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What does your room look like? If your room could be anything, what would it 
look like? My favorite room in our house is the office with its two walls of 
black bookcases, the desk Luanne bought me years ago a big window and some 
of the assorted detritus I’ve picked up over the years, the books I like the best 
and a first edition of Stephen Crane’s The Red Badge of Courage. If you sit in 
there in the comb back reproduction chair I suspect you will learn more about 
me than you probably wanted to, and probably more than I wanted to tell you. 
One of the great things about my job is that I have the opportunity to sit in a lot 
of other people’s homes. I’ve learned your living room will tell me as much 
about you as my office might tell you about me. The color you’ve painted the 
room, the pictures you have on the shelves, the books, the sofa, the TV, even 
somehow reflect you and tell a story. If you haven’t thought about it, look 
around the house when you get home. Doesn’t it tell your story? Your very 
unique and particular story? 
 
Over the last several years I’ve been thinking, seriously thinking, about God, 
Jesus, faith, church, the Bible and the like. Sort of a reevaluation of what I 
think of these things and what I think they all mean. One of the stranger things 
I found myself thinking was the possibility of being bored in heaven. The 
notion of thousands of years in the heavenly choir [with no offense toward my 
more musically inclined friends] really didn’t “trip my trigger,” if you may. 
Candidly, I find most descriptions of heaven boring. Now I know that some of 
this is because I’m well fed, clothed and sheltered – and a lot of the Biblical 
description of heaven is pointed toward those who are none of those things. 
I’ve read and preached on this morning’s Gospel dozens of time, most 
frequently at funerals, and I’ve sort of thought that when Jesus says, “In my 
Father’s house are many rooms,” he was suggesting something like an 
apartment block. And for whatever crazy reason I imagined beige walls. 
 
But what if the walls aren’t beige? What if we get to paint when we move in? 
 
As you know, this story takes place right before Jesus is arrested. The disciples 
know that something bad is just over the horizon and it scares them. And Jesus 
is assuring them that all will be well. There is a place for them – for each of 



them, Thomas and Philip and John and Peter – in God’s world. And one time I 
was reading that and it struck me as to how much more different Thomas’s or 
Peter’s room would look from mine – that is, if we have the opportunity to 
paint it. And, why wouldn’t we? Why wouldn’t our rooms look like us? Why 
wouldn’t heaven be a place not where we’re having to listen to the choir 
practice all night, but a place with books and football games and a bit of golf? 
For years, I’ve heard people describe heaven as the woods or the lake. To me, 
you’re welcome to that. I’ve always imagined it a bit more like Times Square. 
Loud and chaotic and shifting and jam packed with people. What if the rooms 
of heaven are as varied as all those living rooms I’ve been blessed to sit in? 
 
Jesus says to Philip that we will know God, we will see God in his, Jesus’s, 
life. And when we read the Gospel we are told that his life was this glorious, 
colorful, unexpected life. And that life looks gloriously different depending on 
who you speak with. 
 
As we celebrate Confirmations this Sunday, celebrate Mother’s Day this 
Sunday, the thing that strikes me is the glorious diversity of the young people 
we gather into this place. What a glorious thing to see how God works and 
pours out blessings on the world from such a wondrously diverse group of 
young people. And look at the variety of mothers out here. I can say that I’m 
certainly glad there was only one of my mother! 
 
What I’ve found over time is that my view of heaven – and consequently earth 
– are simply too small. Jesus invites us into this huge vision of what the world 
is and, in him, what the world could really become. And it is painted with every 
color from beige to yellow to red and blue and green. Vibrant and muted, 
heaven is crowded and full of space with rooms as varied as the people inside 
of it. And all in the same house! How crazy is that! 
 
God’s blessings to you and to your life in the week to come. May it display the 
joy and the colors of God’s vision of heaven. 
 
Amen. 
 
Pastor Erdos 
St. John 14:1-14 


