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V i n c e  L a n n i e  

of its itinerary exploring the 

Philippine Islands. My wife 

and I immediately booked 

this cruise and arranged a 

two-day overnight tour 

retracing the “Bataan Death 

March” experience, including 

its dastardly 65-mile trek 

(119KMS), the infamous box 

train ride to Camp 

O’Donnell, and the Camp’s barbaric prison 

experience. Using my walker, I promised 

myself to walk a symbolic mile, in stages if 

necessary, in “homage” to our fallen heroes. I 

did not know what to expect, but what could 

be worse than the Japanese slaying of 

thousands of helpless American and Filipino 

prisoners. 

   In our car, Armando (our fearless driver and   

experienced tour guide) maneuvered through the 

tangled Manila traffic and its 20,000,000 

inhabitants to the National Highway (in 1942 

it was called the National Road) on the way to 

Mariveles, where the “Bataan Death March” 

began. Cars whizzed by with impunity and I 

had to place myself within an historical 

framework to visualize this modern paved 

highway as a simple, crude, and uneven road 

with dilapidated shacks scattered on both 

sides. 

   As we approached Mariveles in the 

southeastern corner of the Bataan peninsula, 

we drove slowly along the highway, pausing 

beside many of the 65 miles (109 kms) to 

view and honor the white stone markers 

indicating a specific part of the “death march” 

route. Many of these markers were donated by 

American and Filipino groups, such as the 

“Battling Bastards of Bataan.” We moved 

slowly to Balenga, a small town along the 

road where the prisoners were clustered into 

larger haphazard columns. Two Japanese 

Continued on next page. 

   The day after the 

infamous Pearl Harbor 

attack in 1941 (I was 10 

years old), I anxiously 

attended class at PS 200, 

not knowing what to 

expect. My teacher 

informed us that the 

Japanese people were 

barbarians and were 

never again to be addressed politely. From 

now on they were the dirty rotten Japs. That 

day we were assigned to pen a poem 

expressing our disgust for such people. It 

did not take me long to convey my negative 

sentiments about such a perfidious race. 

“Old Japan has started a war  

With good new USA. 

She’s making us mighty sore 

But we’re soon going to make her pay.”  

   These long-ago juvenile sentiments 

remained in my inner consciousness for 

over three-quarters of a century. A Jap is               

a Jap—and nothing could change my 

castigation of their worthiness. My youthful 

perceptions were further heightened when 

news trickled to the American public about 

incredible Japanese atrocities inflicted upon 

captured American and Filipino troops who, 

defending the Philippine Islands, reluctantly 

surrendered to the Japanese in 1942 and 

endured the “Bataan Death March,” which 

stained American values and fair play. I 

have always known, deep in my 

consciousness, that someday I would render 

“homage” to all these men and women who 

died brutal deaths in the defense of their 

beloved country. 

   Long years faded and then suddenly an 

opportunity developed that defied 

resistance. The Sojourn, one of the great 

ships of the Seabourn Cruise Line, 

announced a cruise that would devote half 
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men slept on the ground. Sanitary facilities 

were non-existent, and there was a total 

absence of drinking water. Death was a daily 

occurrence, and large holes were dug as 

common graves to hold the 300 to 400 men 

who died daily. There were no medical 

facilities since the few Filipino doctors and 

American nurses were forced to care primarily 

for Japanese wounded troops rather than ailing 

captive prisoners. Approximately 30,000 of the 

60,000 prisoners died at Camp O’Donnell of 

sickness and malnutrition, and this number 

was likewise a low estimate. 

   Today Camp O’Donnell is gone, and in its 

place, the Capas National Shrine reflects reverence to the 

World War II soldiers and defenders who were part of the 

“Death March.” A 76-meter obelisk stands as a focus of 

the shrine which symbolizes universal peace. This needle-

like tower consists of three sections which represent the 

Filipino, American, and Japanese peoples in this new age 

of peace. In addition, a landscaped mall leads to the “Wall 

of Heroes,” dedicated to the brave Filipino and American 

men and women who, in defense of the Philippines, died 

in battle or captivity.  

   At the same location, a special cement wall was built by 

the “Battling Bastards of Bataan” as a memorial to the 

thousands of American soldiers who died in the camp. 

Close by is a separate black granite wall listing the names 

of 30,000 Filipinos who were interred and died at Camp 

O’Donnell. Near this wall there is a small plaque 

honoring seven Czechoslovaks who  had joined the allied 

forces in defense of Bataan. They participated in the 

“Death March” and were confined to Camp O’Donnell, 

where they eventually lost their lives. It reminded me, 

once again with tears in my eyes, of the New Testament 

injunction that recalls that “greater love hath no man than 

he lay down his life for his friend,” even if he did not 

know who that friend was. 

   Our last stop from Bataan to over-crowded Manila and 

our gleaming white ship was the impressive American 

Cemetery Memorial. It is a grand site just in statistics 

alone: 152 acres of land; 17,097 headstones (including 

crosses and stars of David); 3,740 unknown graves; 

32,286 missing in action; 20 sets of brothers; and 29 

Medal of Honor recipients. A chapel, representing a 

sculptured St. George fighting the cursed dragon, centers 

the field, while the altar is decorated with a mosaic of a 

graceful female figure scattering flowers throughout the 

cemetery. Eleven burial plots are arranged in concentric 

rings around the memorial. All the headstones are white 

stone including the incomparable “Wall of the Missing” 

where rest over 30,000 
Continued on next page 

soldiers guarded each column, two more 

at the middle, and two at the rear to 

prevent any possibility of escape. This 

week-long march further weakened the 

already frail prisoners, who had no 

water to drink, a small ball of rice 

periodically for food, no sanitary 

accommodations, and no medicines of 

any kind. We stopped frequently along 

the way to view the many eloquent 

sculptures memorializing the brutality 

of the march and the cruelty of the 

conquerors at any one place. 

Monuments in black etchings and fading 

pictures detailed the “death march” at each road 

marker, always as “homage”   to our fallen American 

and Filipino heroes.  All along I could hear the former 

echoes of men’s calls for help: water please, a little 

food, physical facilities for defecation, and a place for 

a short rest. But these voices remained in the past 

though their desperate calls never left me as my tears 

grew into streams. Some of the native women who 

inhabited the shacks along the road attempted to 

smuggle food to the prisoners. Often they were caught 

and their heads chopped off or bayoneted in the 

stomach for their actions. 

   Upon reaching San Fernando, a train center, many 

Filipinos envisioned freedom to return to their families 

as promised by the Japanese.  But this never happened 

as their travails were to deteriorate even further. At 

this point it was estimated that at least 18,000 

prisoners had died on the march from Mariveles, but 

many bodies were never recovered and the number 

apparently was much higher than initially imaginable. 

   No sooner had the prisoners arrived at San Fernando 

than the next stage of their agony began. Today 

American and Filipino flags fly in unison against a 

common foe. But in 1942 the Japanese flag flew in 

glory as the enemy completed his vicious conquest. 

The prisoners were loaded into freight cars (former 

cattle wagons) like sardines. A “death march” box car 

measured 8 feet long, 6 feet wide, and 6 feet high and 

was devoid of windows and air pockets (I measured 

the one remaining car myself). Into each car were 

herded 100 to 150 prisoners, standing next to each 

other with hands on their sides for a three-hour ride to 

a rail station, Capas, where they were unloaded from 

the train and forced to walk an additional 13 

kilometers to Camp O’Donnell, a hell-hole prison 

camp in itself. In 1942 the camp was a death trap 

which held about 45,000 captives in a compound built 

for 10,000. Living quarters were execrable and most 

“ B A T A A N  D E A T H  M A R C H ” A  P E R S O N A L  Q U E S T  ( C O N T ’ D )  
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   Just a few evenings ago at a candlelight Vespers service, our Chaplain Frank Russ 

and The Rev. Gail Cooper, along with the volunteer clergy team, blessed and 

dedicated the lovely Regan Pavilion and Farrow Pathway. To the soothing sounds of 

flute and the chirping chorus of tree frogs, and against the backdrop of the rippling 

lake reflecting the new homes in the Quay, a specialness of place was affirmed once 

again. The intangible quality that makes Bishop Gadsden unique was almost palpable. 

   The generosity of the Regans and Farrow family established the foundation 

(figuratively and literally) for celebrating an element of life at Bishop Gadsden that 

can never be taken for granted—our sense of community. That evening, new residents as of just weeks ago 

worshipped alongside people who moved in as far back as 1999.  As those gathered were invited to receive a candle 

to light in their homes for use along with a special prayer, both new 

and longtime residents took their place in line.  Afterwards, everyone 

talked and lingered. There was no rush, only an easy and comfortable 

chatter among new, old, and everyone in between. One Community. 

All welcome. 

   This was a moment of real significance. During the planning, 

construction and move-in of the Quay, many residents and staff felt a 

trace of natural curiosity about how this growth would affect us. As 

each residence was filled with interesting and engaging people, as they 

were welcomed warmly and began to settle in, we found our 

perimeters extended. Any uncertainty quickly evolved into an 

overarching eagerness to open the arms of community and wrap them 

around the larger group we had become. Definitely the BG Way! 

   With a major Strategic Planning effort underway, we talk a lot of 

future plans. The truth is, our future success depends on naming and 

continually affirming what is important to all of us now. After the 

Vespers service, one very new resident commented that he felt a sense 

of permanence, that he now felt he was home. What a testament to the 

value of Community with a capital C! 

M E S S A G E  F R O M  T H E  V I C E  P R E S I D E N T / C O O  
S a r a h  T i p t o n  

prisoners who sacrificed their lives for their country. It 

seemed that the wall would never end when I spotted 

another wall commemorating American heroes with 

their names etched in stone. I discerned, at the lower end 

of the wall, an engraving never noticed by my guide 

before. Everywhere we verified the “Battling Bastards 

of Bataan” inscriptions but I recognized a headstone that 

read the “Battling Belles of Bataan.” These were the 

American and Filipino nurses who refused to surrender 

to their Japanese conquerors. They were too valuable to 

execute since the enemy employed their medical skills 

to care for wounded Japanese soldiers. This they did 

reluctantly but at the same time secretively helped 

American prisoners with purloined scarce medicine 

when possible. If caught, of course, they were killed like 

all the other prisoners. Thus, enshrined within one wall 

reside the “Battling Bastards of Bataan” together with 

the “Battling Belles of Bataan,” serving their country as 

best they could and often losing their lives in this quest. 

“ B A T A A N  D E A T H  M A R C H ”  A  P E R S O N A L  Q U E S T  ( C O N T ’ D )  

My guide thanked me for this discovery and promised 

to use the information in all his subsequent tours. And 

once again there were tears in my eyes. 

   On the way back to the Sojourn, I reflected, once 

again with tears, General Jonathan Wainwright’s wire to 

President Roosevelt in 1942. “With heart broken and 

head bowed in sadness but not in shame but with pride 

in my gallant troops who have reached the limits of 

human endurance,” he announced to the president, “I 

have reluctantly decided to surrender to the Japanese 

Commander and his superior force.”  

   Had I been with Wainwright I would have said 

“never, never” even though I realized no other choice 

was available. I cried all the way back to the ship where 

I was jarred back to the reality of the present and 2016.  

    Bataan had fallen but American resolve remained 

unbowed and its soul would remain a torch of light for 

all eternity. 
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   Ann Gridley, Wendy Kemper, and Nancy Rudy discovered that they had 

something in common: they had all sailed on the Brigantine Y ankee a long 

time ago. 

   Last year, Liz and Will Stewart invited the Gridleys to come to dinner on 

Kiawah to meet their houseguests, Wendy and Claude Kemper, from 

Huntington, Long Island. Ann just happened to ask if Wendy’s maiden 

name was de Clairville? To this day, she doesn’t know why she asked that 

question, as the odds were slim that she would be correct. But that was her 

maiden name. So then Ann realized that she had last seen Wendy aboard the Brigantine Y ankee in 1952! Ann’s 

father, along with a few other men, chartered the Y ankee for a week-long cruise sailing up from New York to 

Maine. It was to be a family cruise, and Wendy’s father participated along with others. Astonishingly, both Wendy 

and Ann have photos of each other on the Y ankee from that trip more than half a century ago. Will Stewart and 

Claude Kemper knew each other as fraternity brothers at the University of Virginia and participated in each others’ 

wedding. And now, a year later, the Kempers, Gridleys, and Stewarts all find themselves at Bishop Gadsden 

together. Wendy and Ann have attempted to play in the Duplicate Bridge sessions on Wednesdays and met Nancy 

Rudy. The topic of where Wendy and Ann had met came up, and Nancy volunteered that she had been a 

“Mariner” (a senior branch of the Girl Scouts) in her junior year of high school and that she, too, had sailed aboard 

the Y ankee that summer. 

   The Y ankee was built in 1911 in Europe. After Irving and Exy Johnson bought her in 1946, they brought young 

people aboard to be the volunteer crew. They circled the globe four times in the Y ankee. (A bit of trivia: at certain 

stops they took on board shipments of food shipped from S.S. Pierce in Boston). The trip around the world took 18 

months, and the ship stayed in the US for two summers and a winter in between trips. It was during those summers 

that the Mariners sailed on the ship. The Y ankee was on the cover of National Geographic, and Irving and Exy gave 

many lectures about their travels. The Y ankee ran aground in the South Pacific after she had been sold to others. 

   Ann’s recollections of her time on the Y ankee include: 1) Seeing soup in a bowl in a vertical position on a rough 

day at sea.. 2) Being dunked in and out of the water while sitting in the bosun’s chair off the bowsprit. 3) Climbing 

up the rigging, standing on the yardarm, then jumping into the frigid waters off the coast of Maine. 4) Having her 

own watch from 4:00 AM—8:00 AM. 5) Being told to dump the garbage to leeward. 

A  N A U T I C A L  B O N D  B E T W E E N  R E S I D E N T S  
A n n  G r i d l e y  

M a r i l o u  W a t t s

     As we get older, many of us find it difficult to drive at night and like to find places 

for a good lunch outing. There is one nearby that gives “hole in the wall” a whole 

new meaning.  

   Go to Folly Road and turn left, in three blocks, turn right and you will see Baguette Magic. The hours are 7:00 

AM to 3:00 PM, Tuesday through Sunday, so it will definitely be an early-in-the-day outing. Matt, the owner, is 

French. He came to Charleston as a student to attend the College of Charleston, decided to be an engineer, and 

started an authentic French bakery and sandwich shop. 

   He makes the croissants, baguettes, and beignets from scratch, using natural flour and sea salt, layered by hand 

using real butter and organic milk with no preservatives, dough conditioners, or random chemicals. The magic 

comes from using traditional methods, even though they take more dedication and hard work. 

   When you enter, expect no ambience but Matt is at the counter to take your order for soups, salads, fantastic 

sandwiches, and—for breakfast—French toast and omelets. There are five or six tables and a counter with stools. 

You can look into the kitchen/bakery where everything is spotlessly clean and orderly. 

   I had fruit salad with kiwi, mangos, melon, and pineapple—all fresh. My sandwich on a buttery croissant with 

prosciutto, mozzarella, basil, and tomatoes was just too good to be real. My companion, who had been chatting 

away with Matt in French, had a BLT with avocado and pimento cheese on a baguette. The servings were generous 

and of such good quality that the reasonable price was a pleasant surprise.  

   The place was busy and folks were also coming in for take-out. The restroom was spacious and clean as can be. 

There is ample room in the parking lot. I hope to return for a real French omelet. Maybe I’ll see you there.  

Wendy de Clairville (Kemper) and 

Ann Richards (Gridley) on board the 

Yankee, in 1952.  
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   Over 60 years ago, Dr. Jerry Morris 

of London, England, was the first 

scientist to demonstrate that exercise 

can extend one’s life. After World War 

II, health researchers in Britain 

observed that people were dying of 

heart attacks in unprecedented 

numbers. Dr. Morris, a professor at the 

London School of Hygiene and 

Tropical Medicine, was asked to 

develop a study to examine heart 

attack rates among people of different 

occupations matched for age, gender, 

and social class. Early data came from a study of 

London busmen. Drivers of London’s double-decker 

buses suffered significantly more heart attacks than did 

the conductors. In short, drivers were sedentary; the 

conductors were active.  Study findings revealed that the 

conductors were only half as likely to suffer fatal heart 

attacks as the bus drivers. 

   In 1949, when Dr. Morris reviewed the busmen data, 

he was the first to observe the value of exercise in the 

prevention of heart disease. He set aside the busmen data 

for several years while he gathered more information 

from other occupational studies.  Finally convinced that 

his findings were significant, he published his landmark 

paper “Coronary Heart Disease and the Physical Activity 

of Work” in The Lancet in 1953. At that time, Dr. 

Morris had no idea how physical activity prevented heart 

attacks until Dr. Henry Taylor, a human physiologist, 

taught him about the physiology of exercise.   

   Humans are meant to be active. Unfortunately, modern 

technology causes people to become sedentary. Since 

exercise must often be postponed until one has spare 

time, for many individuals physical activity is neglected.  

In terms of the public’s health, physical activity is 

today’s best buy. In this country, fortunes are spent 

treating inactive citizens. Instead, money is more wisely 

spent on community improvements such as walking 

trails, bike paths, and swimming pools to encourage 

active lifestyles in cities and in suburban communities.   

   As we age, the large arteries that deliver oxygen-rich 

W O R D P L A Y  
E m m y  L o u  A n d e r s o n  

blood to the vital organs lose their 

elasticity and become less compliant. 

As vessel compliance decreases, arterial 

stiffness (a process that begins at age 

30) increases. When the heart contracts, 

blood is pumped into the body’s largest 

artery, the aorta. The resultant surge in 

blood pressure is normally converted 

into a steady stream by a soft, compliant 

vessel that allows blood to flow easily 

with little resistance. Aging vessels 

stiffen and lose their ability to expand. 

Thus a greater pressure surge is required 

to overcome the increased resistance. Over time, the 

decline in arterial compliance or elasticity leads to 

persistent blood pressure elevation, coronary 

insufficiency, heart attacks, strokes, and cognitive 

decline. 

   How can we tell when our arteries are stiffening and 

our vessel walls are in poor shape? We can’t—vessel 

compliance is not measurable at this time. However, 

present research is focused on methods to obtain an 

indirect measurement of arterial wall elasticity. 

   In 1990, Dr. Morris of the British National Fitness 

Survey, observed that 50% of England’s women 

between the ages of 55 and 64 were unable to walk one 

mile.  The British government ignored the report. In the 

United States, we wring our hands over the growing 

problems of childhood and adult obesity, conditions that 

will no doubt result in future increases in heart disease, 

hypertension, strokes, and diabetes—all of which will 

translate into enormous health care costs. Despite the 

obvious benefits of routine physical activity, we have 

for the most part ignored the problem and its solutions. 

   What can we do to make our arteries more supple?  

We can reduce dietary sodium and saturated fat, watch 

our calories, and eat more fruits and vegetables. Regular 

exercise will bring the greatest benefits to arterial 

compliance.  

   In his novel Everyman, Philip Roth stated: “Old age is 

not a battle but a massacre.” It doesn’t have to be that 

way!         

D O C  T A L K  
D r .  J a c k  H i s l e y  

   What has neither flesh nor bone, yet has four fingers and a thumb?  

—A  glove.  

   Why does no one starve in a desert?  —Because of the sand which is 

there! 

   What word of five letters is always spelled wrong?  —W-R-O-N-G 
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A N O T H E R  1 0 0  Y E A R S  W A R  

R a y  H o u l i h a n  

C U R R E N T  E V E N T S  S P E C I A L  G U E S T  
N o e l  F e r g u s o n  

   Our Current Events session on April 5 was very different from most 

sessions. A week or two before the meeting, Mark Sanford’s office called 

Katie Jayne, Director of Community Life Services, and said that the 

Congressman would be interested in visiting Bishop Gadsden, and 

suggested that he might come to a Current Events session. I was interested 

that the Congressman’s office already knew of our meetings. His office 

called me at that time and then again on the Friday before our session. We 

changed the start time from 3:00 PM to 3:30 PM and all was set.  

   As I usually do, I made out a list of subjects which I could bring up if 

necessary, but I did not use it. I introduced Mark Sanford, and he took 

over. Personally, I have considered him a good Congressman. He has had an unusual political career. He served 

three two-year terms in the House of Representatives. He then served two four-year terms as governor of South 

Carolina. After leaving the governorship he returned to the House of Representatives in 2013. He is considered one 

of the most fiscally conservative politicians, and his talk to us was of that nature. 

   I tried to find out how he felt about the presidential races; did he, as a Republican, favor Trump, Cruz, or Kasich? 

He skillfully avoided answering the question. He is very much a supporter of term limits, but I am not. During my 

more than 30 years in the Department of the Interior, I was grateful that some Senators and Congressman (who 

understood our problems) had remained in office for decades, but I admit that I wished others had been forced to 

leave.  

   His coming to our session was well advertised and we had a very good turnout. Attendance is never taken, but we 

usually have about 35-40 present. More than 100, probably at least 125 or 150, I believe, were present this time. 

Many asked questions, which he encouraged. Several hundred voters must be at Bishop Gadsden, both residents and 

staff, and I believe that politicians, both office-holders and candidates, should be encouraged to come and talk.  

Mark Sanford was a very interesting speaker, and I should like for him to come again.  

   I have two questions for our readers: first—how often did your mother 

remind you, “Remember the starving Armenians” when you refused, once 

again, to eat the calves liver on the plate in front of you. Second—how 

many of you thought to ask your mother, “Who are those Armenians?” 

The odds are she would not have known the answer anyway. 

   I’m somewhat embarrassed to admit that I never even asked the question 

and for decades never attempted to find the answer. Thanks in part to a 

recent article in National Geographic, now at last we know the answer. 

This horrific piece of history marked its 100th anniversary last year and has 

sparked renewed interest in what happened.  

   In April 1915, WWI was already nine months old and Turkey (the heart of the Ottoman Empire) had chosen to 

side with Germany in the massive fight raging in France and Belgium. Unfortunately, the Turks perceived that their 

neighbors, the Armenians, were secretly siding with the Russian Empire, who had sided with the allied forces. This 

led to the acts of genocide which accounted for the slaughter of an estimated one and one half million Armenians. 

   Even though the war ended three years later and the Ottoman Empire vanished, creating a dozen different 

countries, the war of words and violence between Turkey and Armenia (now a small country of 3 million people) 

continued without letup. The worst of the genocide ended in 1917 when the Russian Empire collapsed in revolution 

and eventually became the USSR. Now the battle between these two countries continues over the perception each 

has of the horror that began so long ago. The Turks say there was no genocide. Armenia claims they have the bodies 

to prove it happened.  

   Oh well, France and England fought each other for about 400 hundred years, so perhaps our modern-day 

combatants still have a ways to go. Let us hope they continue fighting their war with words, not weapons. 

   At last, I now know what my mother meant by “the starving Armenians.” 
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T H E  M O N T H  O F  J U N E  
E m m y  L o u  A n d e r s o n  

   The Latin word Junius means “of June.” Junius is the principal goddess of the 

Roman Pantheon. She is the goddess of marriage and the well-being of women and is 

the wife and sister of Jupiter. The June birthstone is the pearl. Ancient Greeks 

believed pearls to be the hardened tears of joy from Aphrodite, goddess of love.  

   We celebrate Flag Day on June 6 and Father’s Day on June 19. The Summer Solstice begins on the 20th and 

heralds the beginning of summer in the Northern Hemisphere. June 20th has the most hours of daylight in the whole 

year due to the sun rising at 6:12 AM and setting at 8:31 PM.  

   Some historical happenings in June include: in 1971 the 26th Amendment granted the right to vote in all elections 

to American citizens 18 or older, thus gaining an additional 11 million voters.  

   Recent visitors to the New York City area, Barbara and Ed Regan, 

state that they love getting home and are struck by the profound 

differences between there and here. 

   Friendly, open, courteous, and helpful are certainly terms we hear all 

the time (and have come to expect) in our lives here at BG. But the 

Regan’s found that life is certainly different in the big city up north.  

Whether in restaurants, shops, public transportation, or on the street, people are rude, in a hurry, and care very little 

about service.  Even in the attitude of the night nurse hired by the Regans to help their daughter and her husband with 

their newborn twins, they found an entitled, careless, surly point of view. 

   For the Regans, it is a renewal of their gratitude for having decided to make their “forever home” here at Bishop 

Gadsden…where we have the ultimate luxury of being able to expect friendly, open, courteous, and helpful folks all 

around us. We tend to take “good attitude” for granted at BG but if you want to know the other side of the attitude 

coin, ask the Regans about New York. They’ll put you on the road to appreciating the good life we have here. 

C O M I N G  H O M E  T O  B G  
S a l l i e  G o u g h  

We gathered together 

On the 7th of May 

For the Residents party 

At 600 Quay. 
 

Mint Juleps were served 

The race televised 

We were handed our stats 

Which we all scrutinized. 
 

Cece and Char are experts 

We gave them a cheer 

Their 40 years of experience 

Was perfectly clear. 
 

They made us all experts 

In placing our bets 

And with such great friends 

That's as good as it gets. 
 

We are happy we're here 

In this, our new home. 

With our very new friends 

We have made it our own. 

K E N T U C K Y  D U R B Y  P O E M  
F a i t h  D o d g e  

Photo of Derby courtesy 

of  Louise Rainis.  

Quay residents of the 600 Building. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwjms4T67PLMAhXLFT4KHRdpDvEQjRwIBw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.aliexpress.com%2Fitem%2FIt-s-Good-To-Be-Home-Cute-Decor-vinyl-wall-decal-quote-sticker-Inspiration-On-Wall%2F


W H A T ’ S  H A P P E N I N G !  
 J e n n y  J u h a s z ,  R o b i n  K a u f f m a n ,   
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Below is a wonderful poem created by Cecilia 

Moore, Myers Hall Activities Assistant, in 

honor of resident Celestina Lehmann-Haupt. 

(pictured left). The group meets monthly and 

invites residents, family, and staff to share 

their favorite poetry, including their own. 

The Secret Light (Ode to Tina)  

By Cecilia Moore 
 

A dark hooded figure in the back of the room sitting still with 

her charcoal hands; catching and sketching spirits on a willing 

surface that softly beckons the darkness to life… 

in shadows that could only emphasize a soulful and  

secret light… 
 

Scratching onto cold and coarse paper she wisps her fingers in  

swirls of intentional capture and release...beneath her 

grasp of charcoal delight…looking up she sees… 

looking down...she frees...the souls that dance in the shadows… 

revealing this secret light. 
 

With a final whirl of her charcoal fingers across canvas that  

only knows humble appeal...this still and dark hooded figure 

turns the darkness to light...deep...deep soulful light… 

That no longer wishes to be kept a secret. 

Did You Know?   

 The straw poll published in May issue of the GAB was created and compiled by residents Ted MacDermott and 

Ben Legare with Noel Ferguson from the Current Events group. Future straw poll results will be published for 

your interest, agreement, and disagreement. 

 In the Allison Library, you will find the top shelves are filled with specialty groups of books and labeled so that 

you can find them. Head librarian, Dr. Marji Mengedoht, will post a map showing the new locations.  Look UP 

if you are searching for the specialty categories. 

 The BG population count varies on a day-to-day basis, but we now have around 480 residents. 

 Per Jim Epper, Director of Culinary Services, due to improper use of the 

recycling station, we are no longer able to recycle in the Market Place Café.  

Unfortunately, we simply do not have the man power to sift and separate the 

items placed into those bins. 

 Resident Louise Rainis, vibrant in a gorgeous vintage purple hat, attended 

this year’s Kentucky Derby while on tour with Road Scholars. The hat came 

from Barbara Burbello’s collection, which she donated to Eliza’s Attic.  

Louise’s favorite color is purple, and she purchased the hat as soon as she 

saw it, with the Derby in mind. She added a few fripperies to the hat, placed 

a bet at the Derby, and won!  

Friday, June 3 at 3:00 PM 

Coastal Chamber Musicians 

Arcadia Porch and Courtyard 

 

Friday, June 10 at 3:00 PM 

Unwind Duo-Jazz & Shag 

Arcadia Porch and Courtyard 

 

Friday, June 17 at 3:00 PM 

Boss Hawg Duo 

Morse Activity Room 
 

Friday, June 24 at 11:00 AM 

Bluegrass with Aaron Gdovicak 

Arcadia Porch and Courtyard 

 Myers Hall Tea and Poetry Group 

THANK YOU!!! 
 

Spring’s Generous Spirit  
Bingo Event raised $3,000 

for Hallie Hill Animal               
Sanctuary.  A RECORD!!! 
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W H A T ’ S  H A P P E N I N G !  
 J e n n y  J u h a s z ,  R o b i n  K a u f f m a n ,   

B r i t t  L o c k ,  a n d  C h r i s t y  S m i t h  
 

Mark Your June 2016 Calendars 

 
Saturday, June 4 at 4:00 PM 

Piccolo Event: The Lucia Ensemble 

Chapel 

 

Sunday, June 5 at 7:00 PM 

Piccolo Event: Mezzo Sopranos 

Chapel 
 

Saturday, June 11 at 4:00 PM 

Piccolo Event: Castle Crossing 

Palm Court 

 

Monday, June 13 at 3:30 PM 

40s, 50s, and 60s Music with Mike Smith 

Morse Activity Room 

 

Tuesday, June 14 at 2:30 PM 

Summer Trident Lecture Series Begins 

Blackmer Hall 

 

Tuesday, June 14 at 4:00 PM 

Mary Chitwood Art Show and Reception 

Miller Art Loft 

 

Friday, June 24 at 3:00 PM 

Summer Shindig with Noodle & Eden 

Morse Activity Room 

 

Saturday, June  25 at 11:00 AM 

Greyhound Pets of America 

Morse Activity Room 

 

Sunday, June 26 at 4:00 PM 

Tea and Poetry Group 

Myers Hall Living Room 

 

Monday, June 27 at 3:30 PM 

Audubon Society Lecture: Sullivan’s Island Project 

Myers Hall Activity Room 

 

Thursday, June 30 at 3:30 PM 

Table Setting Showcase: View China and  

Other Fine Table Pieces 

Myers Hall Activity Room 

C h a r l e s t o n  J u n e  
E v e n t s  C a l e n d a r  

 
 
 

Please note, these are not Bishop Gadsden events; 

therefore, no transportation is provided. 

 

June 1-5  Aakash Odedra Company: Rising 

  Emmett Robinson Theatre 

  843-579-3100 

 

June 2  Randy Weston African Rhythms  

  Gaillard Center 

  843-579-3100 

 

June 3  Goli Mahallati Art Show 

  Mary Martin Gallery 

  843-723-0303 

 

June 3  Music for 18 Musicians 

  Memminger Auditorium 

  843-579-3100 

 

June 4  Piccolo Spoleto Literary Spotlight 

  Charleston Music Hall 

  843-853-2252 

 

June 7-8  The Hunchback of Notre Dame 

  Charleston Music Hall 

  843-724-7305 

 

June 13  Spoleto Festival Finale 

  Middleton Place 

  843-579-3100 

 

June 17-19  That Summer Book Sale 

  Charleston County Public Library 

  843-805-6882 

 

View the GAB online at www.bishopgadsden.org                                                  

Resident Update Meetings 
 

Read Cloister: No Update 
 

Myers Hall: Thursday, June 9, at 3:00 PM 
 

 

Myers Hall Activity Room 
 

Apt/Cottages/Flats: Wednesday, June 15, at 10:00 AM 
 
 

Blackmer Hall 
 



J U N E  B I R T H D A Y S  
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   The pickleball exhibition I mentioned in the May GAB is scheduled for June 2 at 9:30 AM. The event will take 

place in the parking area just beyond the portico of the main entrance. If it is raining, it will be moved under the 

portico. The exhibition is under the direction of instructor-player, Dave Harris, who has volunteered to do this, to 

introduce the residents of BG to the fun racquet game that seniors everywhere are now playing. Dave will explain 

how the game is played. Then he and three other experienced players will demonstrate by playing a short game. 

Following this, a second net will be set up so that interested residents can take a racquet and hit a few balls! Put on 

tennis-type shoes and come join the fun! 

   The second grand slam tennis tournament of the year, the French Open, began May 22. Novak Djokovic, who has 

dominated men’s tennis for the last few years, will try once more to win Paris’ clay court championship, the one 

prize that has eluded him! The defending champion is Stan Wawrinka, who won his first French Open last year, 

defeating Djokovic in the finals. Serena Williams is favored to win in the women’s bracket. The semifinals and 

finals, which will be played June 25, will be televised by NBC(Ch.3 or Ch.432HD). Tennis Channel (Ch.394HD) 

will televise earlier matches. 

1 Frank Clement 

1 Phyllis McCoy 

2 Tina Manos 

2 Mary Reed 

2 Fred Ross 

3 Wayne Partin 

4 Warren Watts 

4 Hella zur Loye 

5 Jean Hiestand 

5 Marie Putney 

6 Sue Duckworth 

6 Johnny Jordan 

7 Louise Lancaster 

M O V I E S  ( F R O M  T H E  S E N I O R S ’  P E R S P E C T I V E )  
S a l l i e  a n d  J a m i e  G o u g h  

Welcome New Residents 
 

Ginny Ennis 

Bill Lantz 

View the GAB online at www.bishopgadsden.org                                                  

   Money Monster is engrossing, intelligent, well-acted (George Clooney and Julia Roberts), 

and just plain entertaining. From the shock of the hostage situation to sympathy for the 

victim of the crime (misspent investors’ funds), the audience’s reaction is framed by the 

production of a television show analyzing the stock market, not unlike Mad Money. 

   You need to go to Keanu only if you are crazy-mad for kittens. This is a shoot-em-up 

“gansta” movie, with two engaging comedians in the lead, along with an interchangeable 

cast of look-alike kittens.  Sad to say, not much else to recommend it. 

   Susan Sarandon stars in The Meddler, a movie about a widow/mother who can’t leave her 

daughter alone, a “helicopter mom,” constantly hovering. This mother has no life of her 

own. The opening scene is Susan lying in bed staring at the paddles of the ceiling fan going 

round and round. Kind of like the movie. Not my favorite, but Susan Sarandon fans are sure 

to vehemently disagree.  

   The Nice Guys, starring Russell Crowe and Ryan Gosling, is a tongue-in-cheek detective caper set in the 70s. 

Some twists, unexpected incidents, and funny dialogue keep the plot compelling. But the gratuitous violence 

detracts a bit from the clever and entertaining story-telling. 

8 Shelton Hisley 

8 Lynn Scoville 

9 Eliza Chrystie 

9 Bill Reynolds 

9  Nancy Rudy 

9 Marilou Watts 

12 Tony Kelly 

15 John Settle 

18 Nell Evans 

18 Bob Hamilton 

20 Fran Read 

23 Mary Newton 

24 Angela Smith 

25 Janet Smith 

26 Lou Anderson 

27 Jim Allen 

27 Maxine Greer 

27 Kathy Harms 

27 Diane Jaffe 

27 William Smith 

28 Harriet Barnwell 

28 Bob Hoopman 

30 Claire Allen 

30 Betty Anne Tate 

30 Bill Turner 

P I C K L E B A L L  A N D  T H E  F R E N C H  O P E N  

F r a n k  M e a d e
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B L E S S I N G  O F  N E W  H O M E S  

T h e  R e v .  F r a n k  R u s s ,  J r . ,  C h a p l a i n  

   On May 25, the BG Community 

observed a service of the blessing 

of new homes.  This may be a rite 

with which you are unfamiliar. So, 

what is a house blessing?  

   Such a blessing (also referred to as 

“house healing” or “house cleansing”) is 

a ritual performed by a religious leader with the intention 

of protecting those who live in the household from 

hardships and trouble. Many religions have some form 

of house blessing that is a part of their regular practices 

or traditions. 

   The dedication of a new home is a practice in 

Judaism. The shehecheyanu blessing is first recited:  

“Blessed are You, Lord our God, King of the Universe, 

who has granted us life, sustained us and enabled us to 

reach this occasion.” The custom today is observed 

when celebrating the housewarming, during which a 

new fruit is eaten, and the shehecheyanu blessing is 

recited while having in mind that the prayer should 

apply to both the new home and the new fruit. 

    In Christianity, a house blessing is an ancient 

tradition. In Protestantism and Orthodox Christianity, 

the blessing usually takes the form of a prayer over the 

house, but practices vary from each region and religion 

to the next. Sometimes the blessing takes the form of 

hanging a framed picture of Christ with a prayer printed 

on it. Catholic priests perform house blessings for their 

church members by sprinkling holy water in each room 

while praying for the inhabitants of the house. Priests 

will often perform house blessings on Epiphany 

(January 6) to commemorate the Magi visiting Jesus 

and bringing him gifts (Matthew 2:11): "On coming to 

the house, they saw the child with his mother Mary, and 

O U R  T R I P  T O  H A L L I E  H I L L  

F r a n c e s  F a w c e t t  

     Twenty-two residents of Bishop Gadsden were fortunate last Thursday to 

visit one of our areas most delightful places, Hallie Hill Animal Sanctuary. It 

is a big, beautiful, well-kept nonprofit home for abandoned, abused, and 

neglected animals. It is their home for life, if they are not adopted.  

   There are over 150 dogs and over 50 cats and a few kittens. We visited 

with some of the smaller dogs and cats in their quarters near where we 

parked. Since the sanctuary is so big, we were driven around in golf carts to 

see the larger dogs in their big enclosed areas  with space to run. They were in pairs or more, so they have company 

to run and play. 

   We were so impressed by all of the staff, volunteers and founder, Helen Bradham. We were also impressed with 

the $3,000 raised at our recent Generous Spirit Bingo all of which is benefitting Hallie Hill.  

   I would like to add that it was a fun trip for me from beginning to end—including a delicious lunch at Angel Oak 

Restaurant. We are so blessed at Bishop Gadsden to have such delightful company when we make these trips.  

they bowed down and worshiped him. 

Then they opened their treasures and 

presented him with gifts of gold and of 

incense and of myrrh." 

    In the Bible, God blessed the houses 

of his servants for his purposes and 

glory (cf. Genesis 39:5; Ezekiel 44:30). 

There is nothing that indicates that a ritual preceded the 

blessing. God simply blessed his people who were 

following in obedience to him. 

   For our usage, the ceremony of house blessing, or the 

Celebration of a Home, is found in the Book of 

Occasional Services, a supplement liturgical text to the 

Book of Common Prayer. In that form, the priest and 

people gather at the home’s entrance for an opening 

prayer.  A procession is formed and the participants walk 

from room to room, such as the living room, the dining 

room, and kitchen, each bedroom and bathroom, and the 

study. In each room a prayer is said. The service 

concludes with the following blessing: “Visit, O blessed 

Lord, this home with the gladness of your presence. 

Bless all who live here with the gift of your love; and 

grant that they may manifest your love to each other and 

to all whose lives they touch. May they grow in grace 

and in the knowledge and love of you; guide, comfort, 

and strengthen them; and preserve them in peace, O 

Jesus Christ, now and forever. Amen” (BOS, page 155).  

   If you are a new resident, or if you have lived at 

Bishop Gadsden for a time, we would like to make this 

rite available to you.  If you are interested, please contact 

Janie Cook, administrative assistant to the chaplain, at 

843-406-2467.  She will forward your request to one of 

the chaplains, who will notify you to schedule a time. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwjH2-G23NfMAhVCeD4KHa1ED8UQjRwIBw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.christianstatements.com%2Fgod-bless-this-home-vinyl-wall-decal&bvm=bv.122129774,d.cWw&psig=AFQjCNE5a76eCmZs6p


www.bishopgadsden.org 

Non-Profit Org. 

U.S. Postage 

 PAID  
Permit #032  

The Gadsden GAB is a monthly publication written by and for the residents of Bishop Gadsden.  

Submissions from all residents and staff are welcome and are used on a space-available basis.  

Sallie Gough, Editor 

Jamie Gough,  

   Assistant Editor 

Kimberly Borts, 
   Managing Editor 

Emmy Lou Anderson    

Faith Dodge 

Walt Ector 

Frances Fawcett 

Noel Ferguson 

Katharine Harms 

Jack Hisley 

Ray Houlihan 

Katie Jayne 

Vince Lannie  

Britt Lock  

Frank Meade 

Stephanie Ochipinti 

Frances Porcher 

Marilou Watts 

www.bishopgadsden.org 

   June is here, which means BG is looking at our Hurricane Evacuation Plan for 2016. As with every year, we meet 

and discuss what has changed within the past year, which staff is new, which vendors need education, which plans 

need to be updated, etc. Although we alter our plan continuously throughout the season, we will be building 

awareness throughout the campus, June 19-24. 

   Sunday, June 19, will start the week with an educational session for Health care family members. Key staff will be 

present to answer any questions or concerns. Monday, June 20 will allow Myers Hall residents to have a question 

and answer session. Many residents like to know where their responsibilities lie and where BG’s begin. On 

Tuesday, June 21, we will hold a tabletop exercise with staff from Myers Hall and Arcadia Close. This format 

allows many staff members to be involved while carrying out their day-to-day duties.           

   Wednesday, June 22, is the largest event of the week. We bring a bus from our contracted vendor and practice 

loading volunteer residents from Read Cloister. The residents enjoy “going for a ride” and this venture involves 

Dining, Environmental, Nursing and many other departments. New staff can get a glimpse at the details needed if a 

real event were to occur. Discussions are sparked on ways we can improve or make the evacuation go smoother. 

   Thursday, June 23, will round out the week with an informational session for the Apartment, Cottage, and Quay 

residents. We know this session is always helpful to those residents who have had situations change within the past 

year. BG has a strong plan and a dedicated team of staff members who constantly work throughout the year to 

improve that plan. We hope that the more energy we put into the plan, the less we will need to use it! 

H U R R I C A N E  P R E P A R E D N E S S  

K a t i e  J a y n e ,  D i r e c t o r  o f  C L S  


