
Letters from Our Boys 
Various 

 

 

Belgium, Europe 
 

Dear Friends: 

Just a few lines to express my appreciation for the past issues of Beacon Lights and hope 

that my notice of change of address reaches you in time to keep my copies on the shortest route 

to me.  I surely appreciate them and especially now when we don’t have any place to go to hear 

at least a real sermon other than our chaplains’ services.  I won’t say a word about this because I 

notice most of the boys have written on that subject.  They are of some value though in this 

world conflict, even though we all wish for one of our own ministers.  Many thanks again. 

Sincerely, Ralph Baas 

(Sgt. from Kalamazoo, Mich.) 

 

*********** 

 

Sioux Falls, S. Dakota 
 

Dear…: 

Now that I’m shoveling coal into a bucket and then into the stove to keep warm instead 

of turning a radiator that is busting with steam on and off, the situation is quite different from 

that which I enjoyed for two and a half years at Chanute Field, Ill.  I’m here at Sioux Falls 

waiting to start a school for radio.  When and if I graduate, I should be able to repair and operate 

a radio in a bomber.  It is hard to get used to being a student again after being permanent party so 

long, but I’ll be able to take it if others can. 

One good thing is that we will have Sundays off.  I’ll be able to attend a Christian 

Reformed Church in town, a privilege for which I am thankful.  To be in the army where 

everything tends to take away the principles you have always held dear and to be with men who 

care nothing about God’s Word and His Kingdom, is not easy, but with God’s Grace and 

Almighty Power upholding me, I’ll go on and do my best to live as He would have me.  It does 

not matter where we are; we need Him, don’t we?  How good God is. 

Yesterday we went out into the field and had a four hour exhibition of the various gasses 

and incendiaries that the army uses in combat.  It was interesting although too cold out to enjoy it 

to the fullest.  I’m wondering just what winter will be like out here.  From what they say around 

here we will really be in for it.  I’m glad that my time will be spent mostly in a heated building. 

I’m enclosing a small donation to help carry on the work of Beacon Lights.  I certainly do 

appreciate receiving it.  And I always like to receive mail from home.  It’s a long way out here, 

you know, from Michigan. 

Sincerely, 

Al Dekker, 

(Cpl. from Fuller Church) 

 

********** 

 

Central Pacific 
 



Dear Friends: 

At eight o’clock, one foggy morning, we sailed out of Frisco Bay into the blue waters of 

the peaceful Pacific.  It was a strange feeling; I was leaving so much behind.  Even while in the 

states it was difficult to be away from family and friends, but now it seemed to leave such a 

feeling of loneliness and the memories of those back home was enough to cause a lump in your 

throat.  I wondered how many months or perhaps years would pass before I would again see the 

mammoth steel structure of the Golden Gate bridge, which was slowly fading in the distance. 

Traveling on a troop ship isn’t very pleasant.  The food is poor, water for bathing is very 

limited; the troop compartments are crowded and smelly.  Although the weather was favorable, 

the first few days I didn’t have a very good appetite.  The beautiful sunsets were indeed a 

manifestation of the marvelous works of our Creator. 

We arrived in Hawaii on the fourth of July.  It was a hot summer day; the humidity was 

very high, as it usually is on an army island in the Pacific.  But to me Hawaii wasn’t the land of 

beautiful palm trees slowly swaying in the summer breeze, there wasn’t the soft music of 

swinging guitars.  Undoubtedly it is different in peace time than what it is today.  It was 

crowded, overflowing with men and girls of all branches of the armed services.  While on pass in 

Honolulu, it was difficult to find a good place to lunch at.  It was crowded with cheap places 

where people could satisfy their fancy for liquor and dancing, where they seemed to enjoy 

themselves in worldly pleasures. 

We didn’t stay in Hawaii very long, about ………..censored………..  All I saw for weeks 

was sky and water, actually thought I’d never get there, wherever we were going.  After being at 

sea for approximately five weeks, we set foot on dry land by making an amphibious landing on 

Anguar Island.  No doubt you’ve read about our assault in the daily papers.  It was on that day, 

the seventeenth of September that I received what we called baptism of fire.  To my surprise I 

wasn’t afraid, the previous night I had slept well, had a hearty breakfast and was really glad to be 

on solid ground. 

A little better than a week after I had landed, I was privileged to be a member of an honor 

guard, and was present at the ceremony in which Admiral Halsey and his staff raised the flag of 

the United States making this island a possession of the homeland.  It was a memorable occasion. 

These are but a few experiences of mine, after being in the service some 27 months. 

I’ve experienced what it is to live apart from those whom I love dearly.  There were hours 

when my heart was heavy, especially is this true on Sundays.  I long to be among those who can 

gather in God’s house on the Sabbath. 

Sincerely, 

Pfc. Henry Doorn 

(Fuller Ave., Grand Rapids) 

 

 

News from the Fighting Front 
 

Pfc. Bernard J. Miedema, from our Fuller Ave. Church, who was previously wounded in 

action in Italy, now has been reported missing in the same area since October 10. 

 

********** 

 



Pvt. Andrew Voss expects to be released from the hospital in England where he has been 

convalescing since August, sometime during the first part of December.  He has written home 

that at present he is doing a little work at his old trade, painting. 

 

********** 

 

In Memoriam 

Pfc. Ben Weessies, member of our church in Kalamazoo, Michigan, was reported missing 

in action in France since October 1.  However, Tuesday, November 28, his family received 

another telegram stating that Ben died November 5 in a German prison camp.  He died thirty six 

days after the date the War Department disclosed him missing.  The wounds which he received 

while in action were apparently of a serious nature and were the cause of his death. 
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