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February 7, 2020 

Worship Theme: Loyalty 

Stewardship Sunday, all choirs 

Organ blessing 

 

Music for Gathering 

 

Welcome – Claire 

Good morning! Welcome to Follen Church. I am Rev. Claire 

Feingold Thoryn. Our worship theme this month is Loyalty, and 

today is our annual Stewardship Sunday, which for us to tends to 

mean music and money: all three choirs, and talk about how our 

giving, our pledges, literally will this church into being every 

year. We are well on our way—our goal is to reach and 

hopefully surpass $534,000. We have already almost come 

within a few hundred dollars of $400,000, and we still have 

about 130 folks who have yet to donate!  

And to accompany our music we have a treat—our organ has 

been tuned, and cleaned, and now after almost two years we can 

hear her again, sounding better than ever! 

I’m feeling very invested in the organ now because the organ 

tuning took two days and if you’ve never heard an organ getting 

tuned for 8 straight hours while you try to write a sermon, well, 

good for you. It’s a lot of incredibly loud and piercing tones 

sustained for far longer than you can possibly imagine. What 
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I’m trying to say is it was a hostile work environment and I’m 

glad to welcome her back to the land of the living. 

 

So my friends, welcome: welcome to those who love the organ 

and to those who prefer the piano, and welcome to all those who 

love both. 

Welcome to those who wish they could figure out how to 

stealthily sneak out the back because it is stewardship Sunday 

and all the money talk drives you nuts, and welcome to all the 

stewards, who are ready to snag you on your way out to collect 

your pledge. 

Welcome to you, whoever you are, whoever you have been, 

whoever you love, wherever your loyalties lie—we welcome 

you.  

 

A couple announcements this morning: 

You were given blank hearts to make valentines with in your 

order of service. There are markers in the pews. They are not all 

washable markers! We will send these valentines to members of 

our community. So write your expressions of love and who 

knows who will receive them? You can drop the valentines in a 

basket at the back at the end of the service, or just leave them in 

the pew and our Religious Education team will collect them.  
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And also in the pews are a new item created by our lay ministry 

team, for an easy way to reach out. Fill out the card and give it 

to an usher or lay minister and we will be in touch.  

 

Let’s widen our welcome by greeting each other. Please 

introduce yourself to your neighbor! 

 

Widening the Welcome 

 

Introit – Children’s Choir 

 

Call to Worship – Claire 

 

 

 

  



 4 

Call to Worship – Claire 

 

Someone recently reminded me of Conan O’Brian’s 

commencement speech at Harvard some years ago, where he 

told the graduating class that they might feel sad, have a feeling 

of loss in leaving Harvard forever. But as Conan joked,  

Let me assure you that you never really leave Harvard. The 

Harvard fundraising committee will be on you… until the 

day you die. 

This is true. I know for a fact that right now a member of 

the alumni association is at the Mount Auburn Cemetery 

shaking down the corpse of Henry Adams. They heard he 

has a brass toe ring and they aim to get it.  

These people just raised $2.5 billion and they only got 

through the Bs in the alumni directory. Here’s basically 

how it works. Your phone rings, usually after a big meal 

when you’re tired and most vulnerable, and a voice asks 

you for money.  

Knowing—you’ve read in the paper—that they just raised 

$2.5 billion, you ask, “What do you need it for?” There is a 

long pause, and the voice on the other end of the line says, 

“We don’t need it, we just want it.” (Sinister laugh).” 
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Well that’s not true here! One of the things I said at our 

Fellowship Dinner last weekend was that the community we 

create at church is different from other communities.  

We aren’t a club, or the PTA, or an alumni association.  

We are here because we choose to be, and what we have in 

common might be nothing besides our shared spiritual journey. 

Our outsides are different, our backgrounds are different, but 

inside, we are in this room because  

some small, intimate part of us is seeking the ultimate 

connection with the holy, and companions on the journey.  

And so we show up, we bring ourselves to this sacred space,  

we make a space inside for the sacred to enter,  

and we create religious community together.  

 

So today, as I give you the annual Sermon on the Amount, I also 

offer you these words from the real Sermon on the Mount. As 

Jesus said (Matthew 6:19-21): 

“Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth, where 

moth and rust consume and where thieves break in and 

steal; but store up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where 

neither moth nor rust consumes and where thieves do not 

break in and steal. For where your treasure is, there your 

heart will be also.” 

May our hearts be in the right place, and may our treasure 

follow. Let us worship together. 
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Let’s pull out all the stops as we sing our opening hymn, 

 

Opening Hymn – Forward Through the Ages #114 

 

Chalice Lighting – Beth Bernstein 

 

Personal Point - Pritesh 

 

Intro to Prayer and Meditation 

We come now to the time in our service we set aside for silent, 

sung, and spoken prayer. We will not have spoken Joys and 

sorrows today, so if there is a joy or sorrow in your heart, I 

invite you to share it after the service with me or one of our lay 

ministers or any of the compassionate people in our pews. Our 

Centering Hymn is Melanie Demore’s “Standing Stone.” After 

the song, we will join together in silence. 

 

Time of Silence 

 

Prayer: 

Please join me in the spirit of prayer. 
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Pastoral Prayer 

Spirit of Life and Love, 

Oh it is grey out there.  

It is grey in some of our spirits, too. 

The grey of defeat, of despair, of exhaustion. 

Spirit, in these grey times, bring us your rainbow of colors. 

Bring us red, the power of holy anger, the refusal to give up. 

Bring us orange, some Vitamin C for our tired souls. 

Bring us yellow, sunshine and hope and the promise of spring. 

Bring us green, the money to make our soaring visions reality. 

Bring us blue, a wide open sky that we can breathe in and make 

a part of us. 

Bring us indigo, reminders of all we cannot see clearly, yet 

exists beyond our knowledge and understanding. 

Bring us violet, the purple of night, the comfort of rest.  

Bring us brown, black, white, tan, pink, the colors of humanity, 

the colors that remind us we are unique and yet, never alone. 

Cast your rainbow about our shoulders, a cloak of many colors, 

the protection of the ancestors, to guide us on our way.  

Amen. 

 

 

Blessing of the Organ 

(After Mad Libs with Vivian) 
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Now let’s bless our organ.  

We will lay our hands on it in blessing. Obviously we can’t all 

fit in to touch the organ, so I invite folks to come up to touch the 

organ that especially love it as part of their musical and worship 

life. Vivian will sit at the keyboard. Now I invite those closest to 

the front to come up and put your hands on their shoulders, and 

then everyone put your hand on the shoulder of someone in front 

of you or near you, so we are all linked. 

 

Spirit of Life, 

We give thanks for this instrument,  

larger than all of us,  

that has existed for longer than all of us,  

and whose voice is still loud and proud and booming and 

powerful. 

Bless her pipes and breath and sound.  

May she be our inspiration to breathe deeply in with our own 

pipes, and make a sound that shakes the room.  

May the reverberations of love and joy run through this 

instrument and into our very bones.  

Amen. 
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Homily: Today You, Tomorrow Me 

I knew with all that was going on today, I wouldn’t have much 

time to give a full sermon.  

 

Jesus’s Sermon on the Mount was 2,326 words long. This 

Sermon on the Amount is a thousand words shorter!  

 

I’m just going to tell you how my family decides what to pledge 

and how much we give.  

 

But first let me start with a story that exemplifies  

what it means to be a giving, generous person.  

This is one of those true stories that makes the internet worth it.1  

This guy with the username of “Rhoner” shared this story on 

Reddit ten years ago and it still gets linked to as one of the most 

popular, even legendary stories ever shared on that site.  

I think you’ll see why.  

I’m telling it pretty much as it appears,  

minus all the curse words. 

 

So this guy, I’ll just call him “Ron,” was going through a rough 

patch. Nothing was breaking his way.  

                                                 
1 This story retold in third person via Reddit: 

https://amp.reddit.com/r/AskReddit/comments/elal2/have_you_ever_picked_up_a_hitchhiker/c18z0z2 

 

https://amp.reddit.com/r/AskReddit/comments/elal2/have_you_ever_picked_up_a_hitchhiker/c18z0z2
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And with the rough patch had also come a bunch of car trouble. 

There’d been a blow out on the freeway, some blown fuses, and 

an out of gas situation.  

All of them were while driving other people’s cars, which was 

especially frustrating as he always carried things like a jack and 

even extra fuses in his own car.  

Each time, as he sat by the side of the road for hours upon hours, 

waiting for AAA to show or someone else to come help him, he 

would watch all the cars pass by, wishing someone would stop 

their car and help.  

It made him feel really bad and alone, sitting there, watching the 

world pass him by.  

 

But one of those times, someone did come to his rescue, and it 

changed the course of his life.   

So there Ron is, by the side of the road, with a blown out tire. 

He had a spare but no jack, and had been waiting for roadside 

assistance for going on four hours.  

Then a van pulls over with a family of six inside.  

The mom and dad don’t speak English, only Spanish,  

but the dad asks his youngest daughter who knows some English 

to translate.  

He conveys through her that he has a jack but it is too small for 

that vehicle, so they will need to brace it.  

He produces a saw from the van and cuts a log out of a downed 

tree on the side of the road.  
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They rolled it over, put his jack on top, and they’re in business. 

Ron starts taking the wheel off and oops, broke the tire iron.  

 

But the man is not bothered; he runs to the van,  

gives the broken tire iron to his wife and she is gone in a flash, 

down the road to get a new tire iron.  

She is back in 15 minutes,  

and they finish the job with a little sweat and cussing.  

Ron is a very happy man.  

He and his helper are both filthy and sweaty.  

The wife produces a water jug for them to wash their hands. 

Ron tried to put a 20 dollar bill in the man’s hand but he 

wouldn’t take it.  

So Ron instead gives it to the man’s wife as quietly as he can.  

He thanks them repeatedly.  

He asks the little girl where they live, thinking maybe he could 

send them a gift for being so awesome.  

 

She says they live in Mexico.  

They are here so mommy and daddy can pick peaches for the 

next few weeks.  

After that they are going to pick cherries then go back home. 

She asks if he’s have had lunch and when he told her no,  

she gave him a tamale from their cooler. 
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As Ron writes, here was a family that is undoubtedly poorer 

than you, me, and just about everyone else  

on that stretch of road,  

working on a seasonal basis where time is money,  

and they took an hour or two out of their day to help some 

strange dude on the side of the road  

when people driving actual tow trucks were just passing him by. 

Wow... 

 

Ron thanks them again and walks back to his car and opens the 

foil on the tamale. What does he find inside? The $20 bill!  

He whirls around and runs up to the van as it’s about to pull 

away and the guy rolls his window down.  

He sees the $20 in Ron’s hand and shakes his head,  

no, he won’t take it.  

Ron keeps repeating “Por Favor, Por Favor, Por Favor”—

Please, please, holding the bill with outstretched hands.  

The man just smiles, shakes his head and,  

with what looked like great concentration,  

speaks a few words in English.  

 

And this is what he said. 

 

“Today you.... tomorrow me.” 
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Then he rolled up his window, drove away, his daughters 

waving to Ron in the rear view.  

Ron writes, he sat in his car eating the best tamale of all time 

and crying like a little kid.  

It had been a rough year, and this kindness had come so out of 

left field it was overwhelming. 

 

Since then, he helped more than a few strangers with car trouble 

or tough situations.  

He thinks more about how he can be helpful, generous with his 

time and his talent, both on the road and in life in general.  

 

Every time he tell them the same thing when they are through: 

“Today you.... tomorrow me.” 

 

Today you, tomorrow me. 

That feels like a mission statement.  

That feels like doing church. 

Today you need some help, tomorrow I do. 

Today we pray for you, tomorrow for me, the next day for 

someone else. 

Here we practice being human.  

We help each other with meals, prayers, listening ears, with 

hugs and empathy, with advice about parenting or job hunting or 

dealing with cancer. We help each other, because today you, 

tomorrow me.  
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We show up at funerals and bring the snacks and volunteer on 

committees because, today you, tomorrow me.  

We help each other.  

 

And yes, that applies to our pledges. 

I give as generously as I can.  

Some folks are well off, and they give what they can.  

Others find that finances are tough, and they give what they can. 

We each do our part, chipping in, helping out.  

Many new members start their pledging at $100 a month, or 

$1200 a year, and raise it from there.  

Ben and I had to keep our pledge flat for a couple of years, 

because we dug deep for our capital campaign pledge, and 

paying those both at the same time was a real commitment.  

 

Staying flat felt strange,  

even though it was a choice we had to make.  

In general I think a little increase to an annual pledge is 

important, even if the increase is a few dollars a week.  

It’s like stretching.  

If you only bend to the same position every time, the muscle 

doesn’t get stretched.  

You have to bend a little deeper, and then a little deeper,  

to feel the stretch, to loosen and strengthen the muscle.  

And our generosity muscle needs that stretch too,  

or it tightens up, withers.  
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So this year, knowing our capital campaign pledge will be paid 

in full come June, we were able to bump up our annual pledge. 

So in the next church year we will be giving Follen $310 a 

month, adding up to $3,720 a year.  

That’s a lot for us! We feel that stretch.  

And a lot of you are stretching—the last numbers I saw,  

about 60 families have increased their pledge an average of 10% 

more than last year. That is awesome! 

 

Today you, tomorrow me. Or yesterday me, today you: this past 

year you gave so much to me in offering me the benefit of 

sabbatical, and you give so much to me all the time: a paycheck 

of course, but also genuine affection, caring.  

You listen to me when I talk, that’s more than what I get at 

home some days.  

You and me, we have a mutuality of care, a giving and 

receiving. When we are at our best as a community, when we 

are living into our values, that is who we are.  

Today you, today me, today and tomorrow all of us together.  

We help each other. 

So please give, whether it is your time, your talent, your 

tamales, or your treasure, or all of the above.  

Amen.  

 


