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We recently concluded 

the anniversary of 

the	 first	 week	 of	
the	 D-Day	 inva-
sion.

Originally,	 the	
invasion was 

scheduled for 

June	 5,	 1944,	 but	
because of in-

clement weather, 

it was postponed 

for a day which 

meant	 that	 the	 gi-
ant Allied Armada 

departed from Portsmouth, 

England,	 and	 crossed	 the	
English	Channel,	161	miles,	
to Normandy on June 6th.

By	 starting	 the	 invasion	
in such foul weather, the 

Nazi’s were taken by com-

plete surprise. The weather 

leading	 up	 to	 the	 invasion	
was so bad that the lead 

German General, Erwin 

Rommel, had taken a break 

to return to Germany for his 

wife’s birthday.

Then there was Hitler’s 

refusal to accept the Nor-

mandy	 landings	 as	 the	 real	
thing.	He	had	become	con-

vinced that the invasion 

would	 come	 175	 miles	
north at Pas-de-Calais and 

concluded that the Allied 

attack at Normandy was a 

feint.

With his nocturnal habits, 

Hitler	 slept	 through	 the	 in-

vasion—his staff was afraid 

to disturb him—and, as a 

result, did not release his 

heavy armored divisions at 

the most critical time—one 

of several factors that en-

hanced the Allied success in 

getting	 ashore.	 They	 were	
not thrown back into the sea 

as the Nazi’s had projected. 

The	beginning	of	the	end	of	
World	War	II	had	begun.
For	 years,	 I	 have	 read	

and researched details of 

the	 invasion	 along	with	 its	
innumerable sidebars and 

vignettes.	 There	 have	 been	
countless books to read and 

enjoy. By no means, am I 

expert — simply an enthu-

siast — but have enjoyed 

meeting	 and	 interviewing	
dozens of men and women 

who	had	fascinating	stories	
to	tell	about	their	D-Day	ex-

periences.

I even met an imposter 

who was so believable that 

he duped one and 

all,	 including	 the	
French	 govern-

ment, until some-

body	 figured	 out	
that his story was 

a sham.

The disclosure 

left him in dis-

grace	which	made	
him a pariah in 

St.	 Mere	 Eglise	
where he had be-

come	 something	
of a cult hero to the popu-

lace.	He	regaled	everybody,	
friend	 and	 stranger	 alike,	
with his tales about his be-

ing	a	paratrooper	who	land-

ed	 with	 the	 82nd	Airborne	
on the day of the invasion.

Cruising	 up	 the	 Seine	
River from Paris to Comp-

iegne	on	 a	 small	 boat	with	
a friend was an experience 

that was not only memora-

ble	 but	 brought	 about	 ser-
endipitous opportunity. On 

the trip, he shared with me 

a	 book,	 “Pegasus	 Bridge,”	
by Stephen E. Ambrose, to 

whom Coach Wallace Butts 

offered a scholarship to play 

football	at	UGA.	(Ambrose	
enrolled at Wisconsin in-

stead.)
It was the story of the 

commandoes who took the 

bridge	over	the	Orme	River	
canal in the British sector on 

D-Day.	Their	 glider	 landed	
right	near	the	bridge	which	
enabled them to surprise the 

Germans before they could 

blow	up	the	bridge.
This	 group	 was	 able	 to	

liberate	 the	 first	 French	
family of the war, the Gon-

dree’s. Ambrose’s story was 

quite	 illuminating	 which	
caused me to meet up with 

him on the campus of the 

University of New Orleans 

on trips to the Crescent City. 

I am fortunate to have read 

all his books on the war.

Ambrose	 organized	 a	
seminar	 with	 many	 D-Day	
participants	 along	 with	
NBC’s Tom Brokaw who 

had just written a book, 

“The	Greatest	Generation.”	
He and Tom Hanks, star of 

“Saving	 Pvt.	 Ryan,”	 were	
the	 main	 attractions,	 along	
with several WWII survi-

vors.

One of Ambrose’s speak-

er	guests	was	a	former	Ger-
man Panzer commander, 

Hans	Von	 Luck.	A	 protégé	
of	 Rommel,	 Von	 Luck,	 in	
his	 remarks,	 poignantly	
said. “As a professional 

soldier, I did my job, but as 

a	 human	 being,	 I	 hold	 no	
hate.”

Every year in June, I re-

call	 the	 many	 battlefields,	
monuments,	 and	 grave	
sites; cities and museums, 

regretting	the	senseless	tak-

ing	of	lives,	but	remember-
ing	 the	moving	 remarks	 of	
at least three people who 

were directly or indirectly 

connected to the war!

• A TV personality in Bu-

dapest who took me to see 

the	“Shoes	memorial.”	(The	
Nazi’s lined up Jews on the 

banks	 of	 the	 Danube,	 shot	
them in the back of the head, 

letting	them	fall	in	the	river	
and	float	downstream.”	She	
lost family at Auschwitz 

and said, that she did not be-

lieve in God. “How could a 

God allow six million peo-

ple to be murdered because 

of	their	faith?”
•	A	University	of	Georgia	

matriculate from Cohut-

ta,	 in	 North	 Georgia,	 was	
credited	 with	 killing	 30	
Germans at Pointe du Hoc 

on	 D-Day.	 He	 hated	 such	
publicity but when I asked 

him if the number was ac-

curate, he exclaimed. “I 

don’t know. In war you do 

what	 you	 have	 to	 do.	 Fur-
thermore, what damn fool 

would	keep	count.”
•	 At	 La	 Cambe	 where	

most of the German soldiers 

are buried at Normandy, I 

found	 a	 revealing	 printout	
at the museum. It told the 

story of a German soldier 

going	home	on	leave	before	
the war to spend time with 

his	wife.	She	became	preg-

nant	during	his	visit.	He	was	
killed	 during	 the	 invasion	
and	years	 later,	 the	“leave”	
daughter	left	this	note	at	his	
grave:	 “On	 my	 third	 trip	
here I still cannot meet you. 

How	many	more	daughters	
will never know their fa-

thers	because	of	war.”
Loran Smith is a UGA 

commentator and columnist 

for Mainstreet Newspapers.
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There are three river birch 

trees that surround 

our home. I planted 

them three years af-

ter I built this house.

River birches are 

pretty trees. They 

grow	 long,	 toward	
the sky, and spread 

a beautiful cano-

py of shade. The 

trunks are interest-

ing	 and	 artistic	 as	
the bark is constant-

ly	curling	into	piec-
es. The mint-colored leaves 

are	 smallish	 and	 they	 flitter	
lovelily	 in	 the	 light	 breezes	
of	Spring.

But…

Those trees are constantly 

pruning	 themselves,	 espe-
cially	 during	 Winter’s	 cold	
bitterness and harsh rain 

storms.	It	is	a	long,	constant	
parade	for	me	—	of	dragging	
eight-foot	 limbs	 and	 arm-

loads	 of	 twigs	 and	 sticks	 to	
the burn pile which is up the 

hill	 and	 through	 a	 woodsy	
pass-through	to	the	ever	ex-

panding	mound.
One day, my sister and 

brother-in-law stopped by. 

Both always offer one or two 

assessments	 of	 things	 we	
need to do on the Rondarosa. 

Every bit is the truth but the 

reality lies in that — to com-

pletely control the kudzu, 

thistle, and polk sallet that 

springs	up	—	we	would	have	
to quit our full-time jobs as 

writers. So, I’ve come to wel-

come kudzu and look upon it 

as decoration, much like the 

honeysuckle	 that	 grows	 be-
side and in-between it.

On this particular day, 

Rodney,	 standing	 in	 the	

drive, looked up at a river 

birch limb that had 

grown	up	against	a	
second story win-

dow and doubled 

itself back a foot 

or two.

“Ronda, what-

ta’	 you	 gonna	 do	
about that limb? 

It needs to be cut 

away from the 

house.”
Knowledge	 is	

the	 beginning	 of	
wisdom. The Good Book 

says that.

I	 shrugged.	 “I’m	 gonna	
leave it alone and let it prune 

itself.”	He	eyed	me	cynical-
ly,	 giving	 a	 small	 shake	 of	
his	head	as	though	it	wasn’t	
going	to	happen.

It took two or three months 

but,	 sure	 enough,	 one	day	 I	
went out and discovered that 

just	 the	 right	portion	of	 that	
big	 limb	had	 snapped	 away	
and fallen to the moss-cov-

ered	 ground	 below.	 A	 paid	
landscaper could not have 

done it better.

Sometimes,	as	I	gather	up	
the	 limbs,	 as	 the	 dogs	 sniff	
for	 the	 latest	 signs	 of	 the	
seven deer who live in the 

surrounding	woods,	 I	 think,	
“If only I could prune my life 

and possessions as easily as 

the	river	birch	trims	itself.”
I	have	a	hard	 time	 letting	

go	of	 the	 simple	 things	 that	
remind me of people who 

have crossed my path and, 

especially, those I’ve loved. 

Every time someone leaves 

this world and is a person 

embedded in my heart, I ask 

the	family	for	something	that	
belonged	to	them.	By	which	

to remember them.

Fifteen	 years	 ago,	 I	 was	
doing	 a	 reading	 at	 a	 book	
store	–	something	I	rarely	do	
because usually I tell stories 

over	 reading	 –	 and	 there,	
in the front row, was a face 

flush	with	 sweetness	 amidst	
a mass of white hair. She 

was,	 it	 turned	out,	 a	 regular	
patron	of	the	store	and	at	92,	
was	still	driving	herself.

When the event ended, she 

eased over to me and said 

in	 a	 lilting	 Southern	 voice,	
“Honey, I could listen to you 

all day. If you only knew 

how much and how often 

your	 writings	 entertain	 me.	
Thank	 you.”	 She	 took	 my	
hand	 in	 her	 soft,	 aged	 one	
and	I	felt	her	pressing	money	
into my palm.

I had never had that hap-

pened. My eyes widened 

and my mouth popped open 

to	 protest.	 But	 something	
stopped	me.	Knowledge	that	
has turned into wisdom. She 

was	 giving	 not	 because	 she	
expected I needed the money 

but she wanted to say, “thank 

you.”
It was two ten-dollar bills. 

I determined I’d buy some-

thing	special	with	them	so	I	
would always remember her.

I	 never	 found	 anything.	
Today, I still have them 

tucked away in a place where 

I	see	them	regularly	and	I	al-
ways think back to that dear, 

sweet lady.

That’s when I sometimes 

think: Why prune sentiment 

and sweetness from my life?

Ronda Rich is a bestselling 

Southern author. Visit www.

rondarich.com to sign up for 

her free weekly newsletters.
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”When you comin’ home, 

dad?”

”I don’t know 

when, but

We’ll get togeth-

er then, son, you 

know we’ll have a 

good time then”

--”Cats	 in	 The	
Cradle”,	 by	Harry	
Chapin

My	 Dad	 has	
been	 gone	 for	 16	
years. And this 

column is real-

ly more about him than it is 

about	 fishing.	Although	 it	 is	
fishing	that	united	us	with	our	
father in childhood and now 

in memory.

When you are a father 

who has raised his own kids 

and has been blessed by now 

watching	 them	 raise	 theirs,	
there comes a point in your 

life	where	you	begin	to	think	
about where it all started.

My brother and have I been 

fishing	 just	 about	 as	 long	 as	
we	have	been	walking.

It started with cane poles 

and bobbers and farm ponds. 

Mostly, there was the river.

The	 muddy	 Muskingum	
River	 running	 through	Dres-
den and Zanesville Ohio, 

where	Dad	would	take	us,	af-
ter	working	all	day	at	his	fur-
niture store, to the river bank, 

where we would set poles in 

the	ground	on	forked	sticks.
We would reach into the 

Maxwell House coffee cans 

that	were	full	of	giant	night-
crawlers that we had hand-

picked after dark in my 

grandmother’s	 apple-tree	 in-

fested back yard. The worms 

were threaded onto hooks 

with	weights	 that	must	 have	
been at least a half ounce, as 

the river current would have 

moved them downstream the 

minute they broke the surface.

We	fished	below	a	suspen-

sion	 bridge,	 behind	 a	 base-
ball	 field	 and	 football	 field	
where	 Dad	 had	 played	 just	
a few years prior until two 

concussions sent him in an-

other direction. He played in 

the	 band—not	 just	 the	 high	
school band—the All Ohio 

Boys Band and was later said 

to have played a set with the 

famous saxophonist Stan 

Getz in some small venue that 

no one now recalls. He loved 

that trumpet and loved jazz.

About	 1960	 he	 was	 trav-

eling	 on	 a	 flight	 when	 the	
cabin depressurized, collaps-

ing	 both	 ear	 drums.	He	was	
deaf in one and was barely 

able to hear out of the other. 

The trumpet was put 

up—but he never 

stopped	 listening	 to	
Louie	 Armstrong	
and Jonah Jones and 

Al Hirt. He wore 

hearing	 aids	 with	
large	 black	 glasses	
and he could adjust 

the volume with 

a little dial on the 

top—a device that 

often came in handy 

when he wanted to 

tune	 out	 my	 mother	 (or	 his	
own	mother).
My	father	loved	owning	his	

own business in his twenties, 

was	proud	of	getting	his	col-
lege	degree	in	his	thirties	and	
forced	his	way	through	work-

ing	 tirelessly	 in	 a	 corporate	
sales job for much of his for-

ties.	In	his	final	15	years,	my	
Dad	started	his	own	business	
with two other associates—

which	lasted	just	long	enough	
to	get	the	house	paid	off.
My	Dad	hated	working	for	

other people and had an en-

trepreneurial spirit that would 

have impressed Ayn Rand.

After that business had its 

ups	and	downs,	Dad	ultimate-
ly sort of came back full cir-

cle back to where he started. 

He formed Altman & Asso-

ciates, called on customers, 

kept	meticulous	notes	(sort	of	
a	 primordial	 CRM	 system),	
took	homemade	fudge	to	his	
favorite	 customers	 (and	 his	
grandchildren)	 and	 had	 two	
green	telephones	in	his	office	
that	 had	 blinking	 lights—
something	my	 brother	 and	 I	
thought	 was	 very	 cool.	 My	
brother Jim was blessed with 

the same entrepreneurial spir-

it—as	 is	my	daughter	 Jenni-
fer.	 The	 father’s	 gift	 travels	
seamlessly	 across	 the	 gener-
ations.

Dad	 was	 an	 advocate	 for	
the	homeless,	cooking	meals	
at	 Clifton’s	 Night	 Shelter,	
leading	the	Northwoods	Pres-
byterian	Church	 into	serving	
the homeless. He and my 

mother worked tirelessly on 

behalf	 of	 strangers	who	 had	
nothing.	 In	 the	 New	 Testa-
ment, James tells us ‘faith 

without	works	is	dead”.
My father put his faith into 

works. He expected that from 

others—not	by	insisting	they	
do	so,	but	my	doing	what	he	
believed. I would watch that 

from a distance, admire it, but 

not	fully	grasp	the	importance	
of	it.	Life	is	moving	too	fast	
for	 a	 man-on-the-go	 in	 his	

thirties, just as it had for my 

father in his thirties—which 

happened	during	the	1960’s.
Dad’s	mental	and	physical	

health	 began	 to	 deteriorate	
when his career slowed down.

Ultimately,	Dad’s	condition	
worsened.	 Watching	 some-
one slip away, like a river’s 

current	 carrying	 away	 any-

thing	in	its	path,	forces	you	to	
recall not just those memories 

of your childhood.

Now,	 having	 lived	 nearly	
as	 long	 as	 my	 father	 did,	 I	
have	a	greater	understanding	
of what his adulthood must 

have been like. Can we as 

children both understand our 

roles as parents as we seek to 

understand how we as chil-

dren must have affected the 

lives of our parents?

His love for his family re-

mained constant—even in 

the	final	years	of	his	life.	He	
died six months before their 

fiftieth	 wedding	 anniversa-
ry—which would have come 

exactly	eight	days	after	9.11.
Now,	as	a	father	and	grand-

father,	I	am	sorting	through	a	
haystack of emotions and un-

derstanding	 that	 escaped	me	
during	his	final	years.	Recog-

nizing	your	 father	as	a	good	
man	instead	of	just	a	good	fa-
ther is a life cycle of parental 

inevitability that visits us all, 

a dreamscape that comes in 

sudden	flashes	that	fortunate-
ly	brings	with	it	the	soothing,	
richness of memory.

Now I am a father of three 

sons-in-law, each of them a 

blessing	for	our	family.	Each	
of them now fathers them-

selves.	 They	 are	 living	 the	
fast life and wonderful chaos 

that	comes	with	raising	a	fam-

ily.	They	are	good	fathers	and	
good	husbands.	And	someday	
they	will	make	good	grandfa-
thers. I can only offer them 

the	 support	 that	 I	 got	 from	
my father and remind them 

that fatherhood comes with a 

beautiful price—the price of 

sacrifice,	 unselfishness	 and	
time.

Those are not only the 

price of fatherhood, but also 

its	gifts.
Editor’s note: A version of 

this column first appeared in 
2016 in the Pickens County 

(Ga.) Progress.

David R. Altman lives in 

Hoschton with his wife, Lisa. 

He is the author of two poet-

ry chapbooks and is a former 

Georgia Author of the Year 

nominee.
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There’s not a 

book I’m more in-

fatuated with than 

The Great Gatsby. 

I have always been 

in love with its 

class,	 glamour	 and	
romance.	For	years	
now, I have strived 

to create my own 

Gatsby universe for 

cheap.

The	 first	 and	
most important step is to pick 

your color pallet. The Great 

Gatsby is almost always as-

sociated	with	gold	and	white.	
Its solid and repetitive color 

theme creates a classy and 

cohesive environment. How-

ever, you don’t have to use 

gold	 and	 white	 to	 make	 a	
statement.

When	 I	 started	 working	
at the paper, I knew I want-

ed	my	office	to	be	pink..	It’s	
important to stick to a solid 

theme, whether you’re pick-

ing	 an	 outfit	 or	 designing	 a	
space.

When	searching	for	décor	
items,	 I	 recommend	starting	
by	 picking	 out	 items	 that	
are	ONLY	your	main	 color.	
This allows you to start a 

solid theme early and see if it 

matches any other items you 

pick.

After	 picking	 solid	 color	
items, it’s time to move to 

items that contain your main 

character as well as introduc-

ing	 new	 shades.	 I’ve	 found	

that calendars, cof-

fee cups, and other 

small trinkets are 

excellent	 at	 taking	
color themes and 

broadening	them.
Once you’ve cre-

ated your base line, 

it’s time to have fun 

picking	your	items.	
Because you al-

ready have a solid 

theme, you’re able 

to	 go	 and	pick	out	

items you want that com-

pliment your theme, even if 

they don’t completely match.

Having	 a	 cohesive	 and	
beautiful space can be just as 

calming	as	it	is	fun.	If	there’s	
anything	 Nick	 Carraway	
taught	 us,	 it’s	 that	 money	
isn’t	everything,	and	all	of	us	
can	be	elegant.

Annika Sorrow is an up-

coming freshman at the Uni-

versity of Georgia and intern 

at Mainstreet Newspapers.
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