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the factory, John Duncan found two young chemists
testing samples of water from the river. The water came
from two kilometres upstream, near the sewage works.

“Why are you doing that?’ he asked, surprised.

‘It’s a special experiment,” one of them answered.
‘David Wilson asked us to do it himself. Didn’t he tell
you, sir?’

John didn’t answer. He watched them quietly for
several minutes. “What are the results?” he asked.

“They’re bad, sir,” said the young man. But he didn’t
look worried; he looked pleased, proud of himself. ‘That
sewage works is putting a lot of nasty things into the
river, you know. I think the newspapers will be very
interested.”

“The newspapers?’ John asked. The young man smiled.

“Yes, Mr Duncan, of course. Our company cares about
the environment, doesn’t it? That’s why we’re doing this.
We want to help those poor seals, if we can.’

As John walked away, he listened for the sound of
quiet laughter behind him. But he heard nothing. Perhaps
the young man really believed what he said.

Christine and Simon were married on a fine day in June.
When they came back from the church, they had a party
in the garden at John’s house. Everyone secemed very
happy. John liked Simon’s parents, and talked to them a
lot.

You're very lucky, Mr Duncan,” Simon’s father said.
“You have a beautiful house with a lovely river at the end
of the garden.
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‘I haven’t always been lucky,” John answered. ‘People
used to say I was a very unlucky man.” He stood still,
thinking. He remembered how unhappy he had been in
the little flat in the middle of the town. He had been
unemployed then, with no money to buy good things for
his children. But he had always been able to talk to them.
Now he was a rich man, a success, and his children didn’t
want to talk to him.

He smiled at Mr and Mrs MacDonald. ‘Yes,” he said.
‘I'm a very lucky man. [ have Simon for my son-in-law.
I’m very pleased for my daughter.”

Mrs MacDonald was pleased. “We're very pleased to
have Christine for our daughter-in-law, too,” she said.
‘And I'm sure Simon will help you with this river, Mr
Duncan. I understand there’s a disease in it, which is
making the seals ill. Simon told me he’s going to work
very hard to find the reason for that, and clean up the
river. 'm sure you're pleased about that, Mr Duncan.’

“Yes, of course.” John had seen Simon’s article in the
newspaper last night, about the diseases that came from
the sewage works. David Wilson had shown it to him.
John didn’t want to talk about it.

He saw his daughter laughing with Simon, Andrew and
some friends. He had never seen her look so happy. He
remembered his own wedding, and the hopes he and
Rachel had had.

‘Let me get you another drink, Mrs MacDonald,” he
said. “We must drink to our children’s future, and wish
them luck.’

At the bar in the house he met Mary. She came back to
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the town sometimes, and twice he had visited her in
Scotland.

“This day’s been a great success, John,” she said. “You
must be a happy man.’

He touched her arm thoughtfully. ‘I'd like to be,
Mary,” he said. ‘T've tried, you know. I've done my best.
But it’s their world now. They must do what they can
with it.”

9

I don’t believe you

‘It’s not true, Christine. Simon’s information is wrong.’

I don’t believe you, Father.’

John and Christine stared at each other angrily. It was
a miserable, frightening moment for them both. It was a
night three months after the wedding, and Christine had
come with some happy news. She had come to tell her
father that she was going to have a baby — his first
grandchild! For a while they had talked about that, but
then Christine had begun to talk about Simon’s new job.
Simon had found some information about the waste
products from the paint factory. His information was
dangerous for the company. Simon had written an article
in the newspaper, saying that waste products from the
paint factory could be killing the baby seals. David
Wilson had written to the newspaper immediately, saying
that Simon’s article was completely untrue.

And so instead of talking happily about the baby,
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Christine and her father had argued all evening. John had
known for a long time that they would have this
argument. And next week in the town there would be a
Public Enquiry, when government officials would try to
discover the truth. Scientists and lawyers would speak on
both sides of the argument. Everyone in the town was
talking about the Enquiry — and about Simon’s newspaper
article.

“Why did David Wilson write to the paper, Father?’
Christine asked. ‘He’s not a scientist, he’s just a business-
man. Why didn’t you write to the paper?’

I have written to the paper,” said John, sadly. “You’ll
probably read my letter tomorrow.’

‘Oh. What did you say?’ Christine asked.

John felt sad. He hadn’t wanted to write the letter. He
and David Wilson had had a big argument about it. But
in the end he had agreed. He had agreed to hide many
bad things before, so one more didn’t make any difference.

‘I said that our waste products don’t make the river water
dangerous. We've tested them very carefully for many
years, and if they are diluted in water, they are not danger-
ous at all. There are usually only one and a half parts per
million in the river water, that’s all. And the seals aren’t
in the river. They’re out at sea. I wrote that in my letter,
and Il say the same thing at the Enquiry next week.”

Christine was watching him carefully as he spoke. She
saw how tired and sad his face was. He was looking at his
hands most of the time, not at her.

Father, I want to believe you. But I can’t, she said
softly.




