
         n the final chapter of his book, The Problem of Pain, C.S. Lewis discusses heaven. Among other things, he considers our  
            desire for heaven, and why God makes each of us unique. An excerpt follows.

There have been times when I think we do not desire heaven; but more 
often I find myself wondering whether, in our heart of hearts, we have 
ever desired anything else. You may have noticed that the books you re-
ally love are bound together by a secret thread. You know very well what 
is the common quality that makes you love them, though you cannot put it 
into words: but most of your friends do not see it at all, and often wonder 
why, liking this, you should also like that…

Are not all lifelong friendships born at the moment when at last you meet 
another human being who has some inkling (but faint and uncertain even 
in the best) of that something which you were born desiring, and which, 
beneath the flux of other desires and in all the momentary silences be-

tween the louder pas-
sions, night and day, year 
by year, from childhood 
to old age, you are looking for, watching for, listening for? You have 
never had it. All the things that have ever deeply possessed your 
soul have been but hints of it — tantalising glimpses, promises 
never quite fulfilled, echoes that died away just as they caught your 
ear. But if it should really become manifest — if there ever came an 
echo that did not die away but swelled into the sound itself — you 
would know it. Beyond all possibility of doubt you would say ‘Here 
at last is the thing I was made for.’ We cannot tell each other about 
it. It is the secret signature of each soul, the incommunicable and 
unappeasable want, the thing we desired before we met our wives 
or made our friends or chose our work, and which we shall still 
desire on our deathbeds…. 

This signature on each soul may be a product of heredity and en-
vironment, but that only means that heredity and environment are 
among the instruments whereby God creates a soul. I am consider-
ing not how, but why, He makes each soul unique. If He had no use 

for all these differences, I do not see why He should have created more souls than one. Be sure that the ins and 
outs of your individuality are no mystery to Him; and one day they will no longer be a mystery to you. The mould 
in which a key is made would be a strange thing, if you had never seen a key: and the key itself a strange thing if 
you had never seen a lock. Your soul has a curious shape because it is a hollow made to fit a particular swelling in 
the infinite contours of the Divine substance, or a key to unlock one of the doors in the house with many mansions. 
For it is not humanity in the abstract that is to be saved, but you — you, the individual reader, John Stubbs or Janet 
Smith. Blessed and fortunate creature, your eyes shall behold Him and not another’s. All that you are, sins apart, is 
destined, if you will let God have His good way, to utter satisfaction… Your place in heaven will seem to be made 
for you and you alone, because you were made for it — made for it stitch by stitch as a glove is made for a hand.1

Let us be thankful that God loves us as individuals and that we can have a personal relationship with Him.

“We love because he first loved us.”
1 JOHN 4:19 (ESV)

1 C.S. Lewis, The Problem of Pain, HarperOne, 1996, pp. 149-152 (footnote omitted).
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