Death

Why seek ye the living among the dead?

He is not here, but is risen.

(St. Luke 24: 5-6)

Behold, I show you a mystery;

We shall not all sleep,

But we shall all be changed.

(1 Corinthians 15:51)

And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes;

and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor wailing,

neither shall there be any more pain;

for the former things have passed away.

(Revelation 21:4)

Insurance policies always exclude “acts of God.” What do they think dying is -- a recreational pastime? (The American Legion magazine)

Somehow I’ve adjusted to all life’s other changes, so I suppose I’ll adjust to becoming dead. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

Dying is a very dull, dreary affair, and my advice to you is to have nothing to do with it. (Somerset Maugham)
 

Some people, though dead, can still be very entertaining. What right have dead people to affect our lives? And yet they are constantly doing so. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

Much beloved Episcopal Bishop Warren Chandler lay dying. A close friend sat by his bedside. “Please tell me frankly,” said his friend, “do you dread crossing the river of death?” The old bishop smiled weakly and said with conviction, “My father owns the land on both sides of the river. Why should I be afraid?” (Dynamic Preaching)

I'm not afraid to die. I just don't want to be there when it happens. (Woody Allen)

As a general rule, I’m against death – but, if certain things didn’t die, I couldn’t live. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
Gloria: “Let's go antiquing this weekend, Lance.” Lance: “Doesn't being around all those old, decaying things remind you of death, Gloria?” Gloria: “Actually, it reminds me of your house.” (J. C. Duffy, in The Fusco Brothers comic strip)
 
Eat well, stay fit, die anyway. (Tidbits of Denver)
“Assisted dying” is the new term for mercy killing. And nursing homes are now called “assisted living.” If you can’t pay your assisted living bills, we have another assisted program more in your price range, Mr. Shapiro. (Daniel Liebert)
Death is the black backing on the mirror that allows us to see anything at all. (Saul Bellow)

On April 7, 1891, American showman P. T. Barnum died in Bridgeport, Connecticut. Though he was gravely ill, the 81-year-old showman’s sense of humor hadn’t deserted him. He requested that a New York paper run his obituary before he died so he could enjoy reading it, and the paper obliged. (MOMENTS IN TIME – The History Channel)
First man: “Do you believe in life after death?” Second man: “Heck no. Believing in life before death is hard enough.” (Jeff MacNelly, in Shoe comic strip)

It’s not mere gluttony or greediness that makes us binge on sweets and go on spending sprees for luxuries we can’t afford, says a new study. It’s the fear of death. After 9/11, sales of indulgent snacks and expensive consumer items shot up, prompting social psychologists to wonder if it might be because everyone had just been reminded that life can end at any moment. To test this hypothesis, researchers at Arizona State University and Erasmus University in the Netherlands asked 746 students to write essays on one of two topics: a visit to the dentist or death. Later, they were offered plates of cookies as well as the opportunity to buy items off a hypothetical shopping list. Students who’d spent hours thinking and writing about death couldn’t get enough cookies, stuffing their faces with the treats; students who’d written about a dentist visit ate one or two cookies, or were disinterested altogether. The death essayists were also more likely to purchase items from a pretend shopping list. Eating and shopping to excess, researchers say, appear to be common strategies for escaping troubling thoughts about mortality. “When you indulge in shopping or eating, it helps you forget yourself,” researcher Dirk Smeesters tells New Scientist. “One would hope that companies do not exploit this by putting food ads straight after the news.”  (The Week magazine, June 13, 2008)

In their rituals to mourn the dead, the ancients painted their bodies black long before their eventual descendents wore black clothing. (L. M. Boyd)
 

An elderly Brooklyn woman told her friend she wanted to be cremated when she died and her ashes scattered over Bloomingdale's. “Why Bloomingdale's? her friend asked. “So I'll know my daughter will visit me twice a week.” (Rocky Mountain News)

The miserly millionaire called a family conference. “I'm placing a box of money in the attic,” he said. “When I die, I intend to grab it on my way up to heaven. See to it that no one touches it until it's my time to go.” The family respected his wishes. After his death the millionaire's wife looked in the attic. The box was still there. “The fool!” she said. “I told him he should have put it in the basement.” (Gene Jennings, in Reader's Digest)

If the end brings me out all right, what is said against me won't amount to anything. If the end brings me out wrong, 10 angels swearing I was right would make no difference. (Abraham Lincoln)

Rather than be buried or cremated, I think I would like to be bronzed sitting in my Jacuzzi, spouting hot water all over the city. I hope the law allows it. (Liz Carpenter)

Mel Blanc, perhaps best known to the world as the voice of Bugs Bunny, died in 1989 and was buried in Hollywood Memorial Park. Care to guess what words are engraved on his tombstone? It says, “That’s all, folks!” (Samantha Weaver, in Tidbits)

 

Man is the only species that buries its dead. (L. M. Boyd)

For the record, it takes Madame Butterfly 4 minutes 48 seconds to die. (L. M. Boyd)
A UCLA medical school official has been charged with making money off of cadavers. They were selling body parts of cadavers that were donated to the university. So after you die you can go to heaven, hell or e-Bay. (Jay Leno)

Don’t call me back and do not cry, I am so glad to go, I oft have longed to soar the sky and other worlds to know. Don’t call me back! A little while and I am far from earth, and I am leaving with a smile to face another birth. (Helga Stromberg)

Death is not putting out the light. It is extinguishing the candle because the dawn has come. (Unity in the Rockies newsletter)

Becoming the first state to abolish capital punishment in more than 40 years, New Jersey has replaced its death penalty with a mandatory sentence of life without parole. Gov. John Corzine, a Democrat, said eliminating the death penalty “best captures our state’s highest values and reflects our best efforts to search for true justice.” New Jersey last executed a prisoner in 1963, though polls show that a majority of New Jersey citizens support capital punishment. (The Week magazine, December 28, 2007)

The tombstone of Mel Blanc, the famed voice of cartoon characters Bugs Bunny, Sylvester the Cat, Tweety Bird, and Porky Pig, reads: “That’s all folks.” (Harry Bright & Harlan Briscoe, in So, Now You Know, p. 61)

Ancient Egyptians so respected their pet cats that they mummified them, then entombed them with mummified mice so they'd have something to eat in the thereafter. (L. M. Boyd)
 

Some sad news -- legendary Senator Strom Thurmond has passed away at 100. The cause of death: He was 100! (Jay Leno)
 

He was a very cautious man, who never romped or played. He never smoked, he never drank, nor even kissed a maid. And when he up and passed away, insurance was denied. For since he hadn't ever lived, they claimed he never died. (The Pepper Box)
 

A young man, walking home late one night, decided to take a shortcut through the cemetery. Suddenly, he fell into a newly dug grave. Several minutes later a drunk strolled through the cemetery and heard a voice calling from below, “I'm freezing down here.” He walked over to the fresh pit, peered over the edge and said, “No wonder. You kicked all your dirt off.” (Debbie P. Wright, in Reader's Digest)

One thing is certain: You can't die in the same world in which you were born. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

If death is certain, at least I don’t have to worry about possibly missing it. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

Death and taxes may be the only certainties in life, but nowhere is it written that we have to tax ourselves to death. (Nation’s Buisness)

The actual death certificate of a certain Missouri man reads: “Went to bed feeling fine, but woke up feeling dead.” (Kathy Wolfe, in Tidbits)
One says to another who is placing flowers on a grave at the cemetery: “Do I hear chimes?” Second one: “They buried him with his cell phone.” (Brant Parker & Johnny Hart, in Wizard of ID comic strip)

We do not die from the darkness. We die from the cold. (Miguel de Unamuno)

Communication with the dead is only a little more difficult than communication with some of the living. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

I am companioned though you are gone; from selfish yearning my heart is free. Still you are loving; still you are loved; veil of a moment hides you from me. How could I sorrow? Death is unreal, life has no vacuum; love has no gloom. Thronging the silence – angels of God fill with new gladness, your empty room. Beauty for ashes, laughter for tears, all this you gave me while you were here. Treasures of Spirit, friendship and love – I hold them precious, I hold you dear. Love’s compensation blesses this hour; tenderest Being knocks at my door. With or without you, God is my all. I am companioned forevermore. (William Aubert Luce)

Today Helen Ansley is a dynamic woman in her nineties. She was one of the principals in a recent exploratory project, Conscious Living/Conscious Dying, funded by the Institute of Noetic Sciences in California. “I see life as the Ultimate Finishing School,” she proclaims, “with a full curriculum that teaches us Conscious Living, so that we may graduate -- with honors -- with Conscious Death.” (Dana Voght, in Unity magazine, June, 1993)
Ever had contact with the dead? One survey purports to prove 40 percent of the people in America believe they have. (L. M. Boyd)
 

Grandma: “You ever watch that John Edward guy on TV who helps people talk to their dead relatives?” Other woman: “Uh huh.” Grandma: “I wonder if he could help contact my first husband.” Other woman: “I thought Earl was your first husband.” As they observe Earl sleeping in the chair, Grandma responds: “He is.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

The easiest job in the world has to be coroner. Surgery on dead people. What's the worst thing that could happen? If everything went wrong, maybe you'd get a pulse. (Dennis Miller, in Reader's Digest)
 

At Time magazine's 75th anniversary party, Dr. Kevorkian waited around so he could talk with Kevin Costner. Reportedly, Costner told him, “Hey, The Postman was bad, but not that bad.” (Conan O'Brien)

Some 1,200 people who had stopped flying after 9/11 died in car crashes in the year after the terrorist attacks, according to a Cornell University study. (Forbes, as it appeared in The Week magazine, May 13, 2005)
 

Telemarketer: “Is Ruby Moon there?” Woman: "Who wants to know?” Telemarketer: “This is the A-1 Credit Company, and...”  Woman: “Ms. Moon died.”  Telemarketer:  “Oh, I'm sorry to hear that. We were going to increase her credit limit.” Woman: “Wait a minute, I think I see signs of life.” (Jerry Bittle, in Geech comic strip)

The percentage of deceased Americans being cremated has nearly tripled in the past 25 years. Thirty percent of the 2.4 million people who died across the U.S. last year were cremated. (The Miami Herald, as it appeared in The Week magazine, February 17, 2006)
Spurred by changing social, spiritual and financial attitudes, America is on the way to joining the many other nations around the world in which cremation is the preferred disposition of the dead. 30%: The portion of U. S. deaths that result in cremation, a tenfold increase within two generations. In several Western states, the cremation rate is more than 60 percent. (Minneapolis-St. Paul Star Tribune, as appeared in Rocky Mountain News, on August 2, 2004)
 

Did you hear about the crossword puzzle addict who died? He was buried six feet down and three feet across. (Good Clean Jokes - Harvest House)
 

An armored truck in Archdale, N. C., ran off a highway and overturned, killing a security guard, who was crushed when more than $1 million fell on him. (Bill Flick)

Throughout Eastern Serbia, some newly rich peasants with hefty consumer appetites and a thriving cult of the dead have been building houses on the graves of their relatives, as a show of respect. Some people have even furnished their grave houses with stoves, refrigerators, televisions, video recorders and other appurtenances that they are sure their relatives’ spirits will enjoy in the afterlife. According to an old Slavic belief, if a dead man’s relatives neglect or forget him, his spirit will return to cause crop failure and family ruin. The people who build the grave houses are mostly those who profited handsomely by selling produce in Belgrade’s farm markets and by working abroad for hard currency, says Ivan Kovacevic, a Belgrade University professor of cultural anthropology. “They have so much money that they are itching to spend, and there is not other way to invest it,” reports Kovacevic. Other anthropologists say that the grave-house phenomenon would fade away as Yugoslavia adopts a market-based economy that would give people the opportunity to invest in more practical ways. (Chuck Sudetic, in New York Times, 1991)

Be careful when you dance around my grave – it might revive me. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
Death is delightful. Death is dawn, the waking from a weary night of fevers into Truth and Light. (Joaquin Miller, in Even So)

Death is not greatly in demand – but still each person is usually allowed only one. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
 

The recently widowed lady with a new diamond ring explained how she got it: “He left $1,000 for a casket and $5,000 for a stone. This is the stone." (L. M. Boyd)

A husband and wife went to the doctor. The husband is hard of hearing. The doctor says to the wife, “You’ve got to do three things to keep your husband well. First, you’ve got to keep everything real clean and smooth. You got to iron everything. Second, you’ve got to fix him fresh meals every day from scratch. No leftovers, no fast or frozen foods. Third, you’ve got to give him more loving.” They get home and the husband asks, “Well what did the doctor say?” The wife looks at him and responds, “You’re going to die.” (Tidbits)
 

Paul Harvey tells an amusing story about some airline baggage handlers who retrieved an animal carrier from the luggage bay of an airliner. As they removed the carrier, they made a gruesome discovery: the dog inside was dead. The baggage handlers panicked. They thought there might be lawsuits, and they might even lose their jobs. They told the woman passenger that her dog had been sent to another destination by mistake. It was not at all uncommon for baggage to be sent to the wrong city. They promised her they would find her dog and have it delivered to her. With that assurance, the woman went home. The baggage handlers then buried the woman's pet. Afterward, they set out to find another dog to replace the animal that had died. Finally, they found a dog that was a dead ringer for this woman's pet. They put the substitute dog in the animal carrier and sent it to the woman's address. The woman took one look at the dog and exclaimed, “That's not my dog! My dog is dead,” she told them. “I was bringing it home for burial.” (Paul Harvey, in For What It's Worth)

After our dog died, my parents had her cremated, and they placed the ashes in a special box on the fireplace mantel. One day the boy next door came over to play and noticed the fancy container. “What in the box?” he asked. “That’s our dog,” my mom replied. “Oh,” the boy simply said. A minute later he remarked, “He’s awfully quiet, isn’t he?” (John Ference, in Reader’s Digest)

Nelson: “Grampa, have you ever had any other dogs besides Roscoe?” Grandpa: “Oh, heck, yes, let’s see. There was Shep and Boots and Cleo and Patches and Chewey and . . .” Nelson: “What happened to ‘em? All of ‘em?” Grandpa: “They died. Yup.” Nelson whispers into Roscoe’s ear: “I’d keep my eyes open if I were you, boy.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)
I have never known a man who died from overwork, but many who died from doubt. (Charles Horace Mayo, American surgeon and co-founder of the Mayo Clinic (1865-1939)
 

Good week for The King, after Elvis Presley regained his proper berth as the world’s highest-earning dead celebrity. Presley, who will earn an estimated $49 million this year, was edged out in 2006 by Nirvana front man Kurt Cobain. (The Week magazine, November 9, 2007)

“It’s very beautiful over there” were Thomas Edison’s last words, which he uttered after briefly coming out of a two-day coma before passing away. (Harry Bright & Harlan Briscoe, in So, Now You Know, p. 156)

Some primitive New Guinea tribes – to embalm their dead – simply smoke the remains. (L. M. Boyd)

That the end of life should be death may sound sad; yet what other end can anything have? (George Santayana, philosopher)

Drive carefully. It’s true that a lot of things come to an end on Labor Day – but you don’t have to be among them. (Bill Moiles, in Worcester, Mass., Telegram)

Some people, though dead, can still be very entertaining. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

If the whole human race lay in one grave, the epitaph on its headstone might well be: “It seemed a good idea at the time.” (Dame Rebecca West)
That prince of Wales named Frederick died in 1707. On his tombstone is this epitaph: “Here lies Fred, he was alive and now he’s dead.” (L. M. Boyd)

Every man dies. Not every man truly lives. (Braveheart)

Somebody said to me, “I can’t believe Jerry Garcia is dead. And I thought, Doesn’t this guy know? Everybody’s dead. It’s all a matter of degree.” (George Carlin, in When Will Jesus Bring the Pork Chops?, p. 111)

Only 12 of the 38 states with the death penalty conducted executions in 2004. Eighty-five percent of the nation’s executions now take place in the South. (CNN.com, as it appeared in The Week magazine, January 14, 2005)

 W. C. Fields always referred to Death as “that fellow in the bright nightgown," and he always hated and dreaded Christmas. It is ironic that when “that fellow” came for him in 1946, it was on Christmas Day.
(J. Bryan, III, in Hodge Podge Two, p. 42)
Isaac Asimov tells the story of a fire-and-brimstone preacher who looked sternly down at the worshipers in his church one Sunday and said: “What a fearful thought it is that every member of this congregation must, sooner or later, die.” Everyone grew very somber at this point -- except for one gentleman who was sitting in the front pew with a disbelieving smile on his face. The preacher's face became quite red as he looked squarely at this man, and he said, “I repeat, every member of this congregation must, sooner or later, die.” This time an even bigger smile came over the man's face. At this point, the preacher addressed the man directly. “May I ask what you find so amusing in my statement?” he inquired. The man replied: “I assure you, I am not amused. But I am terribly relieved. You see, I am not a member of this congregation.” Asimov’s story gives a little comic relief in the contemplation of death and, as we lift from it the phrase “sooner or later,” we must acknowledge that some people do die sooner than their natural death. That is, they die spiritually premature to their physical demise – as Ezekiel showed the Hebrew’s with his powerful image of a vast plain of dry bones. (LectionAid)

Billy says to Jeffy: “If one of our fishes dies we hafta pick which way to go – burial or flushing.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

When my granddaughter was 5, she visited her great-grandparents in Clearwater, Florida. One day they took her to the beach, and on the way they saw some flamingos. “April,” said her great-grandmother, “I bet you’ve never seen a live flamingo before.” “No,” April said, “and I’ve never seen a dead one, either.” (Lydia Matriciano, in Reminisce magazine)

How come Korean apartment buildings don’t have a fourth floor? The word for four is “sah,” which also means “death.” So they skip labeling a fourth floor the way a lot of American builders skip labeling a thirteenth floor. (L. M. Boyd)

A woman was trying to get her mother to fly out for a visit. “No way am I getting on an airplane,” her mother said repeatedly. “Look, Mom, when it’s your time to go, it doesn’t matter if you’re on the ground or in the air.” “That doesn’t bother me,” her mother said. “I just don’t want to be that far off the ground when it’s the pilot’s time to go.” (Rocky Mountain News)
If a man hasn't discovered something that he will die for, he isn't fit to live. (Martin Luther King, Jr. (1929-1968)

For what is it to die but to stand naked in the wind and to melt into the sun? And what is it to cease breathing, but to free the breath from its restless tides that it may rise and expand and seek God unencumbered? Only when you drink from the river of silence shall you indeed sing. And when you have reached the mountain top, then you shall begin to climb. And when the earth shall claim your limbs, then shall you truly dance. (Kahlil Gibran)

God does not die on the day when we cease to believe in a personal deity, but we die on the day when our lives cease to be illumined by the steady radiance of a wonder, the source of which is beyond all reason. (Dag Hammarskjold)
 

When he wasn’t composing musical masterpieces, Richard Wagner oversaw the digging in his garden of his own grave. He was pretty proud of it. Even used to parade dinner guests out to it between courses. (L. M. Boyd)

Ten of the hairs on your head will stop growing today, if yours is a typical head. (L. M. Boyd)

J. K. Rowling may write for children, says Geordie Greig in the London Telegraph, but her underlying topic is deadly serious. “My books are largely about death,” says the author of the Harry Potter series. “They open with the death of Harry’s parents. There is (the villain) Voldemort’s obsession with conquering death and his quest for immortality at any price. I so understand why Voldemort wants to conquer death. We’re all frightened of it.” Her own terror of death is easy enough to trace. When Rowling was 15, her 35-year-old mother was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis; after a 10-year-long decline, she died in 1991. At the time, the penniless Rowling was working on a book about a boy with magical powers who goes off to study at a school of wizardry. “I was writing Harry Potter at the moment my mother died. But I had never told her. Dad called m at 7 o’clock the next morning and I just knew what had happened before he spoke. I was alternately a wreck and then in total denial.” Rowling, who has sold hundreds of millions of books, feels cheated that her mother never knew of her success. “Barely a day goes by when I do not think of her. There would be so much to tell her, impossibly much.” (The Week magazine, January 27, 2006)

Nurse Hathaway: “Why are you under the sheet?” Patient: “Because I’ve been dead for the past two days.” Nurse Hathaway: “But you’re still suffering from persistent headaches?” Patient: “Oh boy, am I ever.” Nurse Hathaway: “And what brought on these headaches?” Patient: “Death.” (ER)

It’s not healthy to look directly at death, without at least blinking. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
 

 “If I sold my house, had a big garage sale, and gave all my money to the church, would that get me into Heaven?” I asked the children in my Sunday School class. “No!" the children all answered. “If I cleaned the church every day and mowed the yard, would that get me into Heaven?” Again, the answer was, “No!” “Well, then, if I were kind to animals, gave candy to all the children, and loved my wife, would that get me into Heaven?” Again, they all answered, “No!” “Well,” I continued, “then how can I get into Heaven?” A 5-year-old boy shouted out, “YOU GOTTA BE DEAD!” (Kathy Wolfe, in Tidbits)

Alexander the Great was not the only human interred in a crock of honey. Ancient Egyptians routinely buried many of their dead that way. (L. M. Boyd)

We give our loved ones back to God. And just as He first gave them to us and did not lose them in the giving, so we have not lost them in returning them to Him. For life is eternal, love is immortal. Death is only a horizon, and a horizon is the limit of our earthly sight. (Helen Steiner Rice)

Death destroys a man; the idea of Death saves him. (E. M. Forster)

Original inscription on a North Carolina grave read: “As I am now, so must you be.  / Prepare for death and follow me.” Somebody added: “To follow you I’m not content.  / How do I know / Which way you went?” (L. M. Boyd)

Nothing dies so hard, or rallies so often, as intolerance. (Henry Ward Beecher)

A certain court jester went too far one day and insulted his king. The king became so infuriated he sentenced the jester to be executed. His court asked the king to have mercy on this man who had served him well for so many years. After a time, the king relented only enough to give the jester his choice as to how he would like to die. “If it’s all the same to you, my Lord,” the jester replied, “I’d like to die of old age.” (Rocky Mountain News)

 

By his resurrection Jesus revealed that life is greater than death and that death is but life's effort to free itself from man's self-imposed limitations. (Divine Science Textbook, p. 126)

One of Jesus' last words on the cross are recorded as “Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani” (Matthew 27:46), which Dr. George Lamsa says translates from the Aramaic, “My God, My God, for this was I kept.” Jesus certainly could have said, “I don't have to take this!” But, instead, He said, “This is a part of the great purpose of my quest to overcome death itself and prove the principle of the Divinity of Man.” (Eric Butterworth, in Discover The Power Within You, p. 92)
How come Orthodox Jews won’t use metal caskets for burial? Anything that prevents integration of the body with the soil is prohibited. (L. M. Boyd)

Steve Jobs was diagnosed with a rare form of pancreatic cancer in 2003 and had a liver transplant six years later, said The Washington Post. He rarely spoke of his illness but addressed it directly in a now-famous Stanford commencement speech in 2005. “No one wants to die,” he said. “Even people who want to go to heaven don’t want to die to get there. And yet death is the destination we all share. No one has ever escaped it. And that is as it should be, because death is very likely the single best invention of life. It is life’s change agent. (The Week magazine, October 21, 2011)

I am glad God saw Death and gave Death a job taking care of all who are tired of living: When all the wheels in a clock are worn and slow and the connections loose and the clock goes on ticking and telling the wrong time from hour to hour and people around the house joke about what a bum clock it is, how glad the clock is when the big Junk Man drives his wagon up to the house and puts his big arms around the clock and says: “You don’t belong here, you gotta’ come along with me.” How glad the clock is then, when it feels the arms of the Junk Man close around it and carry it away. (Carl Sandburg)
 

It’s an old tradition in Korea that a woman is not permitted to hold the hand of a dying man. (L. M. Boyd)

Famous last words:

- “I'll get a world record for this.”
- “Hey, there are no handles inside these car doors!”
- “What does this button do?”
- “The odds of that happening have to be a million to one!”
- “Pull the pin and count to what?”
- “Which wire was I supposed to cut?”
- “I've seen this done on TV.”
- “These are the good kind of mushrooms.”
- “What's that priest doing here?”
- “This doesn't taste right.”
- “I can make this light before it changes.”
- “I can do that with my eyes closed.”
- “Hey, that's not a violin!”
- “I don't think we're in Kansas anymore.”
- “OK, this is the last time.”
- “Now watch this.” (Rocky Mountain News)

We are here to laugh at the odds and live our lives so well that Death will tremble to take us. (Charles Bukowski, poet)
 

Loneliness in itself has never been known to cause death -- but it can make death more welcome. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

It’s funny the way most people love the dead. Once you’re dead, you’re made for life. (Jimi Hendrix)

As a physician who has been deeply privileged to share the most profound moments of people’s lives, including their final moments, let me tell you a secret. People facing death don’t think about what degrees they have earned, what positions they have held or how much wealth they have accumulated. At the end, what really matters – and is a good measure of a past life – is who you loved and who loved you. The circle of love is everything. (Dr. Bernadine Healy)

When will the mathematician die? When his number is up. (Rocky Mountain News)
 

The woman hurried home from her doctor's appointment, devastated by the medical report she had just received. When her husband came in from work, she told him, “Darling, the doctor said I have only 12 more hours to live. So I've decided we should go to bed and make passionate love throughout the night. How does that sound, dearest?” “Hey, that's fine for you,” replied the husband. “You don't have to get up in the morning!” (Lucille Selsor, in Reader's Digest)

In the Columbus, Indiana, newsletter of Creak, Inc.: “Three members have died since paying their dues, so I refunded their money because they would not be able to attend any meetings in 1993.” (Reader’s Digest)

After I’m dead I’d rather have people ask why I have no monument than why I have one. (Cato the Elder)

On the death of my mother, I found a friend's thought apt and consoling: “You can't weep for people who have left more in life than they have taken out.” (John J. McAleer, in Reader's Digest)

General Gaishi Nagaoka, known as the father of Japan's first air force, sported a mustache 22 inches long. When he died in 1933, the mustache, too, was buried with full honors. Beside him. In a separate coffin. (L. M. Boyd)

Don’t let it worry you – death is just a natural part of the aging process. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots) 

About 100 people die every minute – somewhere in the world. That means 6,000 deaths per hour, or 144,000 each and every day. So death as a natural phenomenon would be a major problem of human existence even if all crime, war and calamity could be eliminated. (A. S. Otto, Jr.)

The soul needs a physical body here, else it would not have evolved one; but, when by reason of disease, decay or accident, the physical body is no longer an adequate instrument through which the soul may function, it lays it aside and continues to function through a more subtle one. (Jim Ockley)

There is no Death! What seems so is transition; this life of mortal breath is but a suburb of the life Elysian, whose portal we call Death. (Longfellow)

It’s disgusting and it’s irritating and it’s frustrating, and if you can think of any other words, go ahead and use them. And I’m not dead. (Margaret C. Morris, 95, of Bellevue, Nebraska, after her insurance company and Medicare dropped her coverage because they presumed she was dead due to an apparent clerical error.) (Associated Press, as it appeared in the Rocky Mountain News, December 12, 2006)
Nothing is dead. Men feign themselves dead, endure funerals and mournful obituaries, and there they stand, looking out the window, sound and well in some new disguise. (Ralph Waldo Emerson)
It's impossible to experience one's death objectively and still carry a tune. (Woody Allen)

You only die once, but you can spend your whole life doing it. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

If everybody has a right to life, why hasn’t death been outlawed? (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
A 92-year-old woman, nearing death, awoke suddenly. “We have to change our teaching!” she declared. “There isn't supposed to be pain in heaven!” “Mother,” replied her daughter, “you're not in heaven yet, you're still here with us on earth.” “Oh,” said the woman, relieved. “It's all right then.” (Forum Letter, in Catholic Digest)

An elderly woman, who had never married, died. In her handwritten instructions for her memorial service, she made very clear that she did not want male pallbearers. She wrote, “They wouldn’t take me out while I was alive; I don’t want them to take me out when I’m dead.” (The Lutheran Witness)
 

One of the things you learn when you become a parent is the horrible thought that your children will be your children for the rest of your life. That's why there's death. (Bill Cosby)

An impassioned minister was visiting a country church and began his address with a stirring reminder: “Everybody in this parish is going to die.” The evangelist was discomfited to notice a man in the front pew who was smiling broadly. “Why are you so amused?” he asked. “I’m not in this parish,” replied the man. “I’m just visiting my sister for the weekend.” (Roger Delahunty)

The 106 death sentences handed down in the U.S. in 2009 were the fewest since the death penalty was reinstated by the Supreme Court in 1976. Eleven states are now considering abolishing executions, largely due to the high cost of handling the often decades-long appeals by death-row inmates. (CNN.com, as it appeared in The Week magazine, January 15, 2010)

Movie publicists in the 1930s put pet obituaries in newspapers on behalf of film stars, wherein said stars bid gentle goodbyes to dead dogs, cats, canaries, whatever. Made a pretty good impression, advertising some movies and activation another business: pet cemeteries. (L. M. Boyd)

I recall a man who had a nagging wife who was constantly scolding him on every occasion. When she passed away and they had the services at the graveside, there came a strange phenomenon. There was a great rolling peal of thunder and the jagged bolt of lightning in the sky. The bereaved husband contemplated this phenomenon for a moment, and finally turned to the minister and said, “Parson, I think she made it.”
(Senator Everett Dirksen)

For three days after death hair and fingernails continue to grow but phone calls taper off. (Johnny Carson)

My friend’s four-year-old daughter spotted some old photos on my piano. “Who’s that?” she asked, pointing to one of my grandmother. “That’s my dad’s mother,” I told her, explaining that the photo was taken a long time ago and that my grandmother is now dead. The girl looked puzzled and said, “Then why is she smiling?” (Misty McElroy, in Reader’s Digest)

That countless pioneers died along the old Oregon Trail is known. But not often is it reported that most of them were buried in accordance with a custom of the journey – heads pointing west. (L. M. Boyd)

Is there death on other planets? (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

As you live, believe in life. Always human beings will live and profess to greater, broader and fuller life. The only possible death is to lose belief in this truth simply because the great end comes slowly, because time is long. (W.E.B. Du Bois, American author and reformer))

If no one knows when a person is going to die, how can we say he died prematurely? (George Carlin, in When Will Jesus Bring the Pork Chops?, p. 110)

“I’m concerned about this prescription, Dr. Jones,” the woman said. “I thought you said I’d have to take it for the rest of my life.” “That’s true,” Dr. Jones said. “What’s the problem?” “It’s for 20 pills,” the patient said. “And it says, ‘No refills.’” (Rocky Mountain News)

Good week for: Last laughs, after Frederic J. Baur of Cincinnati, the deceased designer of the Pringles potato chip can, had his cremated remains buried in one of his tubular inventions. (The Week magazine, June 13, 2008)

Toledo, Ohio, native Fredric Baur was so proud of designing the container in 1966 for Pringles potato chips that he asked his family to bury him in one. In 2008, his family honored his request and buried part of his cremated remains in a Pringles can and part in an urn. (American Profile magazine)

Doctor: “What seems to be the problem, Mr. Purvis.” Mr. Purvis: “Nothing.” Doctor: “Nothing.” Mr. Purvis: “No, when I woke up this morning, nothing hurt.” Doctor: “Then why are you here?” Mr. Purvis: “Am I dead?” (Jerry Bittle, in Geech comic strip)

I bought my sons a pet rabbit after they promised they would take care of it. As expected, I ended up with the responsibility. Exasperated one evening, I said, “How many times do you think that rabbit would have died if I hadn’t looked after it?” “Once,” my 12-year-old son replied. (L. Barry Parsons, in Reader’s Digest)

 

It is a matter of record that one rattlesnake's heart continued to beat 59 hours after its head was chopped off. (L. M. Boyd) 

I’m always relieved when someone delivers a eulogy and I realize I’m listening to it. (George Carlin)
 

To have lost your reputation is to be dead among the living. (Quoted by S. H., Simmons, in New Speakers Handbook)

My last request: In my obituary, do not print a 50-year-old picture of me -- my friends won't recognize me. And don't print a picture of me smiling because it will look like I'm happy to be dead. (Kerley, in S.C.U.C.A. Regional Reporter)
 

Just after my retirement from 45 years of teaching, I decided to do some subbing for a local school. During one of my classes, I asked the children if they would be willing to die for a friend. “For example,” I asked, “would any of you be willing to die for me?” “That wouldn't be fair,” a young voice piped up. “You're going to die in a few years anyway.” (Rose Long, in Catholic Digest)

I know President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s last words were, “I have a terrific headache.” But what was the last significant thing he did? One of the last, at least: He tore up his draft card saying he wouldn’t need it anymore. (L. M. Boyd)

Die for this sacred cause! What makes it sacred? All those who’ve already died for it. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

All sadness in relation to the experience we call death passes when we understand the truth of the universe of form--that everything from the atom to the solar system is alive in God. (Nona L. Brooks, in Mysteries, p. 64)

For just $3900 you, too, can go into orbit! The only catch is, you've got to be dead first. The Celestis Group of Melbourne, Florida, will pack your condensed ashes in a lipstick-size capsule, place it in a spacecraft with 10,300 other astro-urns, and rocket you into space. Your loved ones will be able to see you whizzing around 2,200 miles overhead, because the satellite mausoleum will be gold-plated and visible through a telescope. The first space-hearse launch has been scheduled for early 1987. (Life)

As long as I have a want, I have reason for living. Satisfaction is death. (George Bernard Shaw)

When I was young the Dead Sea was still alive. (George Burns)
 

A father was at the beach with his children when the 4-year-old son ran up to him, grabbed his hand and led him to the shore, where a sea gull lay dead in the sand. “Daddy, what happened to him?” the boy asked. “He died and went to heaven,” the father replied. The boy thought a moment, then said, “Did God throw him back down?” (Rocky Mountain News)
 

When a person is dying, hearing is the last sense to go. Sight is the first.  (Uncle John’s Unstoppable Bathroom Reader, p. 299)
I think we're finally at a point where we've learned to see death with a sense of humor. I have to. When you're my age, it's as if you're a car. First a tire blows, and you get that fixed. Then a headlight goes, and you get that fixed. And then one day, you drive into a shop, and the man says, “Sorry, Miss, they don't have this make anymore.” (Katharine Hepburn)

There is an old legend about a rich merchant in Baghdad who sent his servant to the market. While he was at the marketplace, he was jostled by someone in the crowd. When he turned around he saw a woman in a long black cloak and knew it was Death. The servant ran home to his master and in a trembling voice told him about the encounter and how Death had looked at him and made a threatening gesture. The servant begged his master to loan him a horse so he could ride to Samarra and hide so Death would not find him. The master agreed and the servant galloped away. Later the merchant went down to the marketplace and saw Death standing nearby. The merchant asked, “Why did you make a threatening gesture to my servant and frighten him?” “That was not a threatening gesture,” Death replied. “It was just that I was startled to see him in Baghdad because I have an appointment with him tonight in Samarra!” (Sermon illustration used by Peter Marshall, retold by Alice Gray in Stories for the Heart)

Up to about a hundred years ago the custom of “sin-eating" was widespread in England and in the Highlands of Scotland. When someone died, the official village sin-eater was notified. He went at once to the house of the deceased, sat on a stool near the door, and consumed a groat, a crust of bread, and a bowl of ale. When finished he would rise and announce the peace of the departed soul, for whom he thus had just traded his own soul. For some people I can think of, it would take a lot more than a groat and a crust of bread! (Bernie Smith, in The Joy of Trivia, p. 7)

Going to sleep is not really a bad way to end a day – or a life. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

The peak time of day for deaths is reported to be about 6 a.m. Medical statisticians say they’re trying to link that fact with sleep disorders, but are not sure they can. (L. M. Boyd)

Overheard: “When I die, I want to go peacefully in my sleep like my grandfather – not screaming like the passengers in his car.” (Robert Marks, in Reader’s Digest)

A woman in Florida is having trouble convincing the Social Security Administration that she’s still alive. When Josephine Miskowitz, 78, stopped getting her monthly benefit checks, she went straight to the Social Security office, where a worker informed her, “You’re deceased.” Miskowitz presented photo ID and filled in a form attesting to her pre-deceased status, but three months of checks have still not arrived. “If they keep this up,” said Miskowitz, “I will be dead in a couple of months.” (The Week magazine, June 17, 2005)

Don’t look forward to the day you stop suffering, because when it comes you’ll know you’re dead. (Tennessee Williams)

One day a telemarketer called a number and asked for Mr. Morgan. The woman who answered said he no longer lived there, but she had a number where he could be reached. The telemarketer thanked the woman, called the number and was greeted with, “Good morning, Highland View Cemetery.” (Rocky Mountain News) 

Most people would sooner die than think; in fact, they do so. (Bertrand Russell)

The timing of death, like the ending of a story, gives a changed meaning to what preceded it. (Mary Catherine Bateson, author)
 

Many people's tombstones should read, “Died at 30. Buried at 60.” (Nicholas Murray Butler, American educator)

Death is always and under all circumstances a tragedy, for if it is not, then it means that life itself has become one. (Theodore Roosevelt, American president)

If a little tree grows in the shade of a larger tree, it will die small. (Senegalese Proverb)

I recently revisited the little town of Lakeside, California and was reminded of how things were there in 1949. As you drove into town, which was all of two blocks long, from the west, there was a stretch of road lined with cork elm trees that formed a tunnel. At the beginning of the tree tunnel was a billboard-size sign that read, “Please Drive Carefully. This Is a One-Hearse Town.” There was, in fact, a mortuary on Main Street. It’s still in business. (Sister Anna Mary Meyer, in Reminisce)

The highest tribute to the dead is not grief but gratitude. (Thornton Wilder)
 

The trouble with death is that it doesn't fit with anything else in my plans. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
 

A woman picked through the frozen turkeys at the grocery store, but she couldn't find one large enough to feed her family. “Do these turkeys get any bigger?” she asked a stock boy. “No, ma'am,” he replied. “They're dead.” (The American Legion magazine)

John DeFrain, a social researcher at the University of Nebraska, has studied about 500 families who have experienced unexpected death. “At first,” he says, “they are so stunned they don’t even know what they need to do, let alone tell others how to help.” This is why people who are grief-stricken seldom respond to the well-meaning offer, “If there is anything I can do, let me know.” (Barbara Russell Chesser, in Reader’s Digest)

I can only live until I die – that’s all anyone can do – yet somehow it’s not enough. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots) 
Let thy vices die before thee. (Ben Franklin)
 

Nobody knows where the body of Voltaire is. It was stolen from its tomb in the nineteenth century and has never been recovered. The theft was discovered in 1864, when the tomb was opened and found empty. (David Louis, in Fascinating Facts, p. 124)

Why do we call it a wake? You don’t expect anyone to wake up, do you? – Karen: In the sense of a pre-burial vigil, wake derives from an old Indo-European word meaning to be active, which evolved in many directions, including the idea of watching or guarding, as in a vigil or wake, according to the Word Detective (word-defective.com). (Rocky Mountain News)

It’s reported but not confirmed that Oscar Wilde on his deathbed addressed these last words to his wallpaper: “One of us has got to go.” (L. M. Boyd)

 

An attorney I know once drafted wills for an elderly husband and wife who had been somewhat apprehensive about discussing death. When they arrived to sign the documents, he ushered the couple into his office. “Now,” he said to them, “which one of you wants to go first?” (Robert W. Cunningham, in Reader's Digest)

Almost everybody has heard the dying words of Great Britain’s renowned Cecil Rhodes, but hardly anybody knows who actually said them: “So much to do, and so little time.” (L. M. Boyd)
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