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  “You can meet them in school, or in lanes or at sea, in church or in 
trains, or in shops, or at tea,” says the children’s hymn of the saints of God. The 
same thing could be said of delightful and memorable people in general. They 
can be found in all sorts of places . . .  including a home for Alzheimer’s 
patients. 
 
 Such was my experience recently when I visited Hayesville House in 
North Carolina. The person I came to visit is delightful in spite of limitations 
associated with his illness, but so was the man who unexpectedly entered his 
room and joined us.  
 
 After introducing himself, this visitor, who was also a resident of the 
home, told me how to remember and pronounce his surname. He said to think of 
snow and what is required to slide down a hill in it – a sleigh – and to think of 
the bird one most often finds on beaches – a gull – and then to put the two 
together: Slagle. I responded, “What a great mnemonic device.” He said “I like 
that word.” 
 
 From there, he went on to tell me about how he and his wife had attended 
Clemson and the various roles he had played at Tri-County Community College 
in Murphy, N.C., including at one time serving as acting administrator. Being 
the “acting” anything had a lot of pitfalls, he said. 
 
 When I got ready to leave, he walked me down the hall and introduced 
me to several residents along the way. He wanted to introduce me to several 
others who were in their rooms, but I suggested we leave those introductions to 
another day.  
 

As we neared the end of the hallway, looking around, I asked him: “How 
do you get out of this place?” He responded, “You just have to keep trying 
doors.” Good advice for life, I thought to myself.  

 
Eventually, I did find the right door, and with the help of a staff member 

was able to exit, but not without the memory of this delightful and gracious 
gentleman named, Slagle.  

 
I was so captivated by this experience that when I got back to Blue Ridge, 

I began telling everybody I saw about the educator I had met at Hayesville 
House. On the following Sunday, I mentioned his name to a parishioner who 
teaches at Tri-County Community College, and he reported that my new friend 
had died March 1.  



 
I was sad to receive this news but took comfort in knowing I would meet 

him again. The conversation begun in a North Carolina Alzheimer’s home 
would one day continue on another shore. 

 
This is nothing less than the Easter faith. Because Jesus lives, we shall 

live also. Alleluia! 
 

 O LORD Jesus Christ, who by thy death didst take away the sting of 
death; Grant unto us thy servants so to follow in faith where thou hast led the 
way, that we may at length fall asleep peacefully in thee, and awake up after thy 
likeness; through thy mercy, who livest with the Father and the Holy Ghost, one 
God, world without end. Amen. 
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