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welcome
Trinity @7 welcomes you via Zoom! We’ve turned the corner on summer and we’re 
now into fall, but we still need to keep our physical distance for the sake of our safety. 
On Zoom, people who enjoy the jazz combined with poetry can tune in on Sunday 
night whether they’re in California or the West Side of Buffalo. 

Like any other Sunday night, tonight we will share some music and some words and 
hopefully, a little bit of peace.  

Before we get started, you’re welcome to bring a candle and some matches for a 
brief candle lighting time. Place the candle near you so we’ll see it on the screen. 

If you’d like to stay online after the readings and music, we can check in with one 
another. If you’d rather leave the meeting, that’s fine, too. Do what feels right. 

a minute for wilderness as we watch 
a brief video from nature365.tv

a centering prayer
Let us pray.

Generous God,

Awaken me each day to gratitude for all that I so easily take for granted. Let 
my eyes do more than just read the stories in the daily paper or watch them on 
the evening news. Let my eyes take those stories to my heart where I am one 
with all who dwell on the Earth. Touch my compassion so that I know the pain 
of the hungry, the violated, the homeless, the burdened, and all those who 
yearn for some of my riches. 

Compassionate Creator, stir in my soul. Call to me again and again, to be a 
true child of the universe. May I be attentive and alert to how you would have 
me live my abundant life. Grant me the generosity to share it with others. 

amen

interlude

The centering 
prayer is excerpted 

from a longer 
prayer by 

Joyce Rupp.
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Introduction to Poetry
by Billy Collins

I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light
like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem’s room
and feel the walls for a light switch.

I want them to waterski
across the surface of a poem
waving at the author’s name on the shore.

But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with rope
and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

interlude

so you want to be a writer?
by Charles Bukowski

if it doesn't come bursting out of you
in spite of everything,
don't do it.
unless it comes unasked out of your
heart and your mind and your mouth
and your gut,
don't do it.
if you have to sit for hours
staring at your computer screen
or hunched over your
typewriter
searching for words,
don't do it.
if you're doing it for money or
fame,
don't do it.

Billy Collins 
(b. 1941) is an 
American poet 

who has published 
numerous volumes 

of poetry, was 
appointed as Poet 

Laureate of the 
United States from 

2001 to 2003, 
and has taught at 

Columbia University 
and City University 

of New York. 

Henry Charles 
Bukowski 

(1920 – 1994) 
was a German-
American poet, 

novelist, and short 
story writer. His 

work addresses the 
ordinarylives of poor 

Americans, the act 
of writing, alcohol, 

relationships with 
women, and the 

drudgery of work.

continued on next page
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if you're doing it because you want
women in your bed,
don't do it.
if you have to sit there and
rewrite it again and again,
don't do it.
if it's hard work just thinking about doing it,
don't do it.
if you're trying to write like somebody
else,
forget about it.
if you have to wait for it to roar out of
you,
then wait patiently.
if it never does roar out of you,
do something else.
if you first have to read it to your wife
or your girlfriend or your boyfriend
or your parents or to anybody at all,
you're not ready.
don't be like so many writers,
don't be like so many thousands of
people who call themselves writers,
don't be dull and boring and
pretentious, don't be consumed with self-
love.
the libraries of the world have
yawned themselves to
sleep
over your kind.
don't add to that.
don't do it.
unless it comes out of
your soul like a rocket,
unless being still would
drive you to madness or
suicide or murder,
don't do it.
unless the sun inside you is
burning your gut,
don't do it.
when it is truly time,
and if you have been chosen,
it will do it by
itself and it will keep on doing it
until you die or it dies in you.
there is no other way.
and there never was.
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interlude

The thought-fox
by Ted Hughes

I imagine this midnight moment’s forest:
Something else is alive
Beside the clock’s loneliness
And this blank page where my fingers move.
 
Through the window I see no star:
Something more near
Though deeper within darkness
Is entering the loneliness:

Cold, delicately as the dark snow,
A fox’s nose touches twig, leaf;
Two eyes serve a movement, that now
And again now, and now, and now

Sets neat prints into the snow
Between trees, and warily a lame
Shadow lags by stump and in hollow
Of a body that is bold to come
Across clearings, an eye,
A widening deepening greenness,
Brilliantly, concentratedly,
Coming about its own business
Till, with a sudden sharp hot stink of fox
It enters the dark hole of the head.
The window is starless still; the clock ticks,
The page is printed.

interlude

the candle lighting
After Krista plays, let’s take a moment to light our candles.

Ted Hughes (Edward 
James Hughes) 

(1930 – 1998) was 
an English poet, 

translator, and 
children's writer. 

Critics frequently rank 
him as one of the best 

poets of his generation. 
He was appointed 

Poet Laureate of Great 
Britain in 1984 and 

held the office until his 
death. He was married 

to Sylvia Plath for 
six years.
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On How to Pick and Eat Poems
by Phyllis Cole-Dai

Stop whatever it is you’re doing.
Come down from the attic.
Grab a bucket or a basket and head for light.
That’s where the best poems grow, and in the dappled dark.
Go slow. Watch out for thorns and bears.
When you find a good bush, bow to it, or take off your shoes.
Then pluck. This poem. That poem. Any poem.
It should come off the stem easy, just a little tickle.
No need to sniff first, judge the color, test the firmness.
You’ll only know it’s ripe if you taste.
So put a poem upon your lips. Chew its pulp.
Let its juice spill over your tongue.
Let your reading of it teach you
what sort of creature you are
and the nature of the ground you walk upon.
Bring your whole life out loud to this one poem.
Eating one poem can save you, if you’re hungry enough.
When birds and deer beat you to your favorite patch,
smile at their familiar appetite, and ramble on.
Somewhere another crop waits for harvest.
And if your eye should ever light upon a cluster of poems
hanging on a single stem, cup your hand around them
and pull, without greed or clinging.
Some will slip off in your palm.
None will go to waste.
Take those you adore poem-picking when you can,
even to the wild and hidden places.
Reach into brambles for their sake,
stain your skin some shade of red or blue,
mash words against your teeth, for love.
And always leave some poems within easy reach
for the next picker, in kinship with the unknown.
If you ever carry away more than you need,
go on home to your kitchen, and make good jam.
No need to rush, the poems will keep.
Some will even taste better with age,
a rich batch of preserves.
Store up jars and jars of jam. Plenty for friends.
Plenty for the long, howling winter. Plenty for strangers.
Plenty for all the bread in this broken world.

interlude

reflection

Phyllis Cole-Dai 
(b. 1962) is an author, 

editor, composer, 
songwriter, musician, 

public speaker, and 
activist. Phyllis unites 

her deep love of 
writing and composing 

with a passion for 
humanitarian service.
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interlude

closing prayer 
Beloved, make us an instrument of your peace.
Where there is hatred, let us bring love.
Where there is offense, let us bring pardon.
Where there is discord, let us bring union.
Where there is error, let us bring truth.
Where there is doubt, let us bring faith.
Where there is despair, let us bring hope.
Where there is darkness, let us bring light.
Where there is sadness, let us bring joy.
O Master, let us not seek as much
to be consoled as to console,
to be understood as to understand,
to be loved as to love,
for it is in giving that one receives,
it is in self-forgetting that one finds,
it is in pardoning that one is pardoned,
it is in dying that one is raised to eternal life.
amen

postlude 

invitation
Please stay online if you’d like to say hello to others and/or to bring up something 
from the readings or the reflection that moved you or prompted a question.

announcements
Supplies Needed for Hamlin Park School
Support Hamlin Park School by donating school supplies! Indicate what you will donate and 
drop off items at Trinity in the red carpet area when the sanctuary is open on Thursdays 
between 12 and 2pm. If it's not possible to make a church drop off and you're local, please 
contact Susie Green at susie432@gmail.com to arrange a time to drop the items by her 
house or for her to pick them up from you. 
School supplies are needed by Monday, October 26 to be delivered to Hamlin 
Park. Click here to see what's needed.

Thank You . . .
for supporting our chicken dinner. We hope you enjoyed it. Besides raising money for Trinity, 
your generosity provided more than 60 dinners distributed to Compass House, first responders 
at American Medical Rescue, nurses at Roswell, and Family Promise.

The closing prayer is 
often associated with 

Francis of Assisi, 
but is, according to a 
number of websites, 

including Wikipedia, 
“entirely absent from 

his writings, the prayer 
in its present form has 

not been traced back 
further than 1912. Its 

first known occurrence 
was in French, in 
a small spiritual 

magazine called “La 
Clochette” (The Little 

Bell), published by 
a Catholic Church 

organization in Paris
. . . The Franciscan 

Order does not 
include the prayer in 

its official "Prayers 
of St. Francis," and a 
church historian has 

noted that the phrasing 
of the first half of 

the text ("let us...") is 
atypically self-oriented 
for Francis.” Tonight’s 
version is taken from 

the original French, 
but has replaced “me” 

with “us.” 

https://www.signupgenius.com/go/70a0c4fafa629a3f58-hamlin


Online Services:
Sunday @10:30am    Reflection, prayer, and music - Facebook live. 
Sunday @7:00pm An encounter with God through poetry and jazz - Zoom
Wednesday @Noon Prayer and holy conversation - Zoom
Thursday @7pm    12steps@Trinity, based on 12-step spirituality - Zoom w
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Financial Support

Your financial support is not only a practical necessity. It can 
also be a very meaningful symbolic gesture, expressing your 
gratitude for all the blessings in your life and your hope for 
health in the world. 

While the church is not open, Trinity has made a commitment 
to keep staff on the payroll. Plus, all the Trinity services are 
available online, either with Zoom or Facebook live streaming. 

You can donate online here, text the word "give" to (716) 221-
8580, or send a check to the address at left.

Thank you for your participation and contribution. Peace.

Thank you to our pianist, Krista Seddon! 

Thanks to Matt Lincoln for his dogged determination in bringing 
us together and for his reflection. Thanks to tonight’s readers.

Thank you to all the poets and musicians in the world who 
reflect life back to us in the most beautiful ways. 

And of course, thank you. 

If you'd like to visit Trinity Church in person for some quiet 
contemplation or to view the stunning stained glass windows, 
the building will be open on Thursdays from noon to 2pm or 
by appointment. Please wear a mask and sign the contact-
tracing register at the entry.

http://www.facebook.com/TrinityBuffalo
https://www.facebook.com/Trinityat7/
https://www.instagram.com/trinity.church.buffalo/
https://twitter.com/TrinityBuffalo1
https://www.trinitybuffalo.org
https://www.kindridgiving.com/app/giving/trinitybuffalo

