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 Czechoslovakia 

Dear Friends: 

I wish to express my thanks to all those who make it possible for me to receive the 

Beacon Lights and our other Church papers since these papers and magazines are the only 

spiritual food I receive, besides my Testament. 

Since the 13
th

 day of March, 1945, when we started our last and final drive, we did not 

have an opportunity to attend any services because when we once got the “Jerrys” on the run, we 

kept ‘em going.  We have gone through some terrible things and have seen plenty, but knowing 

that God is always present they could harm my body, but not my soul—which is a great comfort 

in these days of suffering on the battlefronts.  I thank God that He has blessed me with Christian 

parents, and that they have given me Christian instruction. 

We have gone through France, Germany, Austria and now in Czechoslovakia but there 

are very few religious families.  It is not only amongst these people, but our own soldiers who 

have fox hole religion when times become hot, they pray, but when the worst is over they begin 

to curse and swear again and mock about the heavenly things. 

For a long time we haven’t eaten with our kitchen and had “K” rations, sometimes eating 

them while walking or riding tanks, but always had plenty to eat.  Sometimes we slept in wet fox 

holes and sometimes on mattresses in houses.  Most of the German civilians treated us very well.  

I find the S.S. German soldiers and the snipers very brutal and bloodthirsty, but as for the 

Volkstrum soldiers, they are not as bad; you find a lot of good men amongst them.  But you can 

tell those who belong to the Nazi party are always ready to trick you or, if possible, poison you. 

It’s a blessing that this terrible war has ceased in this country, by the Will of our God, so 

that we may again return to our dear ones at home.  It’s my sincere hope and prayer that the 

Lord’s blessing will rest upon the labor of these educational papers and magazines.  Once more 

thanking you for the Beacon Lights I’m receiving. 

 Pfc. Joe De Koekkoek 

 Edgerton, Minn. 

 

******** 

 

 Scott Field, Ill. 

Dear Folks: 

Well, today it is Sunday and it is a beautiful day.  I’m in the service club.  There is a light 

breeze blowing through the building, it feels wonderful.  I went to chapel this morning and the 

Chaplin had a pretty good  sermon.  Nothing like our church though.  I haven’t heard anything 

that could beat our own ministers in preaching. 

The field is kind of quiet today and there are just a few planes in the air soaring around 

like giant silver eagles.  Out on the field the planes are lined up row by row, wing tip to wing tip; 

you would never think to look at them that they can fly and maneuver around as gracefully as a 

bird.  On the other side of the field is a big B-25 Bomber in its new fresh war-paint.  Its large 

body looks like a big cigar and it sets on the ground with its body on a straight line with the 

ground and its tail in the air.  Tomorrow this peaceful looking piece of steel will be winging its 



way to some theatre of action and will become a great instrument of destruction, killing, 

destroying man and all that man has made, with its load of bombs.  Someday this instrument of 

destruction will return to its base and become a means of transportation to better man’s way of 

living.  It will throw off its clothing of dull war paint and one again become a silver bird of 

peace. 

On a square piece of lawn in front of the hangar there sets another B-25.  This bomber 

has already seen its action and has fulfilled its purpose that it was built for.  This one has 

returned from its missions and has come back to the States a very different kind than when it left 

here.  Its sides are punctured with bullet holes and its belly is smashed in from a forced landing.  

Its bomb bay doors will never again be opened to release its load of destruction upon the human 

race.  Its gun turrets are empty and its motors are gone, and its wings seem to hang dejected and 

weak now that its heart has been removed.  It stands there as a symbol of war, hate and 

destruction.  I hope you don’t mind my writing this way but that’s just the way I feel today.  

There are a few clouds in the sky and they hang like pieces of cotton against a pale blue sky.  

Sure looks pretty.  We didn’t have any mail-call today and so I didn’t receive any letters today.  I 

ought to have a bunch tomorrow.  We had a good dinner today. The menu consisted of chicken, 

peas, mashed potatoes, ice cream, corn, bread, salad and coffee.  Tasted good, but not like your 

Sunday dinner.  Well, this is about all I know now so I’ll say so long. 

 P a/c Ben Rietema, 

 (Fuller Ave.) 
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