


My favorite story was about the orphan boy Gilbert, whom Dad took under his
wing. Gilbert lived next to the Navy camp with a caretaker, and Dad noticed the
skinny little boy and invited him to have lunch in the officers’ mess. That
became a daily occurrence, and Dad and Gilbert became so close that Dad tried
unsuccessfully to adopt Gilbert and bring him home.



Before my father passed away in 1991, we spoke about his time in the war
again and he mentioned Gilbert. “| wonder whatever happened to him,” he said.
He seemed so wistful, and that made an impression on me. | remembered then
that Dad had traveled to Paris once, in 1972, and tried to find Gilbert but was
unsuccessful.






It was so moving to be with the veterans and the French people who wanted to
thank them. We all wiped away tears during those encounters.

Gilbert passed away in 2008, and | traveled to Normandy for his funeral. The
tricolor French flag draped his coffin, carried by an honor guard of his fellow
veterans.

| sat with Gilbert's family in the front pew in the village church and listened to
the tributes to his life. At one point in the service, the priest asked me to place a
photo of my father and one of Gilbert, from 1944, together in one frame, on
Gilbert's coffin.

Candlelight flickered on the faces in the photographs and music echoed off the
walls of the small church as we all remembered Gilbert.

| realized that it was destiny that my father and Gilbert had loved each other,
but also destiny that they had to separate all those years ago. Life turned out
the way that it did for a reason.



Remembering Gilbert

Not only did Gilbert become my brother, he incorporated me into his French
family. His widow, Huguette, is like a sister to me, my French sister. | call her
often and will be visiting her again this June. There are now four generations of
my French family who know the story, and it lives on in Normandy as it does in
America.

Most of the World War |l veterans are gone now. But for the 80th anniversary
of the D-Day invasion, June 6, 2024, we remember the members of the
greatest generation who risked and gave their lives to preserve our freedom.

And the love story that began between my father and Gilbert 80 years ago lives
on.



