
MY SON CAME BACK 

The day was rather a :p leasant one. I had hrn.ched 

with· a group of bus ine s s associates , and we had discussed 

the war s ituat ion and the par t our son s were :playing in 

this gr eat bat tle and. of our final vi r-to r ;y . We even to ld 

a j ok e or two about Hitler, Muss olini, and Ht rohito. I 

went back t o my desk in my of f ice feeling h p_py about life 

and it s future . ¥hen I had f inished my r outine rork: I 

started a lett er to my son telling him of my love for hi m, 

and how :proud I was of him and all his buddies over there 

wh o we re giving their all fo r this great cause of freea.om . 

I even mentioned a few pl ans I had for us - h i m and me -

when he came home . My letter wasn't finished , fo r the re 

were s o many things I had to t ell h i m, then y secret ary 

came i n and told me that Washingt on rvas c lling . I took 

the phone, nonchallantly , for I often r eceived calls f rom 

Washington. I must say , howeve r, that this was m;- · irst 

call of its kina_ . The call was from Ar y Hea.a_quarters 

r egre tfully noti fy i ng me that my s on, n ot s o,neone els e's 

son, was missing in acti on. 

True , the letter was unfinished that day. I 

put it away hoping and prayi ng that there st ill vms a 

chance that I could, s ome day , finish it , as I had fin ­

ishe d so many others . 



I didn't run awray f rom wh at had st r uc1 me . I 

couldn I t ge t up , I couldn I t thin_lc s t raight , I coul dn I t 

find myself at all . The sunlight was missing f rom my life . 

I don't know how long I s at there - time was 

nothing anymore . But , finally , I got control of myself , 

and as I s at there my bo;sr came back to me , n ot as he was 

as I reme mber ed him i n our farewell in London , but as a 

n ew born baby . Then I followed h i m all through the n or­

mal proc ess of h i s growth - his first f l t ering s t eps 

to stea i er ones , t he fi r st time he wa l k e ac r os s t he 

roo m into my arms, t he first t i me he said D na y, t e f irst 

fis h i ng t ri p we took togethe r , his f irst pony , hi f i r st 

day at s chool, his f i rst b icycle , h i s f irst fi ght vith a 

pal, his f irs t girl , our firs t s erious t a l' as fathe r 

and son , His grad.u ati on from high school, his going away 

to Culver , his de cisi on to j oin t he /lrmy Ji\ir Gorps , his 

r e ceiving his wi ngs - and how proud. he and I we re -

finally of our r eun i on in London , ana_ t hen of our fare ­

well . And n ow I was thinking of this mess age again, 

the f irst of i t s k ind I had rece ived . - my s on was miss ­

ing i n acti on . Th is picture of life "!Vas n ot so int r· gu­

ing now - somet ning was missing , ana. that was 'TlY oy . 

I le ft my off ice f or my club and :0ore t hin · ng , 

I cou l dn I t give up - I wouldn't g ive U:P the i dea tha t 

my boy wa s fore ver gone . I cal le d her~ , I rired there, 

but they t old me my son was £till miss ing . 

Of course I knew that I was not individual , that 



other sons just as dear to thei r Mothers an d Dads as a"' 

mine t o me we re miss ing , bu t s omehor I coul n' t r eal i7 e 

before my mes s age came just how deepl y crushed t hey ¥er e . 

No one does, becau se i t is a feeling one ~an' t ima i n e . 

I was reali zing now more than ever j us t how cruel that 

f e llow, Hi tle r , ana_ his 11 r a t 11 fol l owers a.re, and how much 

sorr ow, pain, and suff er i ng t hey were caus i ng by t heir 

gr eed and r u thle s snes s. An d then I go t to think ing of 

another Son who was made t o endure such har dshi ps, grief , 

suffering , and death by another heartless, crue l, and 

wick e d mob. This Son was t he Son of God, and the f act 

that he came back gave me courage. Somehow it seemed now 

I was not alone in my sorrow. 

I went on do ing my daily t asrs , becau se life 

ust go on , even though it can' t be a s one vrou ld have i t . 

I was a t my de sk again , s everal days l at er w'en m; se cre­

t ary r epeat ed again, "Washington is on t he ,vi ren. I t ook 

the phone with a pr ayer in my heart t hat it would b e news 

of my son. It was Army He adquarter s aga in s -,ying - y Son 

had b e en located - yes , he was s ti ll al ive , btt in a Naz i 

pri s on camp . I was jubili8J1t . My s n was st ill living , 

and I pr ay t o God that he i s rece iving fai r treatment. 

Yes, my son came b ack as I had last se en him - y oung , 

strong , a l over of li f e an d Liber t y . Now I can f inish 

t he letter to my Son! 


