Standing Night Watch on Omaha Beach

On this June evening, the anniversary of D-Day, the light of day is fading, and a cloudy sky covers the seventy hectares of the American Cemetery at Colleville-sur-Mer.

The day was splendid with the air charged with pungent scents from green oaks, elms and Polyantha roses mixed with those of black pine, laurel and cypress.

I am here, in one of the sections filled with well aligned tombs, my gaze affixed on the white crosses magnificently erected on an immaculate green lawn.

I am Happy and Proud.

My 9,386 companions are now silent, sleeping deeply.  Perhaps they are thinking of all of the visitors who came and went today, each moved and filled with the silence and majesty of this place.

Tonight, I am on Watch…

If I was once nostalgic over being buried far away from home, family, and friends, I am now at peace.

I died young.  My life span was terminated at twenty two years.

While I did not have time to build a family, I knew Love.  Such a wonderful feeling.
I did not fulfill all of my dreams.  All the boats I would have wanted to command, all the seas and far away lands I wanted to discover…

I left so many unread books, unheard music, friends, and loved ones, all too hastily…

I knew brotherhood with my comrades in arms, Unforgettable…

I lived rare and hard times, Indescribable…

Fortunately, I had time to write and to tell my parents how much I loved them and thanked them for the rich heritage they transmitted to me, Essential…

I know for sure that they received the letter.  It was so important to them.  I’m sure it helped them to stand the shock of my loss, and gave them courage and solace when trying to make sense of what seemed so wasteful.

Only twenty two short years, but so intense!

I lived the hell of war, the barbaric combats, the aberration of combat for days and days, until that final explosion, when darkness followed the flames.

I was killed, hit by a shell that was unavoidable.

Now, laying at eternal peace I still visualize, ponder, smile and hum my favorite tunes, but no one among the living can see or hear me…

Visitors to Omaha Beach, do not be sad for us.  We are serenely at sleep, at peace and proud to rest here.

We are now alone and we share in death what united us in life:  Love for Freedom, a thirst for universal brotherhood, and pride in our country.

Tonight, as darkness is falling on Omaha Beach, facing the stars shining in the sky, as I have so often done before, I will offer another prayer for world peace.

Tonight I Stand Night Watch over Omaha Beach!

Ghislaine Mouzat
Normandy
Pour  “Les Fleurs de la Memoire”
Please let us pause here for a moment, and reflect upon our comrades who were among

 those lost on D-Day, who are buried in the Normandy Cemetery; those who were lost in 

the Battle of Normandy, who are buried in the Brittany Cemetery; those who were lost in 

the Battle of the Bulge, who are buried in the Ardennes Cemetery; those who were lost in 

the Rhineland Campaign who are buried in the Henri Chapelle Cemetery, and those who 

were lost in Germany, who are buried in the Netherlands American Cemetery .

We owe them a moment of Silence….
