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"Count it all joy, my brethren, when you meet various trials, for you know that the testing of your faith 
produces steadfastness. And let steadfastness have its full effect, that you may be perfect and complete, 
lacking in nothing." (James 1.2-3) 

 
In nomine ... 

 
I first met Jim Holloway in the spring of 1992, when he drove up to my parents' 

house in his Jeep and picked me up to drive me to Saint James School.  I was a finalist to be 
headmaster, but was still the Chaplain of Lincoln College, Oxford and only 33 years old, 
maybe even 32.  It depends if I visited in February or March, and I can't remember. 

 
In any case, I was way too young and not a likely candidate, but the prospect was an 

interesting one, as I was from Maryland, and Saint James was only an hour or so away 
from my home. At the very least, it was a nice chance to visit my parents. 

 
He was fit and elegant in a tweed jacket, corduroy trousers, spit-polished brown 

brogues, a button-down blue and white striped shirt with a maroon Saint James tie, and 
remarkably youthful. We talked all the way up, and after a 24-hour visit, all the way back. 

 
I remember how bright he was and how full of love for his school, his concern about 

its present situation, and his hope for its future. And I remember two very specific topics 
that we discussed. First, I remember that he agreed with me right away and enthusiastically 
that the school needed a new, more substantial library, and secondly, something he said as 
we drove by the football field on our way back down the central drive caught my attention. 
He looked left to the field and then right to me and told me something which he obviously 
considered to be very important: "I learned how to run the Navy by playing football at Saint 
James School." 

 
And so he did - with remarkable results. 

 
He learned that a team played best when it played together, and that every player 

counted, and that with the right attitude and a healthy dose of foolish confidence, even the 
smallest school can beat the odds and win the game. 



 
And over the years, I discovered and came to understand that he had learned some other 

lessons at Saint James as well: the gift of friendship, the importance of honor, the value of 
service, and the power of leadership.  He also acquired his love of history and of all things 
English, especially short stories by Saki and plays by Noel Coward, and his devotion to the 
Catholic tradition within the Episcopal Church. Like our school, he was decidedly "high 
church," as he called it, and he even told me once that he had considered becoming a priest, 
but we can only be very grateful that he chose a different uniform and pursued a different 
vocation. 

 
It is not my purpose today to praise Admiral Holloway, although it is almost 

impossible for me not to, as I owe him such a tremendous debt, but rather to point out to 
you as his priest and friend, as we gather here to bury him, the power, depth, and sincerity 
of his faith, and of how it inspired, directed, and sustained him through all the "changes 
and vicissitudes" of his remarkably heroic and substantial life. 

 

And my assertion is simply this: he would not have endured what he endured, achieved 
what he achieved, and won what he won for us without his belief in the God of Love revealed in 
Jesus Christ and made real for us in scripture and in the sacraments of the Church. 

 
And here I must acknowledge Dabney, his wife of 77 years, who raised their children 

when he was at sea, cared for his officers' wives, and presided over his household when he was 
Commander of the Seventh Fleet and CNO in Washington. Jim always referenced her deep 
faith and great courage as anchoring and inspiring in his life, especially after they lost their son. 

 
Indeed, Dabney often described herself as the "slave in his chariot" whispering in his ear 

at his many triumphs: "remember that thou are mortal." When they retired to Bishop Goodwin 
House, I asked why they did not choose a naval facility; her answer was fierce and immediate: "I 
don't want him in some place where people are saluting and calling him admiral all the time. 
He needs to get over that. We need to prepare him to meet God."  And so, she has, even 
choosing to move into the Alzheimer's ward with him three years ago, so that she could be with 
him, and he would not be alone. 

 
In this time of Advent as we prepare for Christmas, we contemplate the great miracle  of 

the Incarnation:  the coming of God into the world, the word of God, the purpose and the will 
of God revealed  to us in a human  being, Jesus of Nazareth, so that we who believe  in him and 
see in him the way of life can pursue that purpose and reveal that will ourselves. 

 
So, at the end of Jim's life with us, the question for us to consider is simply this: 

How was Christ revealed in him? How was he faithful? And how did he reveal the 
purposes of God for us to see and to follow? 

 
And this is not to claim that this great man for whom we grieve and give thanks today 

was Jesus himself, or indeed a saint.  None of us would claim that title for Jim Holloway, any 
more than we would for ourselves. This is why we pray for him, and indeed why we miss him; 
he was a very human being with his fair share of human vanities and foibles. Happily, God did 
bless him with a lively sense of humor, so he was very capable of laughing at himself. 

 



But it is to recognize that he did his best to follow Jesus, and ordered his life 
accordingly. And it is to claim further that we can see in his life especially that there is such a 
thing as a Christian leader, warrior, and patriot, just as there is such a thing as a Christian 
husband, father, and friend, because he was in all these roles quite particularly faithful. 

 
Because, as a Christian, he worshiped and served God, all the loves of his life were 

ordered and pursued accordingly. This is why he was a compassionate leader, a measured 
warrior, and a thoughtful, balanced patriot, and why he was a faithful husband, a loving father, 
and a generous, loyal friend. 

 
This is why he devoted not just his remarkable career, but also his very active 

"retirement" generously and vigorously to the causes and communities he loved, most 
especially this grand academy and our little school.  I once asked him how he stayed so young, 
and he answered that he did not play golf. 

 
And this is why he looked to his past with such gratitude, to his future with such hope, 

and to his present with such courage. He lived in the hand of God, and he gave his life as a gift 
from God to others, just as Saint James asks us to: "Every good gift and every perfect act of 
giving is from above," which is the motto of our school. (1.17a) 

 
When Jim and I planned this service over ten years ago, he particularly wanted us to sing 

the hymn Thaxted with the words by Sir Cecil Spring Rice. As I am sure many of you know, Sir 
Cecil served  as the British Ambassador in Washington during the First World War, and he 
wrote his poem  as an ode to his country, expressing his frustration that he was not able to join 
the fight against his country's enemies, so it spoke to Jim who did join the fight in World War II 
when he was a very young man, and stayed to fight again in two more terrible wars. 

 
But that is only the first verse. In the second verse, Sir Cecil reminds us that there is 

"another country, I've heard of long ago:" 
 

Most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know;  
We may not count her armies, we may not see her King; 
Her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering; 
And soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase, 
And her ways are ways of gentleness, and all her paths are peace. 

 
And this of course is the point of the hymn, and why we sing it in church. Jim 

Holloway loved his country and offered his life for his country multiple times in 
extraordinary and terrifying ways, and even relived those moments in the last few years of his 
life when those battles became real and present again in his mind. He offered that sacrifice, 
and there is no greater patriot. 

 
But he also believed that all of this passes away, and that all who serve, serve under 

judgement, that the only legitimate purpose of war is to pursue justice and to restore peace, 
because the spirit that inspires us in all of our struggles can only be the Holy Spirit himself. 
This is why we pray for the Kingdom of God, and not for our own kingdoms, just as Christ 
himself has taught us. 

 



A former colleague of mine, Chick Meehan, came to Saint James as a second former, 
grew up at Saint James, and then returned after college to teach for 48 years, and he used to 
tell a story to the students in chapel just before Parents' Weekend, encouraging them as a 
former student himself to greet their parents warmly and proudly. 

 
He told them that when he first came to school he did not think that it was "cool" to 

hug his mother in front of his friends, but he saw Jimmy Holloway, a prefect and older boy 
whom he greatly admired and Admiral Holloway's son, rush down the Claggett steps and 
greet his mother  with a big hug. 

 
So Chick then did the same thing when his mother came, who was so shocked that 

she asked if he had been expelled. 
 

Surely now, Jimmy Holloway is greeting his father with that same enthusiasm and 
that same embrace, and he will greet his mother and his sisters in just the same way when 
they join him too—not because his dad was the great hero that he was; he has left those 
medals and that uniform behind, for they have no place where he is now. 

 
No. Jimmy is embracing his father because he loves him; he is overwhelmed with joy 

to see him; and he is welcoming him home. 
 

For the wars are over now, and all his battles are done.  

Amen. 

 
 


