
A  



 

 

 

 

Warrior‟s Homecoming 

 

 

By Lynette Mae 

 

© 2011 



Copyright © 2013, Lynette Mae 

 

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted in any 

form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including recording, print-outs, 

information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author. 

eBooks are not transferable. They cannot be sold, shared or given away as it is an 

infringement on the copyright of this work. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the 

author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or 

dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission 

 

 

 



 

“They shouldn‟t ask this of you.” 

“They didn‟t. I volunteered,” Alandra had said simply.  

“You were supposed to get out. That was our plan.”  

“I know. But, everything‟s different now.”  

I remembered that conversation so vividly. It was the moment when everything 

changed. Not that those hijacked planes-turned-missiles smashing into the towers in New 

York City, detonating the west wall of the Pentagon, and slamming into an open field in 

Pennsylvania on that horrific Tuesday morning didn‟t completely alter the world as we 

knew it. In this moment however, our lives would be redirected on a predetermined 

course that, naturally, no one could foresee. Maybe it‟s better that way, I don‟t know. 

  “We‟ll need to go soon.” The voice of Alandra‟s best friend, Trish, pulled me 

momentarily back to the present.   

I nodded absently, the fog of memories still engulfing me. My mind pushed away the 

stark reality of where I was, opting to seek refuge in the past instead. It was the only 

place that felt sane.  

 Life changing moments. The first time she‟d changed my life was back in eighty-

nine. I had just completed my Advanced Individual Training—AIT as we referred to it— 

and arrived at my first permanent duty assignment in Germany. My training was over and 



now I was embarking on a new adventure in a foreign country. I was full of youthful 

exuberance, proud of myself and my accomplishments thus far.   

I walked into the latrine down the hall from my room on the first night I‟d arrived.  

The barracks were WWII-era structures offering little in the way of amenities. The door 

opened to a row of white porcelain sinks beneath long mirrored panels on the left and 

dingy mint green toilet stalls on the right. Pale green and white half-inch tiles covered the 

floor and large, industrial-style florescent lighting stung my eyes as I squinted against the 

glare. The shower sprayed and hissed, splashing off whoever was currently using the 

facilities. Steam rose in the air and crept over the tiled wall separating the gang shower 

area from the rest of the space. I hooked my towel next to the one already hanging at the 

entrance and began to strip.  

 The water stopped and the occupant walked out shaking her head, throwing large 

drops of water all around her. It reminded me of the dousing I‟d gotten when I bathed my 

golden retriever as a kid and I had to smile. Seeing me, she stilled, realizing what she was 

doing, and mumbled an apology. Her hair looked like it had been in a blender and that 

made my smile widen. The light sparkled in the droplets of water clinging to the midnight 

strands of her hair. She was a mythical warrior that had just stepped out of the pages of 

the stories I loved. I had never seen anyone like her and I know I stood there staring 

stupidly, but she seemed not to notice. All I could think was, “Who is this woman?” 

Now, I stared unseeing at the world around me. People moved nearby and across my 

field of vision, but they seemed far away and transparent, hovering in some alternate 

reality. Or maybe that was me.   



Trish handed me a glass of water. “Drink this.” I sipped and handed it back to her. 

My stomach roiled and I chalked it up to circumstances. I heard the murmur of voices 

and a steady sound that cut through the air. Click, click, click. I know that sound. Metal 

taps. Drill instructors wear them on their heels and tips of their boots to further intimidate 

recruits, but mostly they are worn by ceremonial units. I turned my focus in the direction 

of the sound. A member of the Guard strode by and I could only stare at his feet, hearing 

the click with each step he took, his shoes flawlessly shined. Alandra would approve. 

“Kiwi, water, and patience,” she used to say, my mind drifting again to the past.   

The day I arrived at the Augsburg Tactical Operation Center, or TOC, for my first 

day of work, she was sitting in the NCO office with her boots on the desk, leaning back 

casually in the chair. I saw the corporal‟s stripes, but I remember her boots more than 

anything because they shone like black glass. I had never known it was possible to get 

leather to shine like that. She cast a lopsided grin in my direction that let me know she 

remembered me from the previous night. After I‟d completed my paperwork, Corporal 

Alandra Salazar took me out for my initial patrol.  

“Today‟s lesson will be patrol MSR.” The first real words she ever spoke to me in 

her honey-smooth tenor. She smiled at the blank expression on my face. “MSR means 

Main Supply Route.” I nodded. As she drove, she continued her instruction, explaining 

the role of the Combat Support MP. “Our three main functions,” she said, “are Battlefield 

Circulation Control, or troop and supply movements, Convoy Escorts, and Area Recons. 

Here it‟s fairly easy, but when you go in country and set up in a new place, you‟ll do 

everything from finding LZ‟s—landing zones—to naming the streets.”  



 I would have asked a question if my mind hadn‟t been so saturated with information 

already. 

“You got a name?” Her eyes dropped to my nametag. “Smith.” She read aloud and 

laughed, which made me a little irritated.   

“What‟s funny?” I wanted to know, meeting her eyes with a challenge. Hers sparkled 

and her mouth twisted into a playful smirk that diffused my anger.   

“I‟m not making fun of you. Relax. Smith‟s just kind of generic, and you don‟t seem 

generic to me. So? Your name?”  

It was hard not to relax in the face of her easygoing demeanor. The questions were 

simple and honest, without a hint of malice. 

“Rebecca. My friends call me Becca.” 

Her eyes were back on the road. “Becca,” she repeated quietly, thoughtfully, drawing 

out the syllables, as though savoring my name like a fine wine.   

“Becca?” Trish placed her hand gently on my shoulder. I blinked, returning to 

reality, still hearing Alandra‟s voice. My eyes darted around for some sign that I wasn‟t 

the only one who‟d heard it. When I focused on Trish‟s face, she gave me half a smile. 

“The car‟s ready, hon.”   

“Okay.”  



Trish grasped my elbow as I stood and I slipped on my sunglasses before we stepped 

outside. “Just remember, I‟m right here,” she assured me as we walked to the vehicle that 

sat idling just outside the door, ready to take us on today‟s journey. 

The sun blazed hot against a brilliant blue cloudless sky. The kind of day Alandra 

would spend kayaking or biking, not wanting to miss a moment of the beauty. A 

Bavarian blue sky, she would call it, referring to the first trip we ever took together. I 

automatically looked up hoping she wasn‟t missing it today. A hawk circled high above 

us and gave a call. Alandra always admired the powerful birds of prey for their skill and 

beauty.  

“Thanks for coming.” I didn‟t say it out loud but I knew she heard me. I watched the 

bird soaring effortlessly through the air, as effortlessly as Alandra had entered my soul.  

A year after my first patrol lesson, we were on a three-day trip to the Bavarian Alps. 

We had hiked all day and just returned to our room in a little chalet at the base of the 

mountains. It was cozy and clean, no frills, but perfect for us because we weren‟t 

planning to spend much time inside anyway. Looking back, I should have realized that 

something was up. We had become inseparable since that first patrol but more so in the 

weeks preceding that trip. All day it seemed as though we were closer than usual. I didn‟t 

question it, I was probably afraid I might disturb whatever special karma was building. I 

knew that my feelings for her had already crossed the line of friendship, but Alandra had 

never gone further than the occasional flirtatious tone or look.  



When we returned to our lodging, the proprietor met us, explaining apologetically 

that we would need to switch rooms. Alandra asked if we might see the new room first. I 

thought I caught the hint of a conspiratorial look between them, but couldn‟t be sure. She 

had always been chivalrous to a fault, so it was normal for her to unlock the door and 

wait for me to enter. I crossed the threshold to find the room filled with flowers. Vases 

and tied bundles of bouquets of all shapes and sizes on every available surface. I stood 

gaping for long moments, trying to take it all in. Then, I saw that the room had only one 

bed and in the middle was a single red rose and a small white envelope with my name 

written in flowing script. I looked over at Alandra. She smiled shyly and shrugged. I 

picked up the envelope and removed a small white card. On it, she had written three 

words: Stay with me. 

“I‟m not going anywhere.” Trish‟s voice intruded on the scene in my head.  

I frowned at her. “I‟m sorry. What?” 

She smiled kindly. “You said, „Stay with me,‟ I will.”   

Trish pulled the white glove off of her right hand to take my left in hers. I realized 

then that I had spoken Alandra‟s message aloud. We were seated in the back of the car 

now, but I didn‟t remember climbing in. I gave her a quick nod and leaned forward to 

peer out the windshield at the car in front of us, needing to look. A red and a white stripe 

and a section of blue were visible between the edges of the white curtains on the back 

window. I did stay. I‟m still here. Unexpected tears blurred my vision and I removed my 

sunglasses to wipe them away with the thumb and forefinger of my free hand.    



I remembered the night in November of ninety-five, we stood on the tarmac in Ft. 

Polk, Louisiana, as Alandra‟s unit was preparing to deploy as part of the UN force in 

Bosnia. We had already said our goodbyes privately before coming to the airstrip, but 

watching the other spouses embracing their departing mates made me emotional. I rubbed 

my eyes to stop my tears from coming. Alandra smiled at me, love shining in her eyes, 

and then hugged me and whispered in my ear, “You are my heart. No matter what. Know 

that. Te Amo. I love you always.” 

We both hated the side of military life that required separations for sometimes 

months, or even up to a year. The reality of our relationship made it impossible to request 

the same duty station. During those absences we made do with letters and cherished 

phone calls, allowing the love in one another‟s voices to sustain us until the next time we 

were together. This tour was an eighteen-month assignment to assist the Serbian police 

with security and keep the peace in the „Zone of Separation‟, the designated neutral zone 

along the borders of Hungary, Croatia and Bosnia. By then Alandra was a Staff Sergeant, 

leading squads of MPs whose job it was to maintain the ZOS. She earned several 

commendations and a meritorious service award for her outstanding work.   

I had been stationed in Berlin and we were fortunate enough that she was able to get 

a four-day pass once during her tour to join me there. She stepped off the military 

transport plane and I‟d thought I might pass out from sheer desire. I hadn‟t known just 

how much I‟d missed her until that moment and I was emotionally overwhelmed. I 

summoned every last ounce of control waiting for her to retrieve her duffle bag and cross 

the fifty yards to where I stood, and we allowed each other a brief embrace. I felt like a 



schoolgirl, giddy and tingling all over, floating in her presence. By the time we‟d arrived 

at the hotel, the need to touch was palpable between us, and the wanting in Alandra‟s 

eyes made my heart soar and my head swim.  

Inside the room she pulled me to her, the tenderness of her touch belying the 

wildness in her eyes. Her kisses started an ache within that grew steadily until I would 

have begged for her touch. I didn‟t have to. She sensed my need and responded, stripping 

first my body and then laying my soul bare with the power of her love, taking me to 

places in ecstasy I‟d only dreamed of. It was a reaffirmation; a reclaiming of what was 

ours, what could never be taken from us, no matter what time or distance apart.  

“I want you to stay with me,” Alandra had said the next morning as we held each 

other watching dappled sunlight dance across the ceiling.  

“I am with you,” I laughed.   

“No. I mean from now on,” she said seriously. “Always. It‟s killing me that I have to 

leave in two days.”   

“We both have to get back.” 

“Don‟t re-up.”   

I leaned up on my elbow to look at her. She was completely serious. I was due to re-

enlist the following month. I waited, knowing there was more. 



“Baby, I don‟t want to do this anymore. The distance, I mean. I can‟t live without 

you, so I requested a recruiting assignment stateside to finish out my career. We can buy 

a house and live like a real family.” 

I couldn‟t believe what I was hearing. “A family? What are you saying?”  

She became suddenly bashful, picking at nothing on the sheet. When she looked 

back up at me the love in her eyes made me want to weep. “I want to have a family with 

you. I know you probably never thought I would want that; hell I didn‟t either—before 

you. I want to buy a house for us to live in, no more deployments. You and me. A real 

life, Becca.”   

“If you took another field assignment, you would probably make First Sergeant.” 

“And I would have to leave you again. I don‟t want to do that. I‟ve given this lots of 

thought. I want to start building our life. I can do two years recruiting. I have enough 

money saved to support us until you get whatever civilian job you want. Or, you don‟t 

have to work. I can support us.”   

“I love you.” It was all I could think to say.   

“Is there a „but‟?” She was still uncertain.   

“No. There are never any „buts‟ when it comes to you. You know that.” I took her 

face in my hands and kissed her deeply. “I love you,” I said again when the kiss ended. 

“Te Amo. I will love you always.” And then she sealed her promise with her passion. 



I felt the motion of the car stop and realized I wasn‟t in Berlin. I refocused out the 

window on rows and rows of white headstones as far as the eye could see. A small sign at 

the road read: Section 60, the section reserved for Afghanistan veterans. The door opened 

and a sergeant nodded politely and held out a hand for me. Trish appeared at my right 

side. I glanced automatically to my left, always wanting to assure myself that Alandra 

was close by.  

“Detail! Attention!” The sergeant of the guard shouted. The line of military 

personnel snapped to position as Trish led me forward.   

“Detail! Present arms!” The formation immediately rendered a collective salute that 

was punctuated by the c-lack sounds of the guard‟s riflemen slapping the stocks of their 

weapons as they executed the move.   

We took our place in front of the line. The guard moved forward with slow, precise 

movements. “Will there be anyone else joining you, ma‟am?” Another sergeant asked 

me. 

“No.” Tears threatened again, and I was thankful for the dark glasses I wore. I was 

Alandra‟s only family.  

A warm gust rustled the leaves of a nearby maple tree, just like the one in our front 

yard, reminding me of the excitement on Alandra‟s face when she‟d first seen it.  

“Honey, I‟m going to build a tree house for our kid in that tree.” Her face was lit 

with pure joy and seeing her standing in the middle of the lawn, I knew that this was 



home. She ran over and threw her arms around me, scooping me up to swing me around 

gleefully. After the second circle, she lost her balance and we tumbled together onto the 

grass laughing loudly.   

“Thank you.” Her face was inches from mine, eyes gleaming. I loved the way they 

seemed to be black like onyx from a distance, but up close an amber ring encircled each 

pupil, revealing her passionate side. That day the fiery ring glowed with delight.   

“For what?”  

She kissed me delicately.   

“For loving me.” 

“As if I had a choice.” 

“Detail. Halt.” Click, click. The formation stopped a few feet from where we stood, 

lined up behind the now open rear door of the car, the flag shroud now completely 

visible. All sound stopped except for the colors overhead snapping in the breeze and a jet 

somewhere high above.   

“Left, left,...” The muted commands accompanying new footsteps drew closer. A 

smaller formation of ten Navy Seals approached, falling into line along side of us. I knew 

they were Seals by the gold tridents they wore above the service ribbons on their left 

breast. The cadence-caller caught my eye deliberately as he issued a command. “Detail 

halt.” Clomp, clomp.  



I glanced sideways at Trish with a puzzled expression. It was rare to see personnel 

from another branch of service at such an event, unless they were family members.   

Trish spoke in my ear. “They‟re here to pay special tribute, to honor Alandra and her 

bravery.” I knew that Alandra‟s last mission was escorting a squad of Seals to a landing 

zone for deployment. We hadn‟t been told much beyond that.   

I nodded slightly in acknowledgment of the Seals. Our lives would be forever linked 

through Alandra‟s selflessness and love. Her love of country and sense of duty, two of 

the qualities that first attracted me to her, had eventually led us all to this destiny. I 

touched the right side pocket of my suit jacket, somehow comforted by the feel of the 

envelope inside. Trish had hand-carried it to me a week before, but I refused to read the 

letter.   

Movement to my right got my attention. The guard was carefully sliding the flag-

draped casket from the hearse. In one fluid motion they turned forward, faces locked in a 

determined stare. This was their mission, to carry a fallen warrior to their place of honor.  

“Detail.  Forward, march.” The command executed, they half-stepped in unison edging 

forward to the waiting caisson used in the ceremonies of the Army‟s Old Guard. The six 

white stallions shifted and stomped, one whinnied and shook its head. They seemed to 

know that the cargo they awaited was priceless and were readying themselves impatiently 

for their solemn trek through the Gardens of Stone.  

“Why do you have to go? Haven‟t you served in enough battle zones for one 

career?” I remember questioning her. It wasn‟t that I‟d expected anything less of her.  



From the moment the towers fell, I had known on some level this conversation was 

coming.   

“This is different. They attacked our country and I‟m a soldier. Becca, I can‟t walk 

away from this fight. Not this time.”   

“You asked me to walk away not long ago. For us. And I did.”   

“That was different. We weren‟t at war then.” I had no response to that because I 

couldn‟t argue with her logic. She continued, “You and I are different.”  

I knew it was the truth, but I didn‟t want to accept it. “We both did the same job,” I 

said stubbornly.   

“Yes. But that‟s all I knew how to be. You are destined for more important things, 

Becca.” She smiled and I felt my defiance slipping. 

I tried another angle. “We decided to start a family.”   

She took my face in her hands, those dark eyes intensely beautiful. “I know, and we 

will. I just need to do this, Bec. You more than anyone know it‟s who I am.” Her kiss 

reduced the world to an insignificant blur and I could do nothing but let go of my fears 

and respond to her touch. The kiss deepened and I felt a growing need in Alandra‟s body 

as she pressed against me. “I want you, Becca. Let‟s not wait.”   

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I had managed to ask when we came up for air.   



“We‟ve got the samples here, so why not? The doc said it was entirely possible to 

conceive without her help. But, it could take a few tries.” She grinned devilishly. 

“Besides, I can‟t think of a sexier memory to hold onto than making a baby with you 

before I leave.”    

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren‟t you?” I teased. 

“Only about our love.”   

Trish squeezed my hand. I blinked and realized that we were now standing beneath a 

canopy. “Sorry.” I tried to offer a smile without much success.  

She linked her arm in mine and leaned into me. “You‟re fine.” Again, I heard the 

sounds of the guard‟s footsteps, this time soft footfalls in the grass. Placing their charge 

on the platform, they solemnly rendered a unified salute before marching away.   

The chaplain spoke of God and country as I stared numbly, recalling the last moment 

before we left this morning and how I desperately wanted to simply climb inside with her 

and close the lid. Escape this senseless reality. End this agony. None of this made any 

sense. Alandra was never careless. An errant explosive device? That was impossible.  She 

was the one who taught me to spot them anywhere. How could this be? My mind refused 

to understand. Help me. I begged silently.   

“Ready. Aim. Fire!” Bang! I jumped as the sound of the gunfire vibrated through me. 

Bang! Again. Bang! Slowly the echo from the last shot faded, only to be replaced by the 

sad bugler‟s song. Anguish smothered me. A lump grew in my throat that became painful 



as I tried in vain to stop the sobs when the sergeant of the guard knelt and handed me the 

perfectly folded flag. I merely nodded and stared, my vision blurred by tears. My soul felt 

as though it was shattering. I was falling off the edge of sanity. Alandra, please help me 

understand. Why? 

The Seals moved forward in a straight line of mechanical precision. I vaguely 

registered Trish standing and speaking with the Petty Officer. “We would be grateful,” he 

said. I looked to Trish for some explanation. She only nodded in the Seal‟s direction. 

The Petty Officer removed a folded piece of paper from his breast pocket and began 

to read. “First Sergeant Salazar‟s squad was escorting our convoy from checkpoint 

Charlie to the LZ as we prepared to deploy for our current mission. Just before our arrival 

at the LZ we came under enemy fire and a fierce gun battle ensued. We were pinned 

down, but holding our own. First Sergeant Salazar fought bravely alongside my men. The 

battle raged for hours, until finally, we began to gain control, our sharpshooters killing 

many enemy combatants. Suddenly, a live grenade landed several feet from our defensive 

position. Having no time for an alternative solution, First Sergeant Salazar threw herself 

onto the grenade, sacrificing her life to save the members of my platoon.”  

He looked up at me then. “I was asked to read this letter by the commander of that 

squad of Seals who are continuing their mission as we speak. We are here on their behalf. 

Ma‟am, I am told that you are a soldier as well. As such, I hope you will take comfort in 

knowing that First Sergeant Salazar gave her life to save others. There is no greater love 

or higher measure of a warrior‟s character than this. Her bravery will long be 

remembered.” 



They approached silently and then passed by us moving toward the casket. The first 

Seal stepped up and removed the gold Trident from his uniform. He slapped the Trident 

down on the center of the coffin, embedding it there. One by one, the rest of the Seals 

followed suit, slamming the insignia of the elite Naval warriors in a line along the center, 

creating a gold inlay across the lid. When the last Seal had affixed his tribute, their 

formation executed a slow, solemn salute. The Seal who had spoken gave me an 

encouraging nod. I was stunned by the revelation and the moving display of reverence.  

“Thank you for letting me know,” I whispered, but I didn‟t know if I was speaking to 

him or Alandra. 

~ 

I pulled the envelope from my pocket, the original copy of the letter from the Seal 

captain, thankful that his comrades had delivered the message inside. It was after 

midnight and I had finally persuaded Trish to go to bed. After all, she had done her duty, 

escorting Alandra home. All day I had been ignoring my queasy stomach, having no time 

to think of anything but loss. I fixed myself a cup of tea and settled down on the couch, 

with the memories and emotions of the day still hovering over me. I thought again about 

the Seals and their tribute, the description of Alandra‟s final moments. It was just like 

her. Her name means “defender of man,” and she was surely that.  

I looked at the pictures on the side table. Alandra‟s electric smile lighting up each 

one of the shots, all evidence of a happy life we‟d shared. A fresh wave of acute pain 

pushed through me as I wondered how in the hell I was ever going to survive without her. 



We were going to be a family. A pang of regret accompanied a fresh shot of pain at the 

thought of how wonderful a mother she would have been.   

As I turned to set my cup on the end table, I saw the flashing light of the answering 

machine. I had stopped listening to the messages the day that Army lieutenant knocked 

on my door with his horrendous message, destroying life as I‟d known it. I hit play when 

my gaze fell on a small box next to the coffee table. I frowned because I didn‟t remember 

seeing it that morning. Absently registering the condolences in the first couple of 

messages, I recognized the flowing script of the handwriting on the exterior and my heart 

stuttered in my chest.    

I lifted the package off the floor and sat down again with it in my lap, running my 

hand over the writing on the upper left-hand corner of the brown paper. SFC A.E. 

Salazar, 56th MP Company, 1st Platoon, APO Afghanistan. The postmark was three 

weeks old. Carefully, not wanting to tear the paper, I slid a finger beneath the tape 

securing the folds on either end of the box. My insides vibrated with nervousness and my 

hands shook as I opened the flaps to peer inside. All the while the machine played voices 

expressing concern and support in my ear.   

An envelope sat on top of the contents and I set it aside for the moment. Beneath that 

was a thick styrofoam packing containing a small statue of some kind, wrapped tightly in 

a protective bubble wrap. Inside, I discovered a beautifully carved figure of a woman 

holding a child. The intricate details made the pair almost lifelike. I smiled wistfully 

knowing how much Alandra had wanted children. My mind‟s eye pictured her delight 

when she selected this gift for me. Fresh tears filled my eyes as I lifted the envelope and 



held it up to my face, inhaling the faint scent of her that clung to the paper. I removed the 

page within and unfolded the single sheet.   

The machine beeped again and I vaguely recognized the voice. “Rebecca, it‟s doctor 

.... I have your results...” 

I was only half listening, my focus fixed on my love‟s last letter. I began to read: 

My dearest Becca, 

When I saw this statue in the PX before we deployed, I had to buy it. You know how I 

am when I get one of my „feelings‟. I know it worked, baby. I don‟t need to wait for any 

tests, I swear I saw it in your eyes when I loved you that night. The power of our love is 

unstoppable—Tears blinded me and I had to stop.   

~ 

“I‟d say you‟re six weeks along. Congratulations.” Dr. Spencer smiled at me with a 

touch of sadness in her eyes. She placed her hand over mine. “Are you going to be 

okay?” 

I nodded, still staring at the sonogram image on the screen. She sighed and left the 

room. I dressed and headed out into the lobby and Trish held the door for me to step 

outside ahead of her. I was lost in my own thoughts as we walked to the car. When we 

climbed in, Trish couldn‟t take the silence any longer. 

“Well?” She said impatiently. 



“Yes,” was all I said.  

“Wow.” She seemed at a loss. “Do you...do you know what you‟re going to do?” 

I watched a hawk soar near the horizon and smiled. Encouraged, I turned to meet her 

eyes.   

“I‟m going to name her Alexandra. It means defender of man.” The hawk circled 

again, confidently strong and sure. “Te Amo,” I whispered. “I love you always.” 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 


