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welcome 

We can probably agree that meeting via an online video platform would not be 

our first choice, but in these strange and difficult times, it is a way for us to be 

together, and that’s a good thing. 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 

 

We struggle, we grow weary, we grow tired. We are exhausted,  

we are distressed, we despair. We give up, we fall down, we let go.  

We cry, we are empty, we grown calm. We are ready. We wait quietly. 

A small shy truth arrives. Arrives from without and within. Arrives and  

is born. Simple, steady, clear. Like a mirror, like a bell, like a flame.  

Like rain in summer. A precious truth arrives and is born within us. Within  

our emptiness. We accept it, we observe it, we absorb it. We surrender  

to our bare truth. We are nourished, we are changed. We are blessed.  

We rise up. For this we give thanks. amen 

 

 

interlude 

Prayer from 

When I Talk to 

You, a 

Cartoonist 

Talks to God 

by Michael 

Leunig 



Three Poems  
by Thich Nhat Hanh 

 

To Meditate  

To meditate does not mean to fight with a problem. 

to meditate means to observe. 

Your smile proves it. 

It proves that you are being gentle with yourself, 

that the sun of awareness is shining in you, 

that you have control of your situation. 

You are yourself, 

and you have acquired some peace. 

Drink your tea 

Drink your tea slowly and reverently, as if it is the axis 

on which the world earth revolves 

slowly, evenly, without 

rushing toward the future; 

Live the actual moment. 

Only this moment is life. 

Interrelationship 

You are me and I am you.  

It is obvious that we are inter-are. 

You cultivate the flower in 

yourself so that I will be beautiful. 

interlude 

I transform the garbage in myself so 

that you do not have to suffer. 

I support you, you support me. 

I am here to bring you peace 

you are here to bring me joy.  

Thich Nhat Hanh  

(b. 1926) is a Zen 

Buddhist master, a 

global spiritual 

leader, poet, and 

peace activist, 

revered around the 

world for his powerful 

teachings and 

bestselling writings on 

mindfulness and 

peace. He founded 

Plum Village in 1982, 

a monastic 

community near 

Bordeaux, France. In 

2014, Thich Nhat 

Hanh, suffered a 

severe brain 

hemorrhage (stroke). 

In November 2018, 

he expressed a wish 

to live out his days at 

the Root Temple in 

Hue, Vietnam. 

 



What I Can Do 
by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer 

 
for my children, for all children 

 I want to give you the kind of day we didn’t have today— 

a day when the wide blue sky makes you rush outside, 

when we go to the park and meet your friends 

and you run to greet them—you hug and play chase 

and tag and tackle and whisper in each other’s ears. 

I want to give you a day warmed through by laughter, 

with crisp green leaves already on the trees. 

And on our way home we could stop for ice cream 

and joke with the women at the counter 

about how there’s not much news to share. 

A day when you can’t imagine being afraid. When 

you fall asleep not wondering when someone we know 

will die. Instead, the world gives us this day— 

this day with its fears and its warnings—and 

I give you what I can: A scarf to play dress up in. 

A homemade pumpkin pie. Dance party in the kitchen. 

Three tired and perfect words. Open arms. 

A reminder the sleet will make the grass green. 

Secrets I will keep for now to myself. The slow tide 

of my breath beside you as you fall asleep. 
 

Rosemerry Wahtola 

Trommer is a published 

Colorado poet.  Since 

2006, she’s written a poem 

a day.  Trommer’s favorite 

one-word mantra: Adjust. 

Visit her at 

www.wordwoman.com 

 



candle lighting – while Krista plays, let’s take a 

moment to light your candle 

 
interlude  

 

A Momentary Creed 
by W.S. Merwin 

I believe in the ordinary day 

that is here at this moment and is me 

I do not see it going its own way 

but I never saw how it came to me 

it extends beyond whatever I may 

think I know and all that is real to me 

it is the present that it bears away 

where has it gone when it has gone from me 

there is no place I know outside today 

except for the unknown all around me 

the only presence that appears to stay 

everything that I call mine it lent me 

even the way that I believe the day 

for as long as it is here and is me 

interlude  

William Stanley Merwin 

(1927-2019) was a poet,  

translator, gardener, and 

environmental activist. In 

2010, he was appointed  

US Poet Laureate.  



reflection 

 

interlude  

 

closing prayer  

O God,  

we come to you in prayer this night: For all who have a song they  

cannot sing, For all who have a burden they cannot bear, for all  

who live in chains they cannot break, For all who wander  

homeless and cannot return, for those who are sick, and for  

those who tend them, for those who wait for loved ones, and  

wait in vain, for those who live in hunger, And for those who will  

not share their bread, for those who are misunderstood, And for  

those who misunderstand, for those whose words of love are 

 locked within their hearts And for those who yearn to hear  

those words. Show us the Way, O God, for we your people  

walk in darkness. amen 

 

interlude  

 

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 Krista Seddon for her 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. 

 

 

Prayer by Jan 

Richardson. 

© Jan Richardson. 

janrichardson.com 
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