Task 10 – Thursday 13th November   Narrative from a photograph.
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Oversexed, overpaid and over here.

Farmington, Illinois

‘Son!’ Don’s father, Jack called from the foot of the stairs. ‘Are you ready?’

Don admired himself one last time in the full-length mirror and straightened his cap knowing how dashing he looked in his uniform.

‘Sure pa, coming!’ Don called back in reply and grabbed his bag and ran down the stairs. 

Don entered the living room where his parents were standing together waiting for him.

‘Well look at my handsome son.’ smiled Elizabeth as she dabbed the dampness from her face with her hankie. ‘Give your ma one last cuddle before you go.’

There was a toot from a car horn outside.

‘Here’s my lift.’ Don said and pulled away from his mother’s embrace and went to shake his father’s hand. 

‘Come here, you’re never too old for a kiss from your old father, even if you are a soldier in the US army.’ Jack said to Don as they kissed and said their farewells.

Before Don got to the vehicle where the other soldiers were eagerly waiting for him, Elizabeth came running up towards him and fastened a gold chain around his neck.

‘It’s from your father and me.’ she said and walked quickly back up the path with tears running down her face.


Don took the necklace off as soon as he got into the jeep. Before placing the necklace in his pocket, he noticed that it was inscribed with the words God be with you Don. He smiled and thought how lucky he was to have great parents. He was an only child and had recently celebrated his eighteenth birthday. His parents had surprised him with a Plymouth – his favourite automobile in deep blue with a leather soft top convertible roof. 




Normandy

It took from dawn until noon to gather the remainder of the dead soldiers from the 114th Infantry Regiment of the United States, from the shoreline and into a neat row. Their bodies mostly blown away from bombs and missiles. 

Three French fishermen whose jobs were temporarily redundant during the Normandy Landings, had volunteered to help with the war effort wherever possible; had the horrific task of transporting the dead bodies from the shoreline and laying the bodies as dignified as possible ready for identification. 
They would scour the shoreline finding body parts of soldiers who they had just covered over with blankets in their makeshift mortuary. 
Phillipe lit up a Lucky Strike cigarette that he had been given from one of the dead soldiers the day before the attack. In his hand sat a crucifix. It was Don’s. He wanted to put it in Don’s pocket but that proved impossible. Don’s body had been strewn across the beach. 

He stood drawing hard on his cigarette looking down at the bodies of dead soldiers. He coughed slightly at the unusual tobacco and his eyes caught sight of his cigarette supplier; Corporal Downey. He threw the cigarette and knelt down on the sand. Behind him stood a British soldier who placed his hand on Phillipe’s arm. 

Phillipe turned his head and looked up.

‘Tommy, when you go back to England, be sure to tell them the brave American soldiers were not oversexed and overpaid over here.
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