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SO THIS IS WAR!  Lying here in a foxhole, pinned down by enemy fire!  Wonder for 

how much longer!  It’s been two days and two nights now.  I suppose I could be philosophical 

about it though and say that at least it gives a fellow time to think.  Wish I had someone to talk 

to.  Wish my buddy had kept his head down.  Then he wouldn’t be sprawled out there stiff and 

cold.  Even now they don’t let him rest.  Every once in a while a slug rips through him.  

Someone over there just making certain, I guess.  Swell buddy he was, too.  Had lots of nice 

talks together.  He believed like I did when it would be our time to get it.  We never spoke of 

luck or having your number come up.  We were both agreed that our life was in the Lord’s hand.  

And we weren’t ashamed to admit we were scared, but we both had that only comfort in life and 

death and knew where we were going if they got us.  I’ll surely miss him though.  We’d been 

inducted the same day, had our basic training together and shipped out on the same transport. 

They say though, that we won’t be the same as when we left.  I’ll agree, too, for how 

could we be?  When we were kids we used to watch the vets of the last war parade on Memorial 

Day and thrill as they fired a volley over the Honor Roll in the city park.  We thrilled as we 

watched those vets march in perfect step as the band struck up a martial air.  We thought, in our 

boyish minds, that that was war; honor, glory, love of flag and country, devotion to duty and 

shiny medals for deeds of valor.  Surely, we knew that many made what was called the supreme 

sacrifice, but when you’re young, you don’t think so much about that part of it.  Or perhaps you 

think of them as quietly sleeping in Flanders’ fields where poppies blow; between the crosses, 

row on row.  And we were even stirred to a patriotic fervor when in public speaking class we’d 

expressively proclaim, “Take up our quarrel with the foe.  To you from failing hands we throw—

the torch.  Be yours to bear it high.”  And the solemn threat—“If ye break faith with us who 

die—we shall not sleep though poppies blow in Flanders’ fields!”  Funny how a fellow thinks of 

all those things in a fox hole! 

I remember, too, how I came home on that one furlough I had before I shipped out.  It 

was pretty tough.  Seeing folks you’d known and loved all your life.  Especially when some 

seemed to be so proud of that snappy uniform.  People at church who’d never noticed me before, 

now flocked around and asked questions.  Wonder if they’ll remember me when I put on that old 

blue suit again—if I do!  Wish some of them could see me now in dirt-caked battle dress and a 

three day’s growth of beard.  Wish I could scratch that bite but I daren’t raise up because I know 

that Tommy gun will get me. 

But I mustn’t become so cynical that I forget some of the true values which I possess.  

And I can’t help but recall some of those talks my buddy and I had.  We both knew and 

confessed that when our earthly tabernacle was dissolved, we had a building not made with 

hands.  And that’s his earthly tabernacle lying over there.  He moved out, but the burial squad 

will probable still think it’s him.  My buddy and I agreed on most things like that.  But there was 

a difference though, but towards the last he began to see it more and more my way.  I thought it 
rather unimportant when I was going to catechism.  Thought it was one of those cases of 

theological hairsplitting.  I remember so well now how that one year we studied the Three Points 

of 1924. 



My buddy and I talked about it often.  He’d heard that a certain preacher had made them 

up and then separated himself and his consistory and practically all of his congregation from the 

larger denomination.  And I remember how many friendly debates we had about these matters.  

Most of the time, though, he was the pupil and I was the teacher.  Seems that his church didn’t 

like to say too much about what happened in ’24.  Of course, we were just kids then, but I 

remember my folks talking about it and read a history of our church in which those events were 

related.  I understand those things much better now.  The truth of the world and life view as 

taught us has become a practical reality. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have kidded by buddy about it, but I used to ask him to show me some 

of that “common grace” when we’d sit on our bunks and talk about this mad war.  And when 

we’d see some of the fellows go off to town to spend the evening with the daughters of Jezebel 

and stumble back in the early morning hours, we both got to understand a little better the totality 

of total depravity.  And when he’d start talking about a certain restraint of sin through a general 

operation of the Holy Spirit, I’d point to an M.P. and ask how come we need him.  Or how come 

we need fellows like you and me or how come we need policemen?  If this restraint is done by 

the Holy Spirit we surely could save a lot of taxes!  I didn’t mean to tease him or be sarcastic and 

he could take it.  He didn’t call me a mud-slinger or a fault-finder.  Rather, but, of course, I can’t 

take credit, he started seeing things my way. 

I remember though how only a few days ago we had to step off the road to let some Red 

Cross ambulances through.  He thought then that he could best me in debate.  He wanted to know 

how I explained those acts of mercy and unflinching courage which is so characteristic of the 

medical corps.  Were they not doing ‘good works’?  And, of course, I couldn’t deny that they 

relieved the distress and eased the suffering inflicted upon man by man.  To both of us it seemed 

that it was the only noble work to be found in this whole mad business.  But he didn’t stop me 

there, either.  I’d heard, too, many of those “illustrations” when I was still in the States.  I’d give 

him texts to prove my contention.  One of them, I recall, was from the Psalms, where it says that 

the tender mercies of the wicked are cruel.  And I’d ask him if a bitter fountain could produce 

sweet water.  He believed in the Heidelberg Catechism, too, so I asked him if he knew how it 

defined good works.  He surprised me and quoted, I believe it’s question and answer 91.  The 

question is just like I put it to my buddy—“But what are good works?”  And I can still hear him 
saying—“Only those which proceed from a true faith, are performed according to the law of 

God, and to His glory; and not such as are founded on our imaginations, or the institutions of 

men.”  I think a few more talks like that with my buddy and he would have been thoroughly 

convinced.  He’ll never get to read question and answer 8, I believe is, or the complete text of 

Article 4 under the third and fourth heads of doctrine in the Canons of Dordt.  I told him about 

that though and how his church chose to quote only the first part when they sought for proof of 

their false contention. 

Wish those reinforcements would come along.  I’m thirsty and my rations are about gone. 

And I was thinking, too, how that it’s been twenty years now since we’ve been members 

of that “Hyper-Calvinist movement” as some would sneeringly call us.  O how I wish I could 

write down all these thought and send them home and tell the fellows and girls to study these 

doctrinal truths.  I know now that they’re true and important, but I never thought I’d learn that 

from being in the army! 
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