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People in the Story

A pilot and his wife and son
Inspector Ibrahim

Nurse Imelda

Dr Singh
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Places in the Story

Land over 1,000 metres




Answer the following questions:

1. Look at the front cover and read the blurb on the back cover.

What sort of story is this?

2. Find the map on page v. What do you know about this part of
the world?

3. Look at the pictures on pages 2, 5, 10, 15 and 17. What do
you think will happen in Chapters 1—4?
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Chapter 1 Wahiba

The Wahiba Sands — a soft sand desert in north east
Oman. Two hundred kilometres from north to south; a
hundred from east to west. Long dunes run north to
south, long lines of sand, always changing, always moving
in the wind.

On its west side, Wahiba is 2 long wall of red sand, fifty
or sixty metres high. It runs slowly down on to the empty
desert, which is the centre of Oman. Hard, stony and flat
as a table, this desert is the eastern side of the great rud”
al-khali, the Empty Quarter.

In the east, the dunes of sand run down on to long,
empty beaches. Crabs and seabirds live there by day, and
green turtles often come out of the sea to lay their eggs by
night. After the beaches, there is only the deep blue-green
water of the Arabian Sea for fifteen hundred kilometres to
Gujarat in northern India.

The sands of Wahiba are empty and quiet. There is no
sound. Nothing bigger than a lizard can live in the great sea
of soft, red-gold sand; nothing bigger than marram grass
can grow there. You hear nothing but the blood in your
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ears, and the hot dry air going in and out of your mouth.

To walk in the soft sand is difficult. It pulls your feet as
you walk. Your legs soon hurt and you get tired very
quickly. To move at all is hard work.

And, of course, in the day the hot sun is always there.
The air is hot, the sand is hot. There is nowhere you can go
away from the sun, no tree as far as you can see.

In the sky above the blue-green Indian Ocean, a small
plane is coming from the east. Red and white, two engines,
the only sound in the quiet sky.
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Give the best answer to each question:

1. Match the numbers to the phrases about the Wahiba Desert.

1) 200 a kilometres from east to west
2) 100 b metres wall of sand

3) 50 to 60 ¢ kilometres to India

4) 1500 d kilometres from north to south




Chapter 2 Red snow

‘Are you OK? Would you like some coffee?’

The man looked back and smiled.

‘Good idea,’ he said. T'm feeling all right, but coffee
would be good.’

The woman came and sat in the seat next to the man.
She had two cups of coffee in her hand.

‘Where are we?’ she asked, looking out at the clear blue
sky outside the plane.

‘Can you see that thin brown line where the sky meets
the sea?” said the man. ‘Well, that’s the coast of Oman.
We're going north now along the coast.’

‘That's good,’ said the woman, giving the man a cup.
“When do you think we’ll get to Tehran?’

‘How's Andy?’ asked the man.

‘He’s fine. He's asleep on the back seat. We got up very
early this morning. He was very tired.’

‘Good,’ said the man. ‘T want to talk to you and I don’t
want Andy to hear.’

‘Is there a problem?” asked the woman.

‘Not really. I've just talked to our friend Parvis in Tehran
on the radio. He says the weather in Tehran is terrible. It’s
not a good time to go there.’

coast n. B
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‘Oh dear, and I wanted to see it,’ said the woman.

“We can go next year, when the weather’s better,” said the
man. ‘I told Parvis we won't come this time. It's no good if
the weather is wet and cold.’

“What do we want to do then? Are we going straight
home?’ asked the woman.

‘No,’ said the man. “We're free until next Wednesday and
we haven't had a holiday together for a long time. I thought
we could go to Bahrain tonight. We could see our friends
Neil and Rosie there. Then I thought we could go to Paris
for a few days. It’s Andy’s birthday on Saturday. We could

go to EuroDisney in Paris with him.’
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‘OK,’ said the man, and the small plane turned slowly in
the hot dlean air.

The woman put some more coffee into the man’s cup.
The man turned in his seat and took the cup.

Later he remembered seeing the cup full of coffee in his
hand, brown and hot. Then everything began to happen
very slowly.

First there was a light to his left — a quick, white light.
And a noise, first a bang, then a loud noise that went on
and on.

Something hit his face, hard, on the left side between his
left eye and his ear. Then, suddenly, he was half sitting and
half lying on the floor of the plane. The noise was terrible.
He could not think. He could not move.

The air in the plane was full of snow, white and flying
about slowly in the air. Then the snow was red — red snow
everywhere in the air.

The woman looked slowly down at him. Her face and
body were red with the thick snow. Her eyes and mouth
were wide open but he could not hear anything.

“That’s blood on her face,” he thought. “Why is there
blood on her face? And she is shouting at me, but I cant
hear what she is saying. I cant hear anything over the
terrible noise.”

There was another noise now, Beep! Beep! Beep! Like a
car. He knew it meant danger of some kind, but he could
not think. sy
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“Why not? Good idea,” said the woman. “We wont tell
Andy until we get there. Il be a nice surprise for him.

‘OK. I'll call Bahrain on the radio and tell them we’re
coming. | talked to the people on Masirah a few minutes
ago. We're OK to fly north along the coast. T'll radio
Bahrain when I've had my coffee.’

The woman put her face against the plane window and
half closed her eyes. There was nothing but clear blue sky
and deep green-blue sea. Then she saw the thin line of
sandy brown to the left.

“That’s the coast of Oman, you say,’ she said.

The man looked to the left. The brown sandy line of the
desert coast of Oman was now quite clear.

‘That’s the Wahiba Sands,” he said. ‘T don't think you've
ever seen it. It’s beautiful. It’s a great soft sand desert. I was
there about ten years ago when [ worked in Oman.’

The man turned the plane to the west and took it slowly
down.

‘We're too high to see it well,” he said. T'll take us down
to about three hundred metres. Then you can see the coast
and the dunes.’

The plane flew low over the coast, a wide empty beach, a
few small houses next to the sea. Then only the long gold
lines of the dunes.

‘Beautiful’” said the woman. “You’re right. So clean. So

empty. I've never seen anything like it. But don't go too far.
Turn round now.’
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