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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. As we carry on through winter and the pandemic, 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 of the stories that include us, God of the inclusions that restore us:  
we need each other to thrive. Without the other we are incomplete. 
In our fiercer independence we grow narrow and less true. 
It is our inter–dependence that reveals what’s best within us all. 
If we should be cut off from our fullness, 
stunted by a sin of self–assurance, 
show us that the lack in ourselves is the space for something greater: 
that our work with others is the discovery of the holy in ourselves. 
amen

interlude

Prayer found on 
the website of 

the Corrymeela 
Community, 

“a movement of 
people rallied 

around one 
inspirational idea: 

‘Together is better.’ 
Every year we 
welcome over 

8,000 people from 
all walks of life, 
to our beautiful 

Ballycastle 
home and into 

our programmes 
in communities 

around Northern 
Ireland.”
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From Here to There
by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer

What do you want to bridge?
            —Kayleen Asbo, “Blessing Thread,” “Wales and Ireland”
Forever may I build
this bridge between you
and me, build it with words
sincere and strong,
and when the words
don’t quite reach,
I’ll build the bridge with silence,
and when silence
falls short, I’ll build it
with longing, and if
the longing won’t span
the gap, I’ll fill in what’s left
with history, with hope,
with facts, with fantasy,
jazz, poetry, shoelaces,
old gum, feathers, toothpicks,
candlewax, gauze of ruined dreams,
almosts, apple peels, I swear
I will use anything it takes
to build this bridge,
and when it falls apart as bridges do,
I’ll build it again. With my bones,
with my tears, with my shadow,
my light.

interlude

My Father Asks for One Last Thing
by James Crews

Bending over rows of four o’ clocks
now wet with evening, he picks off
dead blooms, tipping their seeds
into an envelope for next year,
though he knows he won’t be here.
Through the screen door, I smell
cut grass, wild onion, gasoline.
Under his T-shirt stained green,
his skin’s already begun to yellow
like a window shade finally ruined
by too much smoke and sun.

Rosemerry 
WahtolaTrommer 
is a published and 

award-winning 
Colorado poet. 

Since 2006, she’s 
written a poem a 

day, a practice she 
identifies as “both 
my anchor and my 
kite.”  Trommer’s 
favorite one-word 

mantra: Adjust. 
Visit her at www.
wordwoman.com.

James Crews 
is a Vermont 

poet who also 
leads workshops 

and retreats on 
mindfulness and 

writing.

continued on next page

http://www.wordwoman.com
http://www.wordwoman.com
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Gloaming is not the word for how
night shows up, draping the city sky
whose trapped sulfur and junk-light
fight off true dark. He looks up
from cleaning the mower blades,
knows I’m checking on him again.
I open the pantry, pretend to be
absorbed by the jars of tomatoes
he canned last summer, heirlooms
floating soft in the murk of time.
And when he calls my name, asking
for a massage, having asked too much
of his body today, his face is blank
and gray like the sky before rain.

interlude

I Am Offering This Poem
by Jimmy Santiago Baca

I am offering this poem to you,
since I have nothing else to give.
Keep it like a warm coat
when winter comes to cover you,
or like a pair of thick socks
the cold cannot bite through,
                         I love you,

I have nothing else to give you,
so it is a pot full of yellow corn
to warm your belly in winter,
it is a scarf for your head, to wear
over your hair, to tie up around your face,
                         I love you,

Keep it, treasure this as you would
if you were lost, needing direction,
in the wilderness life becomes when mature;
and in the corner of your drawer,
tucked away like a cabin or hogan
in dense trees, come knocking,
and I will answer, give you directions,
and let you warm yourself by this fire,
rest by this fire, and make you feel safe
                         I love you,

Jimmy Santiago 
Baca (b. 1952) is an 
American poet and 

writer of Apache and 
Chicano descent. 

While incarcerated 
for five years in a 

maximum security 
prison, he decided to 
turn his life around; 

he taught himself 
to read and write, 
and left prison as 

a writer, having 
published some of 

his work in Mother 
Jones Magazine 

whose editor at the 
time was Denise 

Levertov.

Continued on next page
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It’s all I have to give,
and all anyone needs to live,
and to go on living inside,
when the world outside
no longer cares if you live or die;
remember,
                         I love you.

the candle lighting
After Krista plays, feel free to light a candle and recite the prayer with our host.

Host to read this prayer while people are lighting their candles and 
before the fourth reading:

O God, we gather today around this flame which represents the light of your 
love and your forgiveness:
 • We ask that your light fill all the places of darkness in our hearts
 • We ask that the warmth of your light melt those places in our hearts  
          that have grown hard or cold.
 • We ask that the energy of your light enliven those places within us that          
          have felt dead or discouraged.
 • We ask that the brightness of your light heal our blindness or close-          
          mindedness to the goodness in ourselves and others.

 • We ask that the gift of your light keep us grateful for the many blessings  
  in our lives.

amen

interlude

Valentine for Ernest Mann
by Naomi Shihab Nye

You can’t order a poem like you order a taco.
Walk up to the counter, say, “I’ll take two”
and expect it to be handed back to you
on a shiny plate.
Still, I like your spirit.
Anyone who says, “Here’s my address,
write me a poem,” deserves something in reply.
So I’ll tell a secret instead:
poems hide. In the bottoms of our shoes,
they are sleeping. They are the shadows
drifting across our ceilings the moment 
before we wake up. What we have to do
is live in a way that lets us find them.

Naomi Shihab Nye 
(b. 1952) is an 

American poet about 
whom the Poetry 
Foundation says, 

“she is known for 
poetry that lends a 

fresh perspective 
to ordinary events, 

people, and objects. 
Nye has said that, 

for her, ‘the primary 
source of poetry has 

always been local life, 
random characters met 
on the streets, our own 
ancestry sifting down 

to us through small 
essential daily tasks.’ ”

Continued on next page



Page 6

Once I knew a man who gave his wife
two skunks for a valentine.
He couldn’t understand why she was crying.
“I thought they had such beautiful eyes.”
And he was serious. He was a serious man
who lived in a serious way. Nothing was ugly
just because the world said so. He really
liked those skunks. So, he re-invented them
as valentines and they became beautiful.
At least, to him. And the poems that had been hiding
in the eyes of skunks for centuries 
crawled out and curled up at his feet.
Maybe if we re-invent whatever our lives give us
we find poems. Check your garage, the odd sock
in your drawer, the person you almost like, but not quite.
And let me know.

interlude

reflection

interlude

closing prayer 
May we find hope in the lights we have kindled on this quiet night,
hope in one another and in all who form the web-work of peace and justice
that spans the world.

In the heart of every person on this Earth
burns the spark of luminous goodness;
in no heart is there total darkness.
May we who have gathered this winter evening,
by our lives and service, by our prayers and love,
call forth from one another the light and the love
that is hidden in every heart.
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

On Tuesday evenings @7pm during Lent, Tim Lane and Jeffrey Tooke will facilitate Make 
Me An Instrument of Peace: A Group Discussion on Civil Discourse. Designed by the 
Episcopal Church Office of Government Relations, "Make Me An Instrument of Peace" 
is a group discussion study designed to help us bridge the divides that keep us from 
moving forward. During our evening gatherings, the group will watch video material 
taught by a team of experts in civil discourse and then discuss the subject matter as a 
group. The topics covered will include:
 • Civil Discourse in Context
 • Tenets for Civil Discourse
 • Values-Based Conversations
 • The Complexity of Policy
 • Sacred Space for Debate

An introduction to the "Make Me An Instrument of Peace" material can be viewed here. 
Join Tim and Jeff starting Tuesday, February 23 @7pm to begin this Lenten journey using 
this zoom link for the discussion group:
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09

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 to receive 
more information.

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.youtube.com/watch?v=cud73HKDhIo&feature=emb_title
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09
mailto:jeffrey%40bayharboradvisors.com?subject=Make%20Me%20an%20Instrument%20of%20Peace
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

