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England 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

It is about time I write you once again, it’s been a long time since my last effort, but 

usually there is little time for letter writing even to those very near to my heart.  I am enjoying a 

little spell now due to weather in which to rest up—I would tell you much more of my 

experiences if I could but I’m sure you have a pretty good picture of what the troop carriers are 

doing for our country.  As a job; a crew chief on one of our planes, you can see I get firsthand 

knowledge of what is going on and therefore, so much the less am I able to relate. 

I greet you now from England—I know it’s pretty hard to keep track of just where I am—

for I’m much like a leap-frog who can’t hardly make up his mind just where he does want to be, 

but the place matters little, most of our thoughts are back home with you people and the church 

we left behind.  Instead of trying to write you of what’s going on right now, I think what will be 

of as much or more use to you is an experience I had quite some time age, and also it will show 

in a little way how much us boys need and enjoy such literature as you send us—the Beacon 

Lights, Standard Bearer and particularly the radio sermons which were printed for our benefit: 

they are very often inspiring to me.  They bring back truths to me which I knew were true and 

should hold to, but seldom in my army life heard, and even at times were refuted. 

A great lesson and a blessing in my life was once when I went to a Young People’s 

discussion (much like our catechism), in Texas; it was a Lutheran Church, because of my friends 

invitation and his faith.  This particular night they discussed God’s calling to man, etc.  I need 

not mention that I could not agree with every remark made by the speaker.  Therefore, when 

question time came, I made it known, but not too forcefully as I thought it out of place, being a 

visitor.  After session, however, the remarks I made, but didn’t press, aroused the interest of 

three or four well versed, almost theologians, and so we got into a private discussion.  To my 

consternation, they began asking questions and I tried to answer them, some of them well, but 

others I knew but had no backing to uphold my belief.  Naturally, they going through seminary 

bombarded me with many thoughts and quotations to which after a time I had to confess I was 

not as well versed as they were and therefore could only remark that I knew what in my heart 

was right, nothing could change it unless scripture proved me entirely wrong.  I asked for time to 

find my points and present them at a future friendly discussion, which they agreed would be only 

fair.  Unfortunately the next day or so, as always happens in the army, I was called to other parts. 

Nevertheless, this made plain to me my duty to study and be better versed in the scriptures 

and my particular doctrine, which I still hold as being the purest form that can be found. 

On my way over-seas and numerous other times I had ample opportunities to study and 

did so, always on the way finding opposition, but still doing it mostly by myself, and the hard 

way, almost alone, only be scripture itself which sometimes proves to be the most indelible.  I’ve 

learned much, but when I again read the real truth in your sermonettes and other literature, I am 

filled with happiness for knowing it is still being proclaimed over the air and written on paper 

and spoken on our pulpits—I am not alone! 

I hope and know that our other boys can also find this strength in the wonderful literature, 

Beacon Lights, Standard Bearer and the written sermons that they may use it and support it 



wholeheartedly.  We over here and also the many that are back home in the service.  May God 

place His blessings on our efforts that we may hold fast to the truth. 

May God still watch over His own.  I remain yours in Christ. 
 

Henry Pipe, 

Grand Rapids, Mich. 

 

*     *     *     *     *     * 

 

Somewhere in Italy 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

I promised I would write once again and thought it was just about time.  I have been 

receiving all the church papers and surely enjoy reading them.  If it were not for the people back 

home who send these papers to us, there would be no Christian literature to read at all.  A person 

never thinks of that when he is at home but when you are in a place where the Word of God is 

not spoken of at all, then a person starts to think and also to remember what they were taught 

back home.  It is quite cold out tonight.  We have been having such very nice weather out here 

the last few weeks, but then, I guess a person is never satisfied.  There is not much more that I 

can write about.  Many thanks for sending the church papers to us boys so far from home.  May 

the Lord bless us and keep us wherever we are. 
 

John Den Besten, Pfc. 

Doon, Iowa 
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