
I have said to many that the current place where I live reminds me the most of the farm that I grew up on. 
Even though I moved a fair amount early on, even though I lived in Montana, and even though Stamford 
is only a 45 minute express train out of New York City, the spaciousness and natural expanse of the 
rectory’s back yard (and field beyond) reminds me the most of the acreage--the “north 40”--that was 
adjacent to our farmhouse in northern Minnesota.  Space matters.  And place leaves an indelible mark. 
Indeed, I remember speaking to folks in “Big Sky” Montana who were always felt a little weird visiting 
friends in heavily wooded and confined Wisconsin.  Interestingly, the feeling was mutual.  Wisconsinites 
were out of their element when visiting the openness of Montana. 
 
All of this is to say the obvious:  we often feel most comfortable in those environment that we know.  And 
often those places we know are the ones where we grew up.  Not always.  But the layering of life 
experiences paired with the physical environment can be a powerful phenomenon.  Thus, it goes without 
saying (but let me say it nonetheless), I love the place where we live.  I love the two churches that we are 
so privileged in which to worship.  I love the neighborhood of Old Long Ridge and the various figures 
you meet on a daily basis here.  It is home that reminds me of home. 
 
Which can make what follows all the more unsettling.  While I love the place we reside, I know that there are 
ongoing issues that we as a parish must continue to attend to if we are to continue the ministry we share 
together.  This reflection does not even involve thoughts about a tenant or not.  It does, however, involve the 
reality of the world in which we live.  The following piece was sent to me by Dom Gautrau, and it is a helpful 
reminder of the realities of church life in the 2018.  The piece catalogs the issues facing the churches in South 
Carolina.  While normally considered one of the bastions of the Bible Belt, the decline in church attendance 
has forced the closing of churches, as well as a new manifestation of church.  The latter is what I will reflect 
on.  Here is the piece: https://www.thestate.com/news/local/article215014375.html  
 
We haven’t moved into a bar yet, but this past summer there have been some interesting conversations 
among clergy and with individuals at UConn Stamford and on the south end of Stamford of ways that we 
can connect with and support people in their faith journey.  Both endeavors are interfaith, and the desire on 
the part of those participating centers not on bringing people into our churches or synagogues, but rather 
meeting them where they are at and supporting their journey.  Granted, the financial model for how this 
takes shape and maintains itself remains a bit unclear.  The impulse and the insight, however, reflect what 
closely resembles the origins of our tradition.  The “church” in the first century did not reside at the center 
of the cultural locus, nor did it demand attention in the larger world.  It was a collection of disparate 
individuals seeking meaning and finding support in the community that worshipped God’s love for us in 
the mystery of the incarnation, ministry, death, and resurrection of Jesus.  
 
While our context differs greatly, we may be at that point where we need to borrow from our ancient 
predecessors.  The tension remains in the balancing act that we do.  How do we maintain the life we know 
and love in our current iteration?  And how do we adjust to the changing realities around us?  The one 
initiative that I think will bear fruit sooner than later is the collaboration concerning ministry at UConn 
Stamford.  Again, those involved in this discussion are not seeking to proselytize or gain members for their 
respective parishes.  They seek to work with the university’s systems and the faith communities’ 
resources--individuals, monetary and otherwise--to develop support for students--commuters and 



residents--at UConn.   As with everything that is new, a blueprint does not exist.  There are no exact 
models to follow.  Those involved trust that there is important work to do here, that what is needed will 
emerge, and God will show us the way.  There will be, of course, hiccups along the way.  We just need to 
listen, watch, and respond.  So, be ready for updates, and you may even be invited to help in some way at 
some point.  Again, the need exists and the work to engage that need is holy.  
 
This type of work, however, does not replace the work in the place that I love.  This type of work 
augments work at St. Francis, informs our life together, tweaks a bit of what we might do, and reminds us 
that our ministry is only a portion of the larger ministry that God invites us into.  Because of that, ministry, 
by its very nature, is something that draws us out of ourselves and not always in ways that we recognize as 
the most comfortable or comforting.  While I don’t believe that God calls us to be miserable, I do believe 
that the challenges set before us can be, at times, sacred work that moves us more deeply into the divine 
mystery.  Thus, I know how fortunate I am to share life together in the environs of St. Francis, and I 
recognize the holy work that is happening downtown and beyond.  It might never be home, but it is key.  


