Hello everyone. As most of you already know, Brother John Barris passed away this morning. I just wanted to share some thoughts on eldership, and also to honor Brother Barris' memory. 

For those of you who didn't know him, he was an elder at the church which Dustin and I attend. The church of Christ leadership structure is a little bit different from the denominational world, so let me try to explain what an elder is to us. Churches are (or are supposed to be) led by a group of elders. To become an elder, you are appointed by an evangelist, and you have to meet certain criteria that are set forth in the bible. Among the qualifications are being blameless, patient, apt to teach, vigilant, temperate, hospitable, and the list goes on. It's not something you can just become overnight. It's a lifestyle, and to become an elder is something that you have to work a long time for. So, to say that we've lost an elder means that we've lost a great leader; and not only that, but a very good friend. Elders are people that you can go to with any problem, addiction, or trouble. They treat you with respect, give you spiritual guidance, and treat the matter with the utmost discretion. So, it's a devastating loss to the congregation and to many across the brotherhood.

I've known Brother John my whole life. He used to deliver fruit baskets and balloons to people in the hospital. He delivered one such basket to my parents when I was born. He preached the morning of the day I was baptized, and I still remember a part of the sermon. It was very powerful. He was so intelligent and funny. I loved visiting with him and Judy. Brother John was someone I always felt comfortable around. He always had something good to say, was always smiling, and he just had this warm, inviting aura. I think for the rest of my life, I will remember him smiling at me as I walked into the church building, greeting me with a hug and sometimes, a kiss on the cheek. It was always welcome, always made me happy, and the thought warms my heart. I think he greeted everyone in a similar manner. If you were ever a recipient, no matter how you felt coming in, you felt like you were precious to him...there's no doubt in my mind that you felt that way because he truly loved people and cared for them.

Brother John helped me realize what true faith is. It's a faith that does the right thing because it's right, not out of any expectation of reward. He made me ask myself if I would still do the right thing and still love God even if I had no promise of a home in heaven. Luckily, the church does have that promise. He also helped me realize that sin isn't just something that's wrong...that sins aren't merely something that you don't do because your parents told you not to and because the preachers told you not to. He helped me realize that when I sin, I am sinning against God - the God who created me, loves me, and has given me every thinkable blessing. He helped me understand what a terrible thing it is to sin. It's something that I'm still working on remembering.

He was ready to face his death. He was at peace with the fact that his life was coming to a close. I hope I can die that way, with that kind of confidence and peace. 

Rev 7:11 And all the angels stood around the throne, and the elders, and the four living creatures, and they fell before the throne on their faces and worshiped God, 
Rev 7:12 saying, Amen! Blessing and glory and wisdom and thanksgiving and honor and power and might be to our God forever and ever. Amen. 

I won't pretend to understand everything about Revelations, but I imagine that Brother John is among the elders worshipping God. It's a beautiful picture. When I think of him there, I can't help but be glad for him. I believe that one day, I will see him again, and he will be there with other elders around the throne of God saying "Amen! Blessing and glory and wisdom and thanksgiving and honor and power and might be to our God forever and ever. Amen." Wow.

