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Remembrance Sunday 
First Universalist Church of Rochester, NY 

October 28th, 2018 at 10:30am 
 

Prelude 
 
Words of Welcome  [Rev. Michelle] 
 
Welcome to the First Universalist Church of Rochester, 
where we are nurturing the spirit and serving the 
community.  Whoever you are, we welcome you.  
Wherever you come from, we welcome you. Whomever 
you love, we welcome you.  ___________. It is good to 
be together this morning. 
 
Announcements  [Kitty Forbush] 
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“Good Morning!”  (wait for response) 

I am Kitty Forbush, a member of the Board of Trustees. 

 

I extend a warm welcome to our visitors and guests.  It is 
a special pleasure to welcome those visiting with us for 
the first time. If you have not done so already, we invite 
you to fill out the Visitor Response card found on the back 
of the Joys and Sorrows card inside of your Order of 
Service. This allows us to connect with you if you are 
interested in learning more about our congregation and 
its programs. We also invite you to join us for 
refreshments following today's service in the Clara Barton 
Lounge.  
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Please see your insert for an outline of today's service, 

along with some information on our upcoming activities 

and events; 

 
Fall Clean Up Day is Saturday, November 3 from 9am-
noon. Please volunteer to help with the cleaning and 
winter preparation of the church. There are tasks for any 
level of ability. Let either Tom Ruganis or Ed Deller know 
if you can join us. 

The Spare Change Drive sponsored by RAIHN will be 
receiving all your spare change donations today and next 
Sunday.  Be sure to keep collecting so we can the tradition 
going. Yes, let’s!    
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Our Ministerial Installation of Rev. Lane 
Campbell will take place here on Sunday, November 18 

at 4:00 pm.  You are invited to witness and celebrate the 
formal installation of Rev. Lane Campbell. At the catered 
reception you can participate as an usher, greeter, 
decorator, or all-round-helper. Look for our Volunteer 
Sign-up Table today and next Sunday See Paula 
Marchese, Katherine Flynn or Kitty Forbush.   
 

Special announcement from Rev. Lane:  In light of the 

violence in Pittsburgh yesterday at Tree of Life Synagogue 

a vigil will be happening this evening at 7:00pm at 

Temple B’rith Kodesh.  I plan to be there and invite all of 

you to join me to grieve, to mourn, and to show up to 

support our Jewish siblings in faith in this tender time.  
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Out of respect for the worship service that we are about to 

share, please be sure that your cell phones are turned to 

worship mode.  Thank you. 

 
Welcoming Each Other  [Kitty Forbush] 
 
Whoever you are, we welcome you!  So, let’s join in a time 
of welcoming one another, reaching out especially to folks 
we have not met yet.   
 
Opening Hymn  #1003 Where Do We Come From? 
 
1. Where where do we come from?  What are we?  Where 
are we going? 
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2. Where do we come from?  Where are we going? 
3.  Mystery, mystery, life is a riddle and a mystery. 
 
 
Calling the Four Directions  [Rev. Lane, Rev. 
Michelle, Jillian Beaman, Kitty Forbush] 
 
Rev. Lane: Today, we pause to honor the Pagan 
celebration of Samhain.  As we begin our ritual of calling 
the four directions, I’ll invite each of you to stand and to 
face each direction in turn.  This gives us an opportunity 
to honor the gifts each direction brings to our lives in our 
bodies. 
 
Rev. Michelle: Spirit of the East, Spirit of Air, 
Let us breathe in deeply the crispness of Fall, 
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Bring to us a sharpness of the mind,  
A presence in this ritual. 
We are grateful to you for all of the learning we have done 
and the continued learning to come, 
Teach us something new this day, so we know better what 
it is to be alive. 
We call you into this moment. 
 
Kitty: Spirit of the South, Spirit of Fire, 
Keep us warm on these cold and rainy days, 
As the seasons turn, let us be in touch with our passions, 
That will sustain us through darker days. 
We are grateful to you for inspiration and motivation. 
We call you into this moment. 
 
Jillian: Spirit of the West, Spirit of Water, 
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Wash over us and nourish our bodies, 
In you, we acknowledge our hearts, our feelings, 
You bring to us the gift intuition, inviting us to listen to 
our fears, our joys, our insights. 
Wash over us and invite us into that heart space. 
We call you into this moment. 
 
Rev. Lane: Spirit of the North, Spirit of Earth, 
We feel our feet firmly standing upon you, 
We feel the strength of our bodies in this moment 
You bring the gift of honoring our many physical abilities, 
Enabling us to be fully who we are in all of the diversity of 
bodies here in this space. 
We call you into this moment. 
 
A circle is cast, please be seated. 
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Chalice Lighting  words from Andrea Hawkins-
Kamper [Jillian Beaman] 
 
Gather we now into this space, this time when the Wheel 
turns and the Veil shatters 
Gather we now to remember, to grieve, to prophesy, to 
complete our harvests before the Long Dark comes. 
Gather we now to tell the Old Stories and sing the Old 
Songs, to be as we have always been- the Voice of our 
people eternal. 
Gather we now to celebrate that which was, that which is, 
and that which will be. 
Gather we now, as we have always done, united by Story 
and bound by Love. 
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The chalice will now be lit by ______________. 
 
Testimony  [Jillian Beaman] 
 

When I was asked to give testimony about why I 
participate at First Universalist, I was definitely a little 
nervous. What should I share? I have had a year of many 
big changes in my life and have a hard time opening up, 
but this place has been a consistent support for me. The 
first time I attended a service at First Universalist in 
August 2017, I found a place that I didn’t know existed. 
Through my job at the Y, I met Eileen and Jose 
Fernandez, who invited me into a service. I haven’t 
stopped coming since. This congregation was so 
welcoming and friendly. Shortly after my first visit, I 
received a phone call saying hello from a church member, 
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at the services I had numerous people come up to me to 
introduce themselves, including one who told me “you 
don’t even have to believe in God to come to this church.” 
Lane always says these words…”you are welcome here.” I 
felt welcome here.  
 

After introducing my family to the church service, we 
participated in many things…choir, mocha, family nights, 
lighting the chalice, new member orientation, discussion 
group, small group ministry, performing music for the 
service on my bassoon with Theo Munson on piano and 
many more activities. The opportunities to get involved 
were numerous (and still are). What did these 
opportunities bring to me? They brought me a chance to 
get involved, to get to know people, to feel supported. This 
year of change in my life has felt so supported and loved 
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by this church. The opportunity to come here has been 
and continues to be such a joy in my life. I am so grateful 
that I was welcome. 
 
Affirmation of Faith   [Jillian Beaman] 
 
Please rise in body or in spirit for our affirmation of faith 
and remain standing as we sing our doxology. 
 
Love is the doctrine of this church; 
The quest for truth is its sacrament, 
and service is its prayer. 
To dwell together in peace; 
To seek knowledge in freedom; 
To serve humanity in fellowship; 
To the end that all souls shall grow into harmony 
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With the source and meaning of life: 
Thus do we covenant with each other and with all. 
 
Doxology   [Jillian Beaman] 
 

From all that dwell below the skies   
  Let songs of hope and faith arise.  
  Let peace, good will on earth be sung  
  Through every land, by every tongue.   

 
Offering Words  [Jillian Beaman] 
 
In this season and in these days, our Unitarian 
Universalist message is really needed.  On days when we 
gather to grieve, we are reminded of why this church 
exists.  In moments, of loss we all need a place to go to 
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honor those losses and to feel the fullness of our 
emotions.  This morning, our offering supports a 
congregation that is advocating for justice while caring for 
our people in such tender ways.  Our offering supports a 
place for all ages where people can come to grieve, to rage, 
to celebrate, to feel.  With deep gratitude, we collect our 
offering this morning. 
 
 
Offertory  "Seasons of Love" by Jonathan Larson 
(1960-1996) - UUROC Choir –[ Brock Tjosvold, 
conductor - Theo Munson, piano] 
 
 
Story Part 1 The Fall of Freddie the Leaf by Leo Lionni 
[Rev. Lane, Rev. Michelle, and Jillian to read] 



 15 

 
NARRATOR (Rev. Lane): Spring had passed. 
 
So had Summer. 
 
Freddie, the leaf, had grown large. His mid-section was 
wide and strong, and his five extensions were firm and 
pointed. He had first appeared in Spring as a small sprout 
on a rather large branch near the top of a tall tree. 
 
Freddie was surrounded by hundreds of other leaves just 
like himself, or so it seemed. Soon he discovered that no 
two leaves were alike, even though they were on the same 
tree. Alfred was the leaf next to him. Ben was the leaf on 
his right side, and Clare was the lovely leaf overhead. They 
had all grown up together. They had learned to dance in 
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the Spring breezes, bask lazily in the Summer sun and 
wash off in the cooling rains. 
 
But it was Daniel who was Freddie’s best friend. He was 
the largest leaf on the limb and seemed to have been there 
before anyone else. It appeared to Freddie that Daniel was 
also the wisest among them. It was Daniel who told them 
that they were part of a tree. It was Daniel who explained 
that they were growing in a public park. It was Daniel who 
told them that the tree had strong roots which were 
hidden in the ground below. He explained about the birds 
who came to sit on their branch and sing morning songs. 
He explained about the sun, the moon, the stars and the 
seasons. 
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Freddie loved being a leaf. He loved his branch, his light 
leafy friends, his place high in the sky, the wind that 
jostled him about, the sun rays that warmed him, the 
moon that covered him with soft, white shadows. 
 
Summer had been especially nice. The long hot days felt 
good and the warm nights were peaceful and dreamy. 
 
There were many people in the park that Summer. They 
often came and sat under Freddie’s tree. Daniel told him 
that giving shade was part of his purpose. 
 
FREDDIE (Jillian): “What’s a purpose?”  
 
DANIEL (Rev. Michelle): “A reason for being. To make 
things more pleasant for others is a reason for being. To 
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make shade for old people who come to escape the heat of 
their homes is a reason for being. To provide a cool place 
for children to come and play. To fan with our leaves the 
picnickers who come to eat on checkered tablecloths. 
These are all reasons for being.” 
 
REV. LANE: Freddie especially liked the old people. They 
sat so quietly on the cool grass and hardly ever moved. 
They talked in whispers of times past. 
 
The children were fun, too, even though they sometimes 
tore holes in the bark of the tree or carved their names 
into it. Still, it was fun to watch them move so fast and to 
laugh so much. 
 
But Freddie’s Summer soon passed. 
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It vanished on an October night. He had never felt it so 
cold. All the leaves shivered with the cold. They were 
coated with a thin layer of white which quickly melted and 
left them dew drenched and sparkling in the morning sun. 
 
Musical Interlude  Here, in the Silence 
words by Niki and Gordon Davis, music by F.F. Fleming 
- VOTS Quartet 
 
Joys and Sorrows  [Rev. Michelle] 
 
[Rev. Michelle to read Joys and Sorrows Cards] 
 
And we drop one final stone into the bowl to represent all 
the joys and sorrows left unspoken in the silent 
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sanctuaries of our hearts.  May all be held in the heart of 
love. 
 
Pastoral Prayer [Rev. Michelle] 
 
Let us take a moment amid the ever changing seasons, 
perpetual winds of change, and stream of heart breaking 
losses…. to be still.  
I invite you into a moment of shared meditation or prayer. 
Let us take a slow deep breath together. And Settle into 
this shared space. 
 
Spirit of Memory, We gather as a people who remember. 
As the seasons turn, year after year,  
we remember to mark their passing,  
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to remember that as the seasons circle and return each 
year 
There are things that do not return 
We remember those we have lost, 
And in doing so honor their love and they way touched 
our lives 
As well as honoring our grief that so often goes unspoken. 
 
Spirit of our Hearts and our Broken Hearts, 
Help us to honor the losses we feel personally, as well as 
loss and sorrows we bear as a community, as a country, as 
a world. 
Help us to hold ourselves and others gently, as we travel 
through grief that we share, and grief that remains that 
remains raw or in the silent places of our hearts. 
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Spirit of Hope and Renewal, 
Guide us to see the ways that Life goes on, not as a tide 
that pushes us forward ready or not, but as a resurgence 
of Love and Life, as a fresh spring that renews 
compassion, caring, kindness and acts of Love. 
 
Let us embody this meditation and consider the lessons of 
a tree that travels through the seasons of the year. 
 Invite you to imagine yourself as a tree, and (mindful of 
your neighbors) move as a tree as I speak. You may stand 
or sit, move and raise your arms or just your spirits. 
 
*Ring Bell* 
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In the spring, as the ground thaws a tree extends its roots 
to gather water and nutrients. Image your roots going 
deep into the ground and pulling up energy into the trunk 
of your body. 
Then the tree uses that energy to give back to the world. It 
creates leaves and seeds. 
Imagine putting out your leaves, and soaking up the warm 
energy of the sun. Let that warmth fill your whole body. 
Breathe it in. 
As autumn comes the tree must let go of its precious 
leaves. It loves them. It is because of them. And they will 
enrich the soil to nurture the tree again in seasons to 
come. Kiss and hug your leaves, and let them go. Imagine 
releasing them into the wind to fly like beautiful confetti, 
dancing and drifting down to the earth. Wonder how they 
reemerge in the next season of your life. 
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****Go through motions again**** 
 
Amen. 
 
*Ring Bell* 
 
Hymn of Contemplation  #336 All My Memories of 
Love 
 
1 All my memories of love hang upon high stars. All the 
souls I've lost to tears now the autumn jars; and the air 
around me here thickens with their song; sing again their 
nameless tunes, sing again, and strong.  
 
2 Willows in September touch the water clear, set among 
the rushes tall of the flowing year. Rising up from sunlit 
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past comes the shadowed sigh running toward me 
silently, love to fortify.  
 
3 Many are the graceful hearts hung upon this tree. And it 
seems there's room for mine on these branches free; and 
the sky above the tree, whether wet or bright, is my ease 
and comforting, my good news and light.  
 
Story Part 2  [Rev. Lane, Rev. Michelle, and Jillian] 
 
Rev. Lane: Returning to our story, summer had gone and 
fall had arrived for Freddie the leaf. 
 
Again, it was Daniel who explained that they had 
experienced their first frost, the sign that it was Fall and 
that Winter would come soon. 
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Almost at once, the whole tree, in fact, the whole park was 
transformed into a blaze of color. 
 
There was hardly a green leaf left. Alfred had turned deep 
yellow. Ben had become a bright orange. Clare had 
become a blazing red, Daniel a deep purple and Freddie 
was red and gold and blue. How beautiful they all looked. 
Freddie and his friends had made their tree a rainbow. 
 
Jillian: “Why did we turn different colors when we are on 
the same tree?” 
 
Rev. Michelle: “Each of us is different. We have had 
different experiences. We have faced the sun differently. 
We have cast shade differently. Why should we not have 
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different colors?  This wonderful season of many colors is 
called Fall.”  
 
Rev. Lane: One day a very strange thing happened. The 
same breezes that, in the past, had made them dance 
began to push and pull at their stems, almost as if they 
were angry. This caused some 
of the leaves to be torn from their branches and swept up 
in the wind, tossed about and dropped softly to the 
ground. 
 
All of the leaves became frightened. 
 
“What’s happening?” they asked each other in whispers. 
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Rev. Michelle: “It’s what happens in Fall.  It’s the time for 
leaves to change their home. Some people call it to die.” 
 
Jillian: “Will we all die?”  
 
Rev. Michelle: “Yes.  Everything dies. No matter how big 
or small, how weak or strong. We first do our job. We 
experience the sun and the moon, the wind and the rain. 
We learn to dance and to laugh. Then we die.” 
 
Jillian: I won’t die!  Will you, Daniel?” 
 
Rev. Michelle: “Yes when it’s my time.” 
 
Jillian: “When is that?” 
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Rev. Michelle: “No one knows for sure.” 
 
Sharing the Fall Leaves  [Rev. Lane] 

Children will now come through the aisles, bringing each 
of you a fall leaf as well as a pen, if you need one. 

Take one. It’s use will be explained shortly. 

 

Centering Music  "Meditation" by Flor Peeters 
(1903-1986) organ        [Brock] 
 

Ritual of Remembering  [Rev. Lane] 
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Each one of us holds in our hand a fall leaf, to remind us 
of this season we are experiencing and the many seasons 
we have seen in our lives.  Life is ever-changing, ever-
flowing.  Fall leaves are bright, full of life, and sure to fall 
to the ground at some point as time goes on.  May these 
pieces of paper remind us of the joy and brightness we 
experienced when loving the people who have gone from 
our days.  May we remember their aliveness, the ways 
they changed, the laughter they brought to us as well as 
the sadness.  Let us close our eyes for a moment to just 
remember the loved ones we know who have died. 
[PAUSE]  This leaf you hold in your hand is but a small 
token to remember them by.  You have a pen to write 
down the names, the memories, something about a 
person you know who has died.  So, I invite you to write or 
draw for a moment, holding your loved one in your 
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memory.  When you are finished writing, you are invited 
to come to one of the altars, placing your leaf amongst the 
pictures and the mementos already there.  Everyone is 
invited to add a name to the beautiful tapestry of those we 
are honoring this morning.  Please tour around the altar 
closest to you briefly, knowing there will be time to look at 
all of the altars following the service.  Let us sit for a 
moment together to remember and when you feel ready, 
come forward and place your memories on these altars 
that our community may hold these moments of collective 
grieving, remembering, and loving. 

 

Tour the Altar  [Rev. Lane] 
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Story Part 3  [Rev. Lane, Rev. Michelle, Jillian, and 
Kids] 

 

Rev. Lane: Freddie noticed that the other leaves 
continued to fall. He thought, “It must be their time.” He 
saw that some of the leaves lashed back at the wind before 
they fell, others simply let go and dropped quietly. 
 
Soon the tree was almost bare. 
 
Jillian:  “I’m afraid to die. I don’t know what’s down 
there.” 
 
Rev. Michelle: “We all fear what we don’t know, Freddie. 
It’s natural. Yet, you were not afraid when Spring became 
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Summer. You were not afraid when Summer became Fall. 
They were natural changes. Why should you be afraid of 
the season of death?” 
 
Jillian: “Does the tree die, too?” 
 
Rev. Michelle: “Someday. But there is something stronger 
than the tree. It is Life. That lasts forever and we are all a 
part of Life.” 
 
Jillian: “Where will we go when we die?” 
 
Rev. Michelle: “No one knows for sure. That’s the great 
mystery!” 
 
Jillian: “Will we return in the Spring?” 
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Rev. Michelle: “We may not, but Life will.” 
 
Jillian: “Then what has been the reason for all of this?  
Why were 
we here at all if we only have to fall and die?” 
 
Rev. Lane: Daniel answered in his matter-of- fact way,  
 
Rev. Michelle: It’s been about the sun and the moon. It’s 
been about happy times together. It’s been about the 
shade and the old people and the children.  It’s been about 
colors in Fall. It’s been about seasons. Isn’t that enough?”   
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Rev. Lane: That afternoon, in the golden light of dusk, 
Daniel let go. He fell effortlessly. He seemed to smile 
peacefully as he fell.  
 
Rev. Michelle: “Goodbye for now, Freddie.”  
 
Rev. Lane:  Then, Freddie was alone, the only leaf left on 
his branch. 
 
The first snow fell the following morning. It was soft, 
white, and gentle; but it was bitter cold. 
 
There was hardly any sun that day, and the day was very 
short. Freddie found himself losing his color, becoming 
brittle. It was constantly cold and the snow weighed 
heavily upon him. 
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At dawn the wind came that took Freddie from his 
branch. It didn’t hurt at all. He felt himself float quietly, 
gently and softly downward. 
 
As he fell, he saw the whole tree for the first time. How 
strong and firm it was! He was sure that it would live for a 
long time and he knew that he had been a part of its life 
and it made him proud. 
 
Freddie landed on a clump of snow. It somehow felt soft 
and even warm. In this new position he was more 
comfortable than he had ever been. He closed his eyes and 
fell asleep. He did not know that Spring would follow 
Winter and that the snow would melt into water. He did 
not know that what appeared to be his useless dried self 
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would join with the water and serve to make the tree 
stronger. Most of all, he did not know that there, asleep in 
the tree and the ground, were already plans for new leaves 
in the Spring. 
 
The Beginning. 

 

Pouring the Waters  [Rev. Lane, Elder, and Child] 

 

Here, in this bowl/vessel, we hold the waters that were 
mingled together during First Universalist’s ingathering 
water communion service.  These waters represent who 
we are, they represent our experiences, and they represent 
the life cycle each of us experiences. 
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Today, we pause for a moment to lift up those of us who 
have lost someone quite recently, in the past year.  We 
hold the names and the memories in our hearts, especially 
as these losses are so very fresh.  We hold the people 
killed just yesterday at the Tree of Life Synagogue in an 
act of hatred, anti-Semitism, and bigotry.  May these 
waters bring nourishment to the tree that is our lives.  We 
open our hearts and allow the outpourings of compassion 
and love that this community has to offer to wash over the 
complex emotions present when those we love have died.  
And today, that love and compassion we have to offer one 
another is held in these waters, these waters mingled with 
the love, with the stillness, with the turbulence, and with 
the flow of our lives. 
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As we invite forward ELDER and CHILD to pour out 
these waters in our Front Garden, our congregation will 
sing one of its most beloved hymns, “Spirit of Life” twice 
through. 
 
[Rev. Michelle to escort ELDER and CHILD out of the 
Sanctuary to pour out waters in front garden.] 
 
Closing Hymn #123 “Spirit of Life”      
 
Spirit of Life, come unto me.  
Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion.  
Blow in the wind, rise in the sea;  
move in the hand, giving life the shape of justice.  
Roots hold me close; wings set me free;  
Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me. 
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Benediction  [Rev. Lane and Rev. Michelle] 
 
Postlude  What Will Remain of Me 
words by Rev. Joel Miller, music by Richard Wilder - 
VOTS Quartet 
 
 
 

 
 


