Jehovah’s Paradise

by Chad Miles Descoteaux

***

The flowers are as beautiful as life itself.

And the beautiful surroundings is the common man's wealth.

You don't fear for your life when you see a stranger.

Swords are now garden tools and not a cause for danger.

Sure, we will have trash when happiness abounds

but we won't step on it because it’s on the ground.

No black on black crime

nor any other crime

when the world is totally perfect.  But it will take some time.

About a thousand years.

To quench the fears

that the resurrected ones have.  When they wake up here.

In a world that isn't quite what they expected.

It’s not the pits of hell.  It is to be respected.

Where you don't have to feel yucky when you go swimmin'

and the food is as pure as the unmarried women.

No guns.

No swords.

No violence.

in life or on TV

There will be no diseases, warts, pimples or gangrene.

Happy happy happy

the earth is "like heaven"

Happy happy happy

"twenty-four seven"

I wanna be there, Father...please please please.

In a world that is free from violence and disease.

Because my grandma’s life came to an end

And I'm waiting for the day when I can see her again.

***

We'll have brand new scrolls

with the highs, not the lows

of the laws in this world where good feeling flows.

Anger and oppression will be gone.

Conflict and violence will break like the dawn.

I want to know about the prophets and the prophetess.

I read about them in the Bible, but now they're in the flesh.

Resurrected like my grand-momma

I saw them in a drama

But that is not the real deal,

Moses, take your renewed youth and tell me how it feels

to hear a burning bush talk and then deform your hand.

To face a tyrant ruler.  Take his slaves out of his land.

To walk across a dry Red Sea.  Don't take the credit.

I'm sure you've learned your lesson and I'm sure you won't forget it.

Tell me, Noah, what its like to wait out torrential rain.

Did the nasty smell of all those beasts just drive you all insane?

The Bible says in plain English that death is sin's great wage.

But will Adolf Hitler make it back?  Is he on at least one page

of God's book of remembrance that he has in his head

of all the people on the earth who lived imperfect but are now dead?

And if Hitler did come back, would he apologize

to the hundred million resurrected ones that he personally ordered shot, gassed or fried?

Forgiveness is a commandment that God has always clung to.

If you were in jail for preaching His word, tell me about when he sprung you.

He sent his angel from above.

An expression of undying love.

It was such an amazing sight that you froze in your seat.

The angel ripped the doors right off and melted them at his feet.

The guards didn't see a thing,

but when the inmates told what they had seen

they were burned at the stake

for lying, fibbing and being a fake.

"No man could ever fly or come in glowing!

God bless you, hated criminal.  You'll need it where you are going!"

I wanna hear the stories new and old

of all the Christians who were bold

then hopped over a fence just like a frog

to escape the snarling killer dog.

Most artists today express the sorrow and confusion in their life.

We'll be able to express happier days when gone is all the strife.

I wanna play with a cougar when I get there, when I'm not afraid and I feel free.

I wanna play the guitar when I get there and I wanna do so perfectly.

We can roam the world and see all the sights, because we won't need wealth.

I wanna live in a world with no temptations, so I can trust myself.

I've written fifteen million poems about loss and pain

and twenty other emotions that keep me insane.

It will be refreshing to write about the happiness in me.

It will be a newfound originality.

And I’ll recite these poems over once or twice

when I'm in Jehovah's paradise.
