  

as he is marched to the cross.  

The crowd melts away and yet the women stay,  

standing witness to his death.  

His body is lifted down and prepared for burial,  

and the women are there, they lay him to rest in the tomb.  

Then they too, rest their weary bodies, their grieving hearts, for 

just one sabbath day.  

Early Sunday morning, the sun is just starting to break over the 

horizon. The men are all still asleep.  
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The women have been up for hours.  

 

The women approach the tomb.  

Who are these women?  

This is all we are told: It was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary 

the mother of James, and “the other women.”  

Who is Joanna? Who is Mary the mother of James?  

Who are the other women? How many are there?  

 

We don’t know.  

What we know is the women approach the tomb as morning 

twilight pushes away the deep black of night.  

Their faces begin to twist with worry and fear,  

for they see a troubling sight:  

nothing.  

That is, no stone. No body.  

They look at each other, worried, confused,  

what do they do now?  

 

And then the story says two angels in dazzling clothes stood 

before them, and asked them, “Why do you look for the living 

among the dead? He is not here, but has risen.” 

When the women tell the male apostles what they saw and 

heard, the apostles laugh it off as an idle tale.  

They don’t believe them.  

Peter the denier decides he needs evidence.  

He finds the empty tomb.  

What do you know…the women were right. 

 

This is a story about women trusting their eyes and ears and 

voices. 
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This is a story about believing women.  

This a story about how much is left out of every story, every 

history. 

This is a story all disobeying the rules of good society,  

about flouting the laws of empire,  

this is a story about what happens when  

the unspeakable is spoken,  

when the impossible becomes undeniable; 

this is a story about the smidge of ungovernability  

lodged deep at the human core.  

 

If you ask, but did it happen exactly that way, historically? Then 

you are asking the wrong question. 

 

History tells us that Patrick was a great oarsman, that Tommy 

could jump six feet high, that Edward could stand on his head 

just about anywhere.  

 

And as for what the women were doing,  

we can only imagine their unlegendary miracles.  

And so we too, can imagine that unsung work  

of Mary and Mary, Joanna and the others. 

 

Mary, of Magdala, 

Whose smile hid a raging maelstrom, refused to be governed, 

made eye contact with centurions.   

 

Mary, of Galilee, 

Raised her son James, loved him even when he doubted her, 

made her own choices. 
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Joanna, of Jerusalem, 

Rested when she was told to work, worked when she was told to 

rest, broke bread with all who hungered. 

 

And the other women. Let us give them names. Let’s imagine 

them into being. (Organetto music begins) 

 

 

 

Martha, of Capernaum, 

Opened her home for the teacher to teach, created a lunch for all 

to share out of a few loaves and a few fishes.  

 

Rahab, of Jericho,  

Her brave heart, brilliant mind, and beautiful face saved the city 

from tumbling down. 

 

Hildegard, of Bingen, 

Saw grand visions and refused to shut up about them, because 

she knew she was right.  

 

Maria, of San Pedro, 

Left danger in the dark of night, walked 1,000 miles north while 

nursing her baby. 

 

Elizabeth, of Rhode Island,  

Joined the picket line in the rain, though she had bills to pay. 

 

Give me a name! 

Your name, of New England,  

Worked a 12 hour day and still made dinner. 
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Your name, of Massachusetts, 

Listened deeply to a friend, and didn’t interrupt. 

 

Your name, of Arlington, 

Stood up for what you knew was right and said, no more, and 

found that suddenly you could breathe deeper.  

 

Your name, of Lexington, 

Kept a promise, even when it was hard. 

 

Sometimes your days are the slog of unlegendary, unmiraculous, 

ordinary life. 

And yet under the thin camouflage of social niceties 

lodged deep in the core of each of our hearts 

All of our hearts, all beings, omnia 

a smidge of ungovernability blazes away. 

(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

Weeping endures for the night, but joy comes in the morning.   

(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

We are an Easter people living in a Good Friday world. 

(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

On this morning the sun rose and you took a breath, and then 

another, and another. 

(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

And the earth moved, awakening the living, 

Stirring the roots of all creation, omnia creatura 

Sluicing away the dust and hardship.  
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(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

In the fullness of praise 

We arise, resuscitated!  

(Chanting - Omnia) 
 

Revealed as one. 

Hallelujah! 

Hallelujah! 

Amen! 


