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welcome
Trinity @7 welcomes you via Zoom where we enjoy jazz combined with poetry and 
a thoughtful reflection. We're always glad to see you and to share this special time 
together. 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.
God help us to change.
To change ourselves and to change our world.
To know the need for it. To deal with the pain of it.
To feel the joy of it.
To undertake the journey without understanding the destination.
The art of gentle revolution.
amen.

interlude

Because
by Grace Schulman

Because, in a wounded universe, the tufts
of grass still glisten, the first daffodil
shoots up through ice-melt, and a red-tailed hawk
perches on a cathedral spire; and because
children toss a fire-red ball in the yard
where a schoolhouse façade was scarred by vandals,
and joggers still circle a dry reservoir;
because a rainbow flaunts its painted ribbons
and slips them somewhere underneath the earth;
because in a smoky bar the trombone blares
louder than street sirens, because those
who can no longer speak of pain are singing;
and when on this wide meadow in the park
a full moon still outshines the city lights,
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and on returning home, below the North Star,
I see new bricks-and-glass where the Towers fell;
and I remember my lover’s calloused hand
soften in my hand while crab apple blossoms
showered our laps, and a yellow rose
opened with its satellites of orange buds,
because I cannot lose the injured world
without losing the world, I’ll have to praise it.

interlude

Kaddish
by Marge Piercy

Look around us, search above us, below, behind.
We stand in a great web of being joined together.
Let us praise, let us love the life we are lent
passing through us in the body of Israel
and our own bodies, let’s say amen.
Time flows through us like water.
The past and the dead speak through us.
We breathe out our children’s children, blessing.
Blessed is the earth from which we grow,
Blessed the life we are lent,
blessed the ones who teach us,
blessed the ones we teach,
blessed is the word that cannot say the glory
that shines through us and remains to shine
flowing past distant suns on the way to forever.
Let’s say amen.
Blessed is light, blessed is darkness,
but blessed above all else is peace
which bears the fruits of knowledge
on strong branches, let’s say amen.
Peace that bears joy into the world,
peace that enables love, peace over Israel
everywhere, blessed and holy is peace, let’s say amen.

interlude

Nishmat
by Marge Piercy

When the night slides under with the last dimming star
And the red sky lightens between the trees,
And the heron glides tipping heavy wings in the river,
When crows stir and cry out their harsh joy,
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And swift creatures of the night run toward their burrows, 
And the deer raises her head and sniffs the freshening air,
And the shadows grow more distinct and then shorten.
Then we rise into the day still clean as new snow.
The cat washes its paw and greets the day with gratitude.
Leviathan salutes breaching with a column of steam.
The hawk turning the in the sky cries out a prayer like a knife.
We must wonder at the sky now thin as a speckled eggshell,
That now piles up its boulders of storm to crash down,
That now hangs a furry grey belly into the street.
Every day we find a new sky and a new earth 
with which we are trusted like a perfect toy.
We are given the salty river of our blood
Winding through us, to remember the sea & our
Kindred under the waves, the hot pulsing that knocks
In our throats to consider our cousins in the grass
And the trees, all bright scattered rivulets of life.
We are given the wind within us, the breath
To shape into words that steal time, that touch
Like hands and pierce like bullets, that waken
Truth and deceit, sorrow and pity and joy,
That waste precious air in complaints, in lies,
In floating traps for power on the dirty air.
Yet holy breath still stretches our lungs to sing.
We are given the body, that momentary kibbutz
Of elements that have belonged to frog and polar
Bear, corn and oak tree, volcano and glacier.
We are lent for a time these minerals in water
And a morning every day, a morning to wake up,
Rejoice and praise life in our spines, our throats,
Our knees, our genitals, our brains, our tongues.
We are given fire to see against the dark,
To think, to read, to study how we are to live,
To bank in ourselves against defeat and despair
That cool and muddy our resolves, that make us forget
What we saw we must do. We are given passion
To rise like the sun in our minds with the new day
And burn the debris of habit and greed and fear.
We stand in the midst of the burning world,
Primed to burn with compassionate love and justice,
To turn inward and find holy fire at the core,
To turn outward and see the world that is all
Of one flesh with us, see under the trash, through
The smog, the furry bee in the apple blossom,
The trout leaping, the candles our ancestors lit for us.
Fill us as the tide rustles into the reeds in the marsh.
Fill us as the rushing water overflows the pitcher,
Fill us as light fills a room with its dancing.

Nishmat Kol Chai 
is a Jewish prayer 

of gratitude.
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Let the little quarrels of the bones and the snarling
Of the lesser appetites and the whining of the ego cease.
Let silence still us so you may show us your shining
And we can out of that stillness rise and praise.

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

interlude

Flowering 
by Linda Buckmaster

At the ruins of the Seven Churches Inishmore
Pick a crevice,
a homey gap
between stones
and make it
your own.
Grow a life here
from wind
rain
and the memories of ancients
embedded in limestone.
The bees will use you
for their sweet honey.
The rock will soften under
your touch.
You will draw moisture from fog
and hold it.
Your presence
will build soil.
This is all we have
in this life
all we own:
a flowering
an opening
a gap between stones
for tiny tender roots.

interlude

reflection
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interlude

closing prayer 
May you have the grace and wisdom 
To act kindly, learning to distinguish between what is 
Personal and what is not.
May you be hospitable to criticism. 
May you never put yourself at the center of things.
May you act not from arrogance but out of service. 
May you work on yourself 
Building up and refining the ways of your mind.
May you learn to cultivate the art of presence 
In order to engage with those who meet you
When someone fails or disappoints you 
May the graciousness with which you engage 
Be their stairway to renewal and refinement.
May you treasure the gifts of the mind 
Through reading and creative thinking 
So that you continue to be a servant of the frontier 
Where the new will draw its enrichment from the old, 
And you never become a functionary.
May you know the wisdom of deep listening, 
The healing of wholesome words, 
The encouragement of the appreciative gaze, 
The decorum of held dignity, 
The springtime of the bleak question.
May you have a mind that loves frontiers So that you can evoke the bright 
fields That lie beyond the view of the regular eye.
May you have good friends 
To mirror your blind spots.
May leadership be for you 
A true adventure of growth. 
As we move our bodies to offer our prayers, move our hearts to have the 
serenity, courage, and wisdom to embody your love in the world.
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.

Closing prayer written 
by John O'Donohue. 
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Not Your Grandma’s Bible Study Group Discussion
On Tuesday evenings @7pm starting April 27, Tim Lane and Jeffrey Tooke will 
be facilitating a 6 week group discussion called “Not Your Grandma’s Bible 
Study: Devised Scripture” in which we will devise Scripture collectively from the 
Old Testament.  Each evening we will read a narrative from the Old Testament, 
explore its components, and then reconstruct the narrative with an awareness of 
its meaning for us today.
Click here for the zoom link for the discussion group on Tuesdays @7pm.
Meeting ID: 816-6863-4672
Passcode: trintalk
If you are interested in joining the discussion group or have questions about the 
group, please send an email to Jeffrey Tooke at jeffrey@bayharboradvisors.com 
for more information.

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09
mailto:jeffrey%40bayharboradvisors.com?subject=Tuesday%20Bible%20Study


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

