
  
    Chapter 1


    Craven Street 
Three Days Later


    Sitting cross-legged on the floor of Hudson’s living room, armed with a paintbrush, Livia was busy refreshing the red paint on a small Chinese-style bedside table. Encouraged by the swing, jazz, and blues alternately playing from Scarlett’s gramophone, set up in a corner of the room for the day, she painted while humming along to the melody. Take the A Train. Duke Ellington.


    Standing across from her, in a white tank top and black shorts, a chocolate bar in his mouth, Hudson was equally ­occupied repainting a lovely cabinet in a duck-egg blue. As he worked, his eyes wandered every few minutes to the delightful sight of Livia; adorably delicate in one of his borrowed black t-shirts, her loose hair held back by a red headband, her lips painted an even brighter red, and her natural grace that never left her, not even while painting. The glamorous blonde looked like she had stepped out of a 60s pin-up magazine.


    Watching the woman who drove him crazy, engaged in such an ordinary activity, right in the middle of his home—this was the kind of simple joy Hudson lived for.


    “Enjoying the view, Captain?” she teased, tilting her head back slightly, her expression languid.


    “If you lose the t-shirt, it’ll be even better.”


    “Patience...” she began, about to resume painting when suddenly, the notes of a new song filled the air with romance. Green Eyes by Jimmy Dorsey! “This one’s for you.”


    With enthusiasm, she stood up, placing her brush back in the red paint pot, and appeared by his side, extending a hand to him with the air of a gallant inviting a lady to dance:


    “Captain Rowe, may I have this dance?”


    Hudson paused his movements and looked at her with a tender smile.


    “I don’t know how to dance, my angel.”


    “Really? They don’t teach you that in the Marines?” she teased. “I thought dancing was a required skill for charming women at your balls...”


    “Unfortunately, it wasn’t the option I chose.”


    “It’s just a little fox-trot, very simple,” she said, taking the brush from his hands and placing it in the blue paint pot before grabbing his wrists. “Let me guide you.”


    She led him to the center of the room, slid one hand to his waist while keeping the other intertwined with his, and showed him the steps. Feeling a bit ridiculous, he mimicked her movements anyway, just to please her, letting himself be carried by the rhythm of the dance.


    Livia’s enthusiasm moved and charmed him. He would have done any silly activity just to see the springtime smile she gave him and the starlight sparkle in her periwinkle eyes.


    There, in his arms, moving gracefully and rhythmically, she exuded freshness, carefree joy, promising all the pure and sweet flavors of an enchanted world...


    “You’re getting the hang of it!” she rejoiced as he spun her around before catching her firmly in his arms, though the movement was a bit too abrupt to be truly graceful.


    But it didn’t matter. Hudson was playing along, and the pleasure she saw in his eyes spurred her on even more.


    Soon, her lover’s clumsiness caught up with him, revealing itself in all its glory when he accidentally stepped on her foot—not too harshly, thankfully.


    As if he had seriously hurt her, he pulled away, apologizing, but this misstep only provoked a nymph-like laugh in response.


    “Your feet are going to end up as mush if you hang around me.”


    “Don’t run away, it’s nothing!” she assured him, chasing after him to pull him back into the dance.


    He obliged willingly, but, not wanting to step on her feet again, he lifted her into his arms, carrying her and spinning her in rhythm. Livia clung to his neck, laughing like a child as, in their improvised fox-trot, they bumped into the sofa and fell onto it, Hudson lying beneath her.


    “I wish I’d met you at a ball,” she mused, crawling up his chest to bring their faces closer, her radiant smile in harmony with the lively notes still setting the mood.


    “We would’ve brought the house down, believe me. I might’ve even torn your stunning Hollywood vamp dress by accident.”


    “Quite convenient for moving on to the serious stuff, wouldn’t you say?”


    “I wouldn’t have complained too much if that was the case,” he admitted, sitting up slightly to rest his head on one of the armrests, allowing him to observe her better.


    Livia hadn’t moved an inch, remaining sprawled on his chest like a lazy, affectionate cat.


    “We’ve made good progress with the furniture, haven’t we?”


    “Yes. I wouldn’t have had the courage to start without you.”


    “You can sell the first pieces we fixed up starting tomorrow. And these two will be perfect for the room with the yellow walls,” she said, referring to the cabinet and bedside table they were restoring. “They’d look great in a child’s room...”


    “I’m thinking of turning that room into a guest room.”


    “You should leave it as a nursery.”


    “I don’t plan on having kids.”


    “Mmm... you might change your mind someday. At your age, it’s the right time to start thinking about it,” she said playfully, though a hint of seriousness lingered beneath her tone.


    “You make it sound like I’m nearing fifty.”


    “Time flies, Hudson.”


    “Then you should think about it too. It’s a much bigger concern for you women, with your biological clock and all...”


    “I’ve got another fifteen years to find a man willing to have a baby with me.”


    “Are you ready for that?”


    “Having a baby isn’t my priority, but if it happened now, then yes, I’d be ready.”


    Livia felt her stomach twist with emotion at the way his green eyes studied her. Why were they talking about babies? How had the conversation veered onto this topic? It was absurd. You didn’t talk about such things with a lover who was going to leave you soon!


    A bit embarrassed, she sat up, straddling him, and began absentmindedly tracing the contours of his abs. Soon, she grew dreamy, and her instincts conjured an image of a sturdy little boy with black hair and jade-green eyes, running toward her to ask for his water gun.


    Livia jolted out of her reverie when she felt Hudson’s palms slide over her hips, then onto her flat stomach. She met his gaze and invited him to slip his hands under the t-shirt, directly onto her warm, trembling skin.


    “Livia?”


    “Mmm...?”


    “You’d tell me if you were expecting a baby, wouldn’t you? Even though we’ve always been careful, and I pulled out that time in the shower, I know accidents can happen.”


    For reasons she couldn’t quite explain, Livia tensed at his words and immediately released his wrists, feeling a bit offended. Yet, there was no reason to be upset. Hudson hadn’t done anything wrong; he just wanted to ensure he wouldn’t leave behind any major responsibilities or complicate his freedom with her.


    “Don’t worry, there won’t be any accidents if that’s what you’re wondering.”


    Her tone was sharper than she intended. Between her thighs, she felt the tension that suddenly gripped her lover. He, too, seemed slightly irked by her attitude but chose not to show it.


    “Good.”


    Unbidden, an image of a tiny blonde girl, no taller than his knee, with enormous forget-me-not blue eyes, playing tea party with him amidst ruins, flashed through Hudson’s mind. A miniature Livia, the fruit of their passion... she would be the greatest reward of his life.


    This realization unsettled him, sowing chaos within. He harbored desires that conflicted with his and his lover’s plans. He shouldn’t be thinking about things that couldn’t extend beyond the end of their affair, which loomed ever closer with each passing hour.


    As if Livia’s skin had sent an electric shock through him, Hudson withdrew his hands from her stomach.


    She felt a chill where his invisible touch had lingered but tried not to let it trouble her too much. With feigned calm, she said:


    “We need to finish painting so everything’s ready on time.”


    With that remark, Livia brushed off their brief conversation with an imaginary flick and put on a cheerful demeanor, just to prove she wasn’t affected by anything.


    In truth, she could feel her heart crying out in anguish.


    And the reason for this new unease was not yet clear.

  


  
    Chapter 10


    Delaram District, Afghanistan 
Ten days later


    Livia’s arrival in his life had never been part of the plan. She had entered like a flash of magic, suddenly, without warning. In all his time in the Marines, he’d never had any training or preparation for facing such a formidable opponent. He had to confront her with his own means, and while he thought he was winning at the start of the battle, the conclusion had been brutal. In the end, Livia had managed to wield her feminine power, driving him completely crazy for her, taking total control of his thoughts.


    Damn it, Lex’s cards hadn’t been lying!


    Sweating in his uniform and weighed down by all his soldier’s gear, Hudson ran along the long paths carved into the U.S. Marines base. He had to sharpen his ability to run under the Afghan sun, burdened by equipment that seemed to weigh half his body weight. Most of all, he needed to expel the tension that Livia’s absence had built up in his body.


    You brought this on yourself, man.


    He repeated this phrase over and over as his pace quickened.


    Run. Faster. He had to empty his mind, filled only with the desire to push himself further. To wean himself off the image of Livia. That was the goal of the morning, and by extension, every morning to come until she was completely out of his head.


    You’re such an idiot, Rowe.


    The hunter being hunted. A stinging image to describe his situation as a heartbroken lover, who thought he could play lightly only to be crushed by the overwhelming power of love. It couldn’t be controlled, and it hurt.


    His name, shouted through a loudspeaker, suddenly echoed across the desert, alerting him but failing to slow him down. Every muscle in his body, taut and drenched in action, refused to ease the pace. He was like a derailed train that wouldn’t stop until it hit an obstacle. In the meantime, his body needed to release.


    A second shout followed him from afar, but he didn’t care. He had no intention of stopping.


    The third time, he finally glanced over his shoulder. That’s when he saw a Jeep heading his way, with Keir standing inside, shouting his name across the short distance. The vehicle quickly pulled up beside him, matching his pace without ever getting too close.


    “Rowe! I’ve been calling you for ages, are you deaf or what?” Keir continued through the speaker, nearly bursting his friend’s eardrums.


    “No!” Hudson shouted back.


    “Why the hell are you running like that? In full combat gear?!”


    “Training!”


    “You’re going to give yourself a heart attack in this heat! You’ve been running for two hours, you lunatic! Blythe, block him up ahead,” Keir ordered the driver, Jamie Blythe, the young sergeant he had taken under his wing.


    Blythe immediately understood the command, sped up, and turned the Jeep to block Hudson’s path like a barricade. Hudson didn’t have time to dodge the imposing vehicle and came to an abrupt halt, so suddenly that the weight of his gear nearly sent him to the ground if he hadn’t instinctively grabbed one of the doors for support.


    “You’re insane!” he shouted, irritated.


    “You’re the insane one, Rowe.”


    Suddenly overwhelmed by the weight of his backpack, Hudson shrugged it off and let the heavy load drop to his feet.


    “What crisis are you running from now?”


    “There’s no crisis.”


    “Well get in the Jeep, then. Major Reeves called us about an urgent mission.”


    Without resistance, Hudson grabbed his backpack, tossed it into the Jeep, and accepted Keir’s hand to climb inside. Once seated, his friend handed him a bottle of water, which he drained in one gulp.


    “If you think running will help you forget, you’re delusional. I think you’re seriously in love with her,” Keir observed as the Jeep turned around and started heading back.


    Hudson shot him a dark look as he crushed the plastic bottle in his fists.


    “Is it that bad?” the scarred man asked, grimacing.


    “You have no idea. I’d rather take a bullet in the foot than forget her. But I’ll have to if I want to keep moving forward.”


    “So that’s why you’re running to nowhere like a madman? Hey, Blythe,” Keir continued, tapping the shoulder of their subordinate at the wheel. “Here’s some advice: never fall in love. It’ll save you a lot of trouble.”


    “Too late, sir,” Blythe replied, dead serious.


    “What? You’re in love too?”


    “Yes, Captain.”


    “A girl you left back home, I bet. Wait, where are you from again? Alabama?”


    “Georgia, actually, from Savannah. And no, I didn’t leave anyone back home. She’s here.”


    “What? Didn’t they teach you not to mess around with women in your regiment?”


    “It’s different, sir. She’s a nurse. Her name’s Kitty. Everyone’s in love with her.”


    Keir widened his eyes, staring at the sergeant, who looked as innocent as a newborn. He was quite endearing with his chestnut hair, sincere gaze, and glasses. An intellectual type, who had joined the army to fund his studies in the first place. A budding scientist of sorts.


    “Careful, Blythe. This Kitty sounds like a tigress. She’d eat you alive if she wanted to.”


    “I wouldn’t mind, sir.”


    “You little idiot,” Keir muttered, with more affection than he intended.


    Hudson pulled a cloth from his combat vest pocket and wiped his neck and face as Keir filled him in on the meeting with Major Reeves.


    “There’s a hostage situation in Kabul. A politician friendly to us, some employees, and tourists. According to intel, it’s not the Taliban but another fringe group demanding a ransom. They’ve threatened to kill all the hostages if they don’t get $350,000 within twenty-four hours. They’ve already killed one of them as an example.”


    “Where are they being held?”


    “At the National Museum of Afghanistan in Kabul. Apparently, they’ve rigged the place with explosives to put more pressure on the government. It’d be a shame to lose a historic site on top of everything.”


    “It wouldn’t be the first time. The museum was already looted heavily during the Afghan civil war,” Hudson noted, his tone somber at the grim news. “Reeves wants both of us there?”


    “No, just you as captain, with ten other FORECON to breach the site. I’ll supervise from the base. Apparently, it’s a big deal. The group’s about thirty strong and well-armed.”


    “Perfect. I could use a rush of adrenaline,” Hudson quipped.


    “You’re going to get your fill, man.”

  


  
    Chapter 11


    Beaufort, South Carolina 
November 11, 2007


    A Marine Corps marching band paraded through the town’s streets, playing the iconic tunes of their institution, celebrating Veterans Day and honoring former service members. Sitting on her porch in a rocking chair, a book in hand, Livia was caught off guard by the festive commemorative procession, which painfully reminded her of her ex-lover. All those magnificent dress uniforms made her heart ache.


    Instantly, she glanced at Hudson’s house, perfectly sealed, and forced herself not to cry. It had been nearly two months since she’d last seen him, and no news had reached her. She had hoped he’d change his mind and write to her, but being a man of his word, he had stuck to his commitments.


    Damn commitments!


    Livia hated him for the forced silence he imposed on her. For the little value he seemed to place on their story. It wasn’t their mismatched plans that had made him walk away, but sheer cowardice. A true coward, like all the epic heroes of Greco-Roman mythology when you thought about it. Like an Aeneas or an Odysseus, he had fled to other horizons, resuming his odyssey after savoring delightful moments in a woman’s arms. And Livia, stuck in her little house in Beaufort, between her classes and activities that had lost all flavor since his departure, felt like a Dido or a Penelope. A desolate, heartbroken woman who nonetheless clung to the hope of one day reuniting with the man she loved.


    A cramp tightened in her stomach.


    She missed Hudson terribly. It shouldn’t be allowed to be so addicted to a man. To be this in love.


    “Livia, are you okay?”


    She turned her head toward Scarlett, dressed in a baker’s apron, holding a plate of muffins.


    “Mmm… I’ll feel better once I’ve tasted your treats.”


    The redhead smiled faintly, then shifted her gaze to the ranks of Marines marching with panache and discipline down their street, cheered on by neighbors as the military band played the U.S. national anthem.


    “Lex must be supervising the parade.”


    “It’s the first time I’ve seen the Marines’ dress uniforms,” Livia replied, admiring them from afar, her mind automatically picturing Hudson in one of those navy and black uniforms, accented with red and topped with an elegant white cap. “Does Hudson participate in official events like this?”


    “Sometimes, yes.”


    “He must look stunning in that uniform,” she sighed, grabbing a muffin and sinking her teeth into it with relish.


    Livia had been eating more than before and had gained three or four pounds. At first, Scarlett and she had suspected a possible pregnancy; the physiological changes following Hudson’s departure were misleading, with delayed periods and unusual eating habits, especially since Livia wasn’t on the pill. The idea of having Hudson’s baby hadn’t scared her—in fact, deep down, she dreamed of feeling the child of the man she loved growing inside her.


    She had held onto the hope of being pregnant while waiting for the results of three successive pregnancy tests. But all had come back negative.


    In reality, her delayed periods and compulsive eating were just due to stress and depression.


    Yes, Livia Cartmell was sinking into depression since her lover had left her bed without the promise of return. Maybe he was even dead by now? The mere thought made her sick.


    Her depression was far worse than when she had broken up with Miles. That said a lot about how raw love surpassed the cultivated attachment she had once felt for her former partner.


    Maybe she should have listened to her parents and never set foot in Beaufort…


    “Have you heard from him, Scarlett?”


    “No, not yet.”


    “Do you think he’s contacted Lex or John?”


    “Maybe. But don’t worry, Hudson rarely writes or calls. No news is good news. That’s how it works with him.”


    “We’d be notified quickly if something happened to him, right?”


    “Yes. I’m one of the emergency contacts, so believe me, we’d be among the first to know if…”


    “I have to write to him,” Livia suddenly declared. “I can’t keep all these feelings bottled up. He needs to know there’s a woman on the other side of the world who loves him and would give up everything for him.”


    Scarlett’s eyes widened as she sank into the second rocking chair on the porch.


    “Are you serious, Livia? You’d give up everything for him?”


    “I know it sounds crazy, but yes. I could change my life plans for Hudson. For the past two months, I’ve been asking myself what truly matters in life, and I’ve come to realize that happiness is far more important than satisfaction. Here in ­Beaufort, with you and Hudson, I’ve discovered what it means to be truly happy. I feel like I’m the real Livia, thanks to you both.”


    “But what will your parents think?”


    Livia seemed to retreat into her thoughts for a moment, her eyes blindly following the ranks disappearing into the horizon.


    She finally shrugged.


    “They’ll get over it. I know they’ll be disappointed in my choices, that they’ll hold it against me for a long time, but I don’t want to play pretend anymore. I know it’s selfish… I know it might be a lack of filial piety… but it’s still my life. I’m an adult now, and I know the life I aspire to is different from the one they’ve planned for me.”


    “As a politician’s wife and a future as a distinguished professor at King’s College?”


    “Exactly.”


    “You’re not afraid you’ll regret this decision? You know, I do think Hudson truly loves you. It was clear in the way he looked at you before he left, but… what if life with him doesn’t suit you? Being a Marine’s wife isn’t all that glamorous… your husband goes on missions all the time, and sometimes comes back injured or in a coffin. And then there are the constant relocations, the career constraints if the spouse is ambitious…”


    “I know all the risks. Hudson already talked to me about them.”


    “You’re not scared?”


    “Not at all. If he responds positively to my letter, then I’m ready to make sacrifices. As long as I’m with him. And, if it reassures you, I never really wanted to be a Classics professor at King’s College. My parents pushed me into it. Teaching isn’t unappealing—I love sharing knowledge with my students—but I’ve always dreamed of something else. Writing novels, for example.”


    “Hudson would never stop you from pursuing your dreams. But he needs to realize himself that he can’t live without you.”


    “That’s why I need to write to him right away.”


    Less impulsive and strangely more thoughtful, Scarlett reached out to cover Livia’s hand with her own in a comforting gesture.


    “I think it would be wiser for you to think a little longer about this desire to give up everything to be with Hudson. It’s beautiful to consider all this for love, but you should take a bit more time to reflect. Let this desire mature or fade. You don’t want to act on impulse and regret it later. Hudson wouldn’t handle the failure of your relationship well. He acts tough, but deep down, he’s as sensitive as a young girl. When he loves someone, it’s without limits. I wouldn’t want you two to destroy each other because of a lack of judgment and rushed decisions.”


    “I’ve been thinking about it for two months, Scarlett.”


    “Give it another month. A month of reflection and wisdom. Then you can write to him. He also needs time to realize that a life without you is unthinkable.”


    “Yes, you’re probably right.”

  


  
    Chapter 12


    One Month Later


    Livia was walking through corridors of the university on her way to the library to work on her classes when she was stopped by a scuffle between two students, surrounded by a group of onlookers who stood there, utterly dumbfounded.


    Shocked by the fight, she wasted no time rushing toward them, dispersing the spectators and attempting to separate the two combatants. She shouted at them to stop and tried to hold back the one closest to her, narrowly avoiding a slap to the face. It was only when the more vulnerable of the two fell to the ground that she managed to step between them and take control of the situation.


    “Good Lord! What is wrong with you two?”


    Hands on her hips, standing firmly between the two young men glaring at each other like rival dogs, Livia commanded authority in her role as mediator. She tapped her foot impatiently when no response came.


    “Well?”


    The one who had fallen, a student from one of her classes known for his excellent grades, stood up, wiping the blood from his nose, and defended himself:


    “Miss Cartmell, it was Ugo who started provoking me with his insults. He called my brother, who’s a Marine, of being a child killer!”


    “All the foreign children who die under American bombs are victims of our military. The Marines are part of that!” the other shouted, attempting to lunge back into the fight, but Livia stopped him by firmly placing both hands on his chest, as if to push him back.


    “Time out,” she ordered sternly, fixing the more aggressive of the two with an icy glare, shaken by his remark as if she were the daughter, mother, or wife of a Marine herself.


    “You should shut your trap, Ugo. You’re talking about things you know nothing about. My brother is a good man, a patriot; he defends human rights. He risks his life in conflict zones to ease tensions and save as many innocent lives as possible. Some die, yes, but it’s accidental. He’s not responsible for them. That’s just how war is.”


    Livia turned to the speaker and silenced him with an authoritative look.


    “By Marines, I guess you mean a bunch of bastards!” Ugo spat.


    “You may have your reasons for thinking that, but your words are still inappropriate,” Livia declared just as another professor arrived on the scene. “Mr. Nigels, could you take care of this student while I escort this one to the infirmary, please?”


    She gestured toward the student with the bloody nose.


    “Of course.”


    Livia invited the injured student to follow her to the infirmary while her colleague dealt with the troublemaker.


    “Thank you for stepping in, Miss Cartmell. But this isn’t the first time I’ve had to fight with Ugo. He hates the military. He’s an old-school commie, that guy.”


    “You should stop paying attention to him. Ignorance is an excellent shield.”


    “That’s not what my brother taught me. Always bite first before you get bitten. I can’t stand it when people badmouth him. Especially since he’s a good guy.”


    “I understand.”


    “You’d understand better if you had a family member stationed who-knows-where, risking their life every minute, and who doesn’t deserve to be insulted by your so-called countrymen.”


    Livia listened as she rummaged through her bag to find a pack of tissues, handing it to him so he could wipe his nose.


    “I know a Marine too. And I wouldn’t like it if someone insulted him.”


    On the other side of the world, in the shared quarters he occupied with Keir and two FORECON lieutenants, Hudson was scribbling words on a sheet of paper, occasionally glancing at the Empress card from the tarot deck he always kept with him. It was the twentieth time he’d written the same thing to Livia, only to tear the paper from the notepad, crumple it in his hand, and toss it into the trash. For days now, he’d been writing sentences never meant to be read, as if wasting paper and ink helped him cope with how much he missed her.


    “You know what, Rowe? You should just call her already,” Keir suggested from his bed, where he lay flipping through a travel magazine. “That way, I won’t have to listen to you scratching away at paper all night.”


    “Then wear earplugs.”


    “I’m sure you’ll go back to being your old self once you take a vacation with me. For our next leave, what do you prefer—China or Portugal?”


    “I don’t know. Flip a coin,” Hudson muttered, setting down his pen and burying his head in his hands. “If I call her, I’ll break my own resolve and only make things harder. I just need to erase her from my thoughts, my memories.”


    “A concussion might do the trick. Amnesia could work.”


    “Something less drastic.”


    “Suffer for a few more months, then find yourself a fling, like before. That’ll work. If she’s haunting you, it’s because you don’t have enough distractions—aside from the war, of course. But that’s different, you’ll admit.”


    “When you fall in love someday, you’ll realize it’s not that simple.”


    “God is great, and He made sure I’m not programmed to turn into the lovesick sap you’ve become,” Keir retorted. “All you think about is Livia, and it’s terrifying. I’d hate to be obsessed with a woman. That’s a nightmare.”


    “Don’t be so dismissive of love. You might be surprised.”


    “You sound like General Arlington.”


    “The old-timers know more than we do.”


    The rustle of another page turning was interrupted by the sound of a door opening. Major Reeves entered the room, and the two captains immediately stood at attention.


    “At ease,” Reeves ordered, his icy gaze and steely demeanor belying his average stature. “Relax, no high-risk missions tonight. I need you for entertainment.”


    “Clowning is my middle name,” Keir joked, elbowing Hudson. “Right, Rowe?”


    “Affirmative.”


    “I’m not asking you to clown around. I just want Rowe to play us a song on the guitar and sing something. I’ve got $250 riding on his musical talents, and I intend to collect.”


    “With all due respect, Major Reeves, why would you make a bet like that?” Hudson replied, feigning indifference.


    “Because I want to show those Army punks that the U.S.M.C. outshines them in every way. They brag about having a Maria Callas with balls in their ranks, so I said we’ve got Elvis Presley. One of the officers found a guitar.”


    Keir burst out laughing, and Hudson processed the information a beat later. His superior was asking him to sing. So now he was the unit’s choirboy. But why not? This new distraction might take his mind off Livia for a while.


    “I never miss a chance to shut up an Army soldier.”


    “You’d better not, Rowe. I want you to crush that diva.”


    The two captains followed their superior outside to a gathering of soldiers around a campfire, lit to warm them in the Afghan night. Marines and Army soldiers mingled for this friendly, festive occasion.


    “Here’s the star of our ranks,” Major Reeves announced, introducing Hudson to the fifty or so men present. “Show them what you’re made of, Rowe.”


    There were appreciative whistles from the Marines
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