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 Somewhere in France 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

Just a few days ago I received three copies of Beacon Lights.  I wish I could convey to 

you just how much this meant to me.  Like a starving man wolfs his food, so I devoured the 

contents of all three numbers at once. 

Let me briefly sketch my activities since leaving the hospital in England on December 11 

of last year.  Spiritually, there were many privileges which I enjoyed in England.  I conducted a 

few mid-week meetings at the hospital chapel and gave a chalk talk.  Also worshipped in some 

of the churches in nearby cities and met some Christian fellow patients with whom I had many 

pleasant conversations.  After leaving the hospital I was shunted about England for a while—thru 

various Replacement Depots and finally across the Channel for the third time and back to France.  

Along with many other fellow soldiers I made the long, slow, cold journey from Le Havre, to 

Paris—thirty of us in one of those famous 40 and 8’s of World War I fame.  Christmas was even 

spent in the freight yards of Paris, and Christmas night we slept on the hard frozen ground in a 

woods.  New Year’s eve and day was spent in a former German armory, the walls being adorned 

with swastikas and a huge banner on the wall contained the following statement in German: “To 

the German soldier nothing is impossible.”  On the 2
nd

 of January, I arrived at this outfit—my 

new army “home.” 

You see, I am required to work 7 days a week and so there is no opportunity to observe 

the Sabbath.  Besides this, there is no place to worship if I did have the time, and finally, I have 

not found a single Christian fellow although I’ve been here nearly two months now.  Spiritually 

therefore, it is a lonely life, hence any Christian literature means so much to me.  I hold a sort of 

a service by myself, reading one of the Lord’s Days and follow it with the reading of one of Rev. 

Hoeksema’s explanations in the S. B., and I also sing a few Psalter numbers to myself, but one 

cannot realize how much Christian Fellowship means until it is denied us as at present.  Yet the 

Lord is faithful and I can testify of His grace and nearness, and with Paul I am learning by His 

grace, to be content in whatsoever state I am.  I have not written these things, dear friends, to 

evoke pity—but that you may see how great a privilege is yours—who can worship with God’s 

people on the Sabbath and meet during the week in Christian fellowship to learn to know Him 

better Who is the Author and Finisher of our faith.  Avail yourselves of every opportunity to 

grow in the knowledge of Christ for it is then that we build up ourselves spiritually for times of 

dearth as I now am experiencing.  And so in closing may God richly bless you all and may you 

continue to present the Protestant Reformed truth in Beacon Lights for it means so much to us 

who are away. 

 With Christian Greetings, 

 Andrew Voss 

 

***** 

 

 April, 1945 
 

Dear Friends: 



 

Since the war began, letters from all over the world have appeared on the pages of our 

magazine and now I would like to throw one in from Panama.  As you know, the government has 

a great interest in this part of Central America because of the Canal.  A few months ago I found 

myself flying over the Caribbean Sea and shortly thereafter I was made a part of Uncle Sam’s 

defense forces here. 

One of the most interesting things about this area is the mixture of races which is found 

here.  You can almost trace the history which has taken place in this section be observing the 

people.  The basic population was once Indian, but today only one variety of pure bred Indian 

remains.  This is the San Blas Indian located on the nearby San Blas Islands.  The purity of this 

race is strictly guarded and so much intra-marriage has taken place that a relatively large 

percentage of children are albinos. 

Most of the other Indians have long ago intermarried with the Spaniards who first took 

this country away from them.  The Panamanian is then a mixture of white and red bloods.  There 

are some real Spaniards left, but the number is small.  When the canal was built, Negroes and 

Orientals were imported as cheap laborers.  Today, many of the children and younger people 

have both Negro and Oriental blood in their veins as well as Indian and Spanish, while the older 

people are pure Negro, Oriental or a mixture of Spanish and Indian. 

Since this area is only about nine degrees north of the Equator, the vegetation and wild 

life is strictly tropical.  There are many coconut palms and banana trees and all the growth is 

luxuriant.  The warm weather and heavy precipitation of the rainy season which, by the way, 

runs from May to December, largely accounts for the thick vegetation.  There are many birds of 

bright color, but although you can always hear them, they are hard to find.  The jungles are full 

of iguanas, wild pigs, deer and other creatures.  Two common snakes found here are bushmasters 

and boa constrictors.  Just as a matter of interest, my roomie has found a little honey bear who is 

fast becoming a real pet. 

This just about completes my contribution from Panama.  I might add that the beauty and 

interest which can be found here make but a poor substitute for home. 

 Sincerely, 

 Ens. Herman Hoeksema (Fuller) 

 

***** 

 

Dear Friends: 
 

It has long been in my mind to write a letter in appreciation for the many issues of the 

Beacon Lights that I have received, but somehow, and probably typical of most other boys in the 

service, I always keep putting my writing off.  However, in my recent reading, I saw that some of 

the boys have found a bit of time to send in a word of thanks, so I thought possibly I should do 

likewise, and this time without delay. 

This past week I just received two issues of the Beacon Lights.  Mail of this nature 

sometimes takes very long in getting to us.  Nevertheless, in spite of the fact it may take such a 

long time in getting here, the contents never become stale as would an ordinary newspaper.  

Therein lies its great treasure to us boys who receive them.  In the Oct. issue, I enjoyed 

particularly the article written by the editor entitled “Don’t Do It.”  Yes, it takes a long absence 

to actually realize what a great privilege it is to be able to attend the regular meetings from week 

to week.  Then the “picture page” of the various boys is also an added attraction which I enjoyed 

very much.  Not only that, but to me, each and every page has a great value of its own, which 



makes it such a grand publication.  And I am sure all the other boys must enjoy it just as much as 

I do.  A word of praise to all those who put forth their efforts to make the Beacon Lights the 

paper that it is! 

It’s been approximately 20 months since I left the States, which is not too long.  Most of 

this time was spent in the United Kingdom, and the greatest share of that in the small country of 

North Ireland.  During all this time I have met but one of our boys, and incidentally, one of my 

best friends, Joe Gritter.  That was almost a year ago when I spent a short furlough in London 

and was very fortunate in being able to locate him.  We certainly were overjoyed in meeting each 

other, and those three days we spent together went by all too fast. 

It was early last July when we came up the beaches in Normandy and have been on the 

continent in various places since that time.  During the campaign thru France I had a couple of 

experiences of what might be called “being at the point” in a spearhead.  However, it was not so 

bad back in those days, but the most enjoyable thing of it all was the fact that we were always 

amongst the first to enter a town to receive the welcome.  Those are but the nicest experiences.  

Other things are not so pleasant.  I have seen war and its effects and can only say it is a bitter 

experience, as any fellow would say who has tasted some of it.  To see the wounded and the 

dead, to see the trail of destruction in some places, and to see the misery it all causes, are things 

which will be hard to forget. 

Due to conditions at the present time, we are forbidden to reveal our present location.  

From our earliest days thru France we came thru the cities of St. Lo, Angers, Chartres, Rhiems, 

Verdun and finally in the mighty fortress city of Metz, where our outfit spent Thanksgiving Day.  

For now I cannot say more. 

Once again the holiday seasons have gone by.  They were very uneventful as far as life 

goes on around here.  I was hoping to be able to go to church services on Christmas Day, but 

there were no services.  A week previous to Christmas was the last time I had opportunity to 

attend church and we make that service a Christmas service.  To you it probably would look 

strange.  Not a church building, but an old theatre.  Not a group of nicely dressed boys, but boys 

in battle dress carrying their weapons into church with them.  We sang many an old Christmas 

Carol, “Peace on earth, good will toward men,” while outside the guns were throwing shells of 

destruction into the enemy lines.  Sounds strange, doesn’t it? 

The weather during recent weeks has been similar to our own Michigan weather, 

although lacking in the great amount of snow.  The ground is frozen hard and solid, the fields 

and forests are covered with a light blanket of snow, which all paints a pretty picture, but not 

quite so nice to the soldier who must live in it.  Fortunately, most of the time we are able to sleep 

under cover, even though at times it may be in some old house or a barn or a cellar, but at least it 

keeps away the worst of the weather. 

Before closing this letter, I might add that last evening I received several copies of the 

radio sermons.  It certainly would seem so much more pleasant for us boys if we could actually 

sit at home and listen to them, but for the present we must be content with reading.  Even at that, 

they are very much appreciated as are all the rest of the papers.  Without them, I think our church 

life would seem very far from us.  Once again, many thanks to all those who make it possible for 

us to receive our papers.  In closing, may God’s blessing rest upon you and all the work being 

put forth and hoping also if it may be His will, that some day in the near future, we all may be 

brought together again as in former days. 

 As ever your friend, 

 George Kunz (Creston) 



 

***** 

 

 Tacoma, Washington 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

Hello from Washington!  My Husband and I are stationed in Tacoma, Washington and 

have been here for nearly eight months now.  A long time to stay at one place considering how 

much the boys in service are transferred from camp to camp. 

I am working at the Fort Hospital and this surely is a large place.  Yes, this hospital 

covers 85 acres and contains 2,000 beds so you can get some idea of how large this General 

Hospital is.  The boys from the Fort are treated here and now the boys are coming from overseas 

and I surely have learned a lot since working here.  I type up the diagnosis of the boys after they 

leave the hospital, but very seldom do I come across a Grand Rapids boy. 

Enclosed is a contribution to Beacon Lights, which we surely enjoy.  One thing by being 

in the States, this type of literature comes regularly and seeing we do not have our Reformed 

Church in Washington, this reading material is of much value.  Regularly we receive the radio 

sermons, Standard Bearer and Beacon Lights.  A word of thanks from both if us! 

 Cpl. & Mrs. Wm. Kamps (Creston) 

 

***** 

 

 Philippine Islands 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

I have been receiving the Beacon Lights for two and a half years now, and have never 

taken time to thank you for the good work you have been doing.  But I do want to express my 

appreciation for them, and also for the other church papers and radio sermons.  I have received 

only one since we came here.  I feel lost without them; I’ve only been able to attend service 

twice now in the last three and a half months. 

This is my third campaign.  I have been to Attu, Kwajalein and now the first one here in 

the Philippines. 

I have a little poem which I would like to have put in the Beacon Lights and dedicated 

especially to my mother and father.  I am also enclosing a little donation for the Beacon Lights.  

May God permit you to carry on with your work. 

 A friend, 

 John Den Besten (Doon, Iowa) 

 

Our country calls our boys today, 

Calls from friends and home away, 

Asks them serve on land or sea— 

Wherever need may greatest be. 

 

Alas, our mothers’ hearts are moved, 

As their devotions true are proved,  

They love their boys with all their heart,  

And tears are shed when they must part. 



 

But should our hearts so heavy be? 

Is not our God on land and sea? 

Is He not with them everywhere? 

Does not He give a Father’s care? 

 

Not even friendless sparrow small,  

Against God’s will shall earthward fall, 

Can He then not protect your boy? 

Will He not guard your “hope” and “joy?” 

 

His mighty Arm can reach out wide 

Above the mighty ocean tide, 

On battle front He’s near at hand, 

In air the bombs hear His command. 

 

Therefore “fear not” He says to you, 

Only the Father’s bidding do, 

Into His care commend your child, 

Dismiss all fears and notions wild. 

 

God’s will be done—that much we know 

Against His will no force can go. 

He’s given life and breath to man,  

He, too, can take it home again. 

 

From war we’ll learn this lesson true— 

A lesson good for me and you, 

Prepare today to die aright, 

Then we will live, e’en though we die tonight. 

 

 Author Unknown 

 

***** 

 

 Somewhere in France 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

It is sort of hard for me to start this letter.  It isn’t because I don’t want to write, but 

because that in my two years of Army service I have never written you before and I am ashamed 

of it.  I surely hope I can improve that score in the future.  Beacon Lights has always followed 

me wherever I have been.  During the past 13 months that I have been overseas I have never 

missed a copy and I want you and all the readers to know that your efforts to make Beacon 

Lights the magazine it is are really and truly appreciated by those of us who are in the Service.  It 

was through Beacon Lights that I found out that Wm. Koster of Roosevelt Park was in the same 

Battalion I am although he is in a different Battery.  We met in Africa and since then we have 

spent many happy hours together both in Africa and England.  We would arrange to meet at 



every opportunity and I’m sure we both enjoyed them.  Needless to say our conversation was 

always about the same topics, Home, Church and loved ones.  Since we came to France it has not 

been possible for us to get together, at least not yet, although I surely hope to.  Let me say that 

Beacon Lights and our other church magazines and papers do mean much to us and do help to 

bridge those thousands of miles between us.  May God bless you and give you strength to 

continue your work. 

 Yours in Christ, 

 Cpl. Jacob Regnerus (Oskaloosa) 

 

***** 

 

 England, February, 1945 
 

Dear Friends: 
 

I received the January copy of Beacon Lights and was very glad to get it.  I have been at 

this Rehabilitation Center for some weeks now, and expect very shortly to be heading back up.  

Everything seems to be going pretty well at this end of the line. 

Well, I will close for now, hoping everything is fine back home. 

 Sincerely, 

 John P. Hazenberg (Fuller) 
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