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welcome and happy new year
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

Cover photo by 
teresa maciocha
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interlude

Earth Slumber
by Melissa Shaw-Smith 

I climbed the steep gully,
A cathedral of blue
Winter sky above me,
The sound of the hidden
Stream rilling and gurgling in my ears.
My footsteps criss-crossed
The busy pathways
Of mink and weasel—
Soft divets scooped
Where they belly slid
Down the banks,
Tracks suddenly disappearing
Into a perfect O of snow.
I paused to catch my breath
And listen to the sparse oak leaves,
Rattling ineffectually
At the wonderful clear silence.
How gratifying to be
In such a pure and simple landscape.
I could feel the earth slumbering
Under her coverlet of snow,
And see her graceful, full curved hip
Thrown carelessly across the valley.
Her languid, dimpled arm
Draped over the ridge,
Head resting, forehead kissing
The bank of the stream
As though peering through
Marbled ice at the
Rivulet of bubbles
Slipping along below.
And there before me
Her wide smooth rump
Thrust skyward
For a flock of glossy black crows
To perch upon.

interlude

Melissa Shaw-
Smith writes on her 
website,“Born and 
raised on whiskey 

and fairytales in 
Ireland, I now 
live and write 

in New York’s 
Hudson Valley 

. . . What makes 
me salivate? An 
exuberant half-

wild garden, 
old, clothbound 

children’s books, 
art supplies, natural 

dyed yarns, spice 
markets, anywhere 

with a tantalizing 
smell. Favorite 
places to hang 

out: by the sea, 
in a hammock, 

on a park bench, 
a crowded café, 
a mountaintop. 

Favorite writing 
implement: 

fountain pen, knife 
sharpened pencil.”
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Presence 
by Melissa Shaw-Smith 
The year has rocked this world to its roots.
What if for one day each being put down
their burdens, their words of hate, their inhumanity
and breathed in the presence?
Stopped fighting for history, for fears, hopes, dreams
and stood facing the morning sun
letting the warmth of the moment
and the next, the next, accumulate like dust at their feet
Listened instead of spoke, acknowledged truth,
embraced silence.
What if for one day each being acknowledged the fear
and let it go? Suspended beliefs
opened their arms, drew strength
through earth, grass, rock, sand
Found the sparrow singing from a lone bush
the small heart-shaped cloud
Felt the currents of air wash over them, mingle
with the breath, and let the seams unravel
borders blend, walls dissolve
and be as
one.

interlude

How much light in a winter sky
by Melissa Shaw-Smith 

How much light in a winter sky!
the subtlety of mauve and rust and slate
heavy-bellied clouds floating
like seasoned bathers in a cold sea
each dwindling moment of olive oil light
caught in the wick of a seed of grass
chest-breaching call of the gulls
the lake surface a battered pewter plate
bouncing back the cupped light
medieval in its splendor

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

“Presence” was 
first posted on 

December 24, 2016.
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interlude

Healing
by Melissa Shaw-Smith 

Like a fishing heron
I will stand on one leg
And wait
For the healing to begin.
It starts deep inside
The silent knitting together
Of cells and tissues
Into an intricate suspension bridge
Spanning the wound
Slowly
The restorative mind fixes its beam
On the hotspot
Tapping the reserves
Of sunlight and music
Channeling the resources
Of tea and compassion
The balm of small feats mustered
It is a balancing act
A resolution
To keep the self-pity genie
Stoppered in its bottle
Regeneration
A humbling of the spirit
A discovery that strength and patience
Are one and the same.

interlude

reflection

interlude
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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

Save the Date: February 24, 2021 On that Wednesday, at 7pm, Trinity will host a Zoom 
appearance from Debby Irving, author of "Waking Up White: And Finding Myself in 
the Story of Race."  While in her 40s, a graduate course in "Race and Cultural Identity" 
started Irving on her journey to comprehend how much she had benefited over the 
years because she was white. Irving writes plainly and clearly about her discoveries 
and how she began to question her long held assumptions about race and culture. We 
encourage you to read the book though it is not a requirement. Info on tickets to come.



Online Services:
Sunday @10:30am    Reflection, prayer, and music - Facebook live. 
Sunday @7:00pm An encounter with God through poetry and jazz - Zoom
  There will be no Trinity @7 on 12/27.
Wednesday @Noon Prayer and holy conversation - Zoom
Thursday @7pm    12steps@Trinity, based on 12-step spirituality - Zoom
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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

