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 It was 1941. War had been declared on Japan, and Germany declared war on us. The 

entire nation was war-minded. This could be seen in the factory, heard over the radio and seen in 

the daily. But the thing that drew our special attention was the draft. Many a parent, wife and 

sweetheart had grave concerns. 

 It was no different in Robert’s home. Will he too be called? This was the thought father 

and mother had with them every day. Within a few weeks Bob had to appear for his “physical”. 

These were the first days of anxiety. They soon learned that their eighteen year old boy was 

accepted. On the day of departure there was no joy in the home. Prayers were offered, to be sure. 

With tear stained eyes they got a last glimpse of him as the train left the station. Will they ever 

see him again? Their own flesh and blood is torn from their side. Is this the way of God’s 

promises that he will not withhold one good thing from those that walk uprightly? They hear a 

voice from within, the voice of God’s Word: “All things work together for good to them that 

love God, called according to His purpose.” This they try to understand, but they cannot. How 

can this apparently cruel way be for their mutual welfare? This is beyond their comprehension, 

of course. At times they can rest assured and have peace in God’s ways.  And then again they are 

filled with anxious care. How can it be for the good of their boy to be taken out of the 

indispensable home with its important instruction, sent into the world while still so young? Such 

as been the experience of many a parent, wife and sweetheart. 

 Bob is in the infantry, receiving his basic training. How he looks forward to the first 

furlough! However, the need is urgent and his is shipped directly overseas. The parents’ 

apprehension increases. Again they hear the promise of the All-Wise Father: “All things work 

together for good. . . .”Sometimes it gives them wonderful peace of mind and heart. At other 

times the very thought of their young son increases the perplexity of their minds. Some day they 

will understand, but now His ways are indeed through the deep. Their prayers are fervent. O 

Lord, if possible. . . . How difficult it is to really commit him to the Lord, to pray for His will and 

not ours. In their letters they continually write about the spiritual things, about the ever sure 

providence of God and His loving care for His people, about salvation given those that serve 

Him. Bob is on the battlefront in the foxholes. How he longs for those letters from home and 

friends! What a comfort he derives from the church literature. He’s living by the minute, not 

knowing what the next may bring. And while the bullets whiz overhead he reads: “Let not your 

hearts be troubled.” God is his only comfort, his sun and shield. But . . . what’s it all for? Why? 

Can this experience do him any good? Would it not be much better for him to be under the 

parental roof, attend catechism, society and the services on Sunday? So days go by, months pass 

on. There is anxiety and fear and sleep often is far from father’s and mother’s eyes while their 

thoughts are with their son. 



 The war is over. Bob returns home, a war veteran. Now he’s twenty-two years old. How 

things have changed. He, too, has changed as well as his parents, brothers and sisters, not only 

from the natural but also the spiritual viewpoint. By God’s grace and Spirit the war has affected 

them. It has brought father and mother much closer to God. It made them more heavenly minded. 

They learned to realize that God could do with their son as He pleased. Never before were their 

prayers so frequent and fervent. At no time in all their previous years did they experience the 

blessed comfort of the assurance that our God is in the heavens, and that He reigns and does all 

things from day to day. They have learned by experience the blessedness of trusting in God, 

though His ways are unsearchable. Besides, all this has caused them to be much more intimate 

with their son concerning those spiritual things. When he was at home they were mentioned 

occasionally, but now their letters were permeated with them. The same is true of Bob. Before 

the war his parents were almost strangers to him regarding many of these things. Never did he 

converse with them about these things as he did in his letters. What a blessed effect of the war! 

The bonds of Christian relationship between parents and son have become more intimate. May 

they continue in these things and may their homes be the place of spiritual conversations in an 

increasing measure. The danger of a relapse into spiritual lethargy regarding these things is great. 

 But the war has also made Bob a man, spiritually. He’s mature, perhaps more so than 

many ten or fifteen years older than he who have never experienced the realities of war. He was 

seen the world (in the evil sense) with all its corruption and immorality. He can speak of the 

depravity and unrighteousness of man. He has experienced the antithesis. For him God’s Word in 

all these things was a savor of life unto life; for many others it was a savor unto death. O, it is 

true that Bob has missed some previous years of home and catechetical instruction and the 

preaching of God’s Word (years which he can never regain) but from many other viewpoints he 

has learned much, much more than those who stayed at home. At twenty-two he most probably is 

a conservative man. His many and far-reaching experiences have caused his life’s view to be 

deepened considerably. Never before has he had such a high estimation for the church literature. 

This has meant so much to him, and to a certain extent will continue to do so. He has 

experienced life. He has seen death. He knows the comfort of a Providential God Who even 

determines the number of hairs that fall from our heads. It is the returning veteran who in many 

respects knows the blessedness of our Protestant Reformed truth. In the future years, when 

apostacy and iniquity will be on the increase, he will be a pillar in the church of Jesus Christ. The 

fruits of his experiences will last for years, yea, unto eternity. 

 “All things work together for good to them that love God.” At the time he didn’t 

understand; neither did his parents. Now they see a little of it. The Lord has given them a 

glimpse of it, only a glimpse. Only a glimpse of the maze of the work of the Divine. All-Wise, 

Artificer. Some day we will see it all. If a mere glimpse causes us to see these spiritual effects 

upon those involved, especially the veteran, how great will the amazement he when we in that 

day will see the whole! It will be marvelous, a most wonderful manifestation of His wisdom and 

love. During the war our hearts were troubled, were they not? We were troubled, and filled with 



concern when God was working this blessed work to effect these spiritual fruits. And how often 

we desired different ways! How foolish! 

 But why do you suppose the Lord gives us this glimpse? That we may live by sight for a 

time and faith won’t be necessary? Of course not. The Lord first of all wants to bring us with all 

our unnecessary anxiety and trouble to shame. But with this glimpse He also confirms the 

promise that all things work together for good. Through it he will exercise our faith, in order that 

we will live by faith in the future. In this light it also becomes plain that those who did not have 

their dear ones return can be enlightened and comforted by this doing of God. If a mere glimpse 

shows how God in every way caused the war to work together for good for the Christian young 

man who returned, will it then not also be true for them, even though the Lord does not grant 

them this glimpse? The purpose therefore is that we will live by faith in the future, trusting in 

Him. In the future His ways will also be unsearchable. Often we won’t be able to understand, and 

. . . . we should not. For this is true worship, to believe though we don’t understand, to trust 

though we don’t see, and then to sing: 

How wondrous are the ways of God, 

 Unfathomed and unknown!  
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