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welcome
Trinity @7 welcomes you in person and via Zoom. This is a time 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. Even though some of us are in person and others 
on Zoom, we are one community for a little while. What joy! 

No matter the venue, 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 evening brings you a little bit of peace.  

We will continue to have a candle lighting time, either at a candle wall in the chapel 
or in your home. 

At this time, we leave the decision up to you whether or not to wear a mask in the 
Chapel. Thank you.   

welcome

a moment with nature

a centering prayer
May the angels of light
glisten for us this night.
May the sparks of God’s beauty
dance in the eyes of those we love.
May the universe
be on fire with Presence for us this night.
May the sun’s setting
grace us with gratitude.
Let earth’s greenness shine
and its waters breathe with Spirit.
Let heaven’s winds stir the soil of our soul
and fresh awakenings rise within us.
May the mighty angels of light
glisten in all things this night.
May they summon us to reverence,
may they call us to life.
amen

interlude

Nature365.tv
 posts a daily video, 

usually 30 to 60 
seconds long, with 
beautiful sound as 

well as images. 
Check it out.

Prayer written by 
John Philip Newell. 

For our service 
tonight, we took the 
liberty of replacing 
the word “day” for 

“night,” and the 
“sun’s rising” was 
changed to “sun’s 

setting.”

http://Nature365.tv 
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Do Not Proceed Beyond This Point Without a Guide
by David Wagoner

The official warning, nailed to a hemlock,
Doesn't say why. I stand with my back to it,
Afraid I've come as far as I can
By being stubborn, and look
Downward for miles at the hazy crags and spurs.

A rubble-covered ridge like a bombed stairway
Leads up beyond the sign. It doesn't
Seem any worse than what I've climbed already.
Why should I have to take a guide along
To watch me scaring myself to death?

What was it I wanted? A chance to look around
On a high rock already named and numbered
By somebody else? A chance to shout
Over the heads of people who quit sooner?
Shout what? I can't go tell it on the mountain.

I sit for a while, raking the dead leaves
Out of my lungs and traveling lightheaded
Downward again in my mind's eye, till there's nothing
Left of my feet but rags and bones
And nothing to look down on but my shoes.

The closer I come to it, the harder it is to doubt
How well this mountain can take me or leave me.
The hemlock had more sense. It stayed where it was,
Grew up and down at the same time, branch and root,
Being a guide instead of needing one.

interlude

For a Woman who Phoned “Poetry Northwest,” 
Thinking It Was “Poultry Northwest”
by David Wagoner

How can you give your chickens a quick molt?
Madam, no earthly and no heavenly knowledge
Is alien to poets or their organs
Of inspiration. Feed your whole flock lightly
For two full weeks. They’ll lose weight and forget
To lay more eggs. Next, feed them heavily
On rations lavishly rich in nitrogen.
They’ll molt then, and their new plumage will be
Beautifully close-bedded against winter.
Think of us out in the cold in our old feathers
As you scatter grain. We are sincerely yours.

David Wagoner 
(1926 –2021) was 
recognized as the 
leading poet of the 
Pacific Northwest, 
often compared to 
his early mentor 
Theodore Rothke. 
He was a professor 
emeritus at the 
University of 
Washington and also 
a novelist.
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interlude

Clancy the Burro’s First Day in Heaven
by David Wagoner

interlude

He wakens on bright straw.
Through his open-ended stall
He can see the gates to the meadow
And the orchard are swung wide,
And he goes through both and drinks
From the washtub and the creek
And dines on blackberry leaves,
The tips of hazel branches,
Sugar and windfall apples.

At noon, there are no flies,
No halters, and no horses.
At two o’clock, no strangers
With funnels and syringes.
At four, no clumsy riders,
No hobbles or crosstrees.
At six, there are no dogs.

At sundown, he hears his name 
Being called from far away,
And he trots toward that sound
On small precise hooves
That can take their places
Carefully among stones
On the narrowest of paths.
His breath comes huffing the first
Deep-seated notes of his call
But stops there when he stops
And shies and stands still

Just out of reach of the hands
Offering rolled oats.
He stretches his neck slowly
Till his loose, trembling lips
Can touch the finger-ends
And his breath half scatters, half catches 
The prize, and he munches
Aloud with perfect grinders
As humbly, as seriously
As a daily communicant.

The currycomb moves across
The high crest of his rump
And the base of his switching tail.
His coat gleams, blue and silver.
The upright human bodies
Nearby now hold their ground
Firmly while he leans
Against them, against them,
Their fingers rubbing the deep
Soft ermine of his ears.
The hands and the bodies go.
He watches from the shade,
And braying his only song
From tenor to alto,
From base to boy soprano
Again and again, he turns
To browse the heavenly night.
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After Take Off 
by David Wagoner

interlude

I’m up. I didn’t flounder,
skid sloppily to a stop,
or hesitate just a little
too long down there on the level
            in the earthbound company
            of trees and been snagged there
            with the rest of the poor groundlings,
            hung up for good. But here
I am, up, and have been
for a respectable while,
with a privileged look
at what it was like to be
            down there, a barely visible
            speck of living matter
            among vegetable and mineral
            matters of fact, and now
I have to go back down,
like it or not, because
everybody else
who’s tried to stay up here
            hasn’t. They’ve all found out
            that staying above it all
            is just as improbable
            as being above themselves,
and I know if I lessen my impulse
forward, fall short of keeping
the distance between me
and Earth, I’ll make an end
            to this flighty behavior, and if
            I insist on trying to flap
            and flap a little higher
            till nothing occurs to me
by choice, till nothing remains
except for a last quick chance
to memorize the sky,
I’ll go plummeting down,
            not having learned or changed
      enough in the breathless, giddy
            meanwhile to justify
            having been lighter than air.
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reflection

interlude

brief silent meditation

the candle lighting
While Krista plays, feel free to light a candle at one of the walls. Let’s do so 
mindfully and one at a time, leaving space between you and the person in front. If 
you’re lighting a candle at home, do so as if you were in a sacred space. You are.

closing prayer 
Let us pray 
We remember we are called to be in relationship,
living and working with one another,
supporting and healing one another...
We remember we are called into a community,
working for the common good of all,
making choices that bring hope, justice
and freedom to our world...
May we welcome the stranger, offering
support to those who have recently arrived, and
giving comfort to the homesick.
May we promote justice, tolerance, openness and respect, that
ensures lasting peace and racial harmony.
May we change our way of thinking, to stop
protecting our standard of living
at the cost of developing nations and their people's quality of life.
May we be enabled to reverence each person,
to reach out to those in need,
to value and appreciate those who differ from us,
to share the resources of our nation,
to receive the gifts offered to us by people from other cultures.
Silence
May we respond boldly.
amen

postlude 
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announcements 
Discussion Group: Church – A Community Called for the Future
On Wednesdays @7pm, Tim Lane and Jeffrey Tooke are facilitating discussions on 
this program from The Work of the People.  Each week we watch a short video and 
discuss issues about how congregations and the church can be a life-giving and life-
sustaining body responding to the Spirit amongst us.
Join Tim and Jeff this Wednesday, January 18, @7pm using the zoom link below:
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUow
Zz09
Meeting ID: 816-6863-4672     Passcode: trintalk
If you have questions about the group, please send an email to Jeffrey Tooke at 
jeffreytooke@outlook.com.

Friends of Night People
We are looking for volunteers to help out at Friends of Night People, which provides 
food, clothing, medical care, counseling and other necessities to people in our 
community experiencing homelessness and poverty. We would love to have you join 
us on the second Monday of each month from 4:45-7. For more information, please 
speak to Emily Carlin or email: emily.g.carlin@gmail.com

Love Letters Performance by the Fantinis, Friday, February 10
Elaine & John Fantini are performing A. R. Gurney’s play, Love Letters, at Trinity. The 
play is a funny and emotional portrait about the powerful connection of love. 
Two friends, rebellious Melissa Gardner and straight arrow Andrew Makepeace 
Ladd III, have exchanged notes, cards, and letters with each other for over 50 
years. Beginning in second grade and well into adulthood, they have spent a 
lifetime discussing their hopes and ambitions, dreams and disappointments, 
and victories and defeats. Long after the letters are done, the real question 
remains: Have they made the right choices, or is the love of their life only a letter 
away? Friday, February 10 @7pm in the chapel. (doors will open at 6:30.) Tickets are 
$25, available by clicking here or use the QR code. All proceeds benefit Trinity.

Shoe Fundraiser 
We continue to collect gently used footwear until we have a pickup date 
from funds2orgs.com. So please take another look and bring in those shoes! They 
can be placed in the labeled collection bin in the Red-Carpet area on Sunday 
mornings. Please contact Erickson at ehc@buffalo.edu with questions. Thanks to all 
who’ve donated shoes!

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/81668634672?pwd=eTVJZXFoNzVYdHZvSHZONG1NUUowZz09
mailto:jeffreytooke%40outlook.com?subject=Advent%20Discussion%20Group
mailto:emily.g.carlin%40gmail.com?subject=Friends%20of%20Night%20People
https://www.kindridgiving.com/App/Form/53358fa2-4bd4-493c-9408-0274c9098074
http://funds2orgs.com
mailto:ehc%40buffalo.edu?subject=Shoe%20Fundraiser


All services are in person AND online.
Sunday @10:30am Includes communion at an open table
Sunday @7:00pm  An encounter with God through poetry, jazz, and meditation
Wednesday @Noon Prayer and holy conversation
Thursday @7pm 12steps@Trinity, based on 12-step spirituality
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Much gratitude to our pianist, Krista Seddon.
Thank you to Matt Lincoln for bringing us together in every way 
he can imagine and then for being with us and reflecting from his 
heart. 
Thank you to our host and readers.
Gratitude to our tech volunteers, Karen and June.
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. 

 Trinity works hard to keep people’s spiritual lives 
refreshed and engaged, while also being steward 
of a historically significant building with even more 
significant windows. Since the pandemic, all Trinity 
services continue to be available online, either 
with Zoom or Facebook live streaming or both. 
We’ve made a commitment to continue with our 
communities—online and in person. Your donation 
can be an expression of your gratitude for Trinity and 
all the blessings in your life and your hope for healing 
in the world. 
You can donate online here, or initiate an 
online donation by texting the word "give" 
to (716) 221-8580 OR as you exit, you can 
make a contribution in the Big Blue Urn.
Thank you for your participation and 
contribution. Peace. 

Trinity has worked so hard during the pandemic to keep  
people’s spiritual lives refreshed and engaged while staying physically 
safe.  We kept the whole staff on payroll. We learned how to make 
Trinity services available online, either with Zoom or Facebook live 
streaming or both. We’ve made a commitment to continue with our 
communities—online and in person. Your donation can be an  
expression of your gratitude for Trinity and all the blessings in your  
life and your hope for health in the world.  
 
As you exit, you can make a contribution in the Big Blue Urn OR 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, you can schedule an 
appointment with the parish administrator Colleen O'Neill, coneill@
trinitybuffalo.org.

Sign up here to get Trinity's eNews to stay in touch!

http://www.facebook.com/TrinityBuffalo
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCDuFI_eZ3XRfBOogkNhQ0bw
https://www.instagram.com/trinity.church.buffalo/
https://www.trinitybuffalo.org
https://onrealm.org/TrinityEpiscopa93948/-/form/give/now
mailto:coneill%40trinitybuffalo.org?subject=I%27d%20like%20to%20see%20the%20church
mailto:coneill%40trinitybuffalo.org?subject=I%27d%20like%20to%20see%20the%20church

