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The client looked at hiswatch and then a L ogan, raising an eyebrow. Logan nodded and spread his
hands palm-down in what he hoped was areassuring gesture. The client shook his head and went back
to staring at the clearing below. His face was not happy.

Rather than let his own expresson show, Logan turned his head and looked toward the other end of the
blind, where Y ura, the mixed-blood tracker, sat cross-legged with his old bolt-action Mosin rifle across
hislap. Y uragave Logan aragged stedl-capped grin and after amoment Logan grinned back.

When he could trust hisface again he turned back to ook out the blind window. The sun was high now;
yelow light angled down through the trees and dappled the ground. The early morning wind had died
down and there was no sound except for the snuffling and shuffling of the haf-grown pig tethered on the
far Sde of the clearing.

The client was doing something with his camera. It was quite an expensive-looking camera; Logan didn't
recognize the make. Now he was checking his damned watch again. Expensive watch, too. Definitely an
upscale client. His name was Steen and he was an asshole.

Actudly, Logan told himsalf without much conviction, Steen wasn't too bad, certainly not as bad as some
of the other clientsthey'd had. He had a superior atitude, but then most of them did. But he was
impatient, and that made him ared pain in the assto have around, especidly on ablind st. All right, it
was alittle cramped insde the camouflaged tree blind, and you had to keep as till aspossible; but all
that had been explained to him in advance and if he had a problem with any of it he should have stayed
back in Novosibirsk watching wildlife documentaries on televison.

They'd been ditting there al morning, now, and maybe Steen thought that wastoo long. But hell, that was
no time at al when you were waiting for atiger, even on abaited ste within the regular territory of a
knownindividud.

Steen's shoulderslifted and fell in what was probably aslent sigh. At least he knew how to be quiet, you
hed to give him that much. Not like that silly son of abitch last year, down in the Bikin valey, who made
enough noise to scare off everything between Khabarovsk and Vladivostok and then demanded arefund
because he hadn't gotten to--

Logan felt a sudden touch on his shoulder. Helooked around and saw Y ura crouching beside him,
holding up ahand. The lips moved benesth the gray-streaked mustache, forming asilent word: " Amba.”

Logan looked out the blind window, following Y ura's pointing finger, but he saw nothing. Heard nothing,
ether, nothing at dl now; the pig had stopped rooting around and was sanding absolutdly till, facing in
the same direction Y urawas pointing.



Steen was peering out the window too, wide-eyed and clutching his camera. He glanced at Logan, who
nodded.

And then thereit was, padding out into the sunlit clearing in dl its great burnt-orange magnificence.

Out of the corner of hiseye, Logan saw Steen clap ahand over his mouth, no doubt to stifle agasp. He
didn't blame him; amae Amur tiger, walking free and untamed on his home turf, was asight to take the

breath of any man. Asmany times as hed been through this, his own throat till went thick with awefor

thefirst seconds.

The pig took an atogether different view. It began squealing and lunging desperately againg itstether, its
little terrified eyes fixed on the tiger, which had stopped now to look it over.

The client had his camera up to hisface now, pressing the button repeatedly, his face flushed with
excitement. Logan wondered if heredized just how lucky he was. Thiswas one hell of abig tiger, the
biggest in fact that Logan had ever seen outside azoo. He guessed it would go as much as seven or eight
hundred pounds and pretty close to a dozen feet from noseto tip of tail, though it was hard to be sure
about the last now that thetail was rhythmically dashing from sdeto sde asthetiger sudied the pig.

If Steen was any good at al with that camera he ought to be getting some fine pictures. A bar of sunlight
wasfaling on thetiger's back, raisng glowing highlights on the heavy fur that was browner and more
subdued than the flame-orange of aBengd, the stripes less prominent, somehow making the beast ook
even bigger.

Thetiger took a couple of hesitant, almost mincing steps, the enormous paws making no sound on the
leaf mold. It might be the biggest cat in the world, but it was till acat and it knew something wasn't quite
right about this. It couldn't smell the three men hidden nearby, thanks to the mysterious herba mixture
with which Y urahad dusted the blind, but it knew that pigs didn't normally show up out in the middle of
the woods, tethered to trees.

On the other hand, it was hungry.

It paused, the tail moving faster, and crouched dightly. The massive shoulder muscles bunched and
bulged asit readied itsdlf to jump--

Steen sneezed.

It wasn't dl that much of asneeze, redly not much more than a snort, and Steen managed to muffle most
of it with hishand. But it was more than enough. Thetiger spun around, ears coming up, and looked
toward the direction of the sound--for an instant Logan had the fedling that the greet terrible eyeswere
looking straight into his-and then it was streaking across the clearing like a brush fire, heading back the
way it had come. A moment later it was gone.

Behind him Logan heard Y uramuitter, " Govno."
"I'm sorry," Steen said supidly. "I don't know why--"

"Sure" Logan shrugged. He heaved himself up off the little bench and half-stood, haf-crouched in the
low-roofed space. "Well, at least you got some pictures, didn't you?"

"l think s0." Steen did something to his cameraand alittle square lit up on the back, showing atiny
colored picture. "Yes." Helooked up at Logan, who was moving toward the curtained doorway at the
rear of the blind. "Are weleaving now? Can't we wait, seeif it comes back?’



"Hewont," Logan said. "Hiskind got hunted amost to extinction, not al that long ago. He knowsthere
are humans around. He's not going to risk it just for apork dinner. Hell, you saw him. He hasn't been
daving."

"Another one, perhaps--"

"No. Tigersare loners and they demand ahell of alot of territory. A big maelikethat, hell have easily
fifty, ahundred square miles staked out. Maybe more."

They were speaking English; for some reason it was what Steen seemed to prefer, though hisRussan
was as good as Logan's.

"Now understand,” Logan went on, "you've paid for aday'strip. If you want to stay and watch, you
might get to see something else. Wolves for sure, soon asthey hear that pig squeding. Maybe even a
bear, though that's not likely. But you aready saw a couple of bears, day before yesterday, and you said
you'd seen wolves before.”

"Yes. They are very common around Novosibirsk." Steen sighed. "I suppose youreright. May aswell
go back."

"All right, then." Logan started down the ladder and paused. The pig was till screaming. "Yura" he said
tiredly in Russian, "for God's sake, shoot the damned pig.”

* k k %

A littlewnhile later they were waking down anarrow trail through the woods, back the way they had
come early that morning. Logan brought up the rear, with Steen in front of him and Y uraleading the way,
the old Mosin cradled in hisarms. Steen said, "1 suppose he's got the safety on?”

Y uragrunted. "Isnot safe," he said in thickly accented but clear English, not looking around. "Isgun.”

The back of Steen's neck flushed dightly. "Sorry," he said, "Redlly, I'm glad one of usisarmed. With that
animd out there somewhere.”

Logan suppressed asnort. In fact he wasfar from sure that Y urawould shoot atiger, even an atacking
one. To the Udege and the other Tungus tribes, Amba was a powerful and sacred spirit, dmost agod, to
be revered and under no circumstances to be harmed.

On the other hand, Y urawas half Russian--unless you bdlieved his story about his grandfather having
been aKrim Tatar political prisoner who escaped from agulag and took refuge in aremote Nanai
village--and there was never any telling which side would prove dominant. Logan had aways suspected it
would come down to whether the tiger was attacking Y ura or someone else.

The gun was mainly for another sort of protection. Thiswas aregion where people got up to things.
dedlersin drugs and stolen goods, anima poachers, army deserters, Chinese and Korean illegas and the
people who transported them. Y ou never knew what you might run into out in the back country; tigers
were the least of the dangers.

Thetrail climbed up the side of alow but steep ridge covered with dense second-growth forest. The day
was chilly, even with the sun up, and there were till afew small remnant patches of snow here and there
under the trees, but even so Logan had to unzip his jacket halfway up the climb and he could fed the
sweat starting under his shirt. At the top he called arest break and he and Steen sat down on alog. Yura
went over and leaned againgt atree and took out hisbelt knife and began cleaning the blade on some
leaves, despite Logan's order held cut the pig's throat rather than waste avaluable cartridge.



Steen looked a Logan. "Youre American,” he said, not making it aquestion. "If | may ask, how isit you
cometo bein this country?'

"l used to bein charge of security for ajoint Russan-American pipeline company, upin Siberia
"Thiswas back before the warmup began?'

No, just beforeit got bad enough for people to finaly admit it was happening. "Yes" Logan said.
"And you haven't been home since?'

"Home," Logan said, hisvoice coming out alittle harsher than heintended, "for me, isaplace cdled
Gaveston, Texas. It's been underwater for a couple of years now."

"Ah." Steen nodded. "I know how it is. Likeyou, | have nothing to go back to."

No shit, Logan thought, with aname like Steen. Dutch, or maybe Belgian; and what with the flooding,
and the cold that had turned dl of northwest Europe into an icebox after the melting polar ice deflected
the Gulf Stream, the Low Countries weren't doing so well these days.

Steen would be one of the oneswhao'd gotten out in time, and who'd had the smarts and the resources
and the luck--it would have taken dl three--to get in on the Siberian boom as it was starting, before the
stream of Western refugees became aflood and the Russians started damming doors. And he must have
been very successful at whatever he did; look a him now, aready able to take himself arich man's
holiday in the Far East. Not to mention having the connectionsto get the required permitsfor thislittle
adventure.

Logan stood up. "Come on," he said. "We need to get going.”

* * * %

Thetrail dropped down the other side of the ridge, wound aong beside alittle stream, and came out on
an old and disused logging road, its rutted surface aready overgrown with weeds and brush. A relic from
the bad old days, when outlaw logging outfits ran wild in the country south of the Amur and east of the
Ussuri, clearcutting vast areas of supposedly protected forest with no more than token interference from
the paid-off authorities, shipping the lumber out to the ever-hungry Chinese and Japanese markets.

It had been ahdll of athing; and yet, in the end, it hadn't made any red difference. The old taigaforest,
that had survived so much for so many thousands of years, hadn't been able to handle therising
temperatures, the warmup had killed it off even faster and more comprehensively than the clearcutters
had done.

But by then the markets had collgpsed, along with the economies of the market countries; and the loggers
had moved north to Siberiawith its vast forests and its ravenous demand for lumber for the mushrooming
new towns. Left done, the clearcut areas had begun to cover themsdves again, beginning with dense
ground-hugging brush and then ambitious young saplings.

Which, to the deer population, had meant ajackpot of fresh, easily accessible browse; and pretty soon
the deer were multiplying al over the place, to the ddight of the tigers and bears and wolves that had
been having a pretty thin time of it over the last couple of decades.

On the road there was enough room for Logan and Steen to walk side by side, though Y ura continued to
stride on ahead. Steen was quiet for along time, and L.ogan had begun to hope he was going to stay that
way; but then finaly he spoke again:



"It was not much.”

Startled, Logan said, "What?"

"It was not much,” Steen repeated. "'Y ou must admit it was not much. A minute only. Not even aminute.”
Logan got it then. Chrigt, he thought, he's been working himself up to thisfor better than three miles.

He sad carefully, "Mr. Steen, you contracted with usto take you around this area and give you a chance
to see and photograph wildlife. Y oull recal the contract doesn't guarantee that you'll see atiger. Only
that well make our best effort to show you one. Which we did, and this morning you did see one."

Steen's face had taken on a stubborn, sullen look. "Legaly you are correct,” he said. "But ill it doesn't
seemright. For dl | am paying you, it was not much.”

"Mr. Steen,” Logan said patiently, "you don't seem to know how lucky you've been. Some of our clients
gpend as much as aweek, Sitting in ablind every day, before they see atiger. Some never do.”

Steen was shaking hishead. "Look," Logan said, "if you think you didn't see enough thismorning, if you'd
liketo try again, we can set you up for another try. Add it onto your origina package, shouldn't cost you
too much more.”

Steen tared a Logan. "1 will think about it," he said findly. "Perhaps. Still | don't think | should haveto
pay more, but perhaps. | will cometo the office in the morning and let you know."

"Fineg" Logan said. "I'm sure we can work out something reasonable.”

Thinking: you son of abitch. Y ou smug rich son of abitch with your God-damned fancy camerathat
someone needs to shove up your ass and your God-damned fancy watch after it. But he shoved his
handsinto his jacket pockets and kept walking, holding it in. The customer isawaysright.

* * * %

A couple of hours later they came out onto a broad clear area at the top of ahill, where a short stocky
man stood beside abig Mi-2 helicopter. He had aKaashnikov rifle dung over his back.

"Logan,” hecdled, and rased ahand. " Zdrast'ye."
"Migha," Logan said. "Anything happening?'
"Nothing here. Just waiting for you, freezing my ass. Whereisdl thisgreast warming | hear about?"

"Bullshit. Ten years ago, thistime of year, you redly would have been freezing your ass out here. You'd
have beenup toit in snow."

"Don't mind me, I'm just bitching," Mishasaid in English, and then, switching back to Russan, "How did
it go? Did he get histiger?’

Logan nodded, watching Steen climbing aboard the helicopter. Y urawas standing nearby, having a
lengthy pee againgt atree. "So soon?' Mishasaid. " Bozhe moi, that was quick."

"Too quick." Steen wasinsde now and Logan didn't think he could hear them but he didn't redlly care
anymore. He told Mishawhat had happened. "Don't laugh," he added quickly, seeing Steen watching
them out a cabin window. "He's not very happy just now. Doesn't fed he got his money'sworth.”

"Shto za chort? What did he expect, tigersin achorus line snging show tunes?' He glanced around.



"Whét happened to the pig?’

"I had Y urakill it. Too much trouble dragging it al the way back here, and | couldn't very well leave the
poor bastard tied there waiting for the wolves."

"Too bad. We could have taken it to Katya's, got her to roast it for us.”

He undung the Kaashnikov and handed it to Logan. " Take charge of thisthing, please, and I'll seeif |
can get thisold Mil to carry us home one moretime.”

* * % %
"S0," Mishasad, "you think it was the same one? The big one, from last fall?"

"] think s0," Logan said, pouring himsalf another drink. "Of course theré's no way to know for sure, but
thelocation'sright and | can't imagine two malesthat big working that near to each other'sterritory.”

It was |ate evening and they were sitting at atable in Katyas place in Khabarovsk. The room was
crowded and noisy and the air was dense with tobacco smoke, but they had a place back in a corner
away from theworst of it. There was aliter of vodka on the table between them. Or rather therewasa
bottle that had once contained aliter of vodka, its contents now substantially reduced.

"Infact," Logan went on, "it'shard for meto imagine two maesthat big, period. If it's not the same one,
if they'real getting that big, then I'm going to start charging more for screwing around with them.”

Mishasaid, "Thisisgood for us, you know. If we know we can find a big fine-looking cat like that, well
get some business.”

He scowled suddenly. "If some bastard doesn't shoot him. A skin that big would bring real money."

"The market'sjust about dried up,” Logan said. " The Chinese have too many problems of their own to
have much interest in pretty furs--drought and dust storms, half the country trying to turn into
Mongolia-—-and the rich old men who thought extract of tiger dick would help them get it up again are too
busy trying to hang onto whét they've got. Or get out.”

"All thisistrue." Mishanodded, hiseyes dightly owlish; he had had quite afew by now. "But you know
there are till those who have what it takesto get what they want. There dwayswill be, in Chinaor
Russaor anywhereese" He grinned crookedly. "And agood thing for us, da?"

Logan took adrink and made a grimace of agreement. Mishawasright; their most lucrative line of
business depended on certain people being able to get what they wanted. Between the restrictions on
aviation--Russamight be one of the few countries actudly benefiting from atmospheric warming, but
enough was enough--and those on travel within what was supposed to be a protected wilderness areg, it
wastheoreticaly dl but impossbleto charter aprivate flight into the Sikhote-Alin country. There were,
however, certain obvioudy necessary exceptions.

Logan said, "Come now, Misha. Y ou know perfectly well dl our clients are fully accredited scientific
persons on essentid scientific missions. It says so in their papers.”

"Konyechno. | had forgotten. Ah, Russia, Russa." Mishadrained his own glass and poured himsdlf
another one. "All those years we were poor, so we became corrupt. Now we are the richest country in
the world, but the corruption remains. What isthat English idiom? & Force of hobbit.&Z€™"

"Hebit."



"Oh, yes. Why do | dways--"
He stopped, looking up at the man who was walking toward their table. " Govno. Look who comes.”

Y evgeny Lavrushin, tall and skinny and beaky of nose, worked hisway through the crowd, thetails of his
long leather coat flapping about his denim-clad legs. He stopped beside their table and stuck out ahand
toward Logan. "Say hey," he said. "Logan, my man. What's happening?’

He spoke English with a curious mixed accent, more Brooklyn than Russian. He had driven acab in New
Y ork for adozen years before the United States, initsrising mood of xenophobia, decided to terminate
nearly al green cards. Now helived herein Khabarovsk and ran asmall fleet of trucks, doing just
enough legitimate hauling to cover for hisrea enterprises. He was reputed to have mafia connections, but

probably nothing very heavy.

Logan ignored the hand. "Y evgeny," he said in no particular tone. " Something on your mind?'
"Whet the hdll," Yevgeny said. "Y ou gonnaask meto st down?'

"No," Logan said. "What did you want?'

Y evgeny glanced thestrically around and then leaned forward and put his hands on the table. "Got a
business proposition for you," he said in alowered voice. " Serious money--"

"No," Logan said again, and then, more sharply as Y evgeny started to speak, "No, God damn it. Nyet.
Whatever it is, were not interested.”

"Beddes," Mishasaid in Russan, "since when do your usua customerstravel by air? Did they get tired of
being crammed like herring into the backs of your trucks?'

Y evgeny's coat collar jerked upward on his neck. "Chrigt, don't talk that shit...." He glanced around
again. "L ook, it'snot Chinks, okay? Wdll, yeah, inaway it is, but--"

"Yevgeny," Logan sad, "it'sbeen ahdl of along day. Go avay."

"Hey, | candigit. I'm gone." He started to move away and then turned back, to lean over the table again.
"One other thing. Y ou guys know where there's some big tigers, right? If you ever need to make some
quick money, | know where you can get ahell of agood price for aclean skin--"

Logan Started to stand up. "Okay, okay." Y evgeny held up both hands and began backing away. "Be
cool, man. If you change your mind, you know whereto find me."

"Yeah," Logan muttered as he disappeared into the crowd. "Just start turning over rocks ... hand me the
bottle, Misha, | need another one now."

"Wonder what he wanted,” Mishamused. "Asfar as| know, hismain businessis running Chineseillegds.
Y ou suppose he's branched out into drugs or something?”

"Doesn't matter." Logan finished pouring and looked around for the cap to the vodka bottle. "I don't even
want to know ... well, this has to be my last one. Have to deal with Steen tomorrow," he said, screwing
the cap down tightly, "and | definitely don't want to do that with ahangover.”

* * * %

But Steen didn't show up the following morning.

"He hasn't been here," Lida Shaposhnikovatold Logan when he camein. "1 camein early, about



eight-thirty, so | could have his account ready, and he never showed up.”
Logan checked hiswatch. "It's not even ten yet. He probably dept late or something. Well wait.”

The office occupied the front room of arun-down little frame house on the outskirts of Khabarovsk, not
far from the arport. The office staff conssted entirely of Lida. The back roomswere mostly full of
outdoor gear and supplies-——-camping kit, camouflage fabric for blinds, night-vision equipment, and so
on--and various mysterious components with which Misha somehow managed to keep the old helicopter
flying. The kitchen was still akitchen. Logan went back and poured himself acup of coffee and took it to
his desk and sat down to wait, while Lida returned to whatever she was doing on her compuiter.

But acouple of hourslater, with noon approaching and gtill no sign of Steen, Logan said, "Maybe you
should give him acal. Ask him when he's planning to come.™

He got up and walked out onto the front porch for abit of fresh air. When he went back inside, Lida
sad, "l phoned hishotd. He checked out thismorning at nine.”

"Shit. Y ou better call--"

"| dready did." Lidaleaned back in her chair and looked at him with dark oblong eyes, alegacy from her
Korean grandmother. "Heleft on the morning flight to Novosibirsk.”

"Son of abitch," Logan saidin English.
"Soit would seem,” Lidasad in the samelanguage.

"Well." Logan rubbed hischin. "Well, go ahead and figure up hisbill and charge him. Y ou've dready got
his credit card number, from when he paid his deposit.”

Lida nodded and turned to the computer. A few minuteslater she muttered something under her breath
and began tapping keysrapidly, asthe front door opened and Mishacamein.

"Sukin syn," he said when Logan told him what was going on. "He's run out on us?”'

"It'sdl right," Logan said. He nodded toward the front desk, where Lidawas now talking to someone on
the phone. "Well just chargeit to his credit--"

"Nowewon't." Lidaput down the phone and turned around. "The credit card's no good. He's canceled
it

"Hecandothat?' Mishasad. "Just like that?'
"Hedid it yesterday," Lidasaid. "He paid hishill at the hotd with a check.”
Everyone said bad wordsin severa languages. Mishasaid, "He can't get away with that, can he?’

"Legdly, no. Inthered world--" Logan shrugged heavily. "He's got to be connected. Y ou know how
hard it isto do anything to someone who's connected. We can try, but | don't think much of our
chances.”

"At thevery best," Lidasaid, "it'sgoing to take along time. Which we don't have." She waved ahand at
the computer. "1've been looking at the numbers. They're not good.”

"Got some more costs coming up, too,” Mishaput in. "We're overdue on our fuel bill at the airport, and
the ingpector wants to know why he hasn't gotten hisannual present yet. | was just coming to tell you.”



"Hell." Logan felt like kicking something. Or someone. "I was counting on that money to get us off the
hook. Well, I'll just have to get busy and find us another job."

Therewas ashort sllence. Logan and Mishalooked at each other.
Mishasaid, "We could--"
"No we couldn't,” Logan said.

But of course they were going to.

* * % %

Yevgeny said, "Like tried to tell you before, it's not Chinks. | mean, it's Chinamen, but it's not your
regular coolies coming north looking for work and a square meal. These are high-class Chinamen, you
know? Some kind of suits. The kind you don't just cram into the back of atruck behind aload of
potatoes.”

"Sounds palitical," Logan sad. "Noway in hdl, if itis"

"No, no, nothing likethat. Thisis-" Y evgeny hunched hisbony shoulders. "I'll be straight with you guys, |
don't really know what the fuck it'sdl about, but it can't be politica. The people who want it done, that's
just not their thing."

Which meant mafia, which meant Y evgeny was blowing a certain amount of smoke, becausein Russa
nowadays the concepts of mafiaand political were not separable. Thiswas sarting to feel even worse.

Mishasad, "I'll tell you right now, I'm not flying into Chinese airgpace. Money's no good to aman with a
heat-seeking missle up hisass™

"That's okay. See, theresthisidand in the river--"

"TheUssuri?" Logan said skepticaly. The Ussuri idandswere military and heavily fortified; there had
been some border incidents with the Chinese.

"No, man, the Amur. Way to hell west of here, I'll show you on the map, they gave me the coordinates
and everything. It'sjust alittleidand, not much more than abig sandbar. On the Russian side of the
channdl, but nobody gives a shit either way, there's nothing much around there, not even any red roads.”

Hisfingers made diagrams on the tabletop. "Y ou guys set down there, ther€lll be a boat from the Chinese
side. Five Chinamen get out, you pick them up and you're outta there. Y ou drop them off at this point on
the main highway, out in the middle of nowhere. Therell be some people waiting.”

"Sounds like they've got this all worked out,” Logan said. " So why do they need us? I'd expect people
likethat to have their own aircraft.”

"They did. They had this chopper lined up for the job, only the pilot made some kind of mistake on the
way here and spread himsdlf dl over thisfield near Blagoveshchensk. So they got hold of me and asked
could I line up somebody locd."

"Yevgeny," Logan said, "if this goeswrong you better hope | don't make it back, because I'm going to be
looking for you."

"If this goeswrong, you won't be the only one. These people,” Y evgeny said very serioudly, "they're not
people you want to fuck with. Know what I'm saying?"



* * % %

Lidasaid, "I wish | knew what you're getting mixed up in. Or perhaps| don'. It doesn't matter. You're
not going to tell me, areyou?”'

"Mhmph," Logan replied, or soundsto that effect. His face was partly buried in his pillow. He was about
half adeep and trying to do something about the other half if only Lidawould quit talking.

"| talk with Katya, you know," she went on. "Weve known each other for years. She's seen you with
Y evgeny Lavrushin.”

Logan rolled onto his back, looking up into the darkness of the bedroom. "It's nothing. Just aquick little
flyingjob."

"Of course. A quick little flying job for which you will be paid enough to get the company out of debt.
Y ou can't hep being afool,” she said, "but | wish you wouldn't take mefor one.”

She moved closer and put out ahand to stroke his chest. "L ook at us. Y ou need me more than you love
me. | love you more than | need you. Somehow it worksout,” she said. "I'm not complaining. Only don't
lietome"

Therewas nothing to say to that.

"S0," shesaid, "at least tell mewhen thisisto happen.”

"Tomorrow night. Wha-" he said as her hand moved lower.

"Then I'd better get Some use out of you," she said, "before you get yoursdlf killed or imprisoned.”
"Lida" he protested, "I'm redlly tired.”

She did along smooth leg over him and moved it dowly up and down his body. "No you're not. Maybe
you think you are, but you're not. Not yet. Seethere" she said, rising up, straddling him, fitting hersdf to
him, "you'renot tired a all."

Logan'swatch said it was dmost onein the morning. He shivered dightly asachilly breeze camein off
theriver.

Not too many years ago, at thistime of year, the river would have carried big floes of ice from the spring
thaw; but now there was only the smooth dark water diding past in the dim light of alow crescent moon,
and, away beyond that, adark smudge that was the distant Chinashore.

Theidand was about haf amilelong and maybe fifty or Sxty feet across. AsY evgeny had said, it wasn't
much more than abig sandbar. The upstream end was littered with brush and washed-up dead trees, but
the other end was clear and open and flat in the middle, with plenty of room for the Mil.

He dropped his hand to the butt of the Kalashnikov and hefted it dightly, easing the pressure of the ding
againg his shoulder. Beside him, Misha sguatted on the sand, his face grotesquely masked by bulky night
goggles. "Nothing yet," Mishasad.

"It'snot quitetime.”
"I know. | just don't like thiswaiting."

Logan knew what was eating Misha. He hadn't wanted to shut down the Mil's engines; he'd wanted to be
ready to take off fast if anything went wrong. But it wouldn't have done any good; as L ogan had aready



pointed out, with those twin Isotov turbinesidling they'd never hear aborder patrol unit approaching until
it wastoo lateto run for it, and, after al, where would they run to?

Somewhere on the Russian side of the river awolf howled, and wasjoined by others. Standing in the
shadows nearby, Y urasaid something in alanguage that wasn't Russian, and chuckled softly.

"Wolves dl over the place these days," Mishasaid. "More than I've ever seen before. | wonder what
they're eating. | know, the deer population isup, but | wouldn't think that would be enough.”

"It's been enough for thetigers," Logan pointed out.

"True ... gpeaking of tigers" Mishasaid, "1've been thinking. Maybe we ought to start giving that big mae
some specid attention, you know? Take apig or a sheep or something down there every now and then,
get him used to visiting that clearing. A tiger that Size, heésmoney in the bank for usif we can count on
him showing up for the dients.”

"Hm. Not abad idea."

"Have Y uraput out some of his secret tiger bait powder." Mishadropped hisvoice. ™Y ou think that stuff
redly works?'

"Who knows?" Logan wished Mishawould shut up but he redlized he was talking from nerves. "Could
mll

"Those tribesmen know things,” Mishasaid. "Once| saw--"

He stopped. " Something happening over there.” He reached up and made asmall adjustment to the night
gogales. "Can't redly see anything,”" Mishaadded. " Something that could be avehicle, with some people
moving around. Can't even be sure how many.”

A small red light flashed briefly on the far shore, twice. Logan took the little flashlight from hisjacket
pocket and pointed it and flicked the switch three timesin quick succession.

Mishasad, " Shto za chort? Oh, dl right, they're carrying something down to theriver. Maybe a boat."

Logan wished held brought a pair of gogglesfor himself. Or anight scope. He listened but there was no
sound but the night breeze and the barely audible susurrus of the current dong the sandy shore. Even the
wolves had gone quiet.

"Right, itsaboat," Mishasad. "Coming thisway."

Logan dipped the Kdashnikov's ding off his shoulder, hearing asoft flunk as Y uradid around into the
chamber of hisrifle.

Mishastood up and dipped off the goggles. "I better go get the Mil warmed up.”

A few minutes later Logan saw it, alow black shape moving toward the idand. There was till no sound.
Electric motor, he guessed. Asit neared the bank he saw that two men stood in the bow holding some
sort of guns. He reached for the Kaashnikov's safety lever, but then they both dung their guns across
their backs and jumped out into the shalows and began pulling the big inflatable up onto the sand.

Severd dark figures stood up in the boat and began moving rather awkwardly toward the bow, where
the two men gave them ahand climbing down. When the fifth one was ashore the two gunmen pushed
the boat back free of the shore and climbed back aboard while the passengers walked dowly acrossthe



sand to where Logan stood.

Thefirst one stopped in front of Logan. Hewastall and thin and bespectacled, wearing alight-colored
topcoat hanging open over adark suit. In hisleft hand he carried amedium-sized travel bag.

"Good evening,” he said in accented Russian. "'l am Doctor Fong--"

"| don't want to know who you are,”" Logan told him. "I don't want to know anything | don't need to
know. You'rein charge of thisgroup?'

"l suppose. In asense--"

"Good. Get your people on board." Logan jerked the Kalashnikov's muzzle in the direction of the
helicopter, which was aready emitting ahigh, whistling whine, the long rotor blades starting to swing.

The tall man nodded and turned and looked back &t the boat and said something in Chinese. The boat
began to move backward. The tall man spoke again and the others moved quickly to follow him toward
the Mil, lugging their bagsand bundles.

"Let'sgo,” Logantold Yura "Davai poshli."

Off down theriver the wolveswere howling again.

* * % %

The road was adark streak in the moonlight, running roughly east-west, across open plain and through
dense patches of forest. There was no traffic in Sight, nor had Logan expected any. This had been one of
the lagt stretches of the Trans-Siberian Highway to be completed, but the pavement was aready
deteriorating, having been badly done to begin with and rarely maintained since; very few people cared to
driveitsruinoudy potholed surface a night.

"Should beright dong here" Logan said, sudying the map Y evgeny had given them. "That'sthe third
bridge after the village, isn't it?"

Besde him, Misha glanced out the sde window at the ground flickering past beneath. "I think so."
"Better get lower, then."

Mishanodded and eased down on the collective. Asthe Mil settled gently toward the road Logan felt
around the darkened cockpit and found the bag with the night goggles. The next part should be
graightforward, but with people like this you couldn't assume anything.

Mishaleveled off alittle abovetreetop levd. "If therésonething | hate worse than flying at night,” he
grumbled, "it'sflying low at night ... isn't that something up ahead?"

Logan started to put on the night goggles. As he was dipping them over his head a set of headlights
flashed twice down on the highway, maybe aquarter of amile away.

"That should be them," hetold Misha. "Make alow pass, though, and let's have alook."

* * * %

Misha brought the helicopter down even closer to the road, dowing to the speed of acautioudy driven
car, while Logan wrestled the window open and stuck his head out. The dipstream caught the bulky
goggles and tried to jerk hishead around, but he fought the pressure and afew seconds later he saw the
car, parked in the middle of the road, facing east. He caught a glimpse of dark upright shapes standing



nearby, and then it al disappeared from view asthe Mil fluttered on up the road.
"Wel?' Mishasad.

Logan garted to tell him it was dl right, to come around and go back and land; but then something broke
surfacein hismind and he said, "No, wait. Circle around and come back up the road the same way.
Takeit dow so | can get a better look.”

Mishakicked gently at the pedals and eased the cyclic over, feeding in power and climbing dightly to
clear astand of trees. " Shto eto?"

"I'm not sure yet." Something hadn't looked right, something about the scene down on the road that didn't
add up, but Logan couldn't get ahandle on it yet. Maybe it was just hisimagination.

They swung around in abig circle and came clattering back up the road. Again the double headlight flash,
thistime dower and longer. "Sow, now," Logan said, pulling the goggles down again and leaning out the
window. "All right ... that'sit, go on."

He pulled off the goggles and closed his eyes, trying to project the scene like a photograph insde his
head: the dark shape of amedium-sized car in the middle of the road, flanked by a couple of human
figures. Another man--or woman--standing over by the right side of theroad.

"Shit," Logan said, and opened his eyes and turned around and looked back between the seets. "Hey.
Y ou. Doctor Fong."

"Yes?' Thetdl Chineseleaned forward. " Something iswrong?*
"These people you're meeting,” Logan said. "They know how many of you there are?"

"Oh, yes." Reddish light from the instrument panel glinted off glasses lenses as Fong nodded vigoroudly.
"They know our namesand ... everything, redly. Thisiscertain.”

"What's happening?' Mishawanted to know.

"Three men in sight, back there," Logan said, turning back around. "At least one morein the car,
operating the headlights. Five men expected.”

ll&)?l

"So that's not avery big car to hold nine men. Y ou could do it, but it would be acircus act. Which raises
some questions.”

"Huh." Mishadigested this. "What do you think?"

"I think we better find out more." He thought for amoment. "All right, heréshow well do it. Set her
down right up here, past that rise, just long enough for meto get out. Then circle around alittle bit, like
you're confused, you know? Make some noise to cover mewhilel movein and have alook."

He tapped the comm unit in the pocket on hisleft jacket deeve. "I'll giveyou acdl if it'sal right to land.
If I send just asingle long beep, comein asif you're going to land and then hit the landing lights.”

"Got it," Mishasad. "Teking Yura?'

"Of course. Right, then." Logan undid the seet harness and levered himsdlf out of theright seat. Ashe
clambered back into the passenger compartment, Doctor Fong said, "Please, what isthe matter?”



"I don't know yet." Logan worked hisway between the close-spaced seatsto the rear of the cabin,
where Y urasat next to the door. "Don't worry," he said over his shoulder, hoping Fong couldn't see him
getting out the Kalashnikov. "It's probably nothing.”

Misha brought the Mil down and held it in alow hover, itswhedls afew feet above the pavement, long
enough for Logan and Y urato jump out. As Logan's boots hit the cracked asphat he flexed hiskneesto
absorb theimpact and amost immediately heard the rotor pitch change as Misha pulled up on the
collectiveto lift out of there,

Y ura came up beside him and Logan made aquick hand signd. Y uranodded and ran soundlessly across
the road and disappeared into the shadows beneath the trees on the right side. Logan waked back along
the road until he reached the top of thelittle rise and then moved off the pavement to the left.

The cover was poor on that Side, the trees thin and scattered, with patches of brush that made it hard to
move quietly. Logan guessed it was about amile back to where the car was parked. Moving dowly and
carefully, holding the Kaashnikov high across his chest, he worked hisway along parald to the road.
The night goggles were pushed up on hisforehead; they were too clumsy for this sort of thing, and
anyway he could see dl right now. The moon was higher and the clouds had blown away, and his eyes
had adjusted to the wesk light.

The Mil came back overhead, turbines blaring and rotor blades clop-clopping, heading back down the
road. It swung suddenly off to one side, turned back and crossed the road, did a brief high hover above
the trees, and then began zigzagging irregularly aong above the highway. Logan grinned to himsdif;
whoever was waiting down the road must be getting pretty baffled by now. Not to mention pissed off.

He thought he must be getting close, and he was about to move over by the road to check; but then here
camethe Mil again, coming back up the road maybe twenty feet up, and suddenly there was a bright light
shining through the trees, closer than held expected, asthe car headlights flashed again.

He stopped and stood very till. Asthe sound of the helicopter faded on up the road behind him, he
heard aman'svoice say quitedistinctly, " Ah, yob tvoiu mat'."

Hewaited until the Mil began to circle back, so its noise would cover any soundsthat he made. A few
quick steps and he stood beside the road, pressed up againgt an inadequate pine. He dipped the night
goggles down over hiseyes and leaned cautioudy out, feding his sphincter pucker.

Therethey were, just as he remembered: the two men standing on either side of the car, and another one
over by thefar sde of theroad. All three of them, he saw now, were holding weapons. some sort of rifles
or carbines, he couldn't make out any details.

He pushed the goggles back up, dung the Kdashnikov over his shoulder, and took the comm unit from
his pocket and switched it on and pressed asingle key. He held it down for acount of five, switched the
unit off, dipped it back into his pocket, and undung the Kalashnikov again.

The Mil came racketing up the road once more, dowing down as the headlights flashed again. Logan
stepped out from behind the tree and began moving quickly aong next to the road, not trying to be
stedthy; by now these bastards wouldn't be paying attention to anything but the helicopter with the
impossible pilot.

It was moving now at bicycle speed, and then even dower. When it was no more than twenty feet in
front of the parked car it stopped in alow hover. Logan stopped too, and pushed the Kaashnikov'sfire
selector to full automatic as Misha hit thelanding lights.



The sudden glare threw the scene into harsh contrast, like a black-and-white photograph. One of the
men beside the car threw aforearm over hisface. Someone cursed.

Logan raised the Kaashnikov and took a deep breath. "'Everyone stand still!™ he shouted over the rotor
noise. ""Put down the weapond "

For asecond he thought it was going to work. The men on the road froze in place, like so many window
dummies. Logan had just enough time to wonder what the hell he was going to do with them, and then it
al came apart.

The man over on thefar Sde of the road started to turn, very fast, the gun in his hands coming up and
around. There was a deafening blang and he jerked dightly, dropped hisrifle, and fdl to the pavement.

While the sound of Y urasriflewas dill rattling off through the trees the two men by the car made their
play, moving smultaneoudy and with purposeful speed. The nearer one took along step to one sde and
whirled around, dropping into a crouch, while the other dived to the ground and started to roll toward the
cover of the car.

Logan got the farther one in mid-roll and then swung the Kaashnikov toward the remaining one. A red
eyewinked at him and something popped through the bushes, not very close; the gunman had to be
shooting blind, his eyes il trying to catch up to the sudden changesin the light. Backlit by the landing
lights, he was an easy-mest target; Logan cut him down with athree-shot burgt to the chest.

The car door opened and someone stepped out. Y uras old rifle boomed again from the trees acrossthe
road. Four down.

Logan waked dowly toward the car, the Kalashnikov ready. A man lay beside the open door, a
machine pistol in one hand. Logan looked in and checked the interior of the car.

Hetook the comm unit out and flicked it on again. "All right, Misha," he said. "'Y ou can set her down

Hewalked over to the body of the last man he had killed and studied the weapon that lay beside the
body. A Dragunov sniper rifle, fitted with what ooked like anight scope. Definitely some professiond
talent, whoever they were.

He went back and sat down on the hood of the car, for want of any better place, while Misha set the
helicopter down. He noticed with disgust that his hands were sarting to tremble dightly.

Y uracame up, hisrifle over his shoulder and what looked like a Kaashnikov in one hand. "Sorry | was
so dow onthat last one," he said. He raised the Kaashnikov and gestured with hisfree hand at the body
onthefar sdeof theroad. "Thisiswhat he had."

"Thenfor God's sake get rid of it." Remembering, Logan cleared the chamber of hisown rifleand dung it
over hisback. For thefirgt timein along time he wished he hadn't quit smoking.

The Mil'srotor blades were dowing, the turbine whine dropping to idie. A couple of minutes later Misha
came waking toward the car. "Bozhe moi," hesad, saring. "What--?"

"Reception committee," Logan said. "Had anicelittle ambush set up. At least that's how it looks."
Mishawas looking around dazedly. "Y ou're sure?"

"About the ambush, not entirdly. It's possible they were going to let the passengers disembark and wait



for usto leave before killing them. Hell," Logan said, "just look at the kind of firepower they were
carrying. | don't think it was because they were afraid of wolves.”

Y urawas going over the car. "Couple of shovelsinthetrunk," he reported. " Some wire, some tape.”

"See?' Logan turned his head and spat; his mouth felt very dry. "They weren't planning on taking anyone
anywhere. Not any farther than ashort walk in the woods."

The Chinese men were getting out of the helicopter now, stopping in front of the nose and saring at the
car and the bodies. Mishacursed. "I told them to stay inside--"

"It'sdl right,” Logan said. "Doesn't matter now."

Doctor Fong appeared, walking toward them. He didn't look happy, L ogan thought, but he didn't [ook
al that surprised ether.

Logan sad, "I don't suppose you have any ideawhat thiswas al about?"

Fong stopped beside the car and looked around. "Perhaps,” he said. "'1--let me think."
"Don't think too long," Logan said. "We've got to get out of here.”

"Yes" Helooked a Logan. "Do you spesk English?!

"After afashion.”

"Aha" Fong's mouth quirked in abrief haf-amile. "An American. Good. My English is much better than
my Russian.”

He pushed his glasses up on his nose with thetip of adender finger. They weren't dipping; Logan
guessed it was a nervous habit. He made a gesture that took in the car and the bodies. " Can we perhaps
move away from... 7'

"Sure." Logan did off the car and walked with Fong over to the side of theroad. "1 just need to know,"
he said, "what kind of trouble thisis about. If you guys are anything politica--"

"Oh, no." Fong stopped and turned to face him. "No, were not, asyou put it, politica at dl. Merely a
group of harmless scientigts.”

"Some pretty heavy peopletrying to stop you," Logan said. " Someone must not think you're so
harmless”

"Yes, wdll...." Fong looked off into the darkness under the trees and then back at Logan. ™Y ou saved our
livesjust now," he said in adifferent tone. "Thisisadebt we can hardly repay, but there's something | can
giveyouin return. Someinformation.”

"Sdentificinformation?'
"Yes." If Fong noticed the sarcasm he didn't show it. He pushed his glasses up again. "It'sthe warming."

It took amoment for Logan to realize what he was talking about. The adrenalin edge had worn off; he
fet tired and old.

"It'sdill getting warmer," Fong said. "I'm sure you dready knew that, it's hardly a secret. But--" He
paused, hisforehead wrinkling. "The curve," he said. "1 couldn't remember theword ... the curveis



different from what has been thought.”

Hisforefinger drew an upward-sweeping curveintheair. "The warming is about to accelerate. It'sgoing
to start getting warmer at an increasing rate, and--1'm not sure how to say this--the rate of increase will
itsdf increase”

"It'sgoing to get warmer faster?”

Fong nodded. "Oh, you won't notice any real change for some time to come. Perhaps as much astwo to
fiveyears, no oneredly knowsasyet ... but then," the fingertip began to rise more steeply, "the change
will be very rapid indeed."

"Y ou mean--"

"Wait, that's not dl. The other part,” Fong said, "isthat it'slikely to go on longer than anyone thought.
The assumption has been that the process has dl but run its course, that aceiling will soon be reached.
It'snot clear, now, just wherethe celling is. Or even if thereisone, in any practical sense”

Logan's earsregistered the words, but hisfatigue-dulled brain was having trouble keeping up. "It'sgoing
to keep getting warmer," he said, "it'sgoing to do it faster and faster, and it's going to get ahdll of alot
warmer than it isnow. That's what you're saying?'

"Evenso."

"But that's going to mean ... Christ." Logan shook his head, starting to seeit. "Chrigt,” he said again
helplesdy, supidly. "Oh, Chrig."

"You might wel cal onhim, if you believein him," Fong sad. "If | believed in any gods| would cal on
them too. Things are going to be very, very bad."

"Asif they weren't bad enough aready.”

"Yesindeed. | don't know how long you've been in this part of the world, but I'm sure you've heard at
least some of the news from other regions.”

"Pretty bad in China, | hear."

"Y ou have no idea. Believe me, it is much, much worse than anything you can have heard. The
government keeps very srict control over the flow of information. Even ingde China, it's not dways
possible to know what's happening in the next province."

Fong put out a hand and touched the rough bark of the nearest pine. "Y ou livein one of the few
remaining placesthat have been reatively unharmed by the globa catastrophe. A quiet, pleasant
backwater of alarge country grown suddenly prosperous--but al that is about to end.”

He gave a soft short laugh with absolutely no amusement iniit. Y ou think the Russian Federation hasa
problem with desperate Chinese coming across the border now? Just wait, my friend. Already the level
of desperation in my country isalmogt at the critical point. When people redlize that things are getting
even worse, they will begin to move and it will take more than border posts and patrols, and evenrivers,
to sop them.”

Logan started to speak, but histhroat didn't seem to be working so well.

"Y our American journdists and historians," Fong added, *used to write about the Chinese military using



&€ human wavedE™ attacks. Thisfrontier isgoing to see ahuman tsunami.”
Logan sad, "Y ouretaking war, aren't you?

"Of one kind or another.” Fong fingered hisglasses. "I redly am not qualified to speculate in thet area. All
I'mtelling you isthat thisis about to become avery bad placeto live.

"Thanksfor thewarning."

"As| say, you saved our lives. In my case, you probably saved me from worse." Fong turned and looked
back at the scenein the middle of the road, where the other Chinese were gtill milling around the car and
the bodies. "1 suspect they meant to question me. That would not have been pleasant.”

Logan said, "So what was dl this about? Since when isthe mafiainterested in abunch of physicistsor
climatologists or whatever you are?"

"What?' Fong looked startled. He pushed his glasses up again and then he smiled. "Oh, | see. You
misunderstand. None of usisthat sort of scientist. No, our field is chemistry. Pharmaceutical chemigtry,”
hesad. "Which is of interest to ... certain parties.”

Logan nodded. It didn't take a geniusto figure that one out.

"Theinformation | just gave you," Fong went on, "has nothing to do with my ownwork. | got it from my
elder brother, who was one of the team that made the breakthrough. He told me dl about it, showed me
the figures--it's not redlly difficult, anyone with a background in the physica sciences could understand
it--just before they took him away."

"Took him away? What for? Oh," Logan sad. "Thisis something the Chinese government wants to keep
thelidon.”

"That isaway to put it.”
"And that'swhy you decided to get the hdll out?"

"Not really. Weve been working on thisfor some time. We had aready made contact with the, ah,
relevant persons. But | admit the news acted as a powerful incentive."

"And thisbusiness heretonight?'

Fong shrugged. " The so-called Russian mafiaiis no more than aloose confederacy of factions and local
organizations. | would assume someone got wind of the plan and, for whatever reason, decided to stop
us. Possibly rivas of the oneswho were going to employ us. But that's only aguess.”

He made aface. "I am not happy about being involved with peoplelikethis, but | would have done
anything to get out of China. And | can't imagine mysdlf asan underpaidillegd laborer on some
congtruction project along the Lenaor the Yenesa .

Logan nodded again. "Okay, well, we'd better get moving. What do you guys want to do? We can't very
well take you back to Khabarovsk with us, but--"

"Oh, well bedll right. The car appearsto be undamaged--that realy was remarkabl e shooting--and one
of my colleaguesisavery expert driver. We have contactswe can call on," Fong sad, "telephone
numbers, a safe addressin Belogorsk.”

Logan noticed that a couple of the Chinese men were examining the dead men's weapons, handling them



in quite aknowledgesable way. Some scientists. He wondered what the rest of the story was. Never
know, of course. What the hell.

"So you may aswell be going." Fong put out a hand. "Thank you again.”

Logantook it. "Don't mention it," hesaid. "A satisfied customer is our best advertisement.”

"S0," Mishasad, "you think it'strue?’
"Right now," Logan said, "I don't know what the hell | think about anything.”

By now they were about three quarters of the way back to Khabarovsk. The moon waswell up in the
sky and the Trans-Siberian Highway was clearly visible below the Mil's nose. Perfect conditionsfor IFR
navigation: | Follow Roads. Back in the cabin, Y urawas sound ad eep.

"He could have been making the whole thing up," Mishasaid. "But why?"

"People don't necessarily need areason tolie. But," Logan said, "considering the Situation, | don't know
why held want to waste time standing around feeding me aline.”

"Those people,” Mishasaid, centuries of prgudicein hisvoice. "Who can tell?'

"WEell, if Fong wasright, theré's going to be ahell of alot of &€ those peopled€™ coming northin
another couple of years--maybe sooner--and then it's going to get nasty around here. Even if Fong's
story was 90 percent bullshit,” Logan said, "we're till looking at big trouble. Those poor bastards have
got to be pretty closeto the edge dready, from dl 1've heard. If things get even alittle bit worse--" He
turned and looked at Misha. "I think we don't want to be here when it happens.”

Mishasighed heavily. "All right. | seewhat you mean.”

In the distance the lights of Khabarovsk had begun to appear. Logan looked at the fuel gauges. They'd
cut it alittle close tonight; they wouldn't be running on fumes by the time they got home, but they'd
certainly beinto thereserve.

Mishasaid, "Where are you going to go, then?"'

"Hell, I don't know." Logan rubbed his eyes, wishing they'd brought along a Thermos of coffee. "Back up
north, maybe."

"Ever think of going back to America?’

"Not redly. Actudly I'm not even sure they'd let me back in. I've lived outside the country dmost twenty
years now, and anything over five automatically getsyou on the Nationa Security Risk list. Anyway,"
Logan said, "things have goneto hdll in the States, and not just from the weeather and the flooding. It's
been crazy back therefor along time. Even before | |eft.”

Mishasad, "Canada, then?"

"Canadas harder than this country to get into, these days. Especidly for people from the States. Alaska,
now," Logan said thoughtfully, "that might be apossibility. They say the secessonists are paying good
money for mercenaries. But I'm getting alittle old for that."

"Y ou weren't too old tonight." He could just make out the pale flash of Mishas grin in the darkness.
"Man, I'd forgotten how good you are.”



"Bullshit. No, | think it's Siberiaagain, if | decideto pull out. I know some people from the old days,
we've kept in touch. Y ou want to come aong? Alwayswork for agood pilot.”

"Maybe. I'll think about it. We had some pretty good timesin Sberiain the old days, didn't we? And
now it wouldn't be so damned cold.”

Khabarovsk was coming into view now, asprawl of yelow lights stretching north from theriver.
Moonlight glinted softly off the surface of the Amur, limning the cluster of idands at the confluence with
the Ussuri.

"Going to take Lidawith you?' Misha asked.
"I don't know." Logan hadn't thought about it. "Maybe. If she wantsto come. Why not?"

He sat upright in his seat and stretched as best he could in the confined space. ™Y ou understand,” he said,
"I haven't made up my mind yet. I'm not going to do anything until I've had timeto think thisover."

He stared ahead at the lights of Khabarovsk. "Right now I've got more urgent mattersto take care of.
Sarting with along private talk with Y evgeny.”

* k% k %

But next day everything got crazy and there was no time to think about Y evgeny or the Chinese or
anything else. A perfectly legitimate scientific expedition, some sort of geologica survey team, called up
from Komsomolsk in urgent need of transportation services, their pilot having gotten drunk and
disappeared for parts unknown with their aircraft.

And s, for the next couple of weeks, life was dmost unbearably hectic, though profitable. Logan was
too preoccupied to pay much attention to anything but the most immediate concerns, he barely listened
when Y uracamein to say that he wastaking off for afew daysto check out something he'd heard about.

But a last the job was finished and life began to return to aless lunatic pace; and it wasthen, just as
Logan was starting to think once again about old and new business, that Y ura showed up at the office
saying he'd found something L ogan ought to see.

"You come," hesad. "l haveto show you."

There was something in hisface that forestalled arguments or objections. Logan said, "Will we need the
Mil?'

Y uranodded. Logan said, "All right. Let'sgo find Misha."

* k k %
"Well," Mishasaid in astrangled voice, "now we know what the wolves have been egting.”
Logan didn't reply. He was having too much trouble holding the contents of his ssomach down.

"Bearstoo,” Yurasaid, and pointed at the nearest body with the toe of his boot. " See? Teeth markstoo
big for wolves."

There were, Logan guessed, between fifteen and twenty bodies lying about the clearing. It was difficult to
be sure because some had been dragged over into the edge of the forest and most had been at least
partly dismembered.

"Tigers, someplaces,”" Y uraadded. "Not this one, though."



"How many?' Logan managed to get out. "Places, | mean.”

"Don't know. Eleven so far, that | found. Probably more. | quit looking." Y urasface wrinkled into a
grimace of disgust. "' Some places, lots worse than this. Been there too long, you know? Gone rotten, bad
and|--"

"Yes, yes," Logan sad hadtily, feding hisinsdeslurch again. "I'll take your word for it."

The sméell was bad enough here, though the bodies didn't appear to be badly decomposed yet. At least it
was gill too early in the year for the insectsto be out in strength. In afew more weeks--he pushed the
picture out of hismind. Or tried to.

"And these places,” Mishasad, "they're just scattered around the area?’
Y uranodded. "Mostly just off old logging roads, like here. Always about the same number of Chinese.”
L ogan wondered how he could tell. The bodies he could see were just barely recognizable as human.

"They came up thelogging road,” Y urasaid, pointing. "One truck, not very big, don't know what kind.
Stopped by those trees and everyone got out. They al waked down thetrail to right over there. Chinese
al lined up, facing that way, and knelt down. Four men stood alittle way behind them and shot them in
the back. Kalashnikovs." He held up adiscolored cartridge case. " Probably shooting full automatic.
Some of the Chinesetried to run. One dmost made it to the woods before they got him.”

Mishawas looking skeptical; probably hewondered if Yuracould redlly tell al that just by looking &t the
signs on the ground. Logan didn't. Hed seen Y uraa work enough timesin the past.

"Did it the same way every place," Y uraadded.
"Same truck too?"
"Couldn't tell for sure. A couple of places, | think s0."

"Poor bastards,” Mishasaid. "Packed in the back of atruck, getting dammed around on adirt road,
probably half starved--they'd be dizzy and weak, confused, easy to push around. Tell them to line up and
kned down, they wouldn't give you any trouble.

"Oneplace Yurasaid, "looked like some of the Chinesetried to fight back. Didn't do them any good.”
"Y our people,” Logan said, "they knew about this?'

"Someone knew something. Stories going around, that's how | heard. Not many villages|eft around
here" Yurasaid. "Mogt of the people moved out back when they started the logging. Or the loggers
drovethem out.”

"Any ideahow long it's been going on?'
"Fromwhat | heard, from the way the bodies |ooked at a couple of places,” Yurasaid, "maybe ayear.”
Logan and Mishalooked at each other.

"I think," Logan said, "there's someone we should go see.”

* k x %

"Chinks?' Y evgeny Lavrushin said increduloudy. "Thisisabout fucking Chinks?"



He rubbed the back of his hand against the raw spot on hisface, where Y urahad peeled the duct tape
off hismouth. Hedid it clumsly; hiswrists were gtill taped together.

Besde himin the back seat of the car, Logan said, "Not entirely. We were dready planning to have a
tak withyou."

"Hey," Yevgeny sad, "I don't blame you guys for being pissed off, I'd be pissed off too. | swear | didn't
know it was going to get fucked up like that."

His voice was higher than usua and hiswords came out very fast. There was arank smdll of fear-sweat
coming off him, so strong L ogan was tempted to open awindow despite the chill of the early-morning air.

"Theresa lot of people pissed off about what happened,” he said. "Some pretty heavy people. If they
thought | had anything to do with what went down that night, | wouldn't be dive right now talking to you
guys. Trus me."

"Trust you?' Mishasaid over his shoulder. "Theway those Chinese did?'

"Oh, shit. What'sthe big deal ? Look,” Y evgeny said, "you gotta understand how it works. Used to be
you could bring in as many Chinks as you could haul and nobody cared, it'sabig country and the big
shotswere glad of the cheap labor and the cops were cool aslong asthey got their cut.”

Misha swerved the old Toyotato miss apothole. Y evgeny lost his baance and toppled against Y ura,
who cursed and shoved him away. "God damn,” Y evgeny cried. "Come on, you guys, can't you at least
take thistape off ?

"No," Logan sad. "Y ou were saying?'

"Huh? Oh, right. See, everything's tightened up now. Y ou can till bring in afew now and then, like those
suitsyou guys picked up. But if | started running Chinksin any kind of numbers,”" Y evgeny said, "enough
to make a profit, man, the shit would come down on me like you wouldn't believe. A bunch of them get
caught, they talk, itsmy ass."

"So you take their money," Logan said, "and you load them into the truck and take them out into the
woods and shoot them."

"For Chrissake," Y evgeny said. His voice had taken on an aggrieved, impatient note; hisfacid expresson
wasthat of aman trying to explain something so obviousthat it shouldn't need explaining. "They're
Chinks! "

"They're human beings" Mishasad.

"Thefuck they are. A Chink aintaman. Anyway," Y evgeny said, looking a Logan, "like you never killed
anybody? | heard what you did up in Y akutsk--"

Hisvoice died avay. "Sorry," he said dmost in awhisper.

Logan looked out the windows. "Almost to the airport,” he said. "Now you're not going to give us any
trouble, areyou, Y evgeny?'Y ou're going to go along with us without any noise or fuss, right?Y ura, show
him."

Y urareached out with one hand and turned Y evgeny's head to face him. With the other hand he held up
hisbig bdt knife, grinning.



"Okay, okay. Sure." Y evgeny's face was paler than ever. "No problem ... hey, where are we going?’

"Youll see" Logantold him. "lt'sasurprise.”

* k k %

Going up the logging road, watching Y evgeny lurching dong ahead of him, Logan considered that maybe
they should have let him put on ajacket or something. Hed come to the door of his gpartment, in answer
to their knock, wearing only agrubby swesat suit that held evidently been deeping in; and they'd let him
put on his shoes, but by the time anyone thought about a coat they'd aready taped hiswristsand it was
too difficult to get one onto him.

Now he was shivering in the cold breeze that blew acrossthe ridge; and Logan didn't redlly care about
that, but he was getting tired of listening to Y evgeny complaining about it. Wl it wouldn't be much

longer.

Up ahead, Mishaturned off the overgrown road and up the trail toward the crest of theridge. "That
way," Logan sadto Yevgeny.

"Shit," Y evgeny whined. "What'sal thisabout? I'm tdling you guys, if you found some stiffs or something
out here, it's got nothing to do with me. | never operated anywhere near here. | never even been
anywhere near here."

"Shut up," Logan said, prodding him with the muzzle of the Kaashnikov. "Just follow Mishaand shut up.”

It was along dow climb up the ridge and then down the other side. Y evgeny was incredibly clumsy on
thetrail; he stumbled frequently and fell down severd times. At least he had stopped talking, except for
occasional curses.

When they findly reached the little clearing he leaned againgt atree and groaned. "Jesus,” hesaid. "You
guysdo thisal thetime? What are you, crazy?

Logan looked at him and past him, studying thetree. It wasn't the one held had in mind, but it would do
just fine. He turned and nodded to the others.

"S0," Yevgeny sad, "are you gonnatell me now--hey, what the fuuuu--"

Hisvoiceroseinaydp asLogan and Y uramoved up alongside him and grabbed him from either Side,
damming him back hard againgt the trunk of the tree. Mishamoved in quickly with theroll of duct tape.

"Hey. Hey, what, why--" Y evgeny was fairly gobbling with terror now. "Come on, now--"
"Harasho," Mishasaid, stepping back. "L ook at that. Neat, huh?"

Logan walked around the tree, examining the bonds. "Outstanding,” he said. "Very professona job."
Mishahdd up therest of therall of tape. "Want meto tape his mouth again?'

Y evgeny was now making a dolorous wordless sound, akind of drawn-out moan. Logan started to tell
Mishato go ahead and gag him, but then he changed his mind and shook his head.

Y ura had dready disappeared up the narrow gametrail on the far side of the clearing. Now he came
back, carrying asmal cloth bag from which he sprinkled a thick greenish-brown powder dong the
ground. When he reached the tree where Y evgeny hung in his tape bonds he pulled the mouth of the bag
wide open and threw the rest of the contents over Y evgeny's face and body.



"Now you smdl good,” hetold Y evgeny.

Y evgeny had begun to blubber, "Oh God, oh Jesus," firgt in English and then in Russian, again and again.
Logan didn't think he was praying, but who knew?

"All right," Logan said, "let'sgo.”

They made better time going back over the ridge, without Y evgeny to dow them down. They were
halfway down the other side when they heard it: a deep, coughing, basso roar, coming from somewhere
behind them.

They stopped and looked at each other. Yurasaid, " Amba sounds hungry.”

They moved on down thetrail, hurrying alittle now. Just asthey reached the logging road they heard the
roar again, and then ahigh piercing scream that went on and on.
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