
Lênnor'r throat tightened,.Íd lhere
was a pin-pricking behind his eyea.
Bloody hell, hè thought, thi3 girl
bc3idê him wasn't going lo rco hlm
turn sêntimêntal.

He sta.ed Íiredly at the wall ot thê
nearest house, ÏheÍe, uÍdêr a coat oÍ
white paint, he could seê the dimmêd
outlinês ot giant black lettêring. lt
was thê Fasci3t dogafi Cóclerc
Obbedire Combáttere- Bclieve, obey,
Íight. Lennox's eyes he.denêd. lt took
moÍe than a coat oÍ paint to obliteÍ.tê
that memory,

I 'Holen Maclnn- i .  . .  1F.r ,  orrg!na..
No-c 'ne wrr t ing tod. iJ cr , -ates rnore
real ist ic.  f fore cred r l r i ,  rharacters
lhan she does.

"She can hang up hcr c iL\al  and
dagger r iqht  lhere wi th E'rc Amhler
and Graham Greênê .


