Heaven - Funnies
Art, one of my co-workers, was commenting that he is not worried about going to heaven because every week at church all the people say, “Art in heaven,” as part of their prayers. One of the secretaries heard his remark, and retorted, “No, that’s not what they’re saying: they say, “Who? Art in heaven?” (Jim Mello, in Catholic Digest)

Dolly: “If we send astronauts to Mars, do they hafta drive past Heaven?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

An attorney died and went to heaven. As he approached the Pearly Gates, he noticed an orchestra playing and thousands of angels cheering. St. Peter himself rushed over to shake the lawyer’s hand. “This is quite a reception,” marveled the new arrival. “You’re very special,” St. Peter explained. “We’ve never had anyone live to be 130 before.” The attorney was puzzled. “But I’m only 65.” St. Peter thought for a moment. “Oh,” he said, “we must have added up your billing hours.” (David Micus, in Reader’s Digest)

Carl and Abe are two old baseball fanatics. They agree that whoever dies first will try to come back and tell the other one if there's baseball in heaven. One evening Abe passes away in his sleep. A few nights later Carl hears what sounds like Abe's voice. “Abe, is that you?” he asks. “Of course it's me,” Abe replies. “I can't believe it,” Carl whispers. “So tell me, is there baseball in heaven?” “Well, I have good news and bad news,” Abe says. “The good news is, yes, there's baseball in heaven. The bad news is you're pitching tomorrow night.” (David Dangler, in Reader's Digest)

Overheard at a church meeting: “Our annual bazaar was rather like heaven. Many we expected to see there were absent.” (Kelly Fordyce) 

The works of Mark Twain are known throughout the world, but not many people are familiar with one of the last things he wrote, just a few days before his death. It was some advice on how to behave at the Pearly Gates. Among his pointers were: Upon arrival do not speak to St. Peter until spoken to. Do not begin any remark with, “Say.” Leave your dog outside. Heaven goes by favor. If it went by merit, you would stay out and the dog would go in. (Bits & Pieces)

If I believed that the kingdom of heaven was up there somewhere, I would have rented the upper room. (Ralph Waldo Emerson)

As a kid I never believed in heaven. It was hard enough for me to believe in Kansas. (Woody Allen)

An American, a Scot and a Canadian were killed in a car accident. They arrived at the gates of heaven, where a flustered St. Peter explained that there had been a mistake. “Give me $500 each,” he said, “and I’ll return you to earth as if the whole thing never happened.” “Done,” said the American. Instantly, he found himself standing unhurt near the scene. “Where are the others?” asked a medic. “Last I knew,” said the American, “the Scot was haggling price, and the Canadian was arguing that his government should pay.” (The Jokesmith)

Two guys, Jimmy and Johnny, were standing at heaven’s gate, waiting to be interviewed by St. Peter. Jimmy: “How did you get here?” Johnny: “Hypothermia. You?” Jimmy: “You won’t believe it. I was sure my wife was cheating on me, so I came home early one day hoping to find the guy. I accused my wife of unfaithfulness and searched the whole house without any luck. Then I felt so badly about the whole thing I had a massive heart attack.” Johnny: “Oh, man, if you had checked the walk-in freezer, we’d both be alive.” (Faiz Rahman, in Reader’s Digest)

Heart: “Hot chocolate! It’s Christmas day at last! Woo-hoo! C’mon, Mom! Don’t you want to see what Santa brought you?” Mom: “If there’s a God in heaven, it’s coffee and facial surgery.” Heart: “Sheesh, Mom! You act like you’ve never been up at 4:30 before!” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)

Three couples are in line at the Pearly Gates. St. Peter says to the first couple, “Sorry, you can't come in.” “Why not?” asks the husband. “Because all the two of you ever cared about was drinking. You were either drunk or hung over. You didn't have a sober day in your marriage,” says St. Peter. “Not true!” pleads the couple. “Really now?” asks St. Peter. “What's your wife's name?” “Sherry,” says the man. “See, you even married a woman named after a drink!” says St. Peter, as he releases a trap door, sending them straight to hell. Then he tells the second couple they can't get into Heaven, either. “Why not?” they ask. “Because all you ever cared about was making money, and you didn't care how you did it. You would cheat anybody, anytime to make your fortune,” says St. Peter. “You even cheated your own brothers out of their inheritance.” “That's not true!” pleads the husband. “What's your wife's name?” queries St. Peter. “Penny,” says the husband. “See?” says St. Peter. “You even have a wife named after money.” He releases the trap door, sending them down to hell. The third husband, in dismay, says to his wife, “Fanny, I don't think we stand a chance!” (Rocky Mountain News)

While handing a cents-off coupon to the supermarket clerk at the checkout counter, I inadvertently missed her hand, and the coupon slipped beneath the scale and was gone. “The checker looked distressed, so I said, “That’s okay, it’s in coupon heaven now.” “Coupon heaven?” she repeated. “Yes,” I told her. “That’s where coupons go when they die.” “Only the redeemed ones!” she answered. (Tom Kohlhepp, in Reader’s Digest)

“What have you done to deserve entry into heaven?” St. Peter asked a man at the Pearly Gates. “I once came upon a gang of toughs threatening a woman,” the man said. “I went up to the biggest one, punched him in the nose, kicked over his Harvey and ripped out his nose ring. I said to the rest of the gang, “Leave this poor woman alone or you’ll answer to me!” S. Peter was impressed. “When did this happen?” “A couple of minutes ago,” the man said. (Rocky Mountain News)

A Pennsylvania citizen, arriving in heaven, was asked to share some experience from his earthly days. The new arrival jumped at the opportunity. “I survived the Johnstown flood of 1889. Over two thousand people perished in the destruction. It was one of America’s worst disasters. I’ve told the story over and over. Now I can tell it up here.” “That will be fine,” said his guide. “But remember – Noah will be out there in the audience.” (Leslie B. & Bernice Flynn, in Humorous Incidents and Quips for Church Publications, p. 20)

A doctor died and was sitting at the gates of heaven waiting for a space to open up so he could finally get in to see God. While he was waiting, a guy in a white coat ran out of heaven. Then the guy returned and walked right back in, he didn't even have to wait! The doctor was pretty upset and said to the gatekeeper, “How come that guy gets to go in and out and I have to just wait here?” “Oh,” said the gatekeeper, “That guy? That's God, He likes to play doctor.” (On Course magazine)
St. Peter looked at a new arrival, checked the book and said “You’re not supposed to be here for five years. Who was your doctor?” (One Course magazine)

Confronted by two doctors and an HMO manager at the Pearly Gates, St. Peter asked them to identify and explain themselves. The first doctor stepped forward. “I was a pediatric spine surgeon and helped children overcome deformities!” “You may enter,” St. Peter said. The second doctor stepped up. “I was a psychiatrist and helped people find peace?” St. Peter ushered him through the gates. The HMO manager stepped forward. “As an HMO manager, I helped people get cost-effective health care!” St. Peter waved him forward, but stopped him right as he got to the gates. “You may stay for three days. After that, you’re out of here.” (Andy Chapp, The Funnies)

A thought to remember: In doggie heaven, who is assigned to throw tennis balls for all eternity? (Reminisce magazine)

Those who visit Glasgow, Scotland, likely learn of Wellington Church, made famous for a quarter of a century by the great preaching ministry of George H. Morrison. Morrison told of a dream in which he came up to the gate of heaven and Peter did not know him. And what was worse there was not even any record of him. “But I'm Morrison of Wellington,” protested the minister. “Never heard of you,” said Peter. “But,” stammered Morrison, “haven't you heard of my sermons which people said had the beauty and charm of poetry?” “No,” replied Peter again. “But I'm Morrison of Wellington -- there must be some mistake!” came the anxious plea. Then Peter asked, “What is your full name?” “Why,” George Herbert Morrison,” said the minister with relieved anticipation. “Ah,” said Peter. “I have a notation here that George Herbert Morrison once spent a whole night at the bedside of a dying man.” (John M. Drescher, in Pulpit Digest)

A little old lady died and went to heaven. Five years later her husband died. When he arrived in heaven, his wife couldn’t wait to show him around, pointing out what a beautiful place it was. “Yes, it certainly is,” said her husband, “and if it hadn’t been for that blamed fiber diet of yours, I could have been enjoying it years ago!” (Rachel Welborne, in Reminisce magazine)

A golfer set his ball on the first tee, took his first swing of the round, and hit into a clump of trees halfway down the fairway. When he found his ball, he noticed a narrow opening between two trees. Believing he could hit through the opening with his 3-wood, he took a hard swing. The ball smacked a tree dead on, bounced back, hit him in the forehead, and killed him. In heaven, he met his dad, who had taught him to play golf. His dad said, “I thought you were a better golfer than that.” The son replied, “Hey, I got here in two, didn’t I?” (The Lutheran Witness)

My 4-year-old niece was visiting me one day. I told her that if she was a naughty girl, she wouldn’t get into Heaven. “Oh, yes, I will,” she said. “My grandma’s up there and she’ll let me in.” (Harriet Anderson, in Reminisce magazine)

A preacher was speaking to a Sunday School class. He had finished speaking on the joys and wonders of heaven. Then he asked, “How many would like to go to heaven?” All but one boy raised his hand. “Harvey, don't you want to go to heaven?” he asked. “Yes, I want to go,” replied the boy, “but my mother told me to come right home after Sunday School.” (Rev. Leon Hill, in O' For The Life Of A Preacher, p. 63)

The evangelist was approaching the finale of his fiery discourse, and his voice rose as he thundered out, “Do you want to go to Heaven? Everyone who wants to go to Heaven, stand up!” The congregation rose all at the same time, except for Jed Hatfield, the local ne'er-do-well. For a moment, the preacher was speechless, then he demanded, “Brother Hatfield, don't you want to go to Heaven?” Jed looked up and drawled, “Nope. These Tennessee hills is good enough for me.” (King Duncan & Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 106)

Remember: When you die you don't have to do homework in heaven unless your teacher is there too. (On Course magazine)

After Brett Favre dies and enters the Pearly Gates, God takes him on a tour. He shows Brett a little two-bedroom house with a faded Green Bay Packers banner hanging from the front porch. “This is your house, Brett. Most people don't get their own houses up here,” God says. Brett looks at the house, then turns around and looks at the one sitting on top of the hill. It's a huge mansion with white marble columns and little patios under all the windows. Colorado flags line both sides of the sidewalk, and a huge Broncos banner hangs between the marble columns. “Thanks for the house, God,” Brett says, “but let me ask you a question. I get this little two-bedroom house with a faded banner, and John Elway gets a mansion with brand-new Broncos banners and flags flying all over the place. Why is that?” God looks at him seriously for a moment, then with a smile says, “That's not Elway's house. It's mine.”
(George Fentress, in Rocky Mountain News)

On our first visit to the United States, we stood in a long line at the airport waiting for clearance through immigration. The officer carefully examined everyone’s credentials. When our turn finally came, I jokingly remarked that it seemed to be more difficult to get into the United States than to enter the kingdom of heaven. Without hesitation the immigration official replied, “Buddy, there’s a lot more folks tryin’!” (A. Cameron, in Reader’s Digest)

A young couple was called to heaven before they could be married. The disappointed groom took St. Peter aside and asked him if it was still possible for them to be married. “I’m afraid you’ll have to wait,” St. Peter replied. “Check back after five years, and if you still want to be married we will talk about it.” Five years passed and the couple came back, repeating their request. “Sorry, you must wait another five years,” St. Peter told them. Fortunately after the wait St. Peter said they could be married. The wedding was beautiful and at first the couple was happy, but then they realized they had made a mistake. They went to see St. Peter, this time to ask for a divorce. “What?” St. Peter asked. “It took us ten years to find a minister in heaven, and now you want a lawyer?” (Quoted by Linda Vaughan in San Antonio Express News)

During a sermon our pastor stated that money wasn't important in the afterlife, because in heaven, there is no money. I overheard one parishioner whisper to her mother, “Did you hear that, Mom? We're already in heaven.” (Kevin Wild)

Mother Teresa arrives in heaven. “Be thou hungry?” God asks. Mother Teresa nods. He serves them each a humble sandwich of tuna and rye bread. Meanwhile, the sainted woman looks down to see gluttons in hell devouring steaks, lobsters and wine. The next day God invites her to join him for another meal. Again, it’s tuna on rye. Again, she sees the denizens of hell feasting. The following day, as another can of tuna is opened, Mother Teresa meekly says, “I am grateful to be here with you as a reward for the pious life I led. But I don’t get it: All we eat is tuna and bread, while in the other place they eat like kings. “Let’s be honest,” God says with a sigh, “for just two people, does it pay to cook?” (Reader’s Digest)

St. Peter was making his rounds and stopped in mouse heaven. “How is everything?” he asked one of the mice. “Well,” said the mouse, “we’re having trouble jumping from one cloud to the other because our legs are too short.” St. Peter said he’d fix that. He gave all the mice skateboards. On his next rounds, St. Peter stopped in cat heaven and asked how thing were. “Couldn’t be better,” said the cat, “especially since you added ‘Meals on Wheels’!” (Jean Gerardo, in Reminisce Extra magazine)

Little Bobbie, scolded for being naughty, was asked by his mother, “How do you expect to get into heaven?” He thought for a moment and then replied: “I'll just run in and out and keep slamming the door until they say, ‘For goodness sake, come in or stay out.’ Then I'll go in.” (C. J. Papara, in Guideposts magazine) 

Mildred was a very old woman living in a retirement home. One day she was sitting and talking with a friend of similar age. “I’m getting so old,” Mildred said to her companion, “that all my friends who are already in heaven must be thinking that I didn’t make it!” (“The Cross & Crown” Our Savior Lutheran Church, as it appeared in The Lutheran Witness)

The Rev. Billy Graham tells of a time early in his career when he arrived in a small town to preach a sermon. Wanting to mail a letter, he asked a young boy where the post office was. When the boy had told him, Dr. Graham thanked him and said, “If you'll come to the Baptist church this evening, you can hear me telling everyone how to get to heaven.” “I don't think I'll be there,” the boy said. “You don't even know your way to the post office.” (Bits & Pieces) 

The quickest way to heaven: Stand in Dublin and say: “To hell with the pope.” (On Course magazine)

Two ministers died and went to heaven. St. Peter greeted them and said, “Your condos aren’t ready yet. Until they’re finished, you can return to earth as anything you want.” “Fine,” said the first minister. “I’ve always wanted to be an eagle soaring over the Grand Canyon.” “And I’d like to be a real cool stud,” said the second. Poof! Their wishes were granted. When the condos were finished St. Peter asked an assistant to bring back the two ministers. “How will I find them?” the assistant asked. “One is soaring over the Grand Canyon,” St. Peter replied. “The other may be tough to locate. He’s somewhere in Detroit – on a snow tire.” (Donna S. Tipton, in Reader’s Digest)

There was a certain man who was not everything he ought to be and he knew it! In fact, when he finally passed from this life to the next one he was deeply concerned that St. Peter wouldn't let him through the Pearly Gates. But when he got to his destination, he was welcomed with open arms. “Are you certain that you didn't make a mistake?” he asked St. Peter. “You see, there are certain parts of my life of which I'm sort of ashamed.” St Peter answered, “No, we didn't make a mistake. You see, we don't keep any records.” The man was greatly relieved and overjoyed. Then he saw another group of men over in a corner beating their heads against a celestial wall and clenching their firsts and stamping their feet in disgust. “What is the matter with them?” the man asked St. Peter. “Oh,” said St. Peter with a smile, “They also thought we kept records.” (King Duncan & Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 104)

Three friends arrive at the Pearly Gates at the same time. As part of their orientation to heaven, St. Peter asks what kind of remarks they would most like to hear from their family and friends at their funerals. “I would like to hear them say I was a great doctor and a good family man,” said the first. “I would like to hear that I was a wonderful husband and that, during my career as a school teacher, I made a difference in many lives,” chimed in the second fellow. “Those both sound terrific,” replied the third, “but I’d like to hear them say, ‘Look! He’s moving!’” (Pat Patel, in Reader’s Digest)

Frank says to Ernest as he enters the Pearly Gates: “I’m denying you entry pending a report from our special prosecutor.” (Bob Thaves, in Frank & Ernest comic strip)

An exasperated mother, whose son was always getting into mischief, finally asked him, “How do you expect to get into Heaven?” The boy though it over and said, “Well, I’ll run in and out and in and out and keep slamming the door until St. Peter says, ‘For Heaven’s sake, Dylan, come in or stay out!’” (Tidbits of Denver)

There is a story about two fellows who died at ripe old ages and went on to Heaven. It was, of course, the most beautiful, wonderful place imaginable. One of them, eyes misting with tears, remarked, “Isn't this marvelous?” And the other said, “Yes, and to think we could have gotten here so much sooner if we hadn't eaten all that oat bran.”
(King Duncan & Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace,  p. 21) 

Stand up if you want to go to heaven!” the preacher exhorted his congregation. The worshipers rose as one, with the exception of a man in the front pew. “Are you telling me you do not want to go to heaven?” thundered the preacher. “When I die, yes,” the man expounded. “But I thought you were getting up a load right now.” (The Rotarian)

“Mummy,” said little Brian, “Percy doesn't know how to swim because his mom won't let him go near the water.” “Well, Percy is a very good little boy.” “Yep,” little Brian answered reflectively, “and I suppose he'll go to Heaven the first time he falls in the lake.” (Weekly Progress)

It is my heart-warming and world-embracing hope that all of us – the high, the low, the rich, the poor, the admired, the despised, the loved, the hated, the civilized and the savage – may eventually be gathered in a heaven of everlasting rest and peace and bliss – except the inventor of the telephone. (Mark Twain) 

If Heaven had a Web site, we could send e-mail to Granddad. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

A guy died and is at the Pearly Gates while St. Peter leafs through his Big Book to see whether the guy is worthy. He goes through the book several times and says: “I can't see that you ever did anything really bad in your life, but you never did anything really good either. If you can point to one really good deed, you're in.” The guy thinks for a moment and says: “Well, there was this one time when I was drivin' down the highway and saw a biker gang assaulting this poor girl. I slowed down and saw them ripping the clothes off this terrified woman. I stopped, grabbed a tire iron and walked up to the leader of the gang, a huge guy with a studded leather jacket and a chain running from his nose to his ear. I ripped the leader's chain off his face and smashed him over the head with the tire iron. Then I yelled to the rest of them: ‘Leave this poor, innocent girl alone! Go home before I teach you all a lesson in pain.’” “Really?” says St. Peter, impressed. “When did this happen?” “Oh, about two minutes ago.” (Rocky Mountain News)
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