
Bill Kribbs 
—July 19, 2008 

  

Cater’s Chapel 
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Final thoughts and Prayer: Doug 
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We have assembled ourselves here today as a memorial to Bill’s life and as a witness to the 
testimony of his life.  We also meet to offer support and encouragement to those loved ones left 
behind to carry on.   

Bill Kribbs spent a lot of time in the Garden.  For years he planned months ahead of time 
what he would do with his garden! 

Bill loved to Garden!  I remember one hot summer afternoon stopping by to check on Bill 
and he was standing in the garden, sweat rolling down his face, shirt and trousers soaked with 
sweat, a big smile on his face, white socks in the mud with no shoes.  Standing in the middle of 
a well maintained garden,  he was excited and I knew he was not taking his medicine! 

How many of you have ever eaten some vegetables or fruit from Bill’s garden? 

I did some digging in the Bible this past week and was reminded of four different gardens 
mentioned in Scripture.  Three of them you are familiar with. One you probably aren’t.  All of 
them remind me of Bill! 

The Garden of Eden Gen. 3 – The Garden of Eden is a metaphor of the way we wish our 
lives could be. Bill, as we all tend to do, spent quite a bit of time standing at the fence of the 
Garden of Eden,  looking in and wishing things were different.   We try to imagine what life 
would be like if there wasn’t sin, sickness, and sorrow.  We want these things to go away, but 
it’s too late.  Bad choices have been made, hurtful things have been said, destructive things are 
done and the damage can never be unraveled, forgiven? Yes, unraveled, NO! 

 The Garden of Eden was God’s original intent for us, but not only did Adam and Eve make 
bad choices, so have we. So did Bill. So have us who have spent time with Bill. 

One of the best things about looking over the fence into the Garden of Eden is that we get 
to see what God really wanted for us.  Bill’s life was a testimony to Grace – our need for it, 
his need for it – and God’s desire to offer it to us! 

Bill loved to preach!  And when he preached the loudest, longest, and strongest, that was 
when those that loved him most would cringe the worst. 

But Bill loved the Bible!   He would often come up after a sermon on Sundays and throw in 
an extra Bible story or verse that could have fit with my sermon.  He loved taking classes at 
Central, he loved to hear Brothers Gareth, Lloyd and Bill Walton preach!  Several years back Bill 
looked forward to opportunities to fill the pulpit for churches in the area. 



Bill loved peering into the Garden of Eden, trying to imagine how life should be, or could 
have been if everyone would just repent and obey the Gospel.  Bill, like all of us sometimes 
could see other people’s sins better than his own.   

The Garden of Gethsemane Mark 14 –The Garden of Gethsemane was a garden of olive 
trees with an olive press near Jerusalem. It was where Jesus went right after he instituted the 
Lord’s Supper and just before he was arrested, tried and crucified.  He couldn’t sleep in the 
garden because of his agony and his friends couldn’t stay awake nor understand Him agony.  
This is where Jesus walked in crying for mercy and walked out with resolve but no relief.  Don’t 
misunderstand my application.  I am not saying Jesus suffered from mental illness and I am not 
saying Bill had a Messianic mission.  

The Garden of Gethsemane is a metaphor for when a person asks God to set them free but 
only hears “My grace is sufficient for you.”  Bill’s life was a testimony to the agony of 
suffering with mental illness.  His closest family and friends are a part of that testimony.    

Several years ago I got a call from Bill and it seemed apparent he was struggling.  I went to 
his house and he was sobbing.  His Bible was on the table.  His notebook was full of Scriptures 
he wanted to share with family and friends.  He had several hundred dollars he wanted to give 
to the church. He was afraid someone was going to break in his house and steal the money.  I 
asked about his medicine.  In my attempt to get him to take his medicine I offered to buy him 
supper and then we could put the money in the bank.  In route to the restaurant on 63 Bill began 
to cry again because the cars going south had their lights on!  The harder he cried the more I 
tried to convince him to let me drive.  He let me drive, we ate some supper, and I got him to take 
his medicine and deposit the money into his account.  

  

Three years later I gained a new perspective.  It was winter time; I fell and hit my head on 
the ice while taking my girls to school.  The further I got from home the more confused I 
became.  Once I got my girls to tell me how to get them to school I began driving around 
Moberly trying to find my way home.  I don’t remember how I got home but I do remember 
driving down a road and thinking, I wonder if this is how Bill feels, driving down the road, scared, 
not sure what to do, and crying for reasons you can’t explain.  

Bill loved to work in his Garden but not the Garden of Gethsemane. It was real and 
he spent way too much time there. Bill, nor his family, will ever be able to say they 
enjoyed their Garden of Gethsemane.  But – God’s saving grace can help them find their way 
out of this garden the very same way it did for Jesus.  

Violin – AMAZING GRACE 

The Garden of Uzza 2 Chr. 26– The garden of Uzza was established as a consequence 
for a sin committed by a reasonably good Old Testament King, namely King Uzziah. This good 
king eventually made some bad choices and then died with the lonely disease of leprosy.  The 
garden of Uzza became the burial place for Old Testament Kings of Judah that may or may not 
have died in God’s grace, but were perceived as not being worthy of burial next to King David.  

Today there remains a stigma on mental illness and clinical depression much like the 
disease of Leprosy.  While leprosy was commonly viewed as God’s judgment on personal sin, it 
is sometimes mentioned in Scripture as merely a physical oppression calling on God’s people to 
extend love, grace and a cry for healing.    

Similarly we see mental illness:  Sometimes mental illness is brought about as 
consequences of personal sin, at other times it seems initiated by the consequences of 
someone else’s sin, but many times the innocent suffer because of living in a world that is 



plagued with illness.  The victim of mental illness becomes a target by Satan’s bent on 
destroying anyone that God loves.  

Living outside the grace of God mental illness can become one of the most painful, 
confusing, and misunderstood tragedies known to mankind and their families.  For many 
families mental illness can carry a lifelong stigma of being misunderstood, mishandled, and 
misjudged.  The garden of Uzza can be a metaphor for the stigma created by the struggles of 
mental illness.  Bill’s life was a testimony to the reality of mental illness, a social stigma 
and the church’s need to extend love, grace and cries for healing.   

While there is so much more we as a church need to learn.  I am grateful to be in your 
company as Bill’s family and friends.  Many of you ministered to Bill by listening, some of you 
ministered to Bill by asking him to listen to you.  I have no idea how many hours Frank Watson 
spent on the phone with Bill, nor how many times Lloyd Pelfrey or Bill Walton heard, “it’s for you, 
it’s Bill Kribbs and it sounds like he isn’t doing well.”  None of us will ever comprehend how 
many times Bill’s family felt at a loss not knowing how to help. Sugar Creek Lake and the White 
Oak pond will never be the same without Bill helping Earl to thin out the fish population!  Earl 
you were a great friend! If there is a fishing hole in heaven Bill will likely take you there before 
showing you where to get lunch at the Heavenly towers! 

I don’t know how many times I would ask Bill if he was taking his medicine.  And he was 
always taking just the amount of medicine he needed.  That usually meant – “NO, he was taking 
what he wanted and that certainly wasn’t what he had been prescribed.” 

Shelly would go week after week and organize his medicine.  The constant problem that 
goes with bipolar disorder is that when you feel the best – you are likely to be at your worst!  

Cecil & I went to check on Bill – “Bill, could I use your bathroom”  Bill told Cecil – “Doug’s 
going in to see if I’m taking my medicine.”   

Next few times – Doug, do you need to use my bathroom? – Grinn. 

The garden of King Uzziah became somewhat of a stigma for generations to come.  
Interesting though some of the struggling Kings with the most vivid stories of God’s 
grace can be found buried in the King’s garden of Uzza.  

Bill’s life was a testimony to the struggle of mental illness, an unjust social stigma 
that often goes with it, and the church’s need to be a community of support and healing.   

One of Bill’s favorite hymns was “The Old Rugged Cross.”  When you speak about stigma 
and irony the cross is the epitome of both.  Just a few yards from the last Garden mentioned 
was the Hill of the Old Rugged Cross.  It carried the stigma of evil and condemnation but has 
become a stark portrait of love and grace.  Think about that as you listen to the song.   

 The last Garden mentioned in the Bible which reminds me of Bill is the Garden of 
the Resurrection Tomb John 19 – This is where the long awaited victory is finally won!   It is a 
picture of death yielding to life and despair being eternally conquered by hope 

1 Cor 15:35-44  Someone may ask, "How are the dead raised? With what kind of body will 
they come?" 36 How foolish! What you sow does not come to life unless it dies. 37 When you 
sow, you do not plant the body that will be, but just a seed, perhaps of wheat or of something 
else. 38 But God gives it a body as he has determined, and to each kind of seed he gives its 
own body.  

42 So will it be with the resurrection of the dead. The body that is sown is perishable, it is 
raised imperishable; 43 it is sown in dishonor, it is raised in glory; it is sown in weakness, it is 
raised in power; 44 it is sown a natural body, it is raised a spiritual body.  



1 Cor 15:50-58  Listen, I tell you a mystery: We will not all sleep, but we will all be 
changed— 52 in a flash, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trumpet. For the trumpet will 
sound, the dead will be raised imperishable, and we will be changed. 53 For the perishable 
must clothe itself with the imperishable, and the mortal with immortality. 54 When the perishable 
has been clothed with the imperishable, and the mortal with immortality, then the saying that is 
written will come true: "Death has been swallowed up in victory."    

55 "Where, O death, is your victory? Where, O death, is your sting?"    

56 But thanks be to God! He gives us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.  

In heaven Bill’s mind and body are whole.  Period.  


