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Andre’s Influence
prithi shukla
Our eyes moved over the row of covered corpses as we strolled nonchalantly past them on the smouldering Normandy shoreline. Their grungy German boots gaped out at us from beneath the coarse fabric. It was the morning after allied artillery fire battered the coast. Swarms of ships and landing craft replaced our fishing boats on the overcast sea. Andre was in front of me. He was part of the French Resistance.  Hardened by the brutality of the war he remained indifferent. I was surprised but glad to find him at the cottage that morning. We both slipped into our waders and trekked across the beach to the scene of the attack that suffered colossal damage. 
“What’d you think Clem?” 
I didn’t respond. I was afraid but felt no remorse for the dead men. They had occupied our village and their presence threatened us. To our relief the allied troops had advanced inland, ploughing through the wet sand. They had pushed the Germans back. The night before, the barrage of gunfire could be heard distinctly. The ear-splitting din was constant. The noise of rumbling German tanks, retreating was particularly distinguishable and gave me hope. 
“Well…what ya think mate?” Andre turned around to look at me, a cigarette balancing on his lower lip. His piercing eyes smiled triumphantly. Leaning forward slightly he tipped back his black cap that shielded his dark hair. 
I stood silent. I just gazed, impassive. It was difficult to digest the death that surrounded us. The smell of blood mingled with the sea salt in the air. Numerous allied and enemy carcasses lined the shore. I stood behind Andre as he gawked at the dead Germans:  
“What the hell’s the matter with you? You sorry for these fuckers or what?” he bellowed.
“No…” I dithered, “just wondering how far the bastards have retreated.”
“Aw don’t worry…, looks like we’ve blown a whole platoon.” He walks past the dead men examining them intently. I follow. I gazed at the uniforms and badges trying to decipher the army ranks of the individuals. An exposed sleeve displayed the stripes of one of the lifeless soldiers. I called out knowledgeably:
“Looks like this one’s a captain.” Excitement gripped me. I felt…well…intelligent, as though I had just answered a quiz question correctly.
“Yeah,” Andre answered, retracing his steps to take a closer look, “…and this one’s a lieutenant…” he said, pointing to the German lying beside the captain. He paused as he stared down, observing the deceased fellow closely.
“I know this fucker…he’s the guy I met a few days ago. I offered him a cigarette and we got chatting. He thought I was part of the Vichy.” 
“Son of a bitch…what an asshole,” I retorted, pleased at the German’s incompetence.
Undercover as a fisherman from the village, Andre occupied the basement room of our cottage overlooking the beach. Most of the houses had been evacuated but my father and I stayed on. I suspect Andre was one of the men who had helped sabotaged some of the enemy defences on the coast. Probably he was part of the squad that provided the allies with the movements of the German troops. A few days earlier he had disappeared from the cottage and miraculously returned this morning. He never spoke to us about his exploits and we never asked.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I stared down at the dead lieutenant. I didn’t recognize him, but then I wouldn’t. I was only an accomplice, harbouring a member of the French Resistance. I felt good about myself and the part I played assisting Andre. Admiration for this brave man engulfed me. Indirectly I had helped the allied forces. A sudden yearning surged through me to join the effort that fought against the Nazis. I had to be actively involved. So, that afternoon before Andre left with the allies, I made my mind up to talk to him. Maybe we could leave together. 
***
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