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Every living thing fears death. An animal instinctively runs from the hunter, perhaps to 

live only briefly away from the final bullet. Reprobate man fears death as a termination of any 

conscious life at the least, or at most, a time of judgment. A child of God quite understandably 

fears death too. This is not wrong. 

It is no sin to be fearful of the indignity, pain and loneliness of death. It is not wrong to be 

afraid of dying. What the child of God all too often fails to remember, though, is that while dying 

may be very difficult, death itself is glorious. While we must summon all our faith and courage 

to fail and die, even though it may be a brief thing, we must look beyond dying to death, that is, 

to the last gentle sigh of a life slipping from earth to heaven. To shut our eyes to earth and open 

them in glory is a wonderful thing. 

To watch a dear one die, no matter what the age, is a sad and painful thing. We ache 

hourly with the loss that is ours, we grieve ceaselessly in our hearts because, for us, there are 

only memories to hold. There are a thousand “If I had onlies” . . . If I had only said once more 

that I loved him .... If I had only been there .... If I had only had one more chance. There are a 

hundred unsaid, undone things to torture mind and soul. There are no tomorrows to set things 

right, there is only yesterday and that is forever gone. Death is a very painful thing for those who 

are left behind. 

Death is very painful, but greatly wonderful. It is a glorious thing to know a dear 

parent is rejoicing in heaven, with no pain or tears. It is a wonderful thing to know a close friend 

has joined the church victorious. It is a particularly wonderful thing to know a loved child has 

escaped this world of sorrow and sin to rest peacefully in the bosom of the Master. We grieve, 

not for the dead, but for ourselves and too easily we forget the special joy of life in glory. 

How marvelous to simply shut our eyes to open them again in glory. How wonderful to 

put off all corruption and live in constant consciousness of the glory of the Father. How utterly 

enthralling to be in the presence of Christ and His Church victorious. 

Lest we forget .... How wonderful to know that a loved one has such joy. How glorious to 

realize that you share in the hourly approach of such glory. For a parent, how wonderful to know 

that God in you has created a soul for the Church in glory. How wonderful. 

Dying is not a wonderful thing. It is the final struggle between mortality and immortality. 

Often it is a thing of fear. Yet, beyond dying is the moment of death, the hour of victorious 

passing from sadness to joy inexpressible, and this is wonderful. In death we stand on the portal 

of life, but a breath away. We can hear the trumpet of the angel sound, and for those who have 

gone before we can but say: We grieve, but the angels rejoice, another saint is come home. Truly 

death is a wonderful tiling, for the angels rejoice. 
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“So teach us to number our days, that we may get us a heart of wisdom.”  Psalm 90:12 
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