
A CHS Memory from Marilyn Gass -  August 2020 

This beautiful Church and Parish community have been a part of most of my life. I was a very young 

girl, about two years of age, when during family summer vacations my parents, Dorrance and Elsie 
Talbot, and I visited my Grandmother, Mary "Polly" White Talbot, and my Great Aunt and Great 
Uncle, Sally White Johnston and Bard Johnston in Orleans.  [ed. note:  all were Founding 

Fathers/Mothers of CHS – see footnote*] 

At about five years old my Grandmother and I usually walked from her off-Monument Road Cape Cod 
cottage to The Church on Sunday mornings. We sat in "her" pew, the one that had her design of the 
Trinity triangle and three fishes deeply carved on the end.  

Each pew was set in the very small church with just one aisle to the Altar with its carved Screen 
serving as the exterior wall of the Sanctuary.  The left "transept" was open-air and much to my 
delight birds and bees often flew in and out,  

We sat among the campers from the local sailing camps seated on benches in their blue shorts and 
white shirts. I remember wonderful music, singing hymns, flickering candles and afterward friendly 
welcomes. 

I remember The Rev. Kimball (Grandmother called him "Dick" or to me "Mr. Kimball") I even 

remember Mrs. Kimball's "Holy Goats" and always looking for them as we went to Town to the 
market. 

From very early in my life, all of these experiences and memories, symbolized by the carved Dove 

over the Altar, have helped me to understand the power of the Holy Spirit throughout my life and the 
formative spirit of a practicing church community. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! on the 87th Anniversary of this blessed place and all who have served here, 

nourished it, and helped it to grow in service. 

*Additional CHS historical references taken from “The First 50 Years” booklet. Pages 2-3 

‘Who were these brash people who decided to start an Episcopal church in Orleans? “Not an 

especially pious group.” one of the early members once recalled.  Not all Episcopalians, either.  The 

mostly lived on Monument road and were friends.  For the most party they were of an artistic bent:  

Richard B. Kimball, who was to become a licensed lay reader, then vicar and finally Holy Spirit’s first 

rector, was a writer.  Florence M. Kimball, his wife, had been editor of a national Episcopal 

publication.  Sally White Johnstone was a theater costume designer.  *Sally’s sister, Mary, (Aunt 

Polly) Talbot, had been associated with her sister in New York and was a distinguished 

author of books on crafts.  Sally and her husband, W. Bard Johnstone, a retired bridge 

engineer, staged theater shows in the yard of their home.  Vernon B. Smith had been a set 

designer in Boston theaters and later had designed state sets for Eugene O’Neill’s plays in the 

Provincetown Playhouse.  They certainly didn’t fit the stereotype of Episcopalians I 1933, these 

founding fathers and mothers.  Yet their desire for a church nearby had existed from some time…”  

Dear Marilyn, thank you so much for sharing your story about your connection to The Church of the Holy 

Spirit. What wonderful memories. Each time someone like you shares your memories it is as though the 

walls and pews and soul of the church speak aloud of the love and joy that lived and still lives here in 

everyone who is a here and now gone, those who are still here and those who will come and live and love 

here long after we are gone. Thank you and blessings. Gail+ 


