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Oct. 5, 1043 

Dear Friends: 

While we picture a fall of beautiful changing trees and cool weather in Grand Rapids, we 

here in Taft, Calif, notice no change in the season as yet. In fact, we are experiencing severe heat 

in the desert. But fortunately, most of the homes and buildings in Gardner Field are equipped 

with coolers which are still in use most of the day. In the summer time the temperature reaches a 

high mark of 125 degrees. However, the winter weather is ideal and we are hoping that this will 

start soon. 

Gardner Field is situated in a valley surrounded by mountains on the north and on the 

other sides by hills covered with oil wells. When one looks at the barren waste places in the 

desert he would think the land to be useless. Yet it’s worth is remarkable because of the great 

quantities of oil it contains. The city of Taft whose population is 18,000 was entirely built on the 

oil industry. Otherwise this locality has no attraction. 

Gardner Field is a basic training field for airplane pilots, and all military personnel 

besides the cadets work to maintain the planes and instruct the cadets. Most of the soldiers work 

as mechanics on airplanes. 

I have been stationed at this field since my induction two years and three months ago, 

working as a draftsman all the while. My work consists of drawing the plans for additions to 

buildings and also the reconstruction of buildings. I also design the necessary furniture needed 

on the post. For example, some time ago I designed a confessional stand for the Catholic 

chaplain. In addition to this work I also do the surveying such as laying out runways and staking 

out new buildings. 

I really enjoy my work because it is the nearest type of work to my line I could expect in 

the army. 

As far as the Christian's social life in the army is concerned I find very little if any at all. 

The entertainment offered in most cases is not fit for a Christian soldier. Even the squadron I am 

in has several parties which I cannot truthfully attend. They usually consist of wholesale drinking 

and dancing. Summing it all up a Christian is very much alone in the army. However, now that I 

am married and live away from the post I am separated from much of this life. We are able to 

attend our Bellflower church every other Sunday. Bellflower is about one hundred thirty-five 

miles south of Gardner Field. 

Hoping this will give you a picture of another U. S. point reached by the “Beacon 

Lights." 

I remain,  

Sincerely yours,  

Sgt. Wm. Doezema. 

 

****** 

 

Tunisia, 

May 25. 1943. 

Dear Friends: 

I have been neglecting my letter writing lately, not only to you but to all. 



I have no real excuse, only that we were kept pretty well on the move. We being the only 

Armed Infantry with the American forces here in Africa, were always in demand, and when 

opportunity did allow I just didn't seem to have the desire to write whatsoever. Now that the war 

is over here in Africa, we are peacefully enjoying a little rest, and I am slowly catching up on my 

letter writing. 

We now expect to return into garrison, possibly near some town. It will seem swell to be 

able to dress up and go to town again. There are parts in North Africa which have really beautiful 

cities; while others are merely Arab villages. If I had my camera here with me I could have had 

chances to take some really interesting sights, such as Arabs plowing either with oxen or camels, 

also fields and hills covered with beautiful colored flowers. 

You asked in your last letter how long it takes for the letters to reach me. Well, it takes 

about 30 days, but of course that can be cut down in the future, for we were mostly on the front. 

Other things are considered more important than letters, so it takes a while before it catches up to 

us, after it lands on these shores. 

Still under conditions as rain and mud we are well supplied, and they did all they could to 

satisfy the man such as P. X. rations and mail. 

After six months of war, through danger and what not, I have had but one comfort in my 

heart and that was God. He has given me peace at heart when times looked worse for me. 

I know that He guides all shells that burst and bullets that whistle through the air, none 

shall fall unless it is His will. He and He alone has spared me 

through this campaign and what is in store for me now is also in His hand, no matter what it may 

be, I am in His care. 

Many were the times He eased my mind, and gave me courage to go ahead. 

Well. I'll close for now, hoping to sec all of you soon again. So I'll say cheerio and God 

bless you. 

I remain, 

Your Friend. 

Sgt. John Kimm 

 

****** 

 

Sept. 5, 1943  

83rd. Inf. Training Bn. 

Camp Roberts, Calif. 

(Dear. . . .) 

It is Sunday morning, I just had breakfast. We had hot cakes and they were pretty good 

but as usual it is a dry Sunday. I intend to go to church this morning but it does not start until 11 

A.M. and now it is 8:30, so I decided to start the week off by writing a letter because that is 

really my biggest enjoyment in the army. I am glad we don't work on Sunday anyway, that 

makes it feel a little bit like Sunday, although it is not like the dear old Sundays in Redlands. I 

really miss hearing Rev. Vos preach and having the good old Sunday dinner at home with the 

gang. Just put me in Redlands any old time! But it is the Lord's will that I must be here and 

whatever He does is good although sometimes it is hard to understand. Yet we can always go to 

Him and find the comfort that someday this old world of sin and darkness will pass away and we 

can look forward to the time when we and our loved ones will be united, not only for a time but 

for eternity and I am really thankful that I may know that God is my refuge and strength. That He 



will guide and direct me in all circumstances of life. 

The first day of our training wasn’t bad at all. This morning we stood in formation in 

front of Major General Arth. He gave us a speech but before he started the chaplain of our 

battalion offered a word of prayer which was very nice. About 1100 men had arrived the week 

before, all starting their training with us. After a while we all marched in columns of twos on the 

big parade grounds while the band played. It was a beautiful sight, all in step and right on the 

ball with our rifles on our shoulders. I wish you could have seen the whole thing. You would 

have enjoyed it. 

The other day they took all of us new fellows to see the parade on the field, that finished 

our training here. Boy! it makes the tears come to your eyes when the band is playing and the 

huge bunches of men come marching in front of you with their rifles all at the same angle and in 

perfect step. They marched before all the high officers while the band played the national 

anthem. We all had to stand at attention and salute. It made the chills go down our backs and I 

mean everyone. It was beautiful. 

Pvt. Andrew Van Voorthuysen 

 

****** 

 

October 2, 1943 

Dear Beloved Christian Friends: 

I was asked some time ago, by a friend to write a few lines to the Beacon Lights. Being a 

member of the Protestant Reformed Church I consider it most thrilling to comply with this 

request. First of all, my reason for not having written any sooner is due to the fact we are so busy 

supplying maps to the vital units of the Armed forces. 

We are stationed several blocks from the Monterey Bay and many sights are visible from 

where our quarters are. Right now I am sitting in the dark room of our Camera truck and here’s 

hoping I'll not be interrupted by any one while I’m trying a little visit with you. 

Much has happened since war was declared and our Army has grown very much. 

Millions of our men are across the seas, while others are busily training on this side. Already the 

battle of Midway, and the battle of New Guinea and the African campaign have been brought to 

a victorious end. Behind our flag march the great American soldiers fighting to preserve and 

bring liberty. To me the beautiful part of it all is God has heard and answered our prayers and 

victories have been won. 1 know sacrifices were made in defeating the enemy. In the African 

battle buddies of mine are sleeping on the soil. When I hear these reports that these precious lives 

have been lost, then I, too, can thank our Great Captain, our Lord who has so dearly protected 

me. 

Having been in the service for some-time, we sometimes discover the environment pretty 

bad. But the soldier living up to his everlasting faith hasn't any trouble at all. Before entering the 

service and in the early part of my infantry training I had already learned of the narrow path and 

as I go along, comfort has been added to my life. So often when I'm busily training I think of 

those beautiful words of Matt. 28:20, “And, lo, I am with you always even unto the end of the 

world.” How true this is. 

On July 3rd of 1941, when falling to the ground with sun stroke on the training area it 

was impossible for me to even speak but these words were on my lips—Lo, I am with you 

always— and was that ever a great promise to my lonely heart. So, we must realize wherever we 

are fighting we are never alone one second. I’m sure our boys that are on the different fronts 



fighting bitterly have been drawn near to God because nothing can separate them from the love 

of God in Christ. I for one thank God for faith and courage and the unspeakable joy of heart and 

the peace that passeth all understanding. 

It is time to close for now and on behalf of my Beloved wife and baby daughter, we are 

all in the best of health. Now it’s goodbye and remember we miss all you friends at home more 

than you can fully realize. May God bless you. 

Your friend, 

Everett Franken 
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