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[Psalm 27:13-14] 

 

 The students and faculty of Covenant Christian High School in Grand Rapids, Michigan, 

and the youth of the Protestant Reformed Churches in Michigan, particularly in the Hudsonville 

Protestant Reformed Church, were suddenly cast into deep sorrow because of the sudden death 

of Richard Scott Miedema, son of Mr. and Mrs. Pete Miedema. (Pete is one of the Young 

Peoples Society leaders of Hudsonville Prot. Ref. Church.) Rick was a member of the sophomore 

class of 1979-80. Rick died suddenly and unexpectedly in a snowmobile accident on Saturday, 

February 16, 1980. 

 The shock of seeing Rick die, the shock of the announcement of Rick’s death, and the 

experience of seeing the body of Rick in the casket affected immensely each of the students and 

young people who knew Rick. The levels of the intensity of this shock and grief varied, however, 

because some knew Rick better and were therefore more emotionally distressed because of this 

experience. Six young men who are students at Covenant were the pallbearers at the funeral. 

Although others were not so emotionally disturbed by this experience, it did give them cause to 

pause and consider their own life. One student who was a member of the same basketball team 

with Rick said, “I think Rick’s death taught everyone that old people are not the only ones who 

die.” Another student writing more intimately about the experience said, “Rick’s death taught me 

something - to take a look at my own life and to sort out the bad and plant the good.” 

 As an expression of the love and concern that the students and faculty of Covenant 

Christian High School have for the family of Rick Miedema, the student council purchased a 

beautiful Thompson Chain-Reference Bible. On the blank pages beneath the covers of that Bible 

were written the words taken from Psalm 27. “I had fainted, unless I had believed to see the 

goodness of the LORD in the land of the Living.” 

 It was my privilege and pleasure to be one of Rick’s teachers. He was an energetic and 

enthusiastic young man. He was pleasant and evidenced that he loved God. I too grieve, but I 

grieve not as one who has no hope but as one who has hope for myself, for Rick and for our 

Covenant youth who love God. As a memorial tribute to my former student, Rick, and as a 

message of comfort to the family and to all of our young people who knew him and loved him, I 

write this brief meditation. 

 The poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow once wrote in “The Reaper and the Flowers” the 

following: “There is a Reaper, whose name is Death,/ And, with his sickle keen,/ He reaps the 

bearded grain at a breath,/ And the flowers that grow between.” In this short stanza Longfellow 

describes the grim reality of death that we with the psalmist David also observe. “As for man, his 

days are as grass: as a flower of the field, so he flourisheth. For the wind passeth over it, and it is 

gone; and the place thereof shall know it no more.” And it is grim when we experience it--

particularly for those who are in the prime of life and more particularly for those who have so 

much hope for their children, who are the seed of the Covenant of God’s eternal promise of grace 

to thousands of those who love him. 

 Against death, called the last enemy in I Corinthians 15:26 (although it is a conquered 

and vanquished foe for the Christian), man constantly battles in the valley of the shadow of death 

in which we live the days of our Christian pilgrimage. It is therefore both divinely ironic and 



providentially fitting that during the very week of the death of our departed friend, fellow saint, 

and dear student, Rick was a member or the CPR classes (Cardio-Pulmonary Resuscitation) that 

would teach each student in the class how to give basic life support to a victim whose heart had 

stopped beating and who was no longer breathing. Three fellow students and friends of Rick had 

an opportunity to use their newly-acquired skills. They attempted to restore life to the heart of 

Rick by administering CPR - (It is reported that they did an excellent job too.) - but because of 

massive chest injuries and severe heart damage no matter how well CPR was administered Rick 

could not be brought to consciousness and his physical life could not be saved. The Lord who 

has our times in His hand said, “It is time for Rick to come to Me.”  

 Fifteen years ago, I wrote an article for Beacon Lights (December 1965). In the article, 

“What Must Be Taught About Death?” I observed, “It is decidedly true that the child cannot help 

but observe death. He sees it all around him. His pet dies. He observes the baby bird fall from the 

nest and die. He watches the flowers wilt, sees the petals fall to the ground, and then blow away. 

Each fall he witnesses the leaves turn brown, then fall to decay upon the ground. He may 

experience the sudden death of a brother, sister, mother, father, or friend.” 

 This has been the recent most poignant experience of the bereaved family and of us who 

knew Rick. 

 The terrifying thought of death causes natural man to be concerned with the reality and 

possibility of death at every level of his existence. 

 How do we Protestant Reformed teenagers, young adults, and more mature adults react to 

this reality of death? Should we join the nineteen-year old American poet William Cullen Bryant 

in his stoic meditation upon death and his romantic and humanistic trust in nature expressed in 

the poem, “Thanatopsis” (A Meditation Upon Death”). “...sustained and soothed by an 

unfaltering trust, approach thy grave, like one who wraps the drapery of his couch about him and 

lies down to pleasant dreams.” 

 No, we do not place our trust in the immortality and eternity of nature nor in the inherent 

goodness of man, but we rest our case in the eternity of God’s grace. For this reason, we faint not 

but believe. We say not merely as Tennyson said in his poem, “Crossing the Bar” “I hope to see 

my Pilot face to face/ When I have crossed the bar.” But we say with the assurance and 

confidence of faith as David said it under the guidance of the Holy Spirit, “I had fainted, unless I 

had believed to see the goodness of the LORD in the land of the living.”  

 One young classmate wrote as follows: “God took one of His children away for a purpose 

to make us think a little and it does. It makes us think back on all the bad things we did and it 

makes us realize too that Christ died for the sins of us, His people. I am sure that if God did not 

take His children away we would not think about this. Some of us in fact are even scared to die, 

but we must have faith that if we do die we will be taken to heaven.” 

 Another classmate wrote; “I heard the news last weekend. It hurt me and everyone 

around me. It’s hard to believe. We say, ‘He was only sixteen years old, that’s too young to die.’ 

It really isn’t. It was in God’s plan right from the beginning. No ‘ifs’ about it. It wasn’t really an 

accident. It was His plan. That was the way God chose for him to die.” 

 Another sixteen-year-old classmate wrote: “I think the death of Rick shows us many 

things. It reminds us that we have to be prepared to die. We never know when we will die, 

therefore, we must be prepared and not take it for granted that we probably won’t die until we 

are older. We always know in the back of our mind that we might die young, but something like 

this brings us back to God. Even though this is hard to understand we know it was God’s will 

and His will is best. We must also pray to God for guidance through this time not only for us but 



for Rick’s parents and family. There will always be an empty spot in the home of Rick and the 

lives of the parents. Things the parents will see will remind them of Rick. The hardest part for 

them is still to come. During the last week, since Saturday night they were always busy and 

didn’t really have a chance to miss him, since they were at the funeral home and funeral. We 

must pray to God that He will comfort them and assure them that this is best. There will also be 

an empty spot in our life. He was a friend to everyone and he will be missed because he will no 

longer be at school. His desk will be empty. This is something nobody will forget. Since I went 

to school with him for eleven years, I will not forget him.” 

 Such outpouring of genuine grief and concern could cause one to sink into despair. One 

could curse God and die or one could assume an attitude of stoic indifference. One could express 

a hope in the ultimate goodness of humanity and indestructibility of nature. None of these are the 

Christian’s hope.  

The great Mystery of Godliness is the legacy of the Christian in all of his activities--in his 

living and in his dying. (cf. I Timothy 3:16) It is the Mystery of Godliness revealed centrally in 

the manifestation of God in the flesh, Christ our Messiah, that gives us grace to believe, to 

understand, and thereby to know that although death is not our friend, as the romantic poets 

would want us to believe, death is not the end. Death need not be proud. Death is swallowed up 

in victory. In the life but also in death we can say with the assurance of faith that we belong to 

our faithful Saviour Jesus Christ, who is the Mystery of Godliness. 

 With the poet John Donne we not only say “Death thou shalt die!” but “Death thou are in 

reality dead!” Christ has killed you Death. Death has been swallowed up in the victory of Christ 

over Death, and the grave. Just read the message of the great apostle Paul in I Corinthians 15. Let 

this be your song in the night of sadness! 

 Say with Paul and say through the Holy Spirit that you count that the suffering of this 

present time are not worthy to be compared to the far greater glory that shall be revealed to us. 

(Romans 8:18) We are more than conquerors through Him that loved us and gave himself for us. 

(Romans 8:37). 

 We are often justifiably dumb in experiences such as these. One of Rick’s classmates 

wrote, “The death of my classmate and friend, Rick Miedema, has taught me a great deal. I am 

now trying to prepare myself for the day in which I too shall go. I did not tell Mr. and Mrs. 

Miedema this because I could not speak. I tried to though.” 

 At times like these we echo David, the sweet-singer of Israel, “I was dumb, I opened not 

my mouth, because thou didst it. Remove thy stroke away from me: I am consumed by the blow 

of thine hand.” In these experiences, we sing with profound agonizing before the throne of mercy 

and with indescribably great joy through our tears, as we did at the funeral, “I have followed 

truth and justice; Leave me not in deep distress; be my help and my protection, Let the proud no 

more oppress. For Thy word and Thy salvation, Lord, my eyes with longing fail; Teach Thy 

statutes to Thy servants, Let Thy mercy now prevail.” 

 We sing with a paradoxical but true awareness of the goodness of God. “Affliction has 

been for my profit, That I to Thy statutes might hold; Thy law to my soul is more precious than 

thousands of silver and gold.” 

 As family and friends, who have lost the physical presence of Rick, we have gained 

much. We have a more certain and indestructible hope worked in us by the Holy Spirit. It is 

exactly through experiences such as these that God in His great wisdom and sovereign grace 

works the reality of this hope. The Devil, the world, and our own sinful flesh will always militate 

against this hope and will always attempt to tarnish it. But we say with the psalmist David who 



spoke from the midst of great sorrow and seeming defeat, “Jehovah is my light and my salvation; 

whom shall I fear? The Lord is the strength of my   life; of whom shall I be afraid?” 

 We all who with body and soul for time and eternity belong to our Lord and Saviour 

Jesus Christ have been taken through the crucible of affliction and distress and we have come out 

refined as gold. What great comfort we find in repeating the words of Psalm 16 (my favorite 

Psalm among many) “The lines are fallen unto me in pleasant places; yea, I have a goodly 

heritage. I will bless the Lord, who hath given me counsel: I have set the LORD, always before 

me: because He is at my right hand, I shall not be moved. Therefore my heart is glad, and my 

glory rejoiceth: my flesh also shall rest in hope. For thou wilt not leave my soul in hell; neither 

will thou suffer thine Holy One to see corruption. Thou wilt shew me the path of life: in Thy 

presence is fulness of joy; at Thy right hand there are pleasures for evermore.” 

 A student wrote: “But I know he is happy where he is right now and he would never want 

to live back down on earth again.” Another wrote, “We may cry and feel our sorrow for Rick’s 

death and feel our sorrow for Rick’s family, but we also must look at the fact that he is the most 

happy of us all. We may not wish for him to come back, like I did Saturday night.” 

 Instead we say with the firm confidence of faith, “I had fainted, unless I had believed to 

see the goodness of the Lord in the land of the living.” 

 To the Pete Miedema family and to all of us we say, “Wait on the LORD, be of good 

courage, and he shall strengthen thine heart: wait, I say, on the Lord.” (Psalm 27:13-14) 

 With renewed courage we take up the battle until we arrive on the shores of eternity, and 

we will be among those concerning whom the elder asked, “What are these which are arrayed in 

white robes? and whence came they?” 

 His answer was, “These are they which came out of great tribulation, and have washed 

their robes, and made them white in the blood of the Lamb. Therefore are they before the throne 

of God, and serve him day and night in his temple: and he that sitteth on the throne shall dwell 

among them. They shall hunger no more, neither thirst anymore; neither shall the sun light on 

them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall 

lead them unto living fountains of waters: and God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.” 

 Beloved, faint not but believe. 
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