
A Virtual Tour of Jane’s Screened Porch 

October 2020 Vestry Reflection 

Last month we listened to Susanne so vividly describe the feelings and sights of 

September.  Now, colder weather is upon us, and we don’t know what this winter 

will bring.  So before Rich and I bring in the outdoor furniture and batten down 

for winter, I’d like to invite you on a virtual tour of our screened back porch in 

summer 2020.  This is my Nirvana, my epi-center of happiness from May through 

October, 8:30 AM to 8:30 PM every day.  It’s as close to nature as one can get 

without mosquitoes!  I feel immensely fortunate to have this space. 

This screened porch reflects what I value, and I’m as content there as I would be 

at any holiday resort.  If you know the expression, “kitchen of the mind”, this is it.  

The space is filled with reading materials, music, games, exercise equipment, my 

laptop and telephone.  Its humble furnishings are thanks to my next door 

neighbor growing up on Staten Island, vintage 1920, and they’re as sturdy and 

comfortable as can be. 

There are wind chimes from Woodstock, NY, sunshine magnets from Puerto Rico,  

charms from Greece, flower pots from Colombia, and mobiles from an Episcopal 

Church thrift shop in Hawaii that twirl in the breeze to reveal a multitude of 

inspiring messages.   

I always have lots of company.   

And, my love is here with me.  We eat all our meals here, rain or shine. 

Our Alice Smith Memorial bird feeders are a constant source of entertainment 

and exhaustion for our cat. 

Loud, Latin music for Zumba classes often give way to liturgical music. 

If we’ve ever connected on a Zoom Coffee Hour or Poetry Slam, you’ve been here, 

too!  Some of the most meaningful moments on the porch for me this summer 

were leading Morning Prayer on July 30 and co-hosting Rally Sunday on Sept 13.   

I like sharing this this private, reflective place with our St. Francis family.  



When night comes, there’s a symphony of crickets and katydids but we make our 

own music, too.  We fill the space with singing, drums, guitars, a tambourine and 

our own dance parties.  

Mostly, it’s a place to gather, laugh and tell stories.  Rich and I love to share 

stories about our amazing English as a Second Language (ESL) students who have 

opened our eyes to a world of different cultures, histories, languages, music, 

foods and so much more.  Yet, we all have in common the comfort of a 

sympathetic ear, the support of goals and the pleasure of a good laugh.  

There’s Tanic who comes from a town in Palestine that’s 10,000 years old.  

Pedro’s great-great grandfather who, in 1850, was the President of Mexico … for 

one month.  Anna’s tales of being a flight attendant for Air Japan.  And, Rayed 

who finds it treacherous to drive at night in his home country of Saudi Arabia due 

to blowing sand and camel crossings. 

I love listening to stories about Guatemala. Our friend and ESL student, Roberto, 

came to housesit for our kitty, Captain Carter, two years ago, and has stayed with 

us ever since.  

Roberto grew up in a nice town in Guatemala, but his was among the poorest 

families there.  Roberto’s house was built of sand, with a plastic roof, no 

electricity and water was gathered from a nearby well.  He and his two siblings 

had only one set of clothes each, so every night his mother washed all their 

clothes by hand so they could go to school every day with clean clothes.   

They had chickens, rabbits and a vegetable garden.  Coffee was made from 

chicory.  Nothing was ever wasted.  

By the time he was a teenager, Roberto knew there was absolutely no 

opportunity for him in his town – or his country.  He was bright and ambitious, 

had graduated from high school, and dreamed of coming to the United States, 

which he did 10 years ago.   

We admire his discipline and determination.  For example, as a child he watched 

Bruce Lee on television, and while here in Stamford he achieved his dream of 

learning Taekwondo and is now a second degree black belt Taekwondo master. 



Our students make us acutely aware of the advantages we have to be born in the 

United States.  We better appreciate our abundance and freedoms.  Even, the 

messiness of democracy.  I wonder sometimes what they think of me:  am I 

indulgent?  Wasteful?  Too much of too much?   

We’re sad to know the path to US citizenship is pretty much unattainable for 

them and their future is uncertain.   

To wrap up, sometimes these summer stories on the back porch are funny or sad, 

serious or silly, but they always make me feel very grateful.   

I can only hope you, too, have your own special summer place to recharge and 

reflect.  In my mind I hear the words of Pippin, “I’ve got to be where my spirit can 

run free.  Got to find my corner of the sky.”  

      ### 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 


