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A	story	is	told	about	a	religious	man,	a	bishop	in	the	Anglican	Church	who	
had	three	sons.	The	first	son	was	a	member	of	Opus	Dei,	understood	to	be	
the	Pope’s	spies	in	the	Catholic	Church,	the	second	was	a	rabbi	in	the	ultra-
orthodox	tradition	and	the	third	one	was	considered	to	be	the	rebel	of	the	
family	and	had	turned	his	back	on	organized	religion	of	any	kind,	becoming	
a	politician	belonging	to	the	Reform	party.	

Our	religious	friend	invited	his	three	sons	to	visit	him	for	the	weekend.	
They	all	ate	and	drank	well	that	evening	and	all	slept	well	that	night.	

The	next	morning	 their	 father	greeted	 them	standing	 in	 the	breakfast	
room,	standing	in	front	of	a	roaring	fire.	He	lifted	his	coat	tails	so	he	could	
feel	the	heat	on	his	backside.			

The	first	son	arrives	for	breakfast,	praying	the	rosary,	and	greets	his	father	
“Good	morning,	father”.	Our	bishop	replies,	“Good	morning	my	son,	did	you	
sleep	well?”	

“I	did	father.	I	dreamed	of	heaven”.		
“What	was	heaven	like,	my	son?”		
“It	was	just	like	home.”	
“Come	and	stand	by	me	in	front	of	the	fire”	
He	joined	his	father,	spreading	his	coat	tails	so	he	could	feel	the	heat	on	

his	backside	
The	two	clerics	greet	son	number	two,	untying	his	tefillin	and	tucking	in	

his	shirt	as	he	scurries	into	the	room.	
“Good	morning,	father,	brother.”	
“Good	morning	my	son,	did	you	sleep	well?”	
“I	did	father.	I	dreamed	of	heaven.”	
“What	was	heaven	like,	my	son?”	“It	was	just	like	home.”	
“Come	and	stand	with	us	in	front	of	the	fire.”	



He	joined	his	father	and	elder	brother	in	front	of	the	fire,	spreading	his	
coat	tails	so	he	could	feel	the	heat	on	his	backside.	

Son,	Number	Three	 saunters	 into	 the	 room,	 having	 spent	 time	on	 his	
phone	giving	 instructions	to	his	Private	Secretary	about	arrangements	for	
the	disposition	of	his	security	staff	 later	that	day	at	the	Tommy	Robinson	
demonstration.	

“Good	morning,	father,	brothers.”	
“Good	morning	my	son,	did	you	sleep	well?”	
“I	did	father,	I	dreamed	of	hell.”	
“And	what	was	hell	like,	my	son?”	
“It	was	 just	 like	home.	You	couldn’t	get	near	the	fire	because	of	all	 the	

religious	leaders	standing	there.”	
The	father	gasped,	“Don’t	you	want	to	go	to	heaven,	so	all	the	family	are	

together?”		
He	remembered	the	parable	of	Dives	and	Lazarus	and	the	great	chasm	

between	 heaven	 and	 hell.	 He	 shivered	 as	 he	 remembered	 Dives	 asking	
Father	Abraham	to	‘send	Lazarus	to	dip	the	tip	of	his	finger	in	water	and	cool	
my	tongue’	Abraham’s	reply	chilled	him	ever	more	 ‘No	one	over	there	can	
cross	to	us’	

Our	Reformer	replied,	“Not	really.	I	don’t	want	to	spend	eternity	with	you	
guys.	Life	was	bad	enough	when	I	was	growing	up.”	

Not	willing	to	give	up	on	his	youngest	son,	despite	knowing	that	he	was	a	
lost	cause,	the	father	sighed,	

“Don’t	you	want	to	encourage	all	the	good	people	who	vote	for	you?”	
“Frankly	they	are	not	interested	in	the	afterlife.	In	fact,	most	of	them	are	

hoping	that	there	is	nothing	after	you	die,	then	they	will	not	have	to	face	the	
consequences	of	their	actions.	Deal	with	everything	here	and	now	is	the	best	
way	to	live”	

“For	myself	I	don’t	want	to	go	to	heaven.	Not	many	of	my	friends	are	there.	
I	wouldn’t	want	to	be	a	stranger	 in	the	place	but	 I	couldn’t	be	sure	of	not	
finding	you	guys	there”.	

	
	
	
	
	
	


