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 The May issue of “Beacon Lights” arrives. As we eagerly page through it we find that it 

gives us information about and a preview of the coming convention. What’s the theme going to 

be? “The Gospel of the Promise” The place? Hudsonville (Picture No. 1). The dates? Tuesday, 

Wednesday, and Thursday, August 16, 17 and 18. Boy, what a long time to wait. Three whole 

months! 

 The summer days, weeks, and months flew by with amazing speed, however. August 16 

came sooner than expected. We left for Hudsonville, riding down the hot, dry highway, through 

big cities and small towns, stopping only for meals and to change a flat. We arrived at our 

destination (Picture No. 2) about 4:30 Tuesday afternoon. There, at the church, members of the 

host society greeted us and gave us directions to our place of lodging. We were to stay at a farm 

a couple miles from the church. At the farm, introductions completed, we washed up and sat 

down to a luscious meal. We helped dry the dishes also, not because we liked to, but because we 

felt we should. We changed our clothes and rode back to the church for the Mass Meeting. 

 After the usual opening and singing, we were favored with a musical number, a mixed 

quartette from Second Church. This was followed by the highlight of the evening, the 

inspirational speech by Rev. Hoeksema (Picture No. 3). Arnold Dykstra of the Hudsonville 

Society sang. A collection was taken and the meeting closed with prayer. Outside the church 

afterwards we met many old friends and also made a few new acquaintances (Picture No. 4). We 

rode around for a while, stopped for eats, and then hit the sack. 

 The next morning after breakfast we went to the church for registration and the get-

acquainted hour. After opening devotions and roll call, we started with federation business 

consisting of reports and nominations of officers. We ate a small lunch around 11:30 and left in 

one long procession for the outing at Spring Lake, with orders not to pass or drive recklessly. 

The lead car set a fast pace and the procession arrived at the lake in two groups. The first was 

those who kept the pace; the second group was those that were left behind and got lost. 

 We really had an enjoyable time there. We could sit around and watch or else play 

shuffleboard, horseshoes, volleyball (Picture No. 6) or softball. Some even went in swimming. 

The softball game was especially interesting, due partly to the fact that Rev. Vos was the umpire 

for part of it. He was, as someone put it, “Firm, but rather off the beam.” Arguing with him or 

teasing him, however, did no good for he’d never listen but only say, “Knock it off, knock it 

off.” After a bit, he gave up umping and became a cheering spectator, exclaiming, “Poot dat 

maan in clover” when someone got a good hit. We were also served a big delicious and really 

wonderful dinner about 2:30 (Picture No. 7). After the outing, we went back to the farm to eat 

and then drove to church for the evening program. 

 Following the opening prayer and singing, a girls’ quartette from First Church Senior 

Society sang. The address by Rev. Ophoff (Picture No. 8) was very interesting and he held the 

attention of his audience. We rode around after the program again and then went back to the 

farm. 

 Thursday morning at Hughes Park, just before the pancake breakfast, we heard about an 

incident which happened Wednesday night. Some guys from Holland who were attending the 

convention saw a police roadblock ahead of them. Making a “U” turn, they sped off. The officers 

chased them and stopped them, thinking that they’d caught the jailbreaker but discovered it was 

only a prank. Everyone thought it was funny, everyone except the cops, that is. 



 The pancake breakfast was very good (Picture No. 9). At least two people received fresh 

meat, a guy being served a dead fly and a girl served a dead bee. After breakfast, there was a 

program including a debate on the topic, “Resolved: That Television is Beneficial to the 

Christian Home.” As expected, the negatives were declared the winners (Picture No. 10). More 

business, regarding the election of officers, was taken care of. We then drove back to church for 

lunch. 

 One boy with a cigarette lighter decided to help out the ladies who had to clear the tables. 

He, aided by a couple others, piled napkins on a plate. Soon, however, Rev. Vos told the boys to 

put out the merry bonfire. The ladies did not appreciate their “helpful” efforts. 

 At that meal Rev. Heys learned proper table manners when a dozen or two voices 

chorused in unison, “Rev. Heys, so strong and able, get your elbows off the table.” 

 The afternoon program consisted of unfinished business and an interesting essay by 

Everett Buiter on the topic, “Is God’s Giving of Things in this Present Life a Blessing to the 

Wicked?” (Picture No. 11).  

 At six o’clock we all gathered in front of the Reformed Church, the scene of the banquet, 

for the convention picture. The photographer (Picture No. 12) with his equipment, a hand-

painted car, a dime-store whistle, and an ancient camera, possibly a Civil War relic, tried to get 

order. He evidently had a severe case of laryngitis as all his feeble messages had to be relayed by 

Rev. Vos after they were whispered in his ear. 

 We were served a delicious dinner in the basement of the church (Picture No. 13). Each 

person received two scoops of ice cream. Someone substituted mashed potatoes for a scoop of 

Rev. Vos’ ice cream, though. When Rev. Vos returned, he spotted the fraud and after eating the 

ice cream, calmly dumped the potatoes into a coffee cup. 

 After eating, we went to the Protestant Reformed Church. Arnold Dykstra sang, after 

which Rev. Vanden Berg gave a stimulating speech (Picture No. 14). The new officers were 

presented, (Picture No. 15) parting remarks were made, and after singing “God Be With You Till 

We Meet Again,” we closed with prayer. 

 After the usual ride, we went to bed. We heard, however, that some girls had a different 

idea. Soon after midnight, they left for Lake Michigan to swim. They were on the beach by a 

friend’s cottage when they thought they heard a noise in the bushes. All plans for swimming 

were forgotten and they left in a hurry. 

 As we look back on the convention, we think of all the fun and good times we had, of the 

old friends we met, of the new friends we made. On the serious side, we think of the lectures, the 

new things we’ve learned, the ageless truths that were more clearly revealed to us and impressed 

deeper in our minds. We can truly say that the convention was an uplifting experience (although 

one lad was let down when his girl refused to cooperate). We eagerly wait for and look forward 

to the convention of next year in the northwest corner of the corn state. 
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