
Seme:','here in ^ew Guinea 
23 April lili

Dear ^ujor,
Wherever the American soldier goes, there also goes one of those 

principles for vjhich he is fighting in ev^ry corner of the world—Freedom of 
Worship* Brought up in Christian homes for the most part, the American soldier 
takes time out from his task of destruction to v-rorship God—to worship his tnvn 
God in the manner he chooses*

Today I attended the dedicatory service of an/ Army chapel in New 
Guinea*

Last week there was a ieog swampy bog in one comer of our little 
"hole in the jungle*n Kunai grass scarcely shaded
hy a chmrfed tree £:rew sparsely/ in the mud*

Today, on this spot. Chaplain H* L. Sussman, of Rochester# Minn*, stood 
before a sno^ white altar and dedicated the chapel he had built to the free 
worship of God*

iffintia "This chapel is a modest one and in it you see no similiarity to 
the great churches of our hcmeland, " he EtataBisM said*

"It is worth only a fe:? Australian 
pounds in physical value* But to us it is to be valued as great as any cathedral, 
for it is a place where we can worship God,”

. Into the buHcling of Chaplain Bussman’s chapel went thatching and woven 
cane i nels made by pagan natives of New Guinea3 lumber from Australia, and many 
han-hours of labor by American soldiers* An Army hospital tent is its roof.,rami 
surmounted by a glistening white batoboo cross*

The bog is ncn-r covered with white sand and instead of kunai grass, 
beautiful flcrrering shindss and palm trees grary/transplanted from the jungle* 

About a hundred officers and enlisted iiien crowded the little chapel’s 
rough-hev.11 benches at the dedicatory service. Several denominations were 
represented and Chaplain Bussman explained that warship services of all creeds 
wuld be conducted in this chapel.

As the khaki-clad men sang "Onward Christian Soldiers" ny gaze wandered to 
the n arby jungle wall There hundreds of songbirds sang too in the vine entwined 
trees. Into our li tie clearing the sun’s rays shone about the rude chapel and I 
felt that I was in a holy place. The atmosphere I breathed was the same Smhjave that I 

first experienced in a little white church on the banks of the Topisaw river in til South 
Mississippi. The same atmosphere that Emtes permeates the finest church mn there 
in Jackson.

Becaxu-e he wears a “lap-lap" sarong instead of trousers and shirt} because 
he goes in far rings in the ears and sticks in the nose instead of loud neckties) 
because he sleeps by preference on a bamboo rack instead of in a bed--because he 
is a "savage" to the civilized iMte nun, the Melanesian native is often misunderstoo 
by soldiers from the United States* . ■»„

17e are prone to regard the New Guinea natives as mhamihg ignorant aboriginals* 
We laugh at their simplicity and often fail to give them credit for the keen 
intelligence some really have* i

Major Frank Mee, of Meridian, told me of an incident which revealed the 
"Boong boy’S" insight into the greatness of the univer-se*_ #

A muscular black boy came jogging along a trail, j^rank salt , swinging iis 
snear casually over his shoulder and apparently in somevhat of a huiry*

The native stopped arid grinned and bobbed his ted bushy head. "Good day, 
American, good day, ny friend," he said—-then bumming the inevitable cigeret*

"That’s your rush, boy?" Frank waited to Imow, and the boy anEr.-ered^
"Pretty soon bye em bye, light he finis* I go my house*" end He waved 

toivard the setting sun* , ,,This amused Frank, so he asked the near*—naked native, '-That malves the lign.tr 
what is the sun?"



maldn

■ 'rhe'-native puzzled over this qu stion for a moment, then h5s eyes 
opened ividely and he grinned in the Melanesian’s characteristic manner to shovr 
he under stood, said,

11 All day long,” he ran3!ii™d; hiw face fromaing with the efforx, of 
explanation and his aiw flailing the air, ”Jesus fella him wall: about all about 
Xon" tine T^itli big lanp plenty stink-stinke Light fella him Trarm—him daytime. 
E|ye en bye,^titi^.st4nl< he finis, light torinniniaina fella him finis.
•dr-yfehtr i-^rhianfacp trading post him close. Jesus fella him daytime finis.

“Dye era bye him trading post open. Jesus fella buy stinlc-stink. Him 
liglit plenty big. Him daytime.”

# “That boy, I believe, tsnows has a good conception of things,’’ tie major ,
said, “and the only thing wrong with his explanation-as he ex ressed it in. terms that 
were familidr to him—was that I didn’t understand it because of ny own ignorance. 
How was I to knovr that • stink-stinfe1 is the native word far kerosene?11

At a Hed Cross canteen, Lt Paul Hudson, of Morton, told me, there is 
employed the only Hew Guinea to hold, a food handler’s certificate.

“He is a fine looking boy,” Paul said, “and an excellent cook. His 
1 Lop-Lap’ rjas clean, and senm near its hem there was the Red Cross emblem.

“I supposed the native had sewi on the emblem because of its color 
so I comr’ented to a"Red Cross worker that ’those boys sure do go for anything 
red, don’t they?’ ” , tir.

The Red Cross worker laughed, Paul told me, and then said, “«hy. 
Lieutenant, that boy has worn that Red Cross emblem for four years-—ever since 
he paosed the Red Cross first aid course at one of the old New Guinea mi: sions.” 

Today I Enasneirly fell out of my jeep vdien one of the native boys 
walked up to me and gsked, “Hcry’s the war going in Eurppe ncr;T, Captain?” 

“That in the world do you know about the war in Europe?” 1 countered 
in amazement.

The fhizzy-wuzzy immediately assumed a hurt look and replied quite 
disdainfully! newspaper,

“I read the/Guinea Gold.” Then he stalked off after hitching his 
machete up under his belt.

And I shigted gears ever so gently and came on back to camp without 
any more wisecracks at the natives.

• . - y st er da
It was like Old II me Week on East Capitol todoy here shortly 

after an olive drab bomber settled onto an airstrip near my camp.
. y, ■ r y^-Tbe b<^e Colonel Fred.B!rad^iaw, of Jackson, and the 

first:.taLS±lettbiMih«w -.yatP Lt. Col*nLq<'4s 5igge^tsitalse qf. I 1 e'
ffcieB6fciRnat6seieigv.es y^ iWg«r66S6»ir®re blosely

associated f&r -sev^alryc^rs egt^dsd6f
in Flqrid:. and Tex?is, in-the Louisiana maneuver -area and were finally separated by 
the misfortunes, ofp; - ^tr ^n^’oT -■on^on3 eojq 130’ fa 

Vp ®re<cj;ja^o§gnt' was Sfdis&r^^teu^qther camp.
g^^-^h^rdLyrjexpoatedrfco jS^^I^sgSiitfnintflfkft®

^OJJS iKTfp pye bib- - „J37^3^u «jG m^ac.
' 3 “I heard you vrere in Neiv Guinea, you old scalawag,”" shouted Fred

as Louis literally embraced him. “The Japs might as well quit and go home now 
that you’re here,”

Colonel Bradshaw, who only a mon h ago received his eagles, didn’t
get much sleep last nirfit, -vdiat vrith talldng into the morning vrith Major Tom Kizer, 
of Senatobia^ atid Ch. (Lt.Col.) Jimmie Faulconer, of Jackson, and Lt. Col. Albert 
Lake, of Tupelo,' aM -ajar I>ank McKee of Meridian.

But> as he left for another sector, on the New Guinea front, Fred 
Bradshaw* said, “2*his has been the best day since I left the States.”

And, Louis Jiggetts was happy, too; grinning like a speckled puppy 
chasing his first rabbit.

Major, you can see I’ve written s v ral lett rs in one—sort oj 
^^+.r»M'nrr nr). Best regards to all.


