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Chapter 1

Joe hurried along the gravel road to the meeting hall.
His plane had arrived late and he was determined to get
there before the meeting ended. It was the middle of July.
The sun shone in a cloudless sky. The snow had all gone.

He pushed open the door. The hall was full. He
recognised one or two newspapermen. There were a few
Eskimos. He guessed that the rest were students. Some
were waving flags, ‘Protect the Arctic’, ‘Oil Spoils Soil’,
‘Tundroil' Out’. Everyone was shouting at once. ‘What
about the caribou? ‘When are you going to tell us, Mr
Hillary?’ The meeting was out of control.?

‘Are you a Tundroil man?’ a voice said in Joe's ear.

Joe turned. A young man with long, fair hair was
staring at him. His nose was sharp and his eyes were
hollow. His chin fell away beneath a wide mouth. He was
tall and thin, but he looked strong. He was wearing an
Eskimo coat, and stood apart from the other students.
While he stared at Joe, he swung his arms? from side to

side.
‘I'm doing my exercises,” he explained. ‘Conserva-

tionists have to keep healthy.’
‘Why?” asked Joe.

1. Tundroil: JX & M #E4B ], 1 tundra (FEHREK EH) M oil (LA
S B ED H 4y LR B2, The meeting was out of control.:
Zulk kT EH. 3. swung his arms: #8 TH.



"You never know. They might have to run awayv from
polar bears' —or oilmen! Who are you?”

‘Brook. Joe Brook? And you?

"Tudik Watson®.’

‘1 thought Tudik was an Eskimo name?’

"That's right,” Tudik replied. 'I'm a white Eskimo. 1
was born 1 Yankee and brought up in an igloo!

The noise in the hall was growing louder. Two
students were struggling with a little man who was
holding «~ tightly to a camera*. It was then that Joe
noticed !:ilary®. He was standing, with his feet wide
apart.” vr a low platform. He was solid and his chin was
square. His red hair was very short, and he wore glasses
with thin steel frames’. He did not try to hide his scorn of
the students. The camera crashed to the ground. There
were cheers.

"You call yourselves conservationists? Hillary
shouted from the platform.

He had a strong Yorkshire accent.®? He spoke like a
man who is used to giving orders®.

1. polar bears: LR fE. 2. Joe Brook [dzeu-bruzki: fF - # & 5%
(HEMetg HHiIH»ICE ). - 3. Tudik Watson ['tju:dik-'wotsn]: #Lidl
5% IKARCOIRFEBRTIEH). 4. holding on tightly to a camera:
EOE N fE A L 5. Hillary {'hileril: & L0 (Al xE).
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Tudik jumped on to a chair. ‘Which is worse, Mr
Hillary — breaking a camera, or causing an oil spill'?’

Joe noticed how mocking his voice was. Tudik
Watson treated Hillary like a child.

‘The camera’s been broken,” Hillary replied. ‘But no
one has caused an oil spill yet.

There was a short silence, while Tudik and the
Yorkshireman stared at one another.

‘O. K., Mr Hillary,” Tudik went on in his mocking
voice. ‘So what would happen if a pipeline burst in the
middle of the tundra? The oil might stay there for ever.
You’d be damaging the environment, Mr Hillary.’

‘Pipelines don’t burst,” Hillary snapped. ‘Anyway,
it’s a risk we have to take. We need more oil today than
ever before.” He was getting angrier. ‘You think the
environment is more important than oil, do you? All
right, then you’d better all get rid of your cars and motor

bikes?.” He did not take his eyes off Tudik.? ‘Why have
you got a plane, Mr Watson?
Tudik smiled his mocking smile®. "Planes have their

1. oil spill: & M. 2. ... you'd better all get rid of your cars and
motor bikes: FIMAKBFEREFHRITO R EMBILEW . you'd
better: = you had better MBI (KRN EXPMIE WS ). get rid of: 2
B, B % 3. He did not take his eyes off Tudik.: fR ) BR Y 8H B
I A 5 4. smiled his mocking smile: MK T — F (smile £
smiled BRBEEIE).



uses, Mr Hillary. One sometimes has to use a dog to catch
a dog.V’ |

‘Are you threatenins me?

Hillary was sweatiny. He took off his glasses and
rubbed his nose. The students pressed forward. Tudik did
not get down from his chair.

‘You read too many books,” Hillary went on. ‘You
don’t know what life is.’ |

‘And what is life, Mr Hillary?

‘People, Mr Watson,’ Hillary snapped. ‘Like the
Eskimos you write about in your newspaper articles.
Eskimos are people, you know, not caribou.’

Joe watched the mocking smile disappear from
Tudik’s face.

‘You want to send them back to the wilderness, isn’t
that right?’ Hillary went on.

Tudik'unwrapped a strip of chewing gum ? and put it

in his mouth. He raised his arms above his head and took

three deep breaths®.

‘Yeah,*’ he said, beginning to chew. ‘The wilderness
is where they belong.® Anyway, they’d be happier there —
like the caribou.”

1. One sometimes has to use a dog to catch a dog.: BT B bl 32
EHR —— B CHRBESA RS AEMAR. 2. unwrapped a
strip of chewing gum: # 3 — % 0 &F W . 3. took three deep
breaths: 1E T = K ¥ 5% . 4. Yeah [jeal: [##] Yes- 5. The
wilderness is where they belong.: fltfi14< 2 ¥ & JR#Y .
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There were angry cries from ‘- the students.
‘Nonsense!’ ‘They don’t want to go back!’ ‘We didn’t come
here to talk about that!!’ But Tudik did not _listen,_ He
went on chewmg his gum.

‘What has oil given the Esklmos of Invahk2 Mr

Hillary? A supermarket, a dance hall, a schopl, a church

and two drinking saloons —but no work. What can the

Eskimos do here, except sit in the drinking saloons?
They’re not Eskimos any more. They’re not. Canadians.
They're nothing.’ s ‘
Hillary put his glasses back on h1s nose and roared
‘Take them back to the wilderness, Mr Watson, and spend
the winter with them in an iglooc. Thep' let us know how
you enjoyed yourself — if you’r¢ still alive! The meeting’s
over!’

through a side door. There w: =i cries of Coward" ‘We'll
be back!” A young man with a beard weni on shouting,
‘What about the caribou? The students b&¥an to push
towards thé main door. They were angry. Two ‘college
boys seized the little cameraman, whé wib now holding a
second cantera. They twisted his arm until he cned with
pain. Joe dragged them away. Wheén they started to fight,
he knocked their heads together. Then he went outside.

1. We didn’t come here to talk about that!: ﬁ‘ﬁ] B R — R

BT SE B . We came here not to talk about that. (ﬁ"f]ﬂﬁ&
kHIEEREFE.) 2. Invalik [in'velik]: #%5.
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He jumped from the .'viform and disappeared
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He was glad to breattie 1n the cold, cleun air. Hillary was

sitting 1n his Land Kover'. A group of students were

shouting insults at him, but he paid no attention to them.
A newspaper reporter came over to Joe.

‘Are you staying”’

‘Perhaps.’

‘Well, you'll be wasting your time. These kids aren’t
dangerous. They won't attack the rig!’

As the reporter hurried off, Tudik Watson came out
of the hall. Hillary had been waiting for him.

‘'m warning vou,” he shouted. "Tundroil land is
private property. Don’'t you come near it.’

‘And if I do, what will happen?”’

‘Don’t try to find out,” Hillarv said. Then he drove off,

sending a shower of gravel over Tudik?.
"Are you really threatening Hillary? Joe said. He
smiled. ‘Perhaps you're going to blow up his rig??’

Tudik unwrapped another strip of gum. ‘Are you a
cop? I saw how you rescued that cameraman.’

Joe did not answer. A party of students went by. They
gave Tudik an angry look.

‘They’re not your friends either,” Joe said.

‘Nape*! They're just soft kids. Tiley’re no use to me.’

1. Land Rover: (§i7 £ &5 8 2% i 47 B 0%y ) B BF 50 % . 2. sending a
shower of gravel over Tudik: ¥ & ~F @ 6k, SEF M@ &% 53 | .
3. blow up his rig: FFRMEMHE. 4. Nope [noup]: [f#] No.
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Wy cuidn't you have helped that little cameraman?’
‘Nope! They only wanted tc smash his camera. He's

from the Toronto Times' -- and the Times is for Tundroil.’

‘“You're a fanatic! Joe said.

‘Sure, I'm a fanatic. Say, if you're not a cop, who are
you?’

‘I'm a newspaperman.’

Tudik grinned. ‘A newspaperman! So am I. What do
you want to know?”’

‘T'u (1ike to know about your wilderness. Is it really

worth preserving?? From the air it didn’t look very
interesting.’

Tudik bent down? and touched his toes. ‘Maybe 'l
show you the wilderness one day.” He touched his toes
again. ‘If you stay long enough, maybe I'll give you a
story —a good story.’ _

. Some Eskimo women wors standing outside the
supermarket opposite. They carried shopping baskets and
wore clothes from the local store. One of them was
unusually pretty and was dressed like a city girl. She was
leaning against the wall* and was staring at Tudik. She
smiled in a strange way. Joe was sure she was sending
Tudik a message.® Out of the corner of his eye, he saw
Tudik raise his thumbs. The girl turned her thumbs down

1. Toronto Times: « £ #£ & & # » . 2. Is it really worth
preserving?: I LAY BH P12 2 bent down: &5 F & .
4. leaning against the wall: & ¥ £ 8% [ . 5. Joe was sure she

was sending Tudik a message.: fF815 b OB R) 7 )+ il 57 75 8.
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and then walked away.

‘Is she just a girlfriend?’ Joe said. ‘Or is she part of
the story you're going to give me one day?

Tudik swung round. ‘Take care,” he said, ‘or you’ll be

in trouble.’!

Chapter 2

Joe walked down the gravel road to the Base Camp?.
The wind was blowing off the sea. It stung his face,® and
his hands were cold in spite of his gloves?*. The Camp was

the last building between Invalik and the éea, but the
road went on, broad and straight. It connected the Camp
with Tundrml s Arctic rig, which stood a mile away on the
. shore. He stopped and looked across the tundra. The ice
had all melted and the sun shone on the pools. Grasses
stood in the shallow water and low plants grew among the
rocks. Otherwise the flat land was bare. The rig rose out
of it like an imn ense dead tree which had lost its
branches. Joe thought of Tudik Watson.

He entered the Camp. It had been built on legs, so
that its heat would not melt the frozen ground. It was

warm inside and looked comfortable He could hear
VOICES

. 1. "Take care,” he said. "or you'll be in trouble.’: “ 5 Vi . "{fi5 . * #
W) 7 2= 3B ) R st v L 2. Base Camp: B (H4). 3. Tt stung’
his face: 7 DRS00 G o 48 %5 4 . 4. In spite of his gloves: B 3% i
W 7T,
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An Arctic oil rig from the air.




‘Don’t you think we ought to put a guard on the rig’.

Mr Hillary?

‘There’s no need, Yen. Kids like Watson wouldn’t
have the skill or the courage.’

A door opened. Hillary came out, followed by an
Eskimo. The Eskimo walked straight past Joe, and went
out of the building.

Hillary stared at Joe. ‘You’re the man I saw with
Watson at the meeting.’

“That’s right,” Joe replied. ‘I'm Joe Brook, from the

Daily News?. You offered me a room here.’

‘Come into my office.’

Joe sat down opposite the desk, but Hillary remained
standing. ‘I'll be honest with you,® Mr Brook,” he said. ‘I
suspect anyone who talks to Watson. Whose side are you
on??%’

Joe smiled, remembering Tudik’s question at the
meeting.

‘'m on nobody’s side. I'm a newspaper reporter.’

He tock out his pipe. Hillary was standing with his
feet wide apart, just as he had stood at the meeting.

“That kid tried to persuade you with his clever talk,
didn’t he?

Joe filled his pipe. ‘No. But he offered to take me on a

1. put a guard on the rig: H HFRA R -A B E P, 2. Daily
News: <8 1 #H». 3. I'll be honest with you: F&H 3 44 (% .
4. Whose side are you on’: RIG{EHER -1+
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tour of his wilderness.! I'm going to accept.’

‘Do accept. Mr Brook! I'm not against
conservationists. I just don’t believe that a few wild
plants and animals should stop progress.’

‘It depends what you mean by progress.? Some
scientists say that wildernesses are more important than
o1l.’

Hillary sat down on the other side of the desk. His
short red hatr stood up, thick as a brush. He was excited.

'T'm no fool,” Mr Brook. [ don’t go out and damage the
environment on purpose!. But I don’t take orders from
kids litke Watson.”

‘I can understand that, Mr Hillary. But many people
feel strongly about the pollution of the Arctic. These
people might feel sympathy for® Watson.’

Hillary pushed his glasses firmly on his nose and
leaned forward.

‘Did your paper send you here to write about
pollution, Mr Brook, or about the oil strike”?

Joe lit his pipe. ‘I was sent nere to get a good story,” he

1. But he offered to take me on a tour of his wilderness.: ftLi il &
RESHFRIMORKIFLELEE. 2. It depends what you mean
by progress.: X & BRI ES R AEB. depend I T on.
3. I'ra no fool: X A] AL {S/RCHY. RARKEH). 4. on purpose: £
. 5. But I don’t take orders from kids like Watson.: /i ATy
LK PR BN F 0 {0, 6. feel sympathy for: - #1171 [F] 1 .
7. the oil strike: KB M. Xk H B L3EBH to strike oil- '
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said. ‘ “Conservatiomsts fight oilmen”, “Tundroil rig
blown up by fanatics.” That’s the sort of story my editor
would like.’

Hillary took off his glasses and tapped them on the
desk.

‘So you're expecting viclence, are you? You think
those students will biow up my rig?

‘I'm not thinkir,;s of the students. It’s Watson that’s

dangerous.’ T believe he works alone, or perhaps his
girlfriend helps nim.’

Hillary got up and walked to the window. He stared
for a moment at the distant rig.

‘You're telling me a kid like Watson could blow up
my rig?’

‘Some of .the most dangerous terrorists are younger
than Watson,’ Joe said.

‘But Watson doesn’t look like a terrorist! You've
seen him. No chin! Hair like a girl’s! He wouldn’t know

how to begin. He’s just full of talk!? It was he who wrote
me all those threatening notes®. I'm sure of it.’

He sat down. The sweat was pouring from his face.
‘I think he’s tough,’ Joe said, ‘and I think he’s clever.’
‘Rubbish! Anyway I don’t believe his Eskimo

1. It’s Watson that’s dangerous.: ﬁﬁﬁ‘%’l\ﬁﬂﬁkwolt is ... that
(who) ... B~ &RERMIIGH. 2. He’s just full of talk!: fix 4~
ARSTRME 3. threatening notes: (A )RIR{S,
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girlfriend works with him. She’s a pretty girl, and
everyone here likes her. She’s a conservationist, I know.
But she could only have a good influence on' him.’

‘Well, I saw them signalling to one another today —
immediately after the meeting.’

Hillary said nothing. He got up and went to a
cupboard. He took out a bottle and two glasses.

‘Root beer?! he said. ‘It’s got no aleohol in it, but it’s
the best I can offer you. Alcohol’s forbidden up here.? Too
dangerous. A man might drink too much and walk out
into a snowstorm.’

He filled the glasses and sat down. ‘I've a prejudice
against Watson. He tries to make a fool of me.* 1 don’t like
people who do that.’

‘Watson told me he’s a newspaperman,’ Joe said.

Hillary pushed a newspaper across the desk to Joe.

"He’s a newspaperman all right!®* He’s got rich
writing articles like this. Have a look at page 6.

Joe found the page. There was a picture of Hillary,
drawn by a not very good artist. He was standing up to his
knees in 0il. He had the face of a grinning devil®. There

1. have a good influence on: X HE M EW. 2 root beer: KM i

CCoRRR TR R . 3. Alcohol’s forbidden up
here.: MM EXEREEEN. up AHLE L H " HEBNE AEI LR,
4. I've a prejudice against Watson. He tries to make a fool of me.:
TR BRALAT R W, b3 B A5k 5. He's a newspaperman all
right': AR - TFICHE ¢ all right B TR AL ELEE. 6. the
face of a grinning devi): it 4 BBk B R Fetrm H .
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