
What Others Are Saying About Chris DuPré and 
The Wild Love of God…

Wow! What a book. What a story. The Wild Love of God is a 
journey of radical forgiveness. In it, Chris DuPré gives us his life 
message: the unconditional, healing, transforming love of our 
heavenly Father. Chris’s personal transformation brought heal-
ing and life into the painful memories of his upbringing with his 
father, a former WWII POW. Reading this book is like watch-
ing a beautiful miracle unfold as deep healing takes place first in 
the son and then in the heart of his father, who needs forgive-
ness to have his own freedom. I laughed and I wept as I read this 
wonderful gift to us all.

—Bill Johnson 
Senior pastor, Bethel Church, Redding, California 

Author, When Heaven Invades Earth and Defining Moments

In his book, The Wild Love of God, Chris DuPré touches the 
hearts of us all. He tells a story of pain that everyone can relate 
to and shows how forgiveness and the Father’s love bring life and 
peace. The Wild Love of God is a joyous read and a life-changing 
message!

—John Arnott 
Founding pastor, Catch the Fire Ministries 

(Formally Toronto Airport Christian Fellowship)



Like a voice crying out in the wilderness, my friend Chris 
DuPré brings us a treasure that releases echoes of the Father’s 
relentless heartbeat right into the very essence of who you are. 
Do you want to know the amazing love of God? Would you 
like to encounter His persistent presence? Do you need healing 
from a father-heart wound? Then this book was written with 
you in mind. Chris’s life message is contained in The Wild Love 
of God. The only thing it lacks is a warning label: “The contents 
of this book could change your life!” I highly commend to you 
this inspiring book, The Wild Love of God!

—James Goll 
Encounters Network, Prayer Storm, Compassion Acts 

Author, The Seer, The Lost Art of Intercession, and  
Passionate Pursuit

It is with great joy that I recommend Chris DuPré’s new book, 
The Wild Love of God. You are not just about to read a story of 
God’s affection; you are about to find yourself in the middle of 
His gaze of love for you. As a longtime friend of Chris’s, I know 
that he writes about what he knows. As you read his story, you, 
too, will begin to see the depth of God’s heart for you. When 
you know His heart, it changes everything!

—Mike Bickle 
Founder and director, International House of Prayer,  

Kansas City, Missouri



The Wild Love of God by Chris DuPré is not your ordinary, 
run-of-the-mill Christian book. Rather, it is an eloquent and 
penetrating glimpse into the heart of a man who has found 
the depths of God’s love in the midst of profound hardship. I 
encourage you to read and ponder the life of my friend and his 
journey to become a friend of God. Chris’s incredible story will 
pull you away from the sidelines of mediocrity onto the playing 
field of extraordinary adventures in God.

—Larry Randolph 
Author, User-Friendly Prophecy and Original Breath
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deeply God loves. Dad, a man of deep emotions: 

you showed me the depths of His affection. Mom, a 
woman of valor and my hero: you unveiled to me over 
the years the steadfast love of the Lord. My love for 

both of you will never end.
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FOREWORD

A heart ravished by the love of God becomes a force, both to 
love God and to love others. I’ve known Chris DuPré for over 
twenty years, and he is a man whose heart has been overwhelmed 
by the love of God. His understanding of the Father’s heart has 
touched and transformed countless lives, mine included.

I first met Chris in the early 1990s, when he and his pre-
cious family moved to Kansas City. As our new seventh-grade 
teacher, he became the first person outside the home to teach 
my youngest son. That initial place of common ground brought 
us together as teachers and fathers, and then as friends. 
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Chris is a master storyteller. For decades, he has unveiled 
God’s love through his anointed music, his teachings, and his 
life. Now, after hearing encouragement from me for years to do 
this, he has finally recorded his story and his revelation of God’s 
great affection. What Chris has written will forever change the 
way you look into the eyes of God and understand how He sees 
you. 

What makes his writing effective is the fact that Chris does 
not just write about God’s heart; he also lives as one who releases 
the heart of God on a daily basis. I have not only looked into his 
eyes and found love there, but I have witnessed, time and again, 
other individuals who, not knowing Chris, have approached 
him tentatively, only to be enveloped by the Father’s love coming 
through his smile, his kind eyes, and his warm embrace. Chris 
DuPré is the real thing.

The book you are about to read is the result of more than 
mere hours of work in front of a desk—it’s the fruit of a lifetime 
of gathering. Chris has immersed himself in the Father’s love so 
that others may know and experience that same great affection. 

My heart is filled with joy over this book, and I am certain 
that it will take you deeper into the river of God’s love, making 
you lovesick for an even closer dance with Him. 

—Mike Bickle 
Director, International House of Prayer Kansas City 

Founder, International House of Prayer University 
Author, Growing in the Prophetic and Passion for Jesus
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INTRODUCTION

I wanted to write this book for a long time. Not because I 
wanted to get my book out there, but because I wanted to get the 
knowledge of His heart out there. During my thirty-seven-plus 
years of ministry, I’ve observed that all people, regardless of age, 
gender, and demographic, share at least one thing in common: 
they struggle with knowing—really knowing—that God sees 
them and loves them just for who they are, not for what they do.

I first met the Lord in 1973, and it felt as if I had happened 
upon a famous stranger in a dark alley and had been tasked with 
loving Him more and more, above anything else in my life. In 
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the years since, I have heard the message “Love the Lord!” con-
veyed by preachers via teaching, yelling, weeping, joking, tell-
ing stories, telling even longer stories, and even ripping apart a 
phone book. Through a myriad of ways, I have been told to love 
Him more. The problem is, I have rarely been told how to love 
Him more. 

Try loving someone more because you’re told that you need 
to love that person more. It doesn’t work. Try telling one of your 
kids to fall in love with the person you picked out instead of 
the person they’ve already fallen for. Two people might grow 
into love, over time, but telling people to “love more, right now!” 
just does not work. All it does is leave listeners with the idea 
that they are doing something wrong or that they have a deeper 
problem, such as a hard heart that, for some reason, just doesn’t 
love to the degree that it should. 

For those of us who love Jesus, it should be our joy not just 
to remind people to love Him with all of their hearts but to also 
give them a reason to fall more and more in love with Him. We 
need to unveil Him to the world. We need to reveal His heart. 
When we do that, others can’t help but fall more in love with 
Him.

In fifth grade, I had a crush on a girl named Pat. I wrote her 
an elaborate letter that went something like this: “Do you like 
me?” I know—amazing, right? Below that, I drew two boxes: 
one marked “Yes,” the other, “No.” Between them, I wrote, 
“Check one.” I was quite the romantic. I remember waiting for 
what seemed like an eternity for Pat’s response. Turns out she 
liked me. I was jubilant. Why was her validation so important? 
Why was I waiting on pins and needles for her answer? Because 
we all live for the answer to the question, “Do you like me?”

The most important question anyone can ask is, “Is there 
a God?” But right on the heels of that question comes another, 
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“If there is a God, how does He feel about me?” Before we can 
decide how we feel about God, we need to know how He feels 
about us. That’s the correct progression. And the answer to that 
question will determine how we live. 

The apostle Paul exhorts us to come to the knowledge of the 
Son of God, so that we will “no longer be children, tossed to and 
fro” (Ephesians 4:13–14). The tendency of children is to follow. 
They are directed from the outside, as opposed to being moved 
from within. Mature believers, however, rooted and grounded 
in love, can embark on the journey to become greater lovers of 
God. But if we are unsure in our understanding of His heart, 
we will be forever trying to gain His favor instead of living out 
of the assurance of it.

Therefore, the question remains, “How does God see me?” 
When we discover the answer, we begin to walk out the rest of 
our lives. 

I love how tender John the Apostle gets in his writings. He 
often addresses his readers as “little children” or just simply 
“beloved.” These personal endearments help us get a handle on 
his heart, which God then uses to speak to us about His own 
heart. 

One of the simplest and best-known Bible verses is also, if 
we see it right, one of the most empowering verses in the entire 
Book. It goes like this: “We love Him because He first loved us” 
(1 John 4:19). Very simple and, yes, very well-known. Yet it is 
the answer to the yearning in our hearts if we desire to love God 
more. 

We love because. That “because” is everything. I could 
rephrase the verse like this: “Because He loves us, we can love.” 
Or, “We have the capacity to love because He first fills us with 
the understanding of His love for us.” Or even, “Our ability to 
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love is directly related to our ability to know how deeply we are 
loved.” 

It reminds me of sixth-grade math class, where we first 
worked with bar graphs. If you were to label one bar “How much 
I know I am loved by God” and another one “How much I love,” 
the second bar can only be as long as the first, never longer. My 
ability to love is always contingent upon my ability to see and 
understand God’s love for me. I love because.

Why is that? Why do we have to know God’s heart before 
we can fully love Him back? Ask a farmer to grow a seed with-
out soil or water, and he’ll look at you like you’re crazy. Unless a 
seed has a place to take root, it will just sit there, full of poten-
tial that will never come to fruition. You can yell at it, tell it 
how big all the other seeds have grown, guilt it into growing, or 
teach it how it’s supposed to grow; but, in the end, these efforts 
will prove fruitless—literally. Seeds are meant to be planted and 
rooted. And the same is true for us. We are meant to be planted 
in the truth of God’s Word and to be rooted in the knowledge 
of His love. We can learn the language of love over time, and we 
can practice saying the right things, but correct words can never 
replace loved hearts.

During a recent speaking engagement at a church, I shared 
about the healing power of God’s love, and then we had a time 
of questions and answers. After several attendees had thrown 
questions at me, I turned to one of the pastors and asked him 
a question: “What did the senior pastor preach on four weeks 
ago?” He stood there in silence for a moment, trying to recall the 
sermon from four weeks earlier, but he could not.

Finally, after a couple of minutes, someone in the crowd 
came up with the answer, and we all had a good laugh. I then 
asked the pastor if he could tell me, from beginning to end, the 
story of The Wizard of Oz. He chuckled, then proceeded to tell 
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the story in great detail. It was a story that he could remember, 
not the words of a sermon.

Studies show that we retain only a fraction of what we hear. 
Most of what people take away from a message or a person is not 
the words but the impression made upon their minds and their 
hearts. Therefore, in order to share my heart “in words,” I knew 
I had to do it through the story of my journey.

Not too long ago, I ran into an old friend from my days in 
Kansas City. It was wonderful to see his face. We hugged, and 
as we did, he gave me a sweet kiss on the cheek—not an uncom-
mon gesture between us. As we sat down and got caught up on 
what had happened since our last visit, I was reminded of when 
I first met him and how I’d grown to love him.

We were both serving on the pastoral staff of a large church 
in Kansas City where we were deeply involved in the lives of 
many people, thus leading very busy lives of our own. We 
enjoyed each other’s company but never really became close 
enough to feel any great mutual affection. He probably would 
have said the same about me that I would have said about him: 
“He’s a great guy. Don’t know him well, but I think I’d probably 
like him.”

As time passed, we found ourselves involved in the same 
youth ministry. Through this ministry, we were invited to travel 
to Columbus, Ohio, to speak to a group of young adults. We 
would have flown, but because of how many kids from our 
church wanted to come along, we had to drive instead. 

So, the kids piled into the van, the two of us climbed in the 
front seats, and we took off. I was a bit nervous, knowing that a 
twelve-hour journey lay ahead of us and hoping we would have 
something to say for at least a chunk of that time. If we didn’t, it 
was going to be a long trip.
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We started out with the usual small talk, but after a while, 
we began to ask each other more personal questions. Soon, we 
were deep in conversation about our life journeys. I shared part 
of my story, and then he shared part of his. We went back and 
forth, not just on the way to Columbus, but also on the return 
trip to Kansas City. 

When we returned home, we both admitted that something 
had happened within each of us. Something unexpected. We no 
longer just enjoyed each other’s company; there was now a new 
and profound love that we both felt for each other. In the shar-
ing of our stories, we had seen the heart of the other person and 
had fallen in love with who that person was. Those stories were 
the foundation of a love that is still alive and healthy today! 

And that’s why this book is a story, not an exegesis, of God’s 
love. Aware of both the myriad books already printed about the 
love of God and the vast number of wonderful theologians in 
the church, I wanted to make my book one that would unveil the 
affection of God through stories—stories that I am intimately 
familiar with because they are the stories I have lived through. 

Jesus chose to reveal Himself and His Father not just 
through His actions but also through the words of the parables 
He told. He was the master storyteller, and He wants to use the 
stories of our lives to continue telling the world about His great 
love and affection. 

At the end of this book is a section of discussion questions 
corresponding to the individual chapters. These questions can 
be used for either individual reflection or group conversation. 
My hope is that they will help steer you into a greater under-
standing of God’s heart and ways. 

My prayer is that, as I share my story, you will fall in love 
again—more deeply—with the One who made you so that He 
could love you. There is only one you, and His love for you is 
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uniquely made with you in mind. That’s why our individual sto-
ries are so important. Like snowflakes or fingerprints, no two 
are the same. Therefore, within every God story is a new facet 
and unique perspective of God’s nature and heart. 

May you find His heart for you within my story and, through 
it, fall ever more in love with Him. The wild love of God awaits 
you. Enjoy the journey! 





PART ONE:  
LIFE WITH MY FATHER
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1

DAVID’S STORY

This year’s Fourth of July gathering at my dad’s house 
would be different. It had to be. I had something very spe-
cific to say to him. I didn’t know how I would say it; I just 
knew this wasn’t about me. This was about me giving my 
dad a gift—the gift of forgiveness. A gift with absolutely no 
strings attached. 

Giving him this gift would mean that I could not craft 
my words to manipulate the moment, at least not in a way 
that would give me the sense of restoration that my heart so 
desperately needed. It had to be unconditional. 
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Dad had always loved gardening, especially in his later 
years. It had become a point of contact for us (and for 
anyone else he could pull into the backyard to show off his 
garden). So, there we were, standing at the garden’s edge, 
just twenty yards or so from the back deck. As we stood side 
by side, I sensed the presence of Jesus. It felt like He was 
right there beside me, reminding me that I wasn’t doing this 
alone. And that was something I needed to know.

|

If it weren’t for the war, my dad probably would have gone to 
college right out of high school. Instead, like so many others, 
he joined the military. I never could figure out why he chose the 
Air Force, though. He was afraid of heights. He hated to fly. I 
laugh whenever I pull out one of the letters he sent to his mother 
in 1944. I can almost see him as a skinny nineteen-year-old kid, 
taking a gulp from a bottle of “pop,” as he called it, while writ-
ing, “Gee, Mom, I’ve met some swell guys here.” He actually did 
write that. He used the word “swell.” 

He was in love with a girl back home named Mary Kay 
Murphy. In one of his letters to his mother, he wrote, “I hope to 
be a family someday, if Mary Kay will have me.” 

Mary Kay would one day be my mom. But when my dad 
was writing those letters, she hadn’t yet given him much hope 
of a future together. Even so, Dad was already writing to Mary 
Kay’s mother, Marjorie Murphy, and calling her “Mom.” 

“God’s Country” is what Dave DuPré called his place “back 
home.” Thoughts of Ogdensburg, New York—a small town 
along the St. Lawrence River—probably took his mind to the 
pastime he loved most: fishing. There were pike and there were 
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muskies, but how he most of all loved fishing for those small-
mouth bass! On those days, his dad, who could otherwise be 
hard on the boys, was jovial and carefree. “Hardworking” 
and “Irish Catholic” were the two terms people most used to 
describe his parents. Despite their French surname, DuPré, the 
patriarchal family line was a long Irish one. 

There were five DuPré kids: the oldest, a girl, was my aunt 
Jane, followed by four boys who were close, and not only in 
terms of age. They had a saying between them that expressed 
it well: “If one of us has a dollar, we all have a quarter.” They 
lived by that motto. When the oldest brother graduated from 
high school, the younger ones got part-time jobs to help put him 
through college. They did the same thing until all four brothers 
had graduated from college. 

Pete, the oldest of the boys, had been the first to enlist. He 
was in the army, stationed in Europe. Dad’s younger brother 
Paul was in the South Pacific. Before long, he would become 
the South Pacific Marine Corps’ gold-medal boxing champion 
of his weight class. Tom was too young to enlist, so he, along 
with Jane, did their best to handle things at home and tried not 
worry too much about their brothers. 

I have a picture taken in 1944 of my father as a young second 
lieutenant leading a group of soldiers. In it, a couple dozen young 
men are walking perfectly in sync with their right legs out, while 
my dad proudly leads them, his left leg sticking out like a sore 
thumb. He’d lost his step while the group was turning, and the 
photo was snapped before he could get back into step with his 
men. His buddies hung the picture on the wall of the mess hall. 
You had to find fun somewhere. 

Dad turned twenty in June 1944. With his chiseled face and 
square jaw, he could have played the dashing male protagonist in 
a classic 1940s romance movie. But this was no movie, and Dad 
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had no time for romance. He had been trained as a bombar-
dier and assigned to the United States Eighth Air Force, based 
in southern England, a member of a B-17 crew that would fly 
across the English Channel and participate in strategic bombing 
campaigns against industrial and military targets. The crew’s 
primary duty was carpet bombing certain areas to create a path 
of less resistance for the Allied ground troops who were fighting 
their way east across occupied France and into Germany. 

In his earliest missions, Dad sighted targets and dropped 
bombs. When I was a little kid, I once asked him if he had killed 
anyone during the war. His face darkened, and he pulled back 
from me before saying, “I was a bombardier. I’m sure I did.” 
Then he turned and quickly walked away. I never pressed him 
on the issue again. 

After his sixth mission or so, he was sent back to the States 
to learn how to use this new thing called radar, which promised 
to improve the accuracy of bombing, especially on cloudy days. 
Then he rejoined his crew as the “radar man”—a position that 
also put him in charge of making sure his fellow crew members 
in the back of the plane got out safely if anything happened. The 
crew at the front was the responsibility of the captain. 

It was a sunny day on January 14, 1945, when my father and 
his squadron loaded into their tired-looking but very reliable 
B-17G, their “home away from home” as they called it. He was a 
member of the 838th Squadron, 487th Bombardment Group, 3rd 
Division of the 8th U.S. Army Air Force, and very proud of it. 
As he said to me a number of times, “We loved England, but it 
was always so much better to land there after a mission than to 
take off from there for one.” 

He was on his thirteenth mission when a new set of orders 
came in. The squadron was to keep heading east, right into 
Germany. Occupied France was no longer the final destination, 
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it was now time to push into Germany. The Allied Forces were 
moving toward Berlin, which necessitated initial bombing runs 
into Germany. 

Unbeknownst to the B-17 squadrons, heavy German artil-
lery guns were waiting for them at the border. When Dad’s 
squadron crossed into Germany, the big guns below swung into 
position to take down one Allied bomber after another. The 
B-17 shook violently as Allied planes began exploding on all 
sides.

Soon, the sky was filled with enemy aircraft. Within a 
matter of minutes, the quiet hum of B-17s sneaking into enemy 
territory had turned into absolute mayhem. Guns were going 
off. Planes were exploding. Smoke and flack filled the sky. My 
dad’s plane was hit, and the crew knew they would soon be 
going down. 

When a B-17 was no longer able to function in forma-
tion, its pilot would remove the plane from the group and try 
to maneuver the aircraft away on its own. Despite a pilot’s best 
efforts, however, that was usually the kiss of death. When my 
dad’s plane detached from the group, it was met by a horde of 
German Messerschmitts—small yet effective fighters. My dad 
and his fellow crew members didn’t have a chance.

Knowing his time was short, my dad stood up to check on 
his best buddy, who was the plane’s turret gunner. When Dad 
was upright, a piece of shrapnel ripped through his mask and 
stuck the mask to the inner wall of the plane. Had he still been 
seated, the shard would have gone through his head. He would 
later recall feeling as if God had saved him. 

After ripping off the rest of his shredded mask, Dad went to 
check on his friend. Finding him hunched over, my father lifted 
him up to see how badly he had been hit. What he saw would be 
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burned into his memory for the rest of his life. His friend’s head 
was almost completely severed from his neck. 

Rushing to the front of the plane, my dad found the port 
gunner slumped over. He realized that his friend was uncon-
scious, but he couldn’t manage to rouse him. Without hesitat-
ing, he held onto the gunner’s rip cord and pushed him out of the 
plane, deploying the parachute. Incredibly, the man survived. 

A couple of other men from the plane parachuted out until 
my father and the pilot were the only ones left on board. They 
gave each other a thumbs-up, as if to say, “Everyone’s taken care 
of on my end,” and then they both jumped out. Three seconds 
after my father’s exit, the plane exploded. In under a minute, 
God had saved my dad’s life, not once, but twice. 

As my father was falling, an explosive wave thrust him away 
from the plane before gravity took its hold and plunged him 
into a rapid free fall toward the earth. Months of training had 
engrained into the men when best to pull the rip cord. Whenever 
a plane took off or landed, the pilot would always yell, “Fifteen 
hundred” when the aircraft reached the fifteen-hundred-foot 
elevation, to reinforce to all on board what that looked like. If 
you pulled the cord too late, you were likely to meet with injury 
or even death from hitting the ground too hard. But if you pulled 
it too early, you’d make yourself an easy target for flying shrapnel 
or guns on the ground. 

Once my dad had dropped to what he thought was fifteen 
hundred feet, he felt around for the rip cord. It was not there. He 
searched frantically and found it on the opposite side of where 
it should have been. He would later say that he learned a very 
valuable lesson that day: “Never, ever, under any circumstances, 
put your parachute on upside down.” 

The moment he pulled the rip cord, the parachute whipped 
him around until his feet were above his head, tearing his arm 
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muscle away from his shoulder. He fought through the pain 
while struggling to get his feet below his head before he hit the 
earth. When he finally pulled himself through the parachute 
cords, he saw wetlands beneath him, so he directed his chute 
toward a field. Floating a little closer, he realized it was a corn-
field. But it wasn’t just any cornfield; it was a field of cut corn. 
Anyone who was raised in farm country knows that a field of cut 
corn might as well be a field of swords sticking straight up in the 
air. For a kid, the swords are fun to play with. For a man hang-
ing from a parachute, they mean something a little different. 

Suddenly, Dad spotted a small area without corn. When he 
realized the reason why—it turns out that corn doesn’t grow on 
boulders—it was too late. All he could do was turn his body to 
minimize the point of contact with the rock. His right leg took 
the brunt of the impact and broke in nine places. 

Here he was, on German soil, with a severed shoulder 
muscle and one leg broken like an accordion. Knowing he 
needed to take cover, he dragged himself to a nearby hedgerow. 
He hunkered down in the middle of the bushes, laid his gun 
across his chest, and fell unconscious.

When he came to, a young teenage girl was kneeling over 
him and shaking him. He heard her voice before he was alert 
enough to do what comes naturally to a soldier who is startled 
out of unconsciousness. He admitted later that if it had been 
the enemy, he wouldn’t have had enough strength to lift his gun, 
let alone fire it. Through the fog in his head, he heard her say, 
“Parlez-vous français?” 

A groggy “No” was his answer.

She then said, “Sprechen Sie deutsch?”

“No,” he said again.

Finally, she asked him, “Do you speak English?”
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“Yes, yes,” he replied, and then blacked out again.

The young woman left him but soon returned with several 
men who, to Dad’s great relief, appeared to be townspeople 
rather than the police or German soldiers. As the men car-
ried him to a nearby farm, they told him that they were part 
of the French underground—the French Resistance, who were 
dedicated to sabotaging the Germans in every way possible. 
My father had landed near Brandenburg, Germany, just west 
of Berlin. This was not a safe territory to parachute into, and 
yet he landed in the midst of the kindest people he could have 
imagined.

The members of the Resistance did their best to treat his 
injuries, but they did not have the necessary medication. When 
they explained that his leg would surely become gangrenous and 
have to be amputated unless he got some antibiotics, he agreed 
to be turned over to the Germans, who had a reputation for 
respecting Allied officers enough to treat their injuries.

The Germans transported him to an old warehouse com-
plex in Berlin where low-level medical professionals treated 
several hundred American and British officers. The constant 
fear loomed that Allied forces might bomb the complex at any 
moment because it appeared, from above, to be a storage facility 
for artillery and supplies. Unlike the clearly designated hospi-
tals where German military personnel were being treated by the 
best physicians and nurses available, no signs or symbols had 
been put on the complex’s rooftop to notify Allied bombers that 
the site was being used to treat the wounded—including POWs. 

My dad’s doctor told him, “Because you’re an officer, we 
are taking good care of you. Then you will be transferred.” In 
other words, they were getting him healthy enough to move to a 
German prison camp.
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The buildings on the site formed the shape of the letter 
H. My dad’s room was located in the lower right-hand “leg” of 
that H. One night, Dad was jarred out of slumber by a series of 
explosions. He took cover as the wing that made up the middle 
portion of the H was completely bombed out, and a large sec-
tion of the building directly across from him was demolished. 

The portion of the building where he was huddled 
shook wildly from the explosions, but didn’t erupt. As dawn 
approached, he looked outside and saw why: just twenty yards 
from his window, an unexploded American bomb was embed-
ded in the ground with its tail sticking up in the air. It had never 
gone off. He felt that his life had been miraculously spared for 
a third time. Somehow, for some reason, God wants me to live, he 
thought. That belief, and the confidence it engendered, would 
keep him going through the harsher times ahead.

Before the war, my dad’s faith in God had been more of a 
communal thing. Church was a very important part of the life 
of his Catholic family, and they attended mass every Sunday. 
His parents demanded that their children honor God and the 
Catholic Church. But as he lay on that bed in the German hos-
pital, his faith in God suddenly became much more personal. 

When he was “healed enough,” he was transferred to one of 
the Stalag Lufts, Nazi prisoner-of-war camps known for their 
cruel treatment of Allied prisoners. Because Allied “flyboys,” the 
American and British airmen, had inflicted the most damage 
to his cause, Hitler encouraged harsher and harsher treatment 
toward them as the war continued. Hitler had recently made 
a decree concerning the Allied flyboys that gave the guards at 
Stalag Luft greater liberty in their abuse and ill-treatment of the 
airmen. Hollywood sometimes gives us a glossed-over version 
of prison life as a POW, but my father would never romanticize 
anything from his time in the camps. 
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It was early 1945, and the war was ticking down. The 
German forces were getting desperate for replacements for their 
wounded and deceased soldiers, which meant that hotheaded 
boys between the ages of twelve and fifteen were handed rifles 
and tasked with guarding prisoners at the camps. One young 
Nazi guard, who had probably been in the Nazi youth move-
ment, had it in for my dad right away. He resented my dad for 
having received decent care in a hospital while sick or injured 
German soldiers were not receiving the treatment they needed, 
and he exacted revenge in a number of ways, including regularly 
slamming my dad in the head with his rifle as they passed in a 
corridor. 

Maintaining hygiene was impossible. Any extra water to 
wash faces and bodies was sloshed in a trough outside the bar-
racks, to be used by all the men. Men would sit around picking 
lice off one another like monkeys in an effort to ease their con-
stant discomfort. 

Dad’s prison cell was dark and so dank, it was hard to 
breathe. Every meal consisted of a mush made from grain, ruta-
baga, and water, and served in portions just large enough to keep 
a man alive. If the prisoners did get a slice of bread, it was usu-
ally covered with sawdust or mold. Because bread was usually 
just thrown into the barracks, they had to learn how to work 
together to make sure that each prisoner received his fair share. 
This one little act of cooperation produced a bond between the 
men that became one of my dad’s greatest joys.

Overall, Dad remained close-lipped about the details of his 
time in prison for the rest of his life. I would try to pry more 
information from him, but I couldn’t get him to tell me any-
thing beyond generalities. He did say that the officers were 
the only Germans who weren’t abusive, and that his comrades 
there were amazing men who deserved the highest of honors. 
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The only other thing he often mentioned was that he never, ever 
wanted to eat another rutabaga. Daily servings of rutabaga soup 
for months on end would make me feel the exact same way.

As the Allies steadily pressed forward into Germany, my 
dad and the other prisoners were moved from one location to 
another. Sometimes, they were kept in old warehouses; other 
times, their quarters were nothing more than a hole in the 
ground. The prisoners knew the war was coming to an end when 
the guards toned down their abuse, obviously unwilling to anger 
the prisoners if their roles were soon to be reversed. 

A small number of prison guards voiced thoughts of execut-
ing the prisoners in the final hours before the camp was aban-
doned, but that did not happen. Instead, General Patton and 
his troops liberated the camp, and my dad was transported to a 
house where ex-prisoners recuperated before going back home. 

Before being shot down, my father would never have thought 
he’d enjoy eating his tasteless K-rations, the prepared military 
meals that were given to each soldier. But as a newly freed man, 
he devoured them like they were the finest Thanksgiving meal 
he’d ever had. He was feeling very blessed to be breathing and 
out of the prison camp. But no one yet knew he was still alive.

At this time, his brother, my uncle Pete, was stationed in 
Europe. He had heard that my father was missing in action, but 
no one knew if he was dead or alive. While he certainly hoped 
that my dad was still alive, Uncle Pete had little faith he’d 
ever see my dad again. Having recently been promoted from 
Corporal to Sergeant, Uncle Pete was sitting at his desk, going 
over papers from his day’s activities, when the phone rang. He 
picked up, and the caller asked, “Is this Corporal DuPré?” My 
uncle, proud of his new rank, promptly corrected him: “No, this 
is Sergeant DuPré.” The caller replied, “Well, this is Lieutenant 
DuPré.” 
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To my uncle, there was only one Lieutenant DuPré: my 
father, Dave DuPré—and he was missing in action and pre-
sumed to be dead. My uncle hesitated a few moments before 
replying. “Listen,” he said, “I don’t know who you are, but you 
need to know that’s not funny at all!”

Without missing a beat, my father quietly said, “Pete, it’s 
Dave.” With that, my father began his journey home. 


