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CHAPTER 1

Don’t Sit Still

Sit still.

That’s usually the first rule when you’re lost. Start wandering around and
you’ll just get more lost. Stay where you are. Then it’s more likely
someone will find you.

But what if you’re not really lost? What if you don’t want to be found?
What if being found means something a whole lot worse than being lost?
What then?

Nick looked around. The stream in front of him seemed to be running
from east to west toward the distant ocean. The train trestle in front of him
was going north to south. High overhead, it arced like a steel rainbow
between the two tunnels bored into the mountains.

But that was nearly all he knew about where he was. Except that he
was somewhere between the place he’d left and the place he was going.
And that he was in a wilderness area with forests and mountains all around
him. He was also far from the nearest train station. How far? He wasn’t
sure how long he’d been on the train before he was pushed off it.

Two hours? Three? He looked at his wristwatch. He observed where the
sun was in the sky. It was still a long way from sunset. Exactly how long?
It was hard to tell this time of year. This far north the days were very long
at this time of year.

He’d never made this trip before, so nothing— including the trestle—
looked familiar.

He could climb back up. It wouldn’t be easy, but his arms were strong
enough and his balance was good. Heights didn’t bother him. He was a
competent rock climber.



Get up there, then follow the tracks backward through the tunnel to an
open area, and then wait for the next train. There weren’t that many. He’d
looked at the schedule before getting on the train. There was one every
twelve hours either going north or heading south. He could wait that long.

But so could the muscular bald man who’d shoved him out the door.
He might on that train heading south. Or someone who’d been given his
description might be on the northbound express. Not that a description was
necessary. How many brown-skinned teenagers with a brush cut were
likely to be standing by a train track in the middle of nowhere?

Nick felt as if a fist was clenched inside his chest. His hands were
shaking.

Sit down. Breathe. Calm down. That was what Grampa Elie always
said.

There was a big rock next to the small river. Its sides were smooth
from thousands of years of water washing over it. The top of the stone was
flat, shaped as if it had been made for sitting.

Nick shrugged the pack off his back and sat.
He felt himself calming down. The adrenaline was working its way out

of his system.
He ran his palms over the tough canvas of the old backpack.
“Thank you,” he said to it.
Nick had always been quiet. He preferred listening to talking.

According to what his parents told him, he hadn’t really started talking
until he was almost three years old.

But saying thank you to his pack was the right thing to do now. It had
saved his life. One of its straps had caught on a spike sticking out from the
rail tie as he fell. It had stopped his fall.

That was good luck.
But the man who’d thrown him off the train had seen the pack save

him. He’d been leaning over the railing at the back of the train. Just before
the train disappeared into the mouth of the tunnel, that man smiled,
showing his teeth. Then he made a gesture. He drew his finger across his
throat and pointed at Nick.

That was bad luck.



CHAPTER 2

Stay Calm

I need to stay calm, Nick told himself.
Fear is the mind-killer. That was what Grampa Elie told Nick when

Nick was only seven.
“Abenaki saying?” Nick had asked.
“Nah, it’s from one of my favorite books, Dune. Read it, Nosi. It’s a

classic.”
So Nick had done just that. Even at the age of seven he loved reading.

And Grampa Elie was right. The book was awesome. Then he’d seen the
movies based on the book. But the book was better.

Grampa Elie hadn’t been surprised when Nick told him he preferred
the book.

“Pictures are better when you make them in your mind,” he’d said.
“Reading makes you think. Thinking’s always a good thing. Even when
you’re scared, don’t ever stop thinking.”

Grampa Elie had been a Ranger in Vietnam. He was at a base called
Khe Sanh when it was suddenly attacked from all sides at night. Unlike
most everyone else, Elie St. Francis had kept thinking, stayed calm, and
stayed alive.

“A lot of those other guys,” he told Nick, “were running around like
chickens with their heads cut off. ‘Get down, get behind something,’” I
told them. “‘Pick up your gun. Start shooting back. The enemy’s that way.
Pay attention.’”

Nick hadn’t been paying attention. He’d just been feeling fortunate
that he’d been able to catch a train a day earlier than his itinerary. No one
would be waiting at the station on the other end until Friday. And he’d
been smiling at the thought of how he would be able to make his way to



Camp Seven Generations, where he’d be teaching woodcraft to other
Native kids a few years younger than him from several First Nations
communities. He’d get there so much earlier that no one would be
expecting him yet. He’d stalk up on the place and observe everyone while
staying hidden in the brush. Then, when they’d least expect it, he’d walk
into the mess hall in time for dinner and tease people gently for not having
guessed he was anywhere around. Didn’t any of you feel like you were
being watched? It could be his first lesson for them on awareness.

But Nick was so lost in imagining what he’d do that he was unaware
himself. What was it that his first martial arts teacher had told him? When
a wise man starts congratulating himself, he becomes a fool. That was the
reason he’d ended up this way. Maybe, too, it was because he was thinking
about what he’d overheard in the dining car. Some of the other Native
people in the dining car were talking about oil. They’d talked about how
there was a big push to open up the reserves to oil exploration and how the
people were going to resist it just like the Mi’qmaq did a few years ago
over in Nova Scotia.

For whatever reason, he hadn’t watched where he was going. Coming
back from the dining car, he’d turned right instead of left and entered the
wrong train car thinking it was his. Another reason was that the train was
an old one, so old that some of the locks on the sleeping compartment
doors didn’t work. That was why he was able to open the wrong door, and
why he saw the bald man on the floor.

Garrote.
That was the name for the thing the bald man in the black T-shirt was

using. It was a length of piano wire with a piece of wood fastened on either
end. It was wrapped around the throat of the man being held facedown by
the bald man’s right knee. The muscles on the bald man’s arms were
bulging as he pulled. A thin red line of blood was showing where the wire
crossed his victim’s throat.

Nick saw it all in less time that it would take to count from one to
three. But it felt like an eternity. It was as if everything was in slow
motion. He was frozen, with his fingers grasping the door handle, his eyes
taking in everything in the compartment. He didn’t just see the two men
on the floor. He also saw the open suitcase on the bed, the brown briefcase
decorated with beadwork next to the window, and the victim’s rimless



eyeglasses on the floor by the right knee of the man pulling back on the
garrote.

A cascade of thoughts went through his mind.
That guy’s dead. Is he Chinese? He is so dead. Back up. Shut the door.

Say something. Say I didn’t see anything? Back up. Shut the door.
Then the bald man lifted his head toward Nick. He didn’t seem

shocked. He didn’t seem upset. He looked up with eyes as black and cold
and emotionless and dead as the water of a deep well. Then he smiled and
nodded.

Nick knew what that meant. He spun around, banging the pack on his
back into the wall of the narrow corridor. As he reached the end of the car,
he heard a sound behind him. A compartment door was being shut.

As soon as he entered the next car, he knew he’d gone the wrong way.
The car was empty. All the other passengers were in the front cars. He was
at the end of the train.

Before he could turn, a hand slapped him on his back, pushing him
against the wall. Two arms were wrapped around him. A bald head was
pressed against the back of his neck so that Nick couldn’t try to throw his
own head back and hit the man in his face. Then he was shoved through
the back door of the train car.

He was held there for a moment, with his feet lifted above the floor of
the platform. He tried to kick, to break free. The bald man’s arms were like
iron bands. Nick felt as helpless as a kitten. He’d been taught ways to fight
back, but none of them would work when he was pinned tight like this. It
was dark all around them. The rattle and roar of the train was deafening.
They were in a tunnel.

Suddenly there was light everywhere. They’d come out onto a high
trestle between the two tunnels bored into the ancient living rock.

“Excellent!”
The bald man’s voice in his ear was calm. Even before he was hoisted

up higher, Nick knew what the bald assassin had decided to do to him.
Am I going to die? he’d thought.
“It’s just business, kid. No hard feelings.” There was no more emotion

in his voice than if he’d been apologizing for bumping into someone in the
street. Just for a second, as the man tossed him spinning over the railing,



Nick found himself looking into the bald man’s eyes. Again, he saw they
were as black as the water in a deep well, emotionless and dead.

And then Nick felt himself falling.
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