VACATION ON THE FRENCH RIVIERA

By George Liebermann

"Nights like this I'd like to take a girl for a walk," said Garry.
 "Was there a night you didn't?" said Flab.
  "It was, when we landed at Anzio."

 The French countryside looked anything but southern California. 
They took off Naples on August the 13-th 1944, pushed through the straight between Sardinia and Corsica and on the 15-th they were at bird eye's view from the French Riviera. 

Six years back, Flab spent a vacation with his parents in Nice, and was his tongue to tell Garry about the fun they had in Monte Carlo, Saint Jacques, when a loud explosion brought him back to reality.

Clouds kept visibility low, when they moved close to the shores with the landing crafts. Naval guns began to pound the coastline. Shells crossed the sky above them and most landed in the sand and rocks. There was no sign of the enemy on the horizon.  Once ashore, ready to run into German bullets, but ran into unexpected silence instead.

"I don't like it. They could be just across the hill, stay low 'till we give them a smile with a hand grenade."

Flab never avoided a bullet, he walked straight, never looked for a shelter in a foxhole or hid behind a knocked out tank, truck, upside down cannon or machine gun, heap, anything to protect him.

Some guys shouted at him,

"Get down you half-wit!"

Others thought that he was suicidal and there was no way to hold him back. He kept on walking, while the incoming fire looked like a heavy downpour. He was a miracle, immortal, maybe a hero, maybe crazy. 
In fact he was a sleepwalker, but only his shrink knew about it. 

Flab bumped into a house in ruins, with three brick walls,

a few undecided shingles and fallen  beams. A red fur cut his way; it turned into a cat. Flab caressed him, then drank up the rainwater from the cat's jar, only to recall the fresh water in his canteen, and then he blew a kiss to a woman that seemed to be asleep on a cot, only to back up shocked when he saw the lake of clotted blood under the broken iron bed. 
A cornfield looked like his father's farm when he was a kid. The corn grew up only to his waist, would take another month before it yellowed ripe, broke one off anyhow, stripped the fragile leaves, for a second played in his imagination, he will find a pretty girl inside, and then bit into the tender green meat. It will never have the chance to mature and spread its seeds, just like many of them soldiers.
He looked for a long time, thought he hallucinated, but no, a mouse gray uniform lay in the midst of broken corns. The wounded man kept silent avoided his eyes. Flab kneeled next to him, pulled his bowie knife and then cut his coat where the blood oozed, tore off his shirt, stuck a roll of gauze into the wound in a angle between his neck and shoulder and bandaged him with all he had  while ignored the Luger pointed at his head.
Garry caught the killer look in his eyes and as his right index finger moved onto the trigger. He kicked the pistol out of the Kraut's hand. 

Flab said,

"I call the medics."

"Take him prisoner."

"The man is wounded."

"He almost killed you."

Dana popped up from the past in blue summer dress sprinkled with Margaritas, down to middle of her thighs held together with "life-saver" sized buttons, in the heavy rain that molded the dress to her body; her nipples caught his eyes; they embraced under the windows of her parent's home, he swallowed rain water with her kisses. 
She said,

"Make love to me."

"You mean here on the street?"

For a moment he imagined that her mother peeped through the curtain, then hushed the thought away. They made love upright in the rain. 

"Wasn't it wonderful?" she said.

He kissed her bulging kitten eyes above the impertinent crooked, freckled nose and protruding teeth that never let her lips completely close. 

Garry told Flab,

"I just thought of Dana."

"Who doesn't? Did she make love to you too?"

Flab jumped and pushed Garry into a foxhole when azure night sea suddenly turned bright yellow, streaked by German projectiles, ejected from the hills of Saint Raphael. 
Dana dissipated in time and space.\

Almost all German divisions were strapped between Lyon and Marseille. They tried to withdraw through the Rhone Valley, and built roadblocks, while bombs turned their wrecked war machine into derelict, impotent hardware. They made desperate attempts to clean the road and succeeded several time over, until a final shootout put them to standstill. 

"You think we'll make it?" said Flab.

"Stop walking against the bullets and you might."

The Americans were closing in on Marseille out and away from the war zone proper, to enforce the garrison of the city. They marched parallel with the road, when they saw Sergeant Gibson from Headquarters chase them in a jeep with a big yellow envelope in his left hand, while he shouted,
"Flab! You are discharged from the Army! Your doctor wrote a letter. You are unfit for combat! Hold it Flab! You go home!"

He stopped the jeep

Suddenly all Hell broke loose. Machine gun fire caught them from the left flank.

"Where is Flab? Get Flab for me!"

He ran back and forth, wanted to find Flab before it was too late, and there he was, 

"Is anything wrong sergeant?" he said.

Gibson looked at Flab no more. He took off his helmet, threw it into the mud, kicked it,

To the Hell with you guys; why could you not stay alive for God's sake?" 

Gary lay on his left side, held it with both hands as the blood ran between his fingers. He still did not know that he was going. 

"I am alright," he mumbled. 

Flab knelt next to him, held Gary's head up with his right hand,

"Garry, you can't do this to me."

He cried,

"Can you hear me Gary?"

Gary nodded. His eyes blurred into glossy balls. 

Flab could not find his carotids.

"Bye good buddy, I tell Dana that you love her."

