A Lasting Memory
A lasting memory of Hope Kirkpatrick is my visit to her family home in Weston, Connecticut.  At the time, I was serving a term on the Eldila – the small group of people who made decisions regarding The New York C. S. Lewis Society.   Hope invited the Eldila for an overnight visit, and after the monthly Society meeting, Hope, John Martin, Linda Bridges and I were driven to Weston by her husband John. 
Hope’s warm and gracious hospitality was present throughout our stay.  Marks of this trait were visible inside and outside the home.  As guests, we slept in the guesthouse, which had separate bedrooms for each of us.  
The next day, Hope gave us a tour of the large property.  After visiting a small stone building which dated from Revolutionary War days, we stopped at a studio.  A friend of the family who was an artist had lived and worked there.  
After a delicious lunch, Hope served each of us a bowl of fresh strawberries and cream.  Linda sat quietly, bowed over her dish and gazing at it.  Hope noticed this and asked Linda about it.  Linda replied that she was admiring the beauty and flavor of the dessert.  An expression of delight appeared on Hope’s face.  A moment of gratitude for the goodness of created things was being shared.
A corner of the living room in the house had been extended and large windows had been installed.  Near the windows was a slightly raised platform.   John, a celebrated concert pianist, had his piano on the platform.   The Kirkpatricks hosted concerts for friends in this room.
Hope and John were leaving this home to move to their house in New Haven.  They had sold the family property to developers.  The buildings would vanish, but the graciousness and warm hospitality of Hope and her husband would continue and become a lasting memory for many.



