Normandy, let us die to make men free

Like most of us who are in the twilight of our years there comes a
realization that life on earth is finite. As Benjamin Franklin stated only two
things are certain - death and taxes. This year we visited France and the
highlight of the trip were the hours we spent on the beaches of Normandy
the site of the Allied landing on June 6th 1944.

This was the first step in defeating the scourge of Nazi Germany.
Codenamed Operation Neptune and often referred to as D-Day, it was the
largest seaborne invasion in history. Aside from the logistical challenges
that had to be overcome, American troops had yet to be tested in a strategic
campaign against the professional German Army which had been at war
since 1939 across Europe and North Africa.

https://citizen-soldiermagazine.com/the-bedford-boys/

Upon arriving on the beaches, one realizes what a shear nightmare it was to
have landed against a fortified beach against a determined foe. Allied
casualties that morning alone there were over 10,000 with 4,414 confirmed
dead. One can only imagine the sheer terror running through the minds of
young men who only months before had been on a farm here in the valley
like the Bedford Boys where Bedford VA became defined by the sacrifices of
its citizen soldiers as nineteen young men perished that morning.

https://www.abme.gov/normandy

The impact of the landing at Normandy really hit home when you visit
Allied Cemetery where over 10,000 men and yes women are interred. The
cemetery is located above the cliffs and its shear impact is apparent as your
turn the corner and are struck by the visual impact of 172.5 acres of pristine
white crosses and Stars of David marking the dead.

Its impact is overwhelming when you consider the sacrifice, agony, and
pain not only of those interred but of the families and loved ones left
behind. While we were there by chance a World War II P-51 Mustang
circled overhead and tipped and his wings in solemn tribute to the fallen
comrades below. A wreath was then laid, and Taps played - if a tear did not
come to your eye at this point you are not human.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/D-Day_(military_term)

My wife and I each gathered a bag of sand that day from Omaha Beach.
Hers will be scattered on the grave of her father a World War II vet
interred at Arlington National Cemetery among other members of the
Greatest Generation. Mine will be scattered at Bedford VA as a small

tribute to the Bedford Boys sacrifices and bravery against overwhelming
odds.

During the day spent on the beaches where so many sacrificed without
hesitation, we often had French locals come up to us and thank us for the
sacrifice of our veterans from the Greatest Generation which will soon be
no longer. As they told us time and time again “we are the children that
those who died never had and we will never forget how America came to
our rescue.”

As we boarded the bus after a long and emotional day, I could not help but
recall the refrain of "The Battle Hymn of the Republic.” Where 100 years
before over 360,000 soldiers died to free 4 million fellow Americans from
slavery.

“As he died to make men holy
Let us die to make men free
His truth is marching on”

I was especially proud to be an American that day — in spite of our flaws we
remain a unique nation blessed by our altruism and self-sacrifice — we
stand alone among others. Although now we may a nation more divided
than united, may God bless and protect America forever the home of the
brave and the land of the free.



