Waiting For Death
Edwin Shneidman was not afraid of death. He studied it all his life.  L.A. Times Photographer Liz Balen produced this 3-minute piece right before Schneidman passed away.
Edwin Shneidman Hmm... hmm.. I was said today by something that you two could not have known and for a moment to start  at the deterioration of the statue. I have seen it in months and all of a sudden it's falling apart and it say paradigm of me I'm made of statue. On 90 I don't think I'll be 95,94, I don't think 91. I have expressed disappointment arriving alive at the year. I sobbed really with disappointment oh damn! It was the perfect time to die. I believe in authority. A Jew is as a person who takes umbrage at an anti-Semitic remark of the kind of Jew I am. Who recognizes that there's a greater urge to somehow live on to survive yourself. And you make up in a hereafter and the deity into a whole panoply of Gods, of some Gods, Saints and Hall of Fame is such gratuitous bolster. After sputnik we looked around the heavens and what we found was detritus and debris, and junk floating in space. Personal spirit or so I will be dead, get that through your thick head, I'll be dead. And I'll live in quote marks, in my children, in my DNA, in my books, and my reputation. It's a sample of that.

