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Heaven 

Peter Kreeft 
  

Quo vadis? Where are you going? That's the most 
important question for a traveler. And we the living are all 
travelers. Death calls us all and moves us on. Stability is 
illusion. So those who cannot abide illusion must raise the 
question: Quo vadis? 
 
If heaven is not the answer to the question, our whole faith 
is false, and Jesus was a fool. If it is, then there's nothing 
that is more important in the whole world. Indeed, the whole 
world is only heaven's womb.  
 
Why do we hear so little about this today, even from the 
pulpit? Why are we told by our "leading theologians" that 
we must take our eyes off the clouds and keep them on the 

ground? Why is it so outrageously irresponsible to think more about heaven than 
politics? Because these leading theologians are really following theologians, with 
their noses to the tail of the modern world. They are in fact upside down: not only 
are their eyes stuck in the mud, but their feet are kicking up in rebellion at the 
sky. They want to turn Christianity—which in the clear teaching of its founder was 
an otherworldly religion of faith, hope, and charity—into a this-worldly religion of 
prosperity and success (the Right with its electronic Church) or of political 
revolution (the left with its liberation theology).  
 
But these shams don't satisfy for long. Prosperity is boring. The suicide rate in 
Sweden is something like a thousand times that of Haiti. And even revolution is 
finally boring. No revolution can survive its own success. Every revolution turns 
into a new tyranny, and Ecclesiastes' cycles return like the clouds after a rain.  
  
The big, blazing, terrible truth about man is that he has a heaven-sized hole in 
his heart, and nothing else can fill it. We pass our lives trying to fill the Grand 
Canyon with marbles. As Augustine said: "Thou hast made us for thyself, and our 
hearts are restless until they rest in thee." That's the greatest sentence ever 
written outside Scripture because it tells us the secret of our destiny, our 
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happiness—and our unhappiness, It is, however, not only unfashionable but 
terribly threatening. It tears the band-aid off our wound. It shows up our false 
gods for the tiny things they are compared with our own hearts. People do not 
take kindly to idol smashing. Look what they did to the prophets. 
 
But we should be encouraged. Even the skeptic who does not believe in heaven 
has a heaven-shaped heart. The deck is stacked and the dice are loaded, loaded 
with the love of heaven. Amor meus, pondus meum, said Augustine: "My love is 
my weight." The gravity of his own heart pulls the skeptic in heaven's direction, 
even while the antigravity of sin pulls him away.  
 
But the head must often be outwitted, for it is entangled in verbal prejudices. Talk 
about heaven and you'll get sneers. But talk about a mysterious dissatisfaction 
with life even when things go well—especially when things go well—and you'll 
get a hearing from man's heart, even if his lips will not agree. 
 
No one longs for fluffy clouds and sexless cherubs, but everyone longs for 
heaven. No one longs for any of the heavens that we have ever imagined, but 
everyone longs for "something no eye has seen, no ear has heard, something 
that has not entered into the imagination of man, something God has prepared 
for those who love him." 
 
We are still children, however hard we try to cover that up. There are no "grown-
ups". When we get old, we only exchange our toys: business for bats, sex for 
sleds, power for popguns. At death our Father calls: "Come, little one. Time to 
put away your toys and come home."  
 
Home—that's what heaven is. It won't appear strange and faraway and 
"supernatural", but utterly natural. Heaven is what we were designed for. All our 
epics seek it: It is the "home" of Odysseus, of Aeneas, of Frodo, of E.T. Heaven 
is not escapist. Worldliness is escapist. Heaven is home.  
 
People think heaven is escapist because they fear that thinking about heaven will 
distract us from living well here and now. It is exactly the opposite, and the lives 
of the saints and our Lord himself prove it. Those who truly love heaven will do 
the most for earth. It's easy to see why. Those who love the homeland best work 
the hardest in the colonies to make them resemble the homeland. "Thy kingdom 
come…on earth as it is in heaven." 
 
The pregnant woman who plans a live birth cares for her unborn baby; the 
woman who plans for an abortion does not. Highways that lead somewhere are 
well maintained; dead ends are not. So if we see life as a road to heaven, some 
of heaven's own glory will reflect back onto that road, if only by anticipation: the 
world is charged with the grandeur of God and every event smells of eternity. But 
if it all goes down the drain in death, then this life is just swirls of dirty water, and 
however comfortable we make our wallowing in it, it remains a vanity of vanities.  
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The existence of heaven, the desire for heaven, the nature of heaven, and the 
relevance of heaven are all important questions. But there is only one question 
that's absolutely essential, one question compared with which how we might 
save the world from a nuclear holocaust is trivial: "What must I do to be saved?" 
When I'm honest enough to look through the door of death, infinite joy or infinite 
joylessness loom up as my only two possible destinies. What decides for joy? 
What is heaven's entrance ticket? What is the Way, the Truth and the Life?  
 
I am horrified to report that I've asked this question of hundreds of Catholic 
college students, and far fewer than half have known the answer. This means 
that the Church's religious education has been not a failure but an inexcusable 
disaster. Most reply either "God is good to everybody" or "I'm basically a good 
person."  
 
If anyone out there is unsure of the correct answer, then for the love of God get 
out your Bible and study for your finals! To save you time—since you may die 
while reaching for your Bible—I will quote God's scandalously simple answer to 
the most important question in the world, how to get to heaven: "Believe in the 
Lord Jesus Christ and you will be saved" (Acts 16:31). 

 
Everything You Ever Wanted to Know about Heaven - Peter Kreeft 
In the style of C. S. Lewis, Kreeft provides an unexcelled look at the 
nature of Heaven that offers readers a refreshingly clear, theologically 
sound, and always fascinating glimpse of that "undiscovered country." 
Kreeft's engaging and informative account thoughtfully answers 
intriguing questions about heaven that speaks to the mind and heart. 
 

  

Fundamentals of Faith - Peter Kreeft 
Peter Kreeft considers all the fundamental elements of Christianity and 
Catholicism, explaining, defending and showing their relevance to our 
life and the world's yearnings. Here is a book to help you understand 
your faith more fully and to explain it to others more winningly. 

 


