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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
Beloved,
open our minds and hearts.
Lift the barriers, unbind the strong grasp of our demands
when we want everything to go our way.
God of spaciousness,
reach into our inward space,
sweep out all the old clutter,
enlarge our capacities to receive.
God of wisdom,
empty us of whatever impedes the growth of our relationship.
Help us to recognize and accept you as a source of our growth.
God of light, 
be among us and within us this night.
amen

interlude

As the seeker prayed, along past him came the crippled and the beggar and the 
beaten. And seeing them…he cried, ‘Great God, how is it that a loving creator can 
see such things and yet do nothing about them?’…God said, ‘I did do something. 
I made you.’
	 	 	 Sufi	parable
interlude

What happens to a dream deferred? Does it dry up Like a raisin in the sun?... Or 
does it explode?
   Langston Hughes
interlude

Cover photo by 
Matt Lincoln
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Without inner change there can be no outer change. Without collective change, 
no change matters.
   angel Kyodo williams
interlude

It	is	not	our	differences	that	divide	us.	It	is	our	inability	to	recognize,	accept,	and	
celebrate	those	differences.
   Audre Lorde

interlude

Let America be America again
by Langston Hughes

Let America be America again.
Let it be the dream it used to be.
Let it be the pioneer on the plain
Seeking a home where he himself is free.
(America never was America to me.)
Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed—
Let it be that great strong land of love
Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme
That any man be crushed by one above.
(It never was America to me.)
O, let my land be a land where Liberty
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath,
But opportunity is real, and life is free,
Equality is in the air we breathe.
(There's never been equality for me,
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.")
Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark?
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars?
I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart,
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars.
I am the red man driven from the land,
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek—
And	finding	only	the	same	old	stupid	plan
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak.
I am the young man, full of strength and hope,
Tangled in that ancient endless chain
Of	profit,	power,	gain,	of	grab	the	land!
Of	grab	the	gold!	Of	grab	the	ways	of	satisfying	need!
Of	work	the	men!	Of	take	the	pay!
Of	owning	everything	for	one's	own	greed!
I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil.
I am the worker sold to the machine.
I am the Negro, servant to you all.

Langston Hughes 
(1902 – 1967) 

was an American 
poet, novelist, and 

playwright who 
wrote of African-
American themes 

and is known as 
one of the founding 

fathers of the 
Harlem Renaissance 

of the 1920s. 
Hughes continuously 

fought for social 
justice and racial 

equality through his 
literature. Tonight’s 

poem was written 
in 1935.

The poem is recited 
by Danez Smith and 

was  recorded in 
2017. Smith is a poet 

from Minneapolis, 
perhaps best known 
for his poem, “dear 

white America.”

Continued on next page



Page 4

I am the people, humble, hungry, mean—
Hungry yet today despite the dream.
Beaten	yet	today—O,	Pioneers!
I am the man who never got ahead,
The poorest worker bartered through the years.
Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream
In the Old World while still a serf of kings,
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true,
That even yet its mighty daring sings
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned
That's made America the land it has become.
O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas
In search of what I meant to be my home—
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore,
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea,
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came
To build a "homeland of the free."
The free?
Who said the free? Not me?
Surely not me? The millions on relief today?
The millions shot down when we strike?
The millions who have nothing for our pay?
For all the dreams we've dreamed
And all the songs we've sung
And all the hopes we've held
And	all	the	flags	we've	hung,
The millions who have nothing for our pay—
Except the dream that's almost dead today.
O, let America be America again—
The land that never has been yet—
And yet must be—the land where every man is free.
The land that's mine—the poor man's, Indian's, Negro's, ME—
Who made America,
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain,
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the rain,
Must bring back our mighty dream again.
Sure, call me any ugly name you choose—
The steel of freedom does not stain.
From those who live like leeches on the people's lives,
We must take back our land again,
America!
O, yes,
I say it plain,
America never was America to me,
And yet I swear this oath—
America	will	be!

Continued on next page
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Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death,
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies,
We, the people, must redeem
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers.
The mountains and the endless plain—
All, all the stretch of these great green states—
And	make	America	again!
 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b6Im4b3kdfc

interlude

the candle lighting

For us to transform as a society, we have to allow ourselves to be transformed as 
individuals. And for us to be transformed...we have to allow for the incompleteness 
of any of our truths and a real forgiveness for the complexity of human beings.  
   angel Kyodo williams 
interlude

You may write me down in history with your bitter, twisted lines. You may trod 
me in the very dirt, but still, like dust, I'll rise.
   Maya Angelou
interlude

The	first	revolution	is	when	you	change	your	mind	.	.	.
   Gil Scott-Heron
interlude

I'll tell you what Freedom is to me. No fear.
   Nina Simone

interlude
 

the reflection

interlude

While Krista plays, 
let’s take a moment 
to light our candles.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b6Im4b3kdfc
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closing prayer 
Beloved God,
our Mother,
our Guide,
our Father,
our Seed,
open the doors we need to pass through,
light the path we need to walk.

Gracious One,
dwell in our breath,
shine as our light,
look through our eyes 
that we may see truth.
Amen.

postlude 

invitation to 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. Have a great summer!

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. 

 important notice

In previous summers, Trinity @7 has taken a hiatus. This summer, 
however, we need to stay connected to one another, and to 
keep a spark lighted in our spirits, so the service will continue on 
Zoom. Come back next week. See you then.



Online Services:
Sunday @10:30am    Reflection, prayer, and music
Sunday @7:00pm An encounter with God through poetry and jazz
Wednesday @Noon Prayer and holy conversation
Thursday @7pm    12steps@Trinity, based on 12-step spirituality w
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Financial Support

Your financial support is not only a practical necessity. 
It can also be a very meaningful symbolic gesture, 
expressing your gratitude for all the blessings in your life 
and your hope for health in the world. 

While the church is not open, Trinity has made a 
commitment to keep staff on the payroll. Plus, all the 
Trinity services are available online, either with Zoom or 
Facebook live streaming. 

You can  donate online here, or send a check to the 
address at left.

Thank you for your participation and contribution. Peace.

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

