
•  1  •

Prologue

My husband died fifteen years ago. Our house was 
too big for me on my own, so with the help of my 
five children I took up residence eight years later in 
the retirement community where I now live.

It has been a good move for me. I must say, 
though, that I had thought the “retirement” part 
would mean a far more leisurely pace of life. I have 
discovered it really means involvement in trips, 
social events, games, hobbies, and a host of other 
activities.

Two activities stand out for me: First, visiting 
speakers who expand our knowledge on a wide 
range of topics. Second, computer classes that have 
introduced me to the Internet and e-mail. What a 
world of learning this has opened up for me.

I found it quite extraordinary, in what I con-
sidered to be the last cycle of my life, that I was 
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learning more about life and about the world than 
I could ever have imagined. 

Little did I dream that four years ago, events 
would take my learning even further, beyond any-
thing I might have had in mind.

In the community we have small groups in which 
we meet and share whatever we would like to share 
about life, past and present. Normally I would have 
no hesitation about sharing something new I had 
learned, but what began four years ago I have kept 
to myself, since no one would have believed me. In 
fact, my friends here would have thought I had lost 
my mind, because the learning came through con-
versations with Faith and George.

Everyone knew Faith was my cat and George my 
parrot.

Oh, yes, I am certain we did converse. But when 
you think about it, it’s not so strange, is it? Many 
people talk to their pets and many people even 
think their pet is like a guardian angel or a special 
companion in life for them. And parrots do talk. 
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I named my cat Faith simply because “faith” 
and “hope” go together, and I’ve carried my name, 
Hope, through seventy-nine years of life. 

George? Well, that’s quite different. George was 
owned by a Catholic priest for many years. When 
the priest died, I was asked to care for his parrot. 
I named him after a clergyman I knew for many 
years whose name was George. That particular 
George was fond of quoting authoritative sources, 
much like a parrot, so when I received the bird to 
go with my cat, “George” he became. 

It was Faith who started our evening conver-
sations. Well, at least it was Faith who started to 
respond to me first. I should mention that I had 
talked to Faith and George about many things over 
the years, just sounding off—you know how it is 
when you are alone at home and you need someone 
to talk to, someone to listen. It was quite a shock, 
though, I tell you, the first time Faith answered me. 
I can remember the occasion very clearly. It was 
night time, long after I should have been in bed. I 
was worrying about a close friend of mine…


