
To Our Boys in Service 
Rev Herman Hoeksema 

 

 

Grand Rapids, Dec. 1945 

Dear Fellows:- 

At the time of this writing winter is tightening its grip on us here in Michigan. About the 

Thanksgiving holiday, he paid up a rather blasty visit, and gave us a foretaste of what he might 

have in store for us this season, but he seemed to repent, and left us to enjoy a few rather mild 

and pleasantly sunny days. This time he made his entrance more quietly, but he is more serious 

about it, and is settling down as if to make himself at home for some time. The temperature is 

struggling in vain to rise above the freezing point, already a blanket of snow is covering the 

roofs, the streets, the lawns and the fields; and still the snow is falling in myriads of flakes, 

playfully whirling and twirling, chasing one another, as if playing tag; moving hither and thither, 

downward and upward again, reluctant to defile the pure white of their garments through contact 

with the earth. 

 And soon, within a matter of days, it is Christmas, when all the world, at least the 

nominally Christian world, as far as the Christ-child tradition, even its most diluted forms, 

extends, will sing of peace on earth and good-will to men. 

 Yet, there is neither good-will nor peace in the world. O, indeed, in the year that will 

have become history by the time this letter reaches you, the most dreadful war of all times came 

to an end; peace terms were dictated by those that proved to be the more powerful in war, and 

were signed by the vanquished because they could no longer continue the war with any hope of 

victory. But there is no peace among the nations, nor, within the nations, between the various 

social groups. Strife and unrest, malice and envy, hatred and war, one finds everywhere. 

 Peace there is only in the hearts of those to whom the Christ-child is more than a sweet 

dream or beautiful symbol; who do not stop at the manger, but who, turning from Bethlehem to 

Calvary, see in Him God reconciling the world unto Himself; and who, advancing from the cross 

to the empty tomb of Joseph, believe that He is raised for our justification, and know Him as the 

life and the resurrection. 

 He is our peace! 

 In and through Him, by faith, we have peace with God. 

 And by the power of this peace with God in our hearts, we have peace also with one 

another, and with all things! It is the peace that passeth all understanding. 

 May that peace be yours, wherever you are, and whatever may be your way! 

 And all the happiness that is rooted in this true peace, and that flows from it as its 

fountain, I sincerely and most heartily wish and pray to be yours in the New Year. 

As ever your friend, 

H. Hoeksema 
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