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no drinking water comes out of this part of the river,
don’t we? And in two kilometres the river goes out into
the sea. So why is it dangerous? Nobody is ever going to
drink it, John! We don’t need to build these new
machines!”

John thought of his children, sailing on the river in
their boat. He thought of the seals, and people fishing,
and litde children playing on the beach and swimming,.
‘We've got to build them! he said.

David Wilson looked at him carefully. His voice, when
he spoke, was very quict and hard. ‘Listen to me, John.
You're a very good scientist, and we’re lucky to have you
in this company. But you’re not a businessman, and T am.
Look at this.” He picked up a sheet of paper, and held it
across the table for John to see. It showed how much
money the company had. “We borrowed ten million
pounds last year, and we employed four hundred more
people. Think how much that means to a small town like
this!’

‘T know,” said John. ‘But . . .’

‘Just a minute. Listen to me. If we build these cleaning
machines of yours, people will lose their jobs — a lot of
people! This company can’t afford to borrow any more
money, John. We just can’t do it!”

John stood up. ‘And what happens if people get ill
because of this? Have you thought of that? What will the
newspapers say then?’

‘No one will get ill, because no one drinks that water,
John. The newspapers will never know about it.”

“They will if T tell them.’
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There was a long silence. Then David Wilson stood up.
He walked past John Duncan, without looking at him,
and sat down behind his desk. When he looked up, his
eyes were cold and grey, like stones from the beach.

‘If you do that, John, I shall say you’re a liar. You’ll
lose your job. You’ll have to sell your house, and go back
to living in a nasty little flat. You’ll never get another job,
and yowll never have a house or any money again. You’ll
just be an old man, walking the streets without friends or
money. Is that what you want?’

John didn’t answer. He stood for a long time, and
stared at David Wilson, and didn’t say a word. After
nearly two minutes, Wilson smiled — a thin quict smile.

‘But if you stay with us, you will be paid twice as much
next year. And no one will ever be hurt, because no one
will ever drink that water.”

He got up from his desk, came round to the front, and
held out his hand. John stood still for a long moment.
Then he shook hands.

“Think about it, John,” said David Wilson.

John Duncan turned, and walked slowly towards the

door.
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Mary talked to Mr Wilson too, but it was no good. She

came out looking tired and very sad.
For many months she argued with David Wilson about





