
To our Boys in Service 
Rev. A. Cammenga 

 

 

Dear Fellows: 

 

 I can imagine your surprise as you grapple through Beacon Light’s mail pouch and 

finally pull out my letter.  I can hear some of you say: “Of all people writing us, even a minister 

in Iowa!” and still others are saying: “Who is he anyway?” since many of you, especially those 

from our Eastern Churches, I am a total stranger.  But don’t think I wasn’t surprised when my 

mail contained a letter from our editorial staff requesting me to write this month’s letter to our 

boys in service.  I’ve been wondering what happened to Rev. Hoeksema, he being your regular 

writer; but I figured that this time they want to shift from the city to a country parson, and thus I 

think the lot fell on me. 

 Out our way we often think of you fellow, too, since many of the boys of our Churches in 

this district have also left for the service.  Their absence naturally reminds us of all the boys of 

our Churches now in arms.  After all, you know we folks from the Protestant Reformed Churches 

fell like one big family no matter which state claims our nativity.  I think the fact that we are 

small, compared to other denominations, makes us huddle together more than usual.  On the 

other hand, we young “Protestants” have something which is distinctively ours and we like to 

talk about it. 

 Possibly if one of our buddies reads this they will say: “There you go again, that is just 

because you think your Church is it!” But that isn’t it, “fellas.” It is not what we are; it’s what we 

have that counts.  And we can assure each other that we have a doctrine which has not only 

proved to be a great comfort, but the only comfort, especially in times such as these. 

 Really, isn’t the thought of God’s Sovereignty a great comfort? My, how comforting to 

think as you go from place to place, and possibly from battle to battle, that it isn’t mere military 

strategy, but the guiding hand of God! To think that was all planned for you even before you 

were born is marvelous, but how much more wonderful to think that in His love and wisdom 

God planned it for you as the way to glory—heaven’s glory.  You know, if a man keeps on 

thinking deeper and deeper into these things then you really haven’t been called to war by your 

country, but God called you.  Then, as I keep meditating on these things, I must finally conclude: 

if then God called you, which He certainly did, then it would not even be good for you to be 

home with us now.  Since it is God who has brought you from your home to camp, and who, as 

we know, does all things well, I can only say: “Boys, wherever you are, you’re in the best place 

because you’re in God’s place”. 

 No doubt it is often difficult for you to look at it in this way, and (between you and me) I 

find it a struggle in my own life; but by grace we conquer and in faith we know it to be true.  

Then as I look out of my window tonight over the plains, wondering where you are, and I see the 

silvery moon and twinkling stars illuminating the entire plain, I know they also shine on you and 

it gives me peace; for so, too, the same God that watches over us at home watches o’er you 

somewhere…. over there. 

 I have a lot more I’d like to write but my paper is filled.  And so, “fellas”, until the next 

time, good-bye, and God be with you and may His blessings be upon you all. 

    Your Friend and Comrade 

      In Christ, 



     Rev. A. Cammenga. 

 

Originally Published in: 

Vol 3 No 5 February 1943 


