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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

El Florida Room
by Richard Blanco

Not a study or a den, but El Florida
as my mother called it, a pretty name
for the room with the prettiest view
of the lipstick-red hibiscus puckered up
against the windows, the tepid breeze
laden with the brown-sugar scent
of loquats drifting in from the yard.
Not a sunroom, but where the sun
both rose and set, all day the shadows
of banana trees fan-dancing across
the floor, and if it rained, it rained
the loudest, like marbles plunking
across the roof under constant threat
of coconuts ready to fall from the sky.

Cover image: 
loquat tree. 

According to 
Wikipedia:

"The loquat is 
in the family 

Rosaceae, and 
is native to the 

cooler hill regions 
of south-central 

China. The loquat 
has been grown 

in Japan for over 
1,000 years, and 

has been introduced 
to regions with 

subtropical to 
mild temperate 

climates throughout 
the world."

Centering prayer 
written by 

Michael Leunig.
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Not a sitting room, but El Florida where
I sat alone for hours with butterflies
frozen on the polyester curtains
and faces of Lladró figurines: sad angels,
clowns, and princesses with eyes glazed
blue and gray, gazing from behind
the glass doors of the wall cabinet.
Not a TV room, but where I watched
Creature Feature as a boy, clinging
to my brother, safe from vampires
in the same sofa where I fell in love
with Clint Eastwood and my Abuelo
watching westerns, or pitying women
crying in telenovelas with my Abuela.
Not a family room, but the room where
my father twirled his hair while listening
to 8-tracks of Elvis, and read Nietzsche
and Kant a few months before he died,
where my mother learned to dance alone
as she swept, and I learned Salsa pressed
against my Tía Julia's enormous breasts.
At the edge of the city, in the company
of crickets, beside the empty clothesline,
telephone wires and the moon, tonight
my life is an old friend sitting with me 
not in the living room, but in the light
of El Florida, as quiet and necessary
as any star shining above it.

interlude

A Declaration of Interdependence
by Richard Blanco

Such has been the patient sufferance…
We’re a mother’s bread, instant potatoes, milk at a checkout line. We’re her three 
children pleading for bubble gum and their father. We’re the three minutes she 
steals to page through a tabloid, needing to believe even stars’ lives are as joyful 
and bruised.

Our repeated petitions have been answered only by repeated injury…
We’re her second job serving an executive absorbed in his Wall Street Journal at a 
sidewalk café shadowed by skyscrapers. We’re the shadows of the fortune he won 
and the family he lost. We’re his loss and the lost. We’re a father in a coal town 
who can’t mine a life anymore because too much and too little has happened, for 
too long.

Richard Blanco 
(b 1968) likes to 

say that he was 
“made in Cuba, 

assembled in Spain, 
imported the the 

USA.” His mother 
was seven months 
pregnant when the 

family arrived as 
exiles from Cuba 
to Madrid where 

Richard was born. 
Forty-five days 
later, the family 

immigrated once 
more to New York 
City.  By training 

and (former) 
profession, Richard 

is a civil engineer. 
He is now an 

associate professor 
of creative writing 

at his alma 
mater, Florida 

International 
University.  He 

began writing 
poetry in his early 

20s. His work 
grapples with the 

intersections of 
identity—culture, 

language, sexuality. 

continued on next page
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A history of repeated injuries and usurpations…
We’re the grit of his main street’s blacked-out windows and graffitied truths. 
We’re a street in another town lined with royal palms, at home with a Peace Corps 
couple who collect African art. We’re their dinner-party talk of wines, wielded 
picket signs, and burned draft cards. We’re what they know: it’s time to do more 
than read the New York Times, buy fair-trade coffee and organic corn.

In every stage of these oppressions we have petitioned for redress…
We’re the farmer who grew the corn, who plows into his couch as worn as his 
back by the end of the day. We’re his TV set blaring news having everything 
and nothing to do with the field dust in his eyes or his son nested in the ache of 
his arms. We’re his son. We’re a black teenager who drove too fast or too slow, 
talked too much or too little, moved too quickly, but not quick enough. We’re the 
blast of the bullet leaving the gun. We’re the guilt and the grief of the cop who 
wished he hadn’t shot.

We mutually pledge to each other our lives, our fortunes and our sacred honor…
We’re the dead, we’re the living amid the flicker of vigil candlelight. We’re in a 
dim cell with an inmate reading Dostoevsky. We’re his crime, his sentence, his 
amends, we’re the mending of ourselves and others. We’re a Buddhist serving 
soup at a shelter alongside a stockbroker. We’re each other’s shelter and hope: a 
widow’s fifty cents in a collection plate and a golfer’s ten-thousand-dollar pledge 
for a cure.

We hold these truths to be self-evident…
We’re the cure for hatred caused by despair. We’re the good morning of a bus 
driver who remembers our name, the tattooed man who gives up his seat on the 
subway. We’re every door held open with a smile when we look into each other’s 
eyes the way we behold the moon. We’re the moon. We’re the promise of one 
people, one breath declaring to one another: I see you. I need you. I am you.

interlude

Translation for Mamá
by Richard Blanco

What I’ve written for you, I have always written
in English, my language of silent vowel endings
never translated into your language of silent h’s.
               Lo que he escrito para ti, siempre lo he escrito
               en inglés, en mi lengua llena de vocales mudas
               nunca traducidas a tu idioma de haches mudas.
I’ve transcribed all your old letters into poems
that reconcile your exile from Cuba, but always
in English. I’ve given you back the guajiro roads
you left behind, stretched them into sentences
punctuated with palms, but only in English.

Continued on next page
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               He transcrito todas tus cartas viejas en poemas
               que reconcilian tu exilio de Cuba, pero siempre
               en inglés. Te he devuelto los caminos guajiros
               que dejastes atrás, transformados en oraciones
               puntuadas por palmas, pero solamente en inglés.
I have recreated the pueblecito you had to forget,
forced your green mountains up again, grown
valleys of sugarcane, stars for you in English.
               He reconstruido el pueblecito que tuvistes que olvidar,
               he levantado de nuevo tus montañas verdes, cultivado
               la caña, las estrellas de tus valles, para ti, en inglés.
In English I have told you how I love you cutting
gladiolas, crushing ajo, setting cups of dulce de leche
on the counter to cool, or hanging up the laundry
at night under our suburban moon. In English,
               En inglés te he dicho cómo te amo cuando cortas
               gladiolas, machacas ajo, enfrías tacitas de dulce de leche
               encima del mostrador, o cuando tiendes la ropa
               de noche bajo nuestra luna en suburbia. En inglés
I have imagined you surviving by transforming
yards of taffeta into dresses you never wear,
keeping Papá’s photo hinged in your mirror,
and leaving the porch light on, all night long.
               He imaginado como sobrevives transformando
               yardas de tafetán en vestidos que nunca estrenas,
               la foto de papá que guardas en el espejo de tu cómoda,
               la luz del portal que dejas encendida, toda la noche.
               Te he captado en inglés en la mesa de la cocina
               esperando que cuele el café, que hierva la leche
               y que tu vida acostumbre a tu vida. En inglés
               has aprendido a adorer tus pérdidas igual que yo.
I have captured you in English at the kitchen table
waiting for the café to brew, the milk to froth,
and your life to adjust to your life. In English
you’ve learned to adore your losses the way I do.

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

interlude
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One Today
by Richard Blanco

One sun rose on us today, kindled over our shores,
peeking over the Smokies, greeting the faces
of the Great Lakes, spreading a simple truth
across the Great Plains, then charging across the Rockies.
One light, waking up rooftops, under each one, a story
told by our silent gestures moving behind windows.
My face, your face, millions of faces in morning’s mirrors,
each one yawning to life, crescendoing into our day:
pencil-yellow school buses, the rhythm of traffic lights,
fruit stands: apples, limes, and oranges arrayed like rainbows
begging our praise. Silver trucks heavy with oil or paper—
bricks or milk, teeming over highways alongside us,
on our way to clean tables, read ledgers, or save lives—
to teach geometry, or ring-up groceries as my mother did
for twenty years, so I could write this poem.
All of us as vital as the one light we move through,
the same light on blackboards with lessons for the day:
equations to solve, history to question, or atoms imagined,
the “I have a dream” we keep dreaming,
or the impossible vocabulary of sorrow that won’t explain
the empty desks of twenty children marked absent
today, and forever. Many prayers, but one light
breathing color into stained glass windows,
life into the faces of bronze statues, warmth
onto the steps of our museums and park benches
as mothers watch children slide into the day.
One ground. Our ground, rooting us to every stalk
of corn, every head of wheat sown by sweat
and hands, hands gleaning coal or planting windmills
in deserts and hilltops that keep us warm, hands
digging trenches, routing pipes and cables, hands
as worn as my father’s cutting sugarcane
so my brother and I could have books and shoes.
The dust of farms and deserts, cities and plains
mingled by one wind—our breath. Breathe. Hear it
through the day’s gorgeous din of honking cabs,
buses launching down avenues, the symphony
of footsteps, guitars, and screeching subways,
the unexpected song bird on your clothes line.
Hear: squeaky playground swings, trains whistling,
or whispers across café tables, Hear: the doors we open
for each other all day, saying: hello / shalom,
buon giorno / howdy / namaste / or buenos días
in the language my mother taught me—in every language
spoken into one wind carrying our lives
without prejudice, as these words break from my lips.

Continued on next page
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One sky: since the Appalachians and Sierras claimed
their majesty, and the Mississippi and Colorado worked
their way to the sea. Thank the work of our hands:
weaving steel into bridges, finishing one more report
for the boss on time, stitching another wound
or uniform, the first brush stroke on a portrait,
or the last floor on the Freedom Tower
jutting into a sky that yields to our resilience.
One sky, toward which we sometimes lift our eyes
tired from work: some days guessing at the weather
of our lives, some days giving thanks for a love
that loves you back, sometimes praising a mother
who knew how to give, or forgiving a father
who couldn’t give what you wanted.
We head home: through the gloss of rain or weight
of snow, or the plum blush of dusk, but always—home,
always under one sky, our sky. And always one moon
like a silent drum tapping on every rooftop
and every window, of one country—all of us—
facing the stars
hope—a new constellation
waiting for us to map it,
waiting for us to name it—together

interlude

reflection

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.

Closing prayer written 
by John O'Donohue. 

Continued on next page
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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.



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

