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ASN 12345678 

Somewhere, Abroad 

Dear Dad and Mom, 

 

Just a few weeks and we'll be in the midst of the Christmas season again. But Christmas 

won’t be the same as other years, will it? I can just imagine how it will be. You will be sitting 

there with the picture I sent you on the piano, feeling more lonesome than ever. And I will be 

thinking of you and of former Christmas Days at home, wherever I may happen to be at that 

time. I don’t mean to carp, or anything like that, but it does get a fellow down once in a while. 

War, and some more war, is all we see and hear. We hate to talk, hate even to think about 

it. And then to spend Christmas in our lonely barracks, or maybe in some fox-hole or in action! 

The fellows used to say that we would be home by Christmas. But that has proved to be just so 

much more wishful thinking. 

Anyway, we’ll make the best of it. I feel better now that that is off my chest. And I think 

you will understand. 

Your loving son, Bob 

 

****** 

 

December, 1943. 

Somewhere, U.S.A. 

Dear Bob, 

Oh yes, you wrote about Christmas, your being way out there and our being lonesome, 

and so on. Your mother and I understand alright, son. I was going to say, how well we 

understand. 

 But that is hardly the point, is it? We don’t actually need a home ringing with pleasure 

and song to keep Christmas. The “peace on earth” of which the angels sang, is just as true today 

as it ever was.  

The world into which our Savior came was no different from the world of today. His 

“fox-hole” was a cattle stall, and He was even driven from there, so that His parents fled with 

Him into Egypt. The birds of the air had an advantage over Him, for this world did not rest until 

they had banished Him from their midst and nailed Him to the cross. The heathens raged and 

people imagined vain things, even as they are doing today. 

And yet the angels sang, “Glory to God in the highest,” for God sent His Son into the 

world to suffer and to die that we might be saved. He purchased us by His sacrifice on the cross 

and has delivered us from the bondage of sin and death. Even now while God pours out His 

judgments upon a world wallowing in iniquity, He is ever busy saving us and leading us through 

suffering into glory. How strangely marvelous are the ways of God, unfathomed and unknown. 

Christmas, the day for commemorating Christ’s birth, God's gift unto our salvation, will 

be Christmas wherever we are. 

Yours affectionately, Dad. 

 



 

 

****** 

 

ASN 12345678 

Somewhere, Abroad 

Dear Dad and Mom, 

Your letter certainly cheered me up. It was like being home again and talking things over, 

as we used to do. 

Those things you wrote about are much more real to me now than they have ever been 

before. I never realized more fully that my one and only comfort in life and death is. that 1 am 

not my own but belong to my faithful Savior, Jesus Christ. What a peace of heart and mind it 

gives to know that nothing can befall you or me, or any of us in this vale of tears without the will 

of our heavenly Father. He uses it all for our eternal good. 

That is truly the wonder of all wonders, that God sent His Son into this world of sin to 

save us. Christmas will mean more to me this year than it ever did before. 

Your loving son, Bob. 

 

****** 

 

December,1943 

Somewhere, U.S.A. 

Dear Bob, 

I just wanted you to know that we, too, are eagerly looking forward to Christmas day 

with all that it means to us. As we used to say: A Blessed Christmas, Bob. 

With love, Mom. 
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