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The request came to me to write on a subject in the California issue of Beacon Lights. I 

am not from California but ever since I have been in the army California has been the scene of 

my labors. Many Sundays were spent in Redlands and a few in Bellflower. It was difficult for me 

to decide on a subject to write on, the above subject finally occurred to me so I will tell you 

about life in the army. My experiences since being in the army are about the easiest to write on 

and I truly hope they will be of interest to all our Beacon Lights readers. 

Most of our boys who are now in the service will agree with me first of all that we get 

lonesome away from home, sweet home, our own church and all our friends. I have never been 

away from home for such a long time in all my life and never before realized what home meant 

until having been away for a while. Now that it is 13 months since my departure I’m getting 

pretty well used to it. The worst part for me was the basic training the first 3 months and getting 

used to army life in general. It was so difficult those first months and the longing to return home 

was strong. After the first months were over I didn’t mind it so much. 

A year ago on September 8, farewells were said in Grand Rapids and we were bound for 

Camp Grant, Illinois. We arrived there in a heavy down-pour. The next few days were very 

confusing, we were given aptitude tests, a couple of shots in the arm and our army clothing and 

some equipment were issued to us. Somehow we got through all of this but I don’t know how. 

The following Friday on the 11th we were notified that we would leave Camp Grant that 

afternoon at 4:30. At noon I called home and told mother I was leaving, that my destination was 

unknown but I’d write as soon as I arrived, wherever that might be. 

Upon boarding the train in camp, I noticed right away that it was a Pullman and realized I 

had a long trip ahead of me. In one way it was a nice trip but in another way it was different. 

None of us knew where we were going. Some said Florida, others Washington and still others 

said California. Yes, California! When the train stopped and we were allowed to get off we were 

in Camp Callan near San Diego. The camp was on the shore of the great Pacific Ocean. A 

beautiful scene, as I noticed the next morning after the fog had cleared. It was the first time I had 

seen the Pacific. 

At Camp Callan I went through my basic training which lasted about ten weeks. It was 

hard, rugged training and I was glad when it was over. After 10 weeks most of the boys I had 

trained with were transferred to Camp Haan, California for further training. A few of us 

remained behind another month, over Christmas and New Year. Then we four were also 

transferred to Camp Haan but with another outfit, only the boys I came with were known to me. 

In another month, however, I was pretty well acquainted and with some pretty sensible fellows. 

Our next move was to Camp Irvin in the desert about 125 miles from Camp Haan, another ten 

weeks of training and of firing our heavy anti-aircraft guns and machine guns at aerial targets. 

Then back to Camp Haan a week before Easter. 

While out in the desert I met James Offringa and chummed with him on our off time. He 

was also from Camp Haan but with another battalion. We talked about church and he said he had 

been spending his free Sundays in Redlands while at Camp Haan. We immediately planned to go 

to Redlands together when we returned from maneuvers. About the same time my mail contained 

a letter from Harriet Schipper, originally from Grand Rapids but now in Redlands. She had seen 

my name and address in a Fuller Avenue church bulletin and had invited me to spend a Sunday 



in Redlands, so the very first Sunday I was back in Camp Haan I ventured out to spend the day 

there. It was Easter Sunday. In the evening service I heard Rev. Vos and on the whole the day 

was a very enjoyable one. Everybody I met was friendly and invited me to come and visit them. 

Since then my visits there have been frequent and each time is more enjoyable than the time 

before. 

When Rev. Hoeksema was there this summer I made a special effort to see and hear him. 

It happened that I could hear him twice in Bellflower and once in Redlands. It seemed good to 

talk with him and hear his sermons once again. 

In May I had a seven-day furlough but was allowed to go only as far as Denver, 

Colorado. I wired my parents and girlfriend to come to Denver, there we met and spent three 

days together. I was so glad to see them once again. The time passed altogether too swiftly. It 

would have been nicer to have had more time and be able to go all the way home but we had to 

be satisfied to meet each other half way. They boarded the train just five minutes before I had to 

take the west-bound train back to California. By that time I had been in the army almost nine 

months and was getting used to army life in general. Spending Sundays in Redlands among my 

own people made it more pleasant. It makes a world of difference if a fellow, far from home, has 

a place to go on his time off. Redlands is only 20 miles away and it doesn't take long to get there. 

All in all, army life isn’t so bad; it's what a fellow makes it. It's very easy to go astray and 

temptations are all around us but as long as we know that the Lord is always near us wherever 

we are we have nothing to fear. My only comfort is that I belong to my faithful Saviour, Jesus 

Christ. 
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