CHRISTOPHER COOK GILMORE 1940 - 2004 In Memoriam

An old friend died today. Christopher Cook Gilmore,
writer, traveler and fellow adventurer died in the
arms of his wife, Anita...peacefully.

What a life ! Many of you have read his wonderful
stories of his younger years, his travels and his
passions at the South Jersey shore where he was born
and raised through the 1940's and 50's.

He really loved the beach. It was his playground and
his spiritual recreation. Watching him sail a Hobie
Cat hull down the face of an enormous wave or sitting
quietly under an umbrella as he eyed the pretty grils
walking past...he was a lover of life.

In fact, I believe that most men would have had to
have lived ten lives to have equalled the adventure,
travel and achievements which Chris had experienced in
his life of 64 years. From Morroco (Essouria) in the
winters to Paris in the spring, Costa Rica in the fall
and Margate, NJ in the summer, Chris had priorities:
live life and write about it.

In novels (ATLANTIC CITY PROOF), short stories for
numerous national magazines, screenplays for
television (THE YOUNG HEMIINGWAY), poems and articles,
Chris detailed his world as he saw it and lived it. He
was always great for one-liners:

"Joel" he would say, gazing lion-like down upon me (my
5'11" and Chris was 6'2") with his grey main blowing
in the summer breeze, "life is short...live your
dreams". And then he would gaze out to sea.

I guess I just imagined it, but I sometimes saw summer
clouds passing across his eyes, his craggy features
telling the tales of things seen and some unspoken:
the two years in an Italian prision which left him
weak and shaken...but he survived. He grew strong and
wise over those years and said once, in a very
mystical way, "For every two by two, you pay one by
one."

I know that he was not talking about money because
that wasn't what he lived for. He lived to experience
life. His early years as a lifeguard on the beach (I
was his mascot) taught him that he should never leave
the sea in the summertime.

Studying journalism at the University of Miami
prepared him for a career as a writer for the
Associated Press in England, but not before a stint in
the United States Marine Corps. Then there were
teaching positions in various schools, academies and
colleges. He taught writing, poetry and how to live a
full life to his students and friends.

Chris was an enigma, able to play a guitar and sing
like a rock star, or sit quietly at his computer,
composing beautiful, memorable prose. He could pick up
a mallet and a piece of wood and craft a vessel which
could carry him across the Mediterrean Sea like the
RUBIYAT, his 30-foot lateen-rigged sloop which he
built in Morroco.

There was the time he took a camel across the Sahara
dessert and then the following year, hired a
high-powered outboard-propelled canoe to travel up the
dangerous rivers of Cambodia to the ruins of some
ancient temple. Or the year he lived on a desserted
island off the Flordia keys, eating coconut and
drinking rainwater.

There were so many things about this man that none of
us knew, but then who can ever really know anyone. It
is all only, just as Chris would say, "an illusion".

His friends loved and respected him for this talent
and wisdom. He was a great listener as well as a great
story teller. And like all great talents, Chris was
focused on his art and his craft. For him, a story
well written was everything and editing was the key.

In this respect, some would say, the great life of
Christopher Cook Gilmore was edited well before it
should have been fully completed. An aggressive brain
tumor, entered his head sometime last year, sapped his
strength, his appetite and his memory before being
removed and making him very sleepy.

The last time I saw Chris, I was feeding him his
favorite dish, chocolate Hagen Daz ice cream. He had
just returned from surgery and was resting in his room
at his home in Margate, surrounded by his favorite 
photographs including one of the former King of
Morroco (autographed), lying immobile in his
hand-crafted bed, gazing down at his loving wife,
before falling asleep again with a mouthful of
chocolate ice cream and a smile on his face.

Dream on dear friend...you're in my heart and in my
head forever. Thank you for being...

Captain Joel S. Fogel, Somers Point, NJ 
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