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In the  
beginning…

I had received a call early that evening from a dear 
lifelong friend, Jack Robinson. Jack’s wife, Elsie, 

and I had gone to school together from kindergar-
ten through the end of high school. I remember 
so fondly and vividly the excitement of the post-
school years, when Elsie and I continued to share 
our hopes and dreams. We were probably most ex-
cited when each of us fell in love the first time…
and the second…and the third. Can anything in life 
be more precious than having a friend with whom 
you can share the deepest joys and hopes and the 
pains of your heart? Elsie became more than a close 
friend. She was life companion, lifeline, anchor, in-
spirer, and Rock of Gibraltar all my life.
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Jack called to tell me that Elsie had pancreatic 
cancer, and in all likelihood had twelve months or 
so to live.

You know in your heart these calls are going 
to come. You don’t get to be in your late seventies 
without experiencing quite a number of such calls. 
But Elsie? And this news was so unexpected.

That’s why I was up late that night, way past my 
usual bedtime. Memories of the joyful and tough 
times Elsie and I had shared captivated my attention 
and made the minutes and the hours speed by. All 
the while Faith was on my lap and I was gently strok-
ing her. George sat silently, waiting, I guess, for me 
to say “good night” and put the hood over his cage. 

Faith would have been accustomed to me giving 
voice to my thoughts as I sat with her each evening. 
She would have heard my reactions to news items 
on the television, would have been told to whom 
I was speaking on the telephone and what the call 
was about, would know what I was planning to do 
the next day, or what we were about to watch on 
television or listen to on the radio. 
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Nightly she would have heard me say to her and 
George, “OK, you two, time to close the eyes and 
have a good night’s sleep.” 

This night I told her about the phone call. As we 
sat together in the hours that followed and I recalled 
life shared with Elsie, I must have muttered, “Oh, 
dear!” many times. Eventually my thoughts and 
emotions welled up into a sobbing exclamation.

“Faith, it’s just not fair. I just cannot understand 
how such a good, loving woman who put her faith 
in God has to die this way. Elsie deserves better 
from God than this.”

That’s when Faith first spoke to me.
I know I was in a state of shock and distress. I 

also know people would have said—if I had told 
them—that I must be losing my mind if I really be-
lieved my cat spoke to me. However, what began 
that night was as amazing, and as real, and most 
of all, as enlightening, as any spiritual experience 
could be.

Faith asked, “God? Who is God?” She asked this 
like someone would ask, “John? Who is John?”



In the beginning…  •  7

Trying to explain God to anyone is difficult 
enough, but you might imagine the degree of diffi-
culty when your mind is reeling and you find your-
self responding to your cat.

Struggling for words, I said, “God is not some-
one. God is, um…God is…well, God is someone. 
But God is not a human person. Um…God is like 
a spirit. You cannot see God. He made everything 
that exists.”

“So what has God got to do with Elsie being 
sick?” asked Faith.

I was tempted to say that God is in control of ev-
erything, but something made me pause. I did not 
want to suggest we are just pawns in God’s hands.

“Well, everything is in God’s care. We call it 
‘providence.’ It means that God is caring and knows 
better than we do what is good for us and that what-
ever happens in life is for our ultimate good.”

“Even pain and sickness?” asked Faith, in a tone 
clearly indicating this was a bit hard to believe.

“Well, yes…it has to be, since God…um…since 
God permits everything to happen.”


