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 “This Way to Paradise” 

 

I saw it one night this week at dusk. 

Night was falling, thick fog was in the air, 

It wasn‟t raining, but everything was wet and humid and moist. 

Dishes done, kid‟s bedtime not yet arrived,  

I went out the back door onto the deck, the deck after this week, 

Now spotted with what looked like moss, 

Everything a green sheen. 

Behind me in the house the kitchen radio warbled NPR, 

And even though I know it is good to stay informed,  

Oh how I tire sometimes of the news,  

Of the impact this steady diet of headlines has on me. 

I wonder sometimes: Is it possible to know too much? 

 

Standing out there on the deck, 

I am thinking ahead to Sunday. 

The choir will be singing Gabriel Faure‟s Requiem, this music written,  

Said Gabriel, „as a lullaby to death,‟  

This music written, he said, „for the sheer pleasure of it.‟ 

And though I get what he means, I also want to tell him:  

Hey Gabiel!  Maybe you should get out more! 

Maybe you should expand your repertoire of pleasure! 

But I mean not to take him lightly, not really. 

I know that he wrote this music right round the time his father died, 

And then two years later, his mother. 

And to some extent, I think, isn‟t this why we have music,  

Why we tell stories, 

Why we have poems, why we have scripture, 

Even why we have religion,  

To help us shape meaning out of all that life delivers to us –  

The joy, the pain, the finding, the losing, the night, the day. 

 

I want to tell you what I saw, 

But first I need to tell you that out on that deck 

I have in my ears the choir rehearsals I have heard over many 

Thursdays and Sundays this year in preparation for today. 

In my ears is the beautiful music, 

The transcendent music, the lullaby music 

Whose words in Latin 

Help me and maybe you too mask some of the things it says 

about heaven and hell and Judgment Day that don‟t exactly  

resonate with me and my theology. 

 

And in one ear I‟m hearing this Requiem   

And in the other ear…guess what? 

I‟m hearing from the warble of NPR behind me a story  

About the Christian radio host, Harold Camping, who has gotten a lot  



 2 

Of press this week for predicting that yesterday at 6p.m. was Judgment Day, 

With God moving from time zone to time zone  

selecting the saved from the unsaved. 

Approximately 200 million people or 3% of the population  

Are (or were) said to have joinede God in Paradise, 

With the rest of us left to wait out the end of the world, 

Which will come on Oct.21. 

We are still here, so that tells you which camp we are in.   

 

So in one ear I‟m hearing this on the news, 

And in the other I‟m hearing the Requiem, 

And I‟m wondering: Laura Jensen, was this planned?! 

Are we providing the soundtrack for all this?   

 

And it is then, in the gloom of that wet dusk, 

that I see it hanging on our back fence. 

What is it?  It is a sign. 

What does it say?  Would you believe (you won‟t, but it is true)… 

Would you believe it is sign that says in a child‟s hand-writing: 

 “This Way to Paradise….” 

With an arrow pointing left toward the back gate. 

Do I go?  Of course I go!  Wouldn‟t you?  Paradise beckons. 

So I go out across the back yard,  

To the left of the play set, 

To the right of the play house.  

There is a path, there is the gate, there is the sign up close. 

 

What is it that the choir will sing for us at the end 

About this very moment, this moment at the doors to paradise? 

“God’s choir of angels lead you there, they will sing. 

 May saints in their glory 

Receive you at your journey’s end, guiding your footsteps 

Into the Holy City. 

 

And flipping the latch, I‟m thinking:  

this isn‟t quite what Faure had in mind.  Or is it? 

Because there behind the fence is a paradise unlike any other  

I have imagined. 

Instead of golden streets there is a small stairway made  

Of cement bricks stolen out of our garage. 

Instead of lush gardens there are handfuls of grass seed thrown down 

Here and there, the sprouts just coming up, the ends glistening 

Green and wet like tiny hairs. 

Instead of a throne there is a lawn chair that went missing a week ago. 

Instead of angels there are names carved into the tree stumps and the dirt –  

Lauren, Ella, Elisabeth, Emerson, Alex… 

these the names of neighborhood children and my children. 

Instead of treasure there is a treasure-trove of found objects –  
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The wheel from a wheelbarrow,  

a piece of wood laid out on two stumps as a bed, 

Three pencils (I don‟t know why),  

a collection of pennies (pennies from heaven!),  

Marbles, four and half mud cakes,  

And, of course, a set of plastic dinner ware, because 

In paradise you cannot eat on your lap with your fingers. 

 

You might be wondering: as an adult, as the dad, am I allowed to go in? 

In other words, is there a sign that says: “paradise only for a certain 3%?” 

But thankfully there is not.   

Thankfully it seems my kids are Universalists after all. 

All our welcome.  All our worthy. 

And so I sit down in the „throne.‟  I put my feet up on the “bed.” 

Our choir and Faure are singing in my ears,  

The voices of NPR and Harold Camping and the End Times 

Are drowned out by the distance and the night, 

And I am safe, I am sound, I am resting. 

“The dark will be your womb tonight,” is how the poem 

Jud read for us describes this moment. 

“There you can be sure you are not beyond love.” 

And even though I not sure what happens to us after we die, 

This is what I‟m wondering: 

Can this be paradise enough? 

Can this ordinary paradise be enough? 

 

And with this question in my, I will tell you that this I believe: 

That in a world that is sometimes too much for us, 

That sometimes fills our heart and opens our heart and  

sometimes breaks our heart, 

we need places that can mend us, 

we need people who can hold us, 

we need music, and story, and words that can help us transcend. 

Can this healing be paradise enough? 

Yes, I believe it can. 

 

And this I believe: 

That in a world that seeks to separate the saved from the unsaved, 

The believer from the unbeliever, 

The true from the false, the heaven from the hell, 

We need places that teach us to trust in God‟s love, 

That teach us that suffering is a part of life 

And not punishment for a certain way of living. 

Can this teaching be paradise enough?  Yes, I believe it can. 

 

And this I believe: 

That in a world that teaches us to fear the dark,  

That tempts us to numb the pain, that says to our brothers 
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And sisters in pain: hey, you’re still grieving?   

Hey, you’re still hurting?  Come on, cheer up!  

We need places that tell them: „here you are not beyond love, 

Here in the darkness you are not alone.’ 

Can this company and friendship be paradise enough?   

Yes, I believe it can. 

 

And this I believe: 

That in a world where paradise is so often cast as some place 

Other than this place, 

That too often has us look beyond this world for the 

Wholeness and holiness we seek, 

We need a place that points us back to this time and this life, 

Saying „Hey you, paradise this way!” 

And then instead of pointing us up there or out there in another world, 

Asks us to envision broken wheelbarrows and lawn furniture and mud pies 

And marbles and wooden beds and pennies 

As little wombs of safety, little islands of redemption.  

Can finding the extraordinary in the ordinary, the sacred in the secular, 

The holy in the common, 

Be paradise enough? 

Yes, I believe it can. 

 

And more than belief, this I wish here at the end: 

That we will see as the child sees, 

That the scales of age and accumulated cynicism will fall from our eyes, 

And paradise will be a place that we don‟t have to wait a lifetime 

Wondering about, doubting, or wishing for. 

Because as the poet says the world was to made to free in, 

And sometimes heaven is just around the corner,  

If only briefly glimpsed. 

 

Laura and the choir and Faure‟, we are yours. 

 

 

 

 


