
DILIGENCE
“We want each of you to show this same diligence to the very end,

in order to make your hope sure.” — Hebrews 6:11
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Dad Was A Good Man— But That Won’t Get ‘em To Heaven

Not too long ago we attended the funeral for the father of our local minister. We

had — for several years — lived in the town where his father had spent his

whole life. At the time we lived there, the man who is now our minister was just a

“kid” — and in my Sunday school class. His mother was a faithful and dedicated

Christian. During the years we lived in that community — we seldom saw our

minister’s father. We hardly even knew him at all. We surely didn’t know him

well. He wasn’t a Christian and he didn’t ever attend church with his wife.

Attending his funeral provided me with much food for thought. The visitation was quite

extraordinary. There were hundreds of people there. When we arrived — the line —

after winding around through several rooms inside the funeral home — extended out

the front door and down the sidewalk. It was quite evident  that the man in the casket

was very well liked in that small town in which he had lived his 75 years of life.

If the visitation was extraordinary, the funeral the next day was even more so.

There was, once again, a large crowd in attendance. Those who had not been

there the evening before to pay their respects to the family were filing past the

casket — making feeble efforts to offer words of comfort to his surviving wife,

his son who is now our minister, as well as two other sons.

Then it was time for the service to begin. First, there were a couple of songs

played through the speaker system of the funeral home, then the minister of the

congregation there in that small rural area spoke a few words — most of which

were quite typical for such an occasion. He offered both words of consolation

and words of encouragement to the many who were there to celebrate a life

lived as well as grieve for the life that was now gone.

Then there was another minister who came to the podium to speak. That minister

was the man who had — only a few short years ago — talked to the deceased

man about Jesus Christ and told him how he needed to accept Christ in the

watery grave of baptism. It wasn’t like this minister was talking to someone

who knew nothing about the Gospel. The man to whom he spoke had spent all

of his married life watching a wife who was dedicated to the Lord. He watched

her take the boys to Sunday school and worship. He watched her serve the Lord

in more ways than can be counted — yet never — had he been moved to be

baptized for the remission of his sins. But — that time — when that minister

spoke to him — it was different. He had said “yes, I want to be baptized.”
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on their turf — turf where they were comfortable. We know that Jesus did the

same. He associated with the sinners and with those who were often times not well

respected within the sterile and pristine environment demanded by the Pharisees.

Now, we’re not saying that repentance doesn’t demand change. What we are saying

is that repentance also doesn’t demand that we build a wall around us that will

forever keep all the “bad guys” out. We were one of the bad guys before we accepted

Christ. If we build a wall high enough that nothing we would define as sin will ever

be allowed inside of that wall — no bad words will ever penetrate it — no drinking

friends will be permitted to come near us again — then — how will the bad guys

ever hear about Jesus? Could that be why churches are no longer reaching the lost?

Have we withdrawn into an impenetrable, protective wall that allows us to consider

ourselves to be exemplary Christians. What if the “rough around the edges”

man who now laid in a casket had built a wall like that when he was baptized —

how many of the “bad guys” would have been at his funeral to hear the Gospel?

My guess is not many! I’m guessing that if he had built that wall, just about every-

one at his funeral would have already heard about Jesus and would have already

accepted Him as their Savior — and would have already been inside the pristine

box we tend to call Christianity. My guess is that most of the people there wouldn’t

have needed to hear the Gospel — they would have already protected themselves

from bad things in the world with the protective wall they had built around

themselves. Those friends who were smiling and nodding while that young man

was reading from his computer screen would have long ago forgotten about a man

named Roger Dean Snider who they knew as “Dean-o” — a man who they hung out

with at either the Six Mile Tavern, the Navy Club or his garage where he maintained

several antique tractors. A man who taught them that not all of those who accept

Christ in baptism are — by their definition — tee-totalin’, bible thumpin’, goody

two shoes people who all of a sudden got “too good” to be their friend any longer.

Yes, it’s probably true that they saw a man who wasn’t — by the definition of many

of us — an exemplary Christian. But maybe it was because of his short-comings

that they were there that day and heard his son take full advantage of the opportunity

to tell them about Christ. What if it was God’s plan that — because of the death

of his father, the youngest son of Dean-o Snider would have the opportunity to

preach the Gospel to the largest “captive audience” of lost souls that he had

ever had gathered together in one room? Of course, I don’t know what God’s

plan was that day or is now. All I know is that a lot of people heard the Gospel

that day because of the sudden and unexpected death of one man. Maybe God

saw a man whom some might describe as less than a “model” Christian and

decided to use him in a most unusual — and painful for his family — way.
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“Jesus said to him, ‘Why do you call Me good? No one is good except God alone.’”

After that comment followed by that verse, he launched into one of the best Gospel

sermons we’ve ever heard him preach. He told those people in that room about Jesus

and about sin and about baptism for the remission of sins. He told them that it wasn’t

about what a “good” man his dad was. It was about his dad having accepted Jesus

Christ by being immersed in the waters of baptism. He asked those people in that

room to consider doing the same — to consider accepting Jesus as their Savior.

As he spoke, I began to think of the extreme diversity of the people who had come to

honor his dad and pay their respects to the family. His dad was a man for whom they

all — whether it was those who clinched their jaws at hearing a four letter word or

those who knew him as the man who used a four letter word — they all had gath-

ered together in that one room on that one day — to honor the life of the same man.

The diversity of those gathered in that room made me realize that there was a man

in the casket who definitely didn’t fit into the sterile and pristine “mold” expected

of a Christian. But you know what? As I sat there and listened to his son proclaiming

the Word of God to all of those who were present, I had to acknowledge that

those people who knew him as a rough and terse man were hearing the Gospel

that day probably because he hadn’t “dissed” them when he became a Christian.

He didn’t start treating them any differently than he ever treated them. He didn’t

treat them like they just weren’t qualified to exist in his now pristine environment

of Christianity. In fact — it sounded to me like he didn’t move into that sterile

environment. Had he done that — would those people have been there that day

and would they have heard the Gospel?? I don’t know. Was it part of God’s plan

that this “rough around the edges man” would — in his death — give so many

people the opportunity to hear about Jesus? I don’t know the answer to that either.

But I think it might be something that we should think about as Christians.

Do you think that we might sometimes handicap ourselves in our ability to share the

Gospel by trying to live only in a holy and pristine environment — an environment

in which we feel comfortable all of the time — an environment in which we never

have to worry about having our ears offended by hearing four letter words — an

environment that we are quite certain must be pleasing to God since we’ve pretty

much done all we can to remove any sin from it and keep it pristine? None of us

would deny that those individuals who use four letter words and hang out at the

bar need Christ in the very same way we needed Him before we became a

Christian. We were lost before accepting Christ. Those individuals are no more

lost than we were. We read in the Scriptures that Paul went to Areopagus (Mars

Hill in the KJV) to preach. He apparently left his pristine environment (if he

actually had placed himself in one in the first place) to take an opportunity to

preach to heathens who worshiped false gods (Acts 17:22-34). He went to the

place where they were — and he took full advantage of their surroundings. He

didn’t invite them to come into his sterile environment — and allow them to be

there only if they behaved in a manner he considered acceptable. He met them

Back to the funeral service though. I think there was another song at that point —

maybe a prayer — and then a young man in his mid teens, walked to the podium

to speak. He had his computer with him and opened it slowly — explaining that

he had something he wanted to say. He then began reading from the screen. As

he spoke, I noticed that there was an unusual number of young people there —

especially for a man who was 75 years old.

It was hard to not notice that what the young man had written was straight from

his heart. There was no pretense in his words. I later learned that he had been given

an assignment for school to write a letter and he had chosen to write that letter

about this man — a man whom he had come to know not all that long ago yet a

man who had earned such an important place in his heart that he had asked for

the opportunity to express his thoughts about him at the funeral.

As he continued reading from that computer screen, it wasn’t long until he used

a certain four letter word (a word that begins with “s”) a couple of times. And

he was using it as parts of quotes from the man who now laid in the casket. It

was of course a word that — well — just isn’t allowed in the pristine box in

which Christians wish to exist. As the young man continued reading, he also

referenced a few of the man’s — shall we say, “playful antics” — that perhaps,

by the definition of some, might also have fallen outside of that pristine box.

I glanced around the room and saw that a few of the deceased man’s friends (whom I

didn’t know) were smiling and nodding their heads in a way that seemed to say

“yep, that’s him — that’s the way he was.” It seemed obvious that they were

recalling memories of times they had spent with him — times when perhaps

everything wasn’t fitting to put into the pristine box of a Christian — yet times

they recalled with fondness as well as respect for that man who apparently didn’t

totally restructure himself to conform to the immaculate, exemplary Christian

that they would most likely identify as a — “bible thumper.”

In that same glance around the room, I also saw some of the Christians that I

had known many years earlier. Some were expressionless and others seemed to

be fuming over the young man’s text. I could see that some of them were locking

their jaws more and more tightly as if to say “if this continues, I’m leaving.” But

then — with a claim that the man in the casket was “a good man” followed by

yet one more “interesting(?)” sentence, the young man was finished and walked

back to his seat. Some of those in the room were wiping tears from their eyes —

and — some — well — some others were fuming.

It was then our minister’s turn — the son of this deceased man — to approach

the podium. I couldn’t imagine how he would react to this moment — being

familiar with both those who were tearful as well as those who were fuming.

His first words were that maybe he should have edited the young man’s talk

prior to the service — which unclinched some jaws and drew a few chuckles

from those in the room. But then — then — he said “Dad was a good man —

but that won’t get ‘em to heaven.” He then quoted Mark 10:18.
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