
    trinitytrinity    @7@7
02.21.202102.21.2021



Page 2

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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Telling My Father
by  James Crews

I found him on the porch that morning,
sipping cold coffee, watching a crow
dip down from the power line into the pile
of black bags stuffed in the dumpster
where he pecked and snagged a can tab,
then carried it off, clamped in his beak
like the key to a room only he knew about.
My father turned to me then, taking in
the reek of my smoke, traces of last night’s
eyeliner I decided not to wipe off this time.
Out late was all he said. And then smiled,
rubbing the small of my back through the robe
for a while, before heading inside, letting
the storm door click shut behind him.
Later, when I stepped into the kitchen,
I saw it waiting there on the table—a glass
of orange juice he had poured for me and left
sweating in a patch of sunlight so bright
I couldn’t touch it at first.

interlude

Strict Diet
by James Crews

Though the doctors said no salt,
salt was all my father craved.
His body bloated, skin water-logged
and gray, still he wanted potato chips,
honey-baked ham, greasy slabs
of Polish sausage from Piekutowski’s.
He begged for pepperoni pizza,
garlic butter, ribs slathered in sauce.
But when I did the shopping,
I searched only for labels that said
low sodium and no preservatives, instead
bringing home heads of broccoli,
turkey burgers, shredded wheat.
And when he died anyway,
guilt gnawed me like an ulcer—
how could I have denied him
his few final pleasures?—
until I found Big Mac wrappers
stuffed under the car seat,
jars of pickles in the hall closet,

James Crews is a 
Vermont poet and 

editor who also 
leads workshops 

and retreats on 
mindfulness 
and writing.

continued on next page
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and hidden among wads of tissues
near the night stand, his stash—
a half-used canister of salt.
I sat down on his sagging mattress
now stripped of stained sheets
and studied that blue label
with the girl in the yellow dress
holding her umbrella against a rain
of salt still falling from the sky.

interlude

God Particles
by James Crews

I could almost hear their soft collisions
on the cold air today, but when I came in,
shed my layers and stood alone by the fire,
I felt them float toward me like spores
flung far from their source, having crossed
miles of oceans and fields unknown to most
just to keep my body fixed to its place
on the earth. Call them God if you must,
these messengers that bring hard evidence
of what I once was and where I have been—
filling me with bits of stardust, whaleskin,
goosedown from the pillow where Einstein
once slept, tucked in his cottage in New Jersey,
dreaming of things I know I’ll never see.

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
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interlude

Winter Morning
by James Crews

When I can no longer say thank you
for this new day and the waking into it,
for the cold scrape of the kitchen chair
and the ticking of the space heater glowing
orange as it warms the floor near my feet,
I know it’s because I’ve been fooled again
by the selfish, unruly man who lives in me
and believes he deserves only safety
and comfort. But if I pause as I do now,
and watch the streetlights outside flashing
off one by one like old men blinking their
cloudy eyes, if I listen to my tired neighbors
slamming car doors hard against the morning
and see the steaming coffee in their mugs
kissing chapped lips as they sip and
exhale each of their worries white into
the icy air around their faces—then I can
remember this one life is a gift each of us
was handed and told to open: Untie the bow
and tear off the paper, look inside
and be grateful for whatever you find
even if it is only the scent of a tangerine
that lingers on the fingers long after
you’ve finished peeling it.

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.

Continued on next page
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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
Make Me An Instrument of Peace: A Group Discussion on Civil Discourse
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. 
This Tuesday, February 23,  @7pm Tim and Jeff will facilitate the session regarding Civil 
Discourse in Context in which we will explore the importance of context within civil 
discourse as a way to have unbiased discussions related to public policy, ways in which 
civil discourse prepares us to respond to differences of opinion with grace instead 
of aggression or defensiveness, and how our baptismal covenant forms the basis for 
practicing civil discourse through our promise to respect the dignity of every human 
being.

An introduction to the Make Me An Instrument of Peace material can be viewed here.

Download the participant’s guide here.

Use this zoom link for the discussion group on Tuesday at 7pm:
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://1drv.ms/b/s!Al-L5d_LxgjchvBGFydpkkyop1Ibrw?e=71ksGI
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09
mailto:%20jeffrey%40bayharboradvisors.com?subject=Lent%20Discussion
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

