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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.

Most High, all powerful, good Lord,
Yours are the praises, the glory, the honor, and all blessing.

To You alone, Most High, do they belong,
and no man is worthy to mention Your name.

Be praised, my Lord, through all your creatures,
especially through my lord Brother Sun, who brings the day; and you give light 
through him.

And he is beautiful and radiant in all his splendor!
Of you, Most High, he bears the likeness.

Praised be You, my Lord, through Sister Moon and the stars,
in heaven you formed them clear and precious and beautiful.

Praised be You, my Lord, through Brother Wind, and through the air, cloudy and 
serene,
and every kind of weather through which You give sustenance to Your 
creatures.

Praised be You, my Lord, through Sister Water,
which is very useful and humble and precious and chaste.

Praised be You, my Lord, through Brother Fire,
through whom you light the night and he is beautiful
and playful and robust and strong.

Praised be You, my Lord, through Sister Mother Earth,
who sustains us and governs us and who produces
varied fruits with colored flowers and herbs.

St. Francis of Assisi 
wrote this prayer, 
"The Canticle of 

the Creatures," in 
stages between 
1224 and 1225. 

He died in 1226. 
The Canticle was 

written in the 
Umbrian dialect 
in the transition 

period from Latin 
to Italian.
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Praised be You, my Lord,
through those who give pardon for Your love, and bear infirmity and tribulation.

Blessed are those who endure in peace for by You, Most High, they shall be 
crowned.

Praised be You, my Lord,
through our Sister Bodily Death, from whom no living man can escape.

Woe to those who die in mortal sin.
Blessed are those whom death will find in Your most holy will,
for the second death shall do them no harm.

Praise and bless my Lord,
and give Him thanks
and serve Him with great humility.

amen

interlude

God went to India
by Cynthia Rylant

God went to India
To see the elephants.
He thinks they are 
the best thing 
He ever made.
They do everything
He hoped for :
They love their children,
they don’t kill,
they mourn their dead.
This last thing is
especially important
to God.
Elephants visit the graves
of those they loved.
They spend hours there.
They fondle the dry bones.
They mourn. 
God understands mourning
better than any other emotion,
better even than love.

Cynthia Rylant 
grew up in a large 

coal-mining family 
in West Virginia; 
she now lives in 

Portland, OR. She 
writes children’s 

books, and has won 
a Newbery Award. 

On her “official” 
website she says, 
“We go through 

many changes in our 
lives, and some of 
them are hard. But 

the sky still has stars 
at night, the moon 

still shines. The 
world does not leave 

us empty-handed.”

continued on next page
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Because he has lost 
everything he has 
ever made.
You make life,
you make death.
The things God makes
always turn into 
something else and
He does find this good.
But he can’t help missing all the originals.

interlude

Saint Francis and the Sow
by Galway Kinnell

The bud
stands for all things,
even for those things that don’t flower,
for everything flowers, from within, of self-blessing;   
though sometimes it is necessary
to reteach a thing its loveliness,
to put a hand on its brow
of the flower
and retell it in words and in touch
it is lovely
until it flowers again from within, of self-blessing;   
as Saint Francis
put his hand on the creased forehead
of the sow, and told her in words and in touch   
blessings of earth on the sow, and the sow   
began remembering all down her thick length,   
from the earthen snout all the way
through the fodder and slops to the spiritual curl of the tail,   
from the hard spininess spiked out from the spine   
down through the great broken heart
to the sheer blue milken dreaminess spurting and shuddering   
from the fourteen teats into the fourteen mouths sucking and blowing 
beneath them:
the long, perfect loveliness of sow.

interlude

Galway Kinnell 
(1927 – 2014) was 
an American poet 

who won the Pulitzer 
Prize in 1982. 

He published ten 
books of poetry 

and a novel. 
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Dog
by Lawrence Ferlinghetti

The dog trots freely in the street
and sees reality
and the things he sees
are bigger than himself
and the things he sees
are his reality
Drunks in doorways
Moons on trees
The dog trots freely thru the street
and the things he sees
are smaller than himself
Fish on newsprint
Ants in holes
Chickens in Chinatown windows
their heads a block away
The dog trots freely in the street
and the things he smells
smell something like himself
The dog trots freely in the street
past puddles and babies
cats and cigars
poolrooms and policemen
He doesn’t hate cops
He merely has no use for them
and he goes past them
and past the dead cows hung up whole
in front of the San Francisco Meat Market
He would rather eat a tender cow
than a tough policeman
though either might do
And he goes past the Romeo Ravioli Factory
and past Coit’s Tower
and past Congressman Doyle
He’s afraid of Coit’s Tower
but he’s not afraid of Congressman Doyle
although what he hears is very discouraging
very depressing
very absurd
to a sad young dog like himself
to a serious dog like himself
But he has his own free world to live in
His own fleas to eat
He will not be muzzled
Congressman Doyle is just another
fire hydrant
to him

Lawrence Ferlinghetti 
(b. 1919) is described 

this way on 
poetryfoundation.org: 

As poet, playwright, 
publisher, and activist, 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti 

helped to spark 
the San Francisco 

literary renaissance 
of the 1950s and the 

subsequent “Beat” 
movement. Like the 

Beats, Ferlinghetti 
felt strongly that art 
should be accessible 

to all people, not just 
a handful of highly 

educated intellectuals. 
He is a founding 

partner and owner of 
City Lights Bookstore 

in San Francisco.

Continued on next page
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The dog trots freely in the street
and has his own dog’s life to live
and to think about
and to reflect upon
touching and tasting and testing everything
investigating everything
without benefit of perjury
a real realist
with a real tale to tell
and a real tail to tell it with
a real live
              barking
                         democratic dog
engaged in real
                      free enterprise
with something to say
                             about ontology
something to say
                        about reality
                                        and how to see it
                                                               and how to hear it
with his head cocked sideways
                                       at streetcorners
as if he is just about to have
                                       his picture taken
                                                             for Victor Records
                                  listening for
                                                   His Master’s Voice
                      and looking
                                       like a living questionmark
                                                                 into the
                                                              great gramaphone
                                                           of puzzling existence
                 with its wondrous hollow horn
                         which always seems
                     just about to spout forth
                                                      some Victorious answer
                                                              to everything

interlude

the candle lighting
after Krista plays, let’s take a moment to light our candles.
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God got a dog
by Cynthia Rylant

She never meant to.
She liked dogs, She’d 
liked them ever since She was a kid,
but She didn’t think 
She had time for a dog now.
She was always working 
and dogs needed so
much attention.
God didn’t know if She
could take being needed
by one more thing.
But She saw this dog
out by the tracks
and it was hungry
and cold
and lonely
and God realized
She’d made that dog
somehow,
somehow She was responsible
though She knew logically 
that She had only set the
world on its course.
She couldn’t be blamed
for everything.
But She saw this dog
and She felt bad
so She took it on home
and name it Ernie
 And now God . . .
has somebody 
 keeping her feet warm at night.

interlude

reflection

interlude
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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

Oct 11, 4 to 5:30pm Chicken Dinner Pick-up. Catered by Weidner’s. Proceeds for 
Trinity Church. Please place your order online by October 7. $15 for ½ chicken, 
mac & cheese, squash with apples, and roll and butter. Pick up @ Trinity. Why 
cook that night? Tell your friends and neighbors.

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.kindridgiving.com/App/Form/c1dfe7fc-2179-4896-a9cb-1a764238be9a


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 and 
Mondays from 5 to 7pm. 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

