
WE Didn’t Plan On This 
  
  

The funeral is at Severna Community Church and Brother Elliot Freeman comes up to the 
podium. The faces, the looks of despair remind me of an old black and white silent film. Time 
seems to slide by in slow motion, but nothing will ever be the same. 
  
          “Good afternoon, everyone: I will be presiding over this funeral, as we celebrate the life of 
Michael Anderson. I want to acknowledge his family who’s here: his mother Viola; his father 
Gerald; and his sister Stephanie. And I want to thank the friends and extended family members 
who came to this occasion. We are not celebrating the fact that he’s dead, but his life is a lesson 
for all, especially parents. And if I break down, please bear with me. It breaks my heart to see 
children die before their time. He had something to offer to this world, even though he’s no 
longer with us,” the minister took a deep breath, struggling to continue. I wondered how he 
could. 
  

“Through my interactions with Michael, he really wanted to get a message across to 
everyone who knew him and those he had yet to meet. I know there are some people here who 
know Jesus, and there are some who believe in Jesus but in actuality are very hostile to Jesus: 
you have zeal but it’s not according to knowledge. I hope you will be able to see Him as He 
really was during the course of this funeral, and I pray that you will understand what Michael 
was trying to get across, as well as consider what God is trying to say to you through Michael’s 
life. We are going to talk a little bit about his life, and for some of you, it will come as a shock. I 
know some of you went to school with Michael, and it’s my understanding that you had a 
moment of silence for him.” The minister was offered some tissue before he continued. 
   

“I met Michael when he was about eleven years old. We’ve had private conversations 
about his home life. As I close my portion, I will allow a few people, the ones mentioned in his 
journal, to speak and give their condolences.  The conversations began after we had a Sunday 
school lesson about forgiveness. He was a little troubled with that, especially when he was 
telling me that he was abused by a relative. As I mentioned, I will be highlighting certain areas of 
his journal due to time, because I believe there are some things that are very important to him, 
and I believe you will benefit and appreciate what Michael had to say about his life. I know that 
some of you didn’t plan on being here today, but I believe God brought you here for a reason.” 
The minister’s eyes seemed to bore into me as I sat intently listening. 

  
          As I think about it, I’m surprised Michael didn’t get caught sneaking letters to me when he 
would come to Sunday school on Sundays. He tried to be as brief as he could with me, and if he 
could write longer without getting caught, he would. He knew that he was always monitored by 
his parents. He knew the philosophy of the household, ‘what goes on in the house, stays in the 
house.’ Somehow, and I believe God was intervening; he was able to get the letters to me 
whenever he could. So, I will be sharing with you highlights of his life. Now for some of you, 
this will be a shock, but I believe that this is going to set somebody free. Let us pray: 
  
          “Father, in the name of Jesus, I pray that you watch over everyone here. I pray that your 
Spirit will minister to these your people. You know that Michael is not with us in the physical, 



but his spirit and legacy lives on. I pray Lord, that you enlighten the eyes of our understanding 
and that You be with me as I deliver the message You want conveyed to these your people. It’s 
in Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.” 
 


