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welcome
Trinity @7 welcomes you. Via Zoom, we enjoy jazz combined with poetry and a 
thoughtful reflection. We're always glad to see you and to share this special time 
together. As we begin 2021, may you experience stillness when it is needed and much 
joy and laughter when they are needed, or perhaps when least expected.

Besides beautiful music and words, we hope this time brings you 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.
Silent God of many distances,
we feel your breath enlarging us from within.
Let your presence vibrate like a Zen gong into this night.

Move us through transformation,
out and in, like breath.
Take our deepest losses,
The most bitter grief
and change it to wine.
Be the power,
Beloved,
who rounds our senses into a sphere 
and who encounters us in the mystery of it all.

Our legs are leaden
our steps sluggish;
the weight of all we own
is distributed poorly
and our balance precarious.

If, in our earthbound captivity,
We no longer know your name:
Whisper through the silent loneliness
that echoes off all we own that does not breathe. 
Whisper our name and remind us not to hold on too tightly.

amen

interlude

Cover: 
"Tiny Treasures" 

artistic world 
map by Golden, 
CO-based artist 

Charlotte Bassin
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For the Traveler
by John O’Donohue

Every time you leave home,
Another road takes you
Into a world you were never in.
 
New strangers on other paths await.
New places that have never seen you
Will startle a little at your entry.
Old places that know you well
Will pretend nothing
Changed since your last visit.
 
When you travel, you find yourself
Alone in a different way,
More attentive now
To the self you bring along,
Your more subtle eye watching
You abroad; and how what meets you
Touches that part of the heart
That lies low at home:
 
How you unexpectedly attune
To the timbre in some voice,
Opening in conversation
You want to take in
To where your longing
Has pressed hard enough
Inward, on some unsaid dark,
To create a crystal of insight
You could not have known
You needed
To illuminate
Your way.
 
When you travel,
A new silence
Goes with you,
And if you listen,
You will hear
What your heart would
Love to say.
 

John O'Donohue 
(1956-2007)

was born in the 
Burren Region 

of County Clare, 
Ireland, began 
writing poems 

during his college 
years. Ordained 

in 1982, John 
retired from public 

priestly ministry 
in 2000, living in 
a remote cottage 

in Connemara. He 
devoted himself 

full-time to writing 
and a life of 

public speaking.

continued on next page
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A journey can become a sacred thing:
Make sure, before you go,
To take the time
To bless your going forth,
To free your heart of ballast
So that the compass of your soul
Might direct you toward
The territories of spirit
Where you will discover
More of your hidden life,
And the urgencies
That deserve to claim you.
 
May you travel in an awakened way,
Gathered wisely into your inner ground;
That you may not waste the invitations
Which wait along the way to transform you.
 
May you travel safely, arrive refreshed,
And live your time away to its fullest;
Return home more enriched, and free
To balance the gift of days which call you.

interlude

Compassing
by J. Drew Lanham

limitless is a faraway place
way beyond the rock-strewn ridge named possibility
it’s over there
through a tangle-thick forest the old ones call maybe
it is a fortnight’s trudge through what could be
and at least as far as a strong man can chunk a stone
—straight as the crow flies
a hard tough row across the mind’s breadth
a frog’s hair from probably and head high from unreachable
you can’t get there from here
but you can get here from there
unfurl the map
aim the compass well
cause true north does lie
dead reckon instead on reality
find yourself there

interlude

J. Drew Lanham 
is an American 

author, poet, and 
wildlife biologist, 

and an Alumni 
Distinguished 

Professor of Wildlife 
Ecology at Clemson 

University. He is a 
Contributing Editor 

for Orion Magazine, 
and a lifelong bird 

watcher and hunter-
conservationist 

living in Seneca, SC.



Page 5

From a reflection on maps 
by Jan Richardson

At the edges of our borders, 
you wait. 
And at our territorial lines, 
you linger, 
because the place where 
we touch 
beyond our boundaries 
is where you take 
your delight. 

And when we learn to read 
the landscape of our fears, 
and when we come to know 
the terrain of every sorrow, 
then will we turn 
our fences into bridges 
and our borders 
into paths of peace.

the candle lighting
After Krista plays, feel free to light a candle.

interlude

Song of the Open Road, Stanza 7
by Walt Whitman

Here is the efflux* of the soul,
The efflux of the soul comes from within through embower’d gates, ever 
provoking questions,
These yearnings why are they? these thoughts in the darkness why are they?
Why are there men and women that while they are nigh me the sunlight 
expands my blood?
Why when they leave me do my pennants of joy sink flat and lank?
Why are there trees I never walk under but large and melodious thoughts 
descend upon me?
(I think they hang there winter and summer on those trees and always drop 
fruit as I pass;)
What is it I interchange so suddenly with strangers?
What with some driver as I ride on the seat by his side?
What with some fisherman drawing his seine by the shore as I walk by and 
pause?
What gives me to be free to a woman’s and man’s good-will? what gives them 
to be free to mine?

Jan Richardson is 
an artist, writer, and 

ordained minister
 in the United 

Methodist Church. 
Rev Richardson 

resides in Florida and 
serves as director 

of The Wellspring 
Studio, LLC. She has 

traveled widely as 
a retreat leader and 

conference speaker.

Walt Whitman 
(1819 – 1892) was born 
in Brooklyn and lived 
and worked the early 

part of his life in New 
York. He spent time 
in an Army hospital 
in Washington, DC 

during the Civil War 
and stayed for eleven 

years. Whitman 
struggled to support 

himself through 
most of his life. In 

Washington, he lived 
on a clerk’s salary 

and modest royalties, 
and spent any excess 

money, including 
gifts from friends, to 

buy supplies for the 
patients he nursed. 

“Song of the Open 
Road” was first 
published in the 

second edition of 
Leaves of Grass  in 

1856. The 15-stanza 
poem is an optimistic 
paean to wanderlust.

*Efflux (noun) from 
The Free Dictionary

1. A flowing outward.
2. Something that 
flows out or forth; 

an effluence.
3. A passing or an 

expiration, as of time.
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interlude

reflection

interlude

closing prayer 
O gracious Light
source of all light
source of all life
source of all love imbued in all things:

Now that we have come to the end of the day, and our eyes behold the 
vesper light, we sing our gratitude,
our thanksgiving to you.

In peace we come,
in peace we listen, 
in peace we hope, for peace we pray.
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 on next page
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announcements
Trinity Vestry Voting
It's time to vote for our new Vestry members. You can do so now through Sunday 
morning, February 7. Everyone who considers themselves to be a member of Trinity is 
welcome to vote. This year we are electing 1 warden and 3 vestry members. Be sure to 
attend the annual (Zoom) meeting on February 7 @ noon to learn what's been going on 
at Trinity.  Click here to vote.

February 24, 7pm  

Trinity will host a Zoom appearance by Debby Irving, author 
of "Waking Up White: And Finding Myself in the Story of Race." 
Irving, who is white and was raised in upper middle class 
Massachusetts, writes plainly and clearly about her discoveries 
of how much she had benefited over the years because 
she was white and how she began to question her long-
held assumptions about race and culture. Her book is eye 
opening, possibly life changing in its revelations about white 
privilege. We encourage you to read the book though it is 
not a requirement for her appearance. To register, click on 
kindridgiving link.

We encourage you to purchase your book locally from Talking Leaves. It is also available 
at the public library and at a number of online venues.

https://www.kindridgiving.com/App/Form/c4518b45-de2b-4b0f-9cb5-7bf9c2c8ac5e
https://www.kindridgiving.com/App/Form/91b0a300-e58c-4c33-bb1b-c88e3a98247b?fbclid=IwAR09IeACuoGuA27-9eHrhqhIJd7L5yj-znC728ZTtWKrFQpqN_vz0hHDItM
https://www.tleavesbooks.com/search/site/Waking%20Up%20White%3A%20And%20Finding%20Myself%20in%20the%20Story%20of%20Race.


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 meaningful in several ways.  First it’s 
a practical offering; Trinity has made a commitment to keep 
staff on the payroll during the pandemic. Plus, all the Trinity 
services are available online, either with Zoom or Facebook 
live streaming which requires just as much if not more work 
to carry out. Your donation can be a symbolic gesture, too, 
expressing your gratitude for all the blessings in your life and 
your hope for health in the world. 

You can donate online here, or initiate an online donation by 
texting the word "give" to (716) 221-8580.

Thank you for your participation and contribution. Peace.

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.

Thank you to our pianist, Krista Seddon! 

Thanks to Matt Lincoln for bringing us together virtually 
and for reflecting from his heart. 

Thank you to our host and 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. 

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

