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welcome
Trinity @7 welcomes you all summer long via Zoom! We still need to keep our physical 
distance for the sake of our safety, but we can be together in spirit. On Zoom, we can 
at least see one another, smile, and chat. And of course, there’s live music! We hope 
you find some gratification in that.

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 centering prayer
Let us pray.

Light
golden light
fresh from the source.
Colors
creation’s colors
calling our senses.
Life
life in its oneness
life in its manifold oneness
all from you.
You are the Sun from whom the morning shines
You are the River in whom each life-form flows
each face
eace race
each cell within our ever-living soul.
On this quiet evening we greet you.
amen

interlude
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August 
by Mary Oliver

Our neighbor, tall and blonde and vigorous, the mother
of many children, is sick. We did not know she was sick,
but she has come to the fence, walking like a woman
who is balancing a sword inside of her body, and besides
that her long hair is gone, it is short and, suddenly, gray.
I don’t recognize her. It even occurs to me that it might
be her mother. But it’s her own laughter-edged voice,
we have heard it for years over the hedges.
All summer the children, grown now and some of them
with children of their own, come to visit. They swim,
they go for long walks at the harbor, they make
dinner for twelve, for fifteen, for twenty. In the early
morning two daughters come to the garden and slowly
go through the precise and silent gestures of T’ai Chi.
They all smile. Their father smiles too, and builds
castles on the shore with the children, and drives back to
the city, and drives back to the country. A carpenter is
hired—a roof repaired, a porch rebuilt. Everything that
can be fixed.
June, July, August. Every day, we hear their laughter. I
think of the painting by van Gogh, the man in the chair.
Everything wrong, and nowhere to go. His hands over
his eyes.

interlude

Little Summer Poem Touching the Subject of Faith
by Mary Oliver

Every summer
I listen and look
under the sun’s brass and even
into the moonlight, but I can’t hear
anything, I can’t see anything —
not the pale roots digging down, nor the green
stalks muscling up,
nor the leaves
deepening their damp pleats,
nor the tassels making,
nor the shucks, nor the cobs.
And still,
every day,
the leafy fields
grow taller and thicker —

Mary Oliver 
(1935-2019) wrote 
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such major awards 

as the Pulitzer 
and National 
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the Guggenheim 
Foundation and 
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the photographer 
Molly Malone Cook.
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green gowns lofting up in the night,
showered with silk.
And so, every summer,
I fail as a witness, seeing nothing —
I am deaf too
to the tick of the leaves,
the tapping of downwardness from the banyan feet —
all of it
happening
beyond any seeable proof, or hearable hum.
And, therefore, let the immeasurable come.
Let the unknowable touch the buckle of my spine.
Let the wind turn in the trees,
and the mystery hidden in the dirt
swing through the air.
How could I look at anything in this world
and tremble, and grip my hands over my heart?
What should I fear?
One morning
in the leafy green ocean
the honeycomb of the corn’s beautiful body
is sure to be there.

interlude

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

Flare 
by Mary Oliver

1.
Welcome to the silly, comforting poem.
It is not the sunrise,
which is a red rinse,
which is flaring all over the eastern sky;
it is not the rain falling out of the purse of God;
it is not the blue helmet of the sky afterward,
or the trees, or the beetle burrowing into the earth;
it is not the mockingbird who, in his own cadence,
will go on sizzling and clapping
from the branches of the catalpa that are thick with blossoms,
   that are billowing and shining,
      that are shaking in the wind.

Because of the length 
of the poem, “Flare,” 

we have divided it 
into two readings.

Continued on next page
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2.
You still recall, sometimes, the old barn on your great-grandfather’s farm, a place 
you visited once, and went into, all alone, while the grownups sat and talked in 
the house.
It was empty, or almost. Wisps of hay covered the floor, and some wasps sang at 
the windows, and maybe there was a strange fluttering bird high above, disturbed, 
hoo-ing a little and staring down from a messy ledge with wild, binocular eyes.
Mostly, though, it smelled of milk, and the patience of animals; the give-offs of 
the body were still in the air, a vague ammonia, not unpleasant.
Mostly, though, it was restful and secret, the roof high up and arched, the boards 
unpainted and plain.
You could have stayed there forever, a small child in a corner, on the last raft of 
hay, dazzled by so much space that seemed empty, but wasn’t.
Then–you still remember–you felt the rap of hunger–it was noon–and you turned 
from that twilight dream and hurried back to the house, where the table was set, 
where an uncle patted you on the shoulder for welcome, and there was your 
place at the table.
3.
Nothing lasts.
There is a graveyard where everything I am talking about is,
now.
I stood there once, on the green grass, scattering flowers.
4.
Nothing is so delicate or so finely hinged as the wings
of the green moth
against the lantern
against its heat
against the beak of the crow
in the early morning.
Yet the moth has trim, and feistiness, and not a drop
    of self-pity.
Not in this world.
5.
My mother
was the blue wisteria,
my mother
was the mossy stream out behind the house,
my mother, alas, alas,
did not always love her life,
heavier than iron it was
as she carried it in her arms, from room to room,
oh, unforgettable!
I bury her
in a box
in the earth
and turn away.

Continued on next page
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My father
was a demon of frustrated dreams,
was a breaker of trust,
was a poor, thin boy with bad luck.
He followed God, there being no one else
he could talk to;
he swaggered before God, there being no one else
who would listen.
Listen,
this was his life.
I bury it in the earth.
I sweep the closets.
I leave the house.
6.
I mention them now,
I will not mention them again.
It is not lack of love
nor lack of sorrow.
But the iron thing they carried, I will not carry.
I give them–one, two, three, four–the kiss of courtesy,
    of sweet thanks,
of anger, of good luck in the deep earth.
May they sleep well. May they soften.
But I will not give them the kiss of complicity.
I will not give them the responsibility for my life.

interlude

Flare Continued
7.
Did you know that the ant has a tongue
with which to gather in all that it can
of sweetness?
Did you know that?
8.
The poem is not the world.
It isn’t even the first page of the world.
But the poem wants to flower, like a flower.
It knows that much.
It wants to open itself,
like the door of a little temple,
so that you might step inside and be cooled and refreshed,
and less yourself than part of everything.

Continued on next page
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9.
The voice of the child crying out of the mouth of the
    grown woman
is a misery and a disappointment.
The voice of the child howling out of the tall, bearded,
    muscular man
is a misery, and a terror.
10.
Therefore, tell me:
what will engage you?
What will open the dark fields of your mind,
    like a lover
        at first touching?
11.
Anyway,
there was no barn.
No child in the barn.
No uncle no table no kitchen.
Only a long lovely field full of bobolinks.
12.
When loneliness comes stalking, go into the fields, consider
the orderliness of the world. Notice
something you have never noticed before,
like the tambourine sound of the snow-cricket
whose pale green body is no longer than your thumb.
Stare hard at the hummingbird, in the summer rain,
shaking the water-sparks from its wings.
Let grief be your sister, she will whether or no.
Rise up from the stump of sorrow, and be green also,
    like the diligent leaves.
A lifetime isn’t long enough for the beauty of this world
and the responsibilities of your life.
Scatter your flowers over the graves, and walk away.
Be good-natured and untidy in your exuberance.
In the glare of your mind, be modest.
And beholden to what is tactile, and thrilling.
Live with the beetle, and the wind.
This is the dark bread of the poem.
This is the dark and nourishing bread of the poem.

interlude

reflection

interlude
Continued on next page
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closing prayer 
Beloved, send us
into the night renewed
and at peace
As you are nearer to us than we are to ourselves.

Center our hearts
in your presence
even as we are surrounded by others
That we may be patient with friends, enemies, and ourselves. 

Assist us in our mindfulness
toward the wholeness of life;
that in becoming simple in action and in thought,
we return to our source.
and when it is time to stop
at an unexpected moment, or let go when we cannot see
the consequence, may we entrust ourselves to your love.
Open our minds for knowing,
Heal our hearts for loving.
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.

Thanks to George Caldwell for his music. 

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. 



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.

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

