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Prelude

The Manuscript
 
“You must promise never to reveal the source of what I am about to tell you.”

 

“Of course,” I answered, still completely in the dark as to what the woman sitting across from me planned to say.

The promise was made during a luncheon meeting at Dartmouth College’s Hanover Inn where I was attending a conference on Global Warming in the Arctic. The luncheon had been arranged the previous evening at a cocktail party designed to raise funds for the Baker Library’s Vihjaimer Steffansson Collection, named after the famous arctic explorer and one-time Dartmouth resident. At the party I observed a man on the other side of the room point his finger in my direction as he spoke to a late middle-aged woman of medium height, lean frame, and sharply drawn face. A moment later, she walked toward me. The determination in her eyes and firmness of step quickly dispelled any thought of weakness in mind or body. After a quick glance at my nametag, she looked up and smiled.

“I hoped I might see you here. My name is Colleen Kingston, the reference librarian at the Baker Library. I’d like to speak with you sometime this weekend, privately if possible.”

“About what?” I asked, a little surprised by the secretive nature of her request.

“About a manuscript that I think will be of considerable interest to you.”

“Who is the author?”

“I’d prefer not to discuss it here. Are you free for lunch tomorrow?”

Despite my hesitancy at taking time away other arctic-oriented colleagues, I agreed to meet her at the Inn’s Daniel Webster Room, an imposing dining area serving classic American cuisine in an atmosphere of Edwardian elegance and intimacy.

At our agreed upon time, Colleen entered the dining room through the main entrance and headed toward the corner table where I was seated. Soon, a waitress appeared and asked if we cared for anything to drink before ordering our meal. While I declined, Colleen requested a cup of tea. When it arrived along with a small tray of assorted cheese and crackers, I waited while she placed a spoon full of sugar in her cup and took a small sip. Then I asked the obvious question. “I have to admit you have stimulated my curiosity about the reason for our meeting today. What is it that you want to talk with me about?”

Colleen brushed a few stands of grey hair from the side of her face, breathed a short sigh, and then smiled briefly. That was when she asked that I promise not to reveal the source of what she wished to tell me. Acknowledging my response with a slight nod, she then speared a slice of cheese with a toothpick and placed it on a wafer. After taking a small bite, she continued, “Last month I came across your Arctic Circle web site on the Internet. I especially liked what you had to say about the need to protect Alaska’s wilderness.”

“The area is very special. Have you ever been there?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“To outsiders, the isolation can be overwhelming. Of course, the land has been the source of the indigenous population’s livelihood for centuries. At least, that was true before the discovery of oil at Prudhoe Bay. Even today, there are a fair number of places where one can truly feel part of nature rather than separate from it.”

“I was told long ago that separating ourselves from nature is what civilization is all about.”

“That’s a popular view alright, but it’s not mine. We make a serious mistake when we view nature simply as a commodity to be protected as long as it doesn’t impede our desire for material wealth or national defense. However, I think we had better leave that complex discussion until another time.”

“Interestingly enough, what I have to say is closely related to that very issue.”

“Really.”

“Several weeks ago, the Library received a package from the Alaskan environmental organization Arctic Action, based in Anchorage. I’m sure you know of it. In an accompanying letter, the director wrote that while clearing out the attic above their office, a staff member came across a cardboard box filled with books that had been part of a collection donated to them years before. While most were placed in their library, duplicates were stored in the attic and eventually forgotten. When found, the director decided to mail them to us for the benefit of our students interested in the North.”

“Do you know the name of the original donor?”

“One of the books we received was a large photographic volume about the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge. Taped inside the back cover was an envelope containing a short manuscript, a floppy disk, and a photograph. The manuscript was written by Carrie Graham, a woman I believe you once knew.”

Stunned by what she said, I leaned forward and looked deep into Colleen’s eyes. “Carrie,” I repeated her name followed by a deep sigh. “She died in a terrible automobile accident. I remember it well.”  

It happened in 1993 on an icy highway near Delta Junction, Alaska. A nearby resident who saw the accident from her cabin window, said a blue Ford pickup struck Carrie’s car from behind at a sharp bend in the road. The driver of the pickup slowed down briefly to observe the damage, and then drove on. Splintering a wooden guardrail, Carrie’s car plunged down a steep embankment into the Tanana River below. Informed of the collision by the witness, the state police immediately went to the scene. An extensive search was undertaken to find Carrie but without success. When the car was removed from the water the next day, the police noted that the front door on the driver’s side was jammed open. It was obvious that she had died in the freezing water and disappeared under the ice. I received the tragic news that evening in a long-distance call from an old friend at the University of Alaska.

While I tried to remain calm as he filled in the details, images of Carrie’s struggle to remove herself from the submerge car flashed across my mind. How many times had I told her to be careful when driving in winter temperatures that could drop to 30 degrees or more below zero in a matter of hours. She always laughed at my concern, and then reminded me that she was an excellent driver who knew exactly what she was doing. She may have been right. But no one is exempt from patches of black ice on Alaska highways. Nor can anyone predict being struck down by an irresponsible driver. When I inquired whether Carrie might still be alive, his response was direct. It was inconceivable that anyone could have survived the bitter cold ice after a crash of that magnitude.”

Hanging up the phone, I stared stone-faced out the window as memories of Carrie flowed across my mind. What had she been up to, I wondered, driving late at night in one of the most isolated regions of interior Alaska. Surely, she could have waited until daylight when the visibility was bright enough to see patches of ice on the road. But then, Carrie was never one to wait for anything if she thought the event called for an immediate response. Clearly, this was one of those times.

“How did you know we were friends?” I asked Colleen as my mind returned to the table where we were seated.

“Your name was written on the back of the photograph.”

“I see. And the manuscript?”

“It’s an introduction to her novel about nuclear contamination in Alaska.”

“What about the floppy?”

“It contains more chapters.” 

“I knew Carrie was writing an environmental thriller. But I still don’t understand why you want to keep your connection to it a secret. ”

“In a separate note, she says that while the characters in her story are fictitious, the events are real. That reminded me of Karen Silkwood’s death in 1974 when her car was run off the road as she was about to expose plutonium contamination in a nearby nuclear plant. I am not suggesting there is a direct parallel. However, the Baker Library is hesitant to become involved in an investigation of this nature. Given your arctic expertise and outreach through the Internet, it seems far preferable for you to take on this project rather than someone in the Library.”

With that statement, Colleen reached into her pocketbook and pulled out a large envelope. “Here is a copy of the manuscript, along with the photograph and floppy. Do keep in touch with me via email. I’d like to be informed even though I will not be directly involved.”

I thanked Colleen again and agreed to keep in touch. As I left the Inn to attend an afternoon conference session on global warming, I remembered Carrie’s long distance call to me shortly before her death. She was scared. Someone had broken into her apartment and erased all the files in her new Macintosh computer. She was also furious. Fortunately, she told me on the phone, she had hidden another copy in a secret location. Now, many years after her death in the icy waters of the Tanana River, I finally knew where Carrie had hidden the files.

That evening, as the events of the day came to a close, I returned to my room in the Hanover Inn, opened Colleen’s envelope, and looked inside. The black and white photograph contained a picture of Carrie and I seated on the steps of a one-story grey clapboard church topped with a large white cross. Written on the cover of the floppy disk Carrie’s handwriting were the words, The Betrayal, followed by Livermore and Fort Greely. Finally, I picked up the manuscript and began to read. Soon, my feeling of sadness about Carrie turned to anger, followed by a penetrating fear I hadn’t experienced in a very long time.

Now, after several years of research, I have decided to place Carrie’s novel on the Internet – one she had hoped to publish but could not. We will begin with her manuscript entitled The Deception. Also to be included on the Internet site is an occasional leitmotif of my own in which I describe some of my experiences in the North; along with a database of references, publications, and film that relate to her story. Finally, I urge members of   the Author’s Den to join this interactive process by sharing your comments and suggestions about Carrie’s novel with me. I look forward to hearing from you.

  

       * * *

The Betrayal 

by 

Carrie Graham 

  

  

CAPE THOMPSON 

October 1958 

  

  "We should be on our guard not to overestimate science and scientific methods when it is a question of human problems, and we should not assume that experts are the only ones who have the right to express themselves on questions affecting the organization of society." 

Albert Einstein 

The Deception 

Late one night when Kathy Kaluk was five, she heard the sound of breaking glass. Frightened, she ran down the hall to her mother's bedroom and opened the door. Inside, her mother and an unknown man stared at the face of a large polar bear, its nose pressed against what was left of the windowpane. To her daughter, Susan Kaluk said as calmly as she could, “Stay there, honey. Stay away from the window.” At that moment the bear, blood oozing from deep cuts to its two front paws, turned away from the small one-story wood-framed house and limped red-footed into the pale twilight of the arctic night. Assured the danger had passed, Susan opened her arms as Kathy ran to the bed. “It’s all right, dear. There is nothing to be afraid of anymore.” 

The tall dark-haired man, embarrassed by his nakedness, quickly slipped on his clothes, grabbed a Winchester rifle attached to two wooden pegs on the wall, and walked out the front door without a word. As she watched him dress, Kathy realized he was Dan Archer, a young geographer who had arrived in the Alaskan village of Point Hope three months earlier. Anak Quinik, an Iñupiaq Eskimo elder, laughingly referred to him as a dim-witted nalaukmiut because he regularly asked foolish questions about hunting, fishing, and other forms of subsistence. Actually, Anak considered all nalaukmiut a little dim-witted. What other explanation could there be for white people who look at their wristwatch to see if they are hungry, or talk about a ‘fatherless child’ as if there really could be such a thing. 

Kathy was surprised Anak said this in front of her since she too considered herself a nalaukmiut, or more precisely, almost one. Her mother, a local schoolteacher from Massachusetts, explained that since her father was three-quarters Iñupiaq, this made her 'mostly Iñupiaq' in the eyes of the local community. However, non-native visitors to Point Hope saw her, like her mother, as white. To Kathy, all this seemed rather silly. Still, as a young child, she knew there was much more to learn about the world. 

Ten minutes later, Dan Archer re-entered the bedroom and told Susan the bear had disappeared off the end of the sand spit. Relieved at the news, she patted her daughter's head and said, "There's no need to cry, honey. You go back to bed now. No other bears will come to our house tonight." 

Relieved, Kathy accepted her mother's advice and returned to her room down the hall. Settled in bed, she glanced at the photograph of her father on top of a nearby bookcase. Dressed in a soft brown caribou skin parka trimmed in wolverine, his friendly face inside the hood offered her a smile as if to say, "I'm here just for you." Parked in the background was an orange and white Cessna 180 with the letters 'Naval Arctic Research Laboratory' painted on the side of the fuselage. Prior to his death in a plane crash, he had been one of NARL's top pilots, flying military personnel and scientists from Point Barrow to the far corners of Alaska's North Slope. Kathy missed him terribly. She also knew their feelings toward one another could never be replaced. Not by her mother. Not by her Eskimo friends at school. And certainly not by the man who lay in her mother's bed that night. 

At age five, Kathy had no idea why Dan had come to Point Hope. However, her mother did and she was horrified by what he told her. Thirty-two miles from the village along the coast of the Beaufort Sea at Cape Thompson, the Atomic Energy Commission's Lawrence Radiation Laboratory planned to detonate a nuclear device far more powerful than the bomb that decimated Hiroshima. Called Project Chariot, it was to be a unique feat of ‘geographical engineering,’ demonstrating the United States' commitment to the peaceful use of atomic energy. 

Dan's involvement in the project began when his major professor at the University of Alaska invited him to come to his office for a chat. At that meeting he asked Dan, who had just received his master's degree in geography, what he thought of Dr. Edward Teller's graduation speech. Dan remembered it well. The famous physicist stressed the importance of nuclear power in Alaska's future development, using as his first illustration the U.S. Army's new portable reactor to be built at Fort Greely, one hundred miles southeast of the university. “When we tap the power of nuclear detonations,” he said, “we can reshape the earth and bring industry and progress to all.” Dan thought the idea rather grandiose although he was impressed with Teller's ability to capture the attention of his audience, especially when he proposed to carve out a harbor at Cape Thompson. 

“Please God,” Teller told the graduation class. “To blast out a harbor at Cape Thompson and export the nearby coal deposit to Japan, the Japanese can become the first beneficiaries of atomic explosions as they earlier became it's first victims.” Turning to the issue of fallout, he acknowledged the dangers of improperly conducted nuclear blasts. However, he assured everyone present that when detonated with care by conscientious scientists, the fallout would amount to less radiation than that contained in the watch he was wearing on his wrist. 

Dan's professor was not persuaded by Teller's rhetoric. Nor was Dan. But the president of the university was. Or, at least, given Teller's interest in Alaska, he realized it could be of considerable financial benefit to the institution. And he was right. Shortly before the end of the term, the Atomic Energy Commission offered the university substantial funds to establish a 'Human Environmental Study.' Its stated purpose: to determine the potential impact of nuclear detonations on the region near Cape Thompson. At the meeting with his professor, Dan was asked if he wanted to use some of these funds to examine subsistence patterns at Point Hope as well as assist him 'study the study?' Dan immediately recognized that his participation in such an endeavor carried a certain amount of risk. One doesn't investigate the activities of a federal agency without some trepidation, especially when the research is financed by the same agency. Still, he appreciated the trust his professor placed in him and the challenge it entailed. After a brief moment of thought about this deception, he agreed to help. 

Prior to his arrival at Point Hope, Dan spent a good deal of time in the university library studying North Slope Iñupiat history, language and culture. He knew it was important to establish good relations with the people with whom he was about to stay. If the villagers didn't want a geographer in their midst, he couldn't even begin his research. Furthermore, a newcomer who continually asks questions, seems not to need work, and yet has little knowledge of how to function in the society, is bound to invite suspicion. 

However, Dan need not have worried. While in Point Hope he made friends with many of its villagers, including Kathy. Even Anak Quinik, amused by his detailed record keeping of time spent hunting caribou and harvesting whales, appreciated his and Susan's active support of their efforts to stop Project Chariot. In the face of continued public opposition, the AEC finally agreed to terminate the project in 1962. Still, one related feature remained unknown for thirty years. Its eventual discovery led an adult Kathy Kaluk and her friends into a secret world of government betrayal reaching the highest levels of the pentagon. 

Memorandum 

DATE: July 29, 1957 

TO: John Leap, Executive Officer, Atomic Energy Commission 

FROM: Dr. Jack Mandel, Senior Scientist, UC Berkeley Radiation Laboratory 

RE: Nuclear test moratorium and Project Plowshare 

Dr. Teller just returned from Washington with the good news. The president has agreed to reject the proposed moratorium on nuclear testing until a provision is made allowing atomic detonations for peaceful purposes. The key question now becomes, what is the ideal location to initiate this effort? Given the entanglements associated with international agreements, the general feeling here is that using atomic bombs to excavate a new canal in Panama is a mistake. Instead, we should select an isolated region of our own country. 

Scientists from the U.S. Geological Survey in Menlo Park are presently exploring several possible sites, including one near Cape Thompson in northwest Alaska. The plan calls for carving out a harbor at the mouth of Ogotoruk Creek adjacent to the Chukchi Sea. Economic benefits include commercial fishing, coal extraction from nearby deposits, and possibly oil and gas. I should add that the geological substrata of the Cape Thompson region is basically similar to that of Moscow and Leningrad – enabling the AEC's Division of Military Applications to learn more about the effect of a nuclear explosion on two of the Soviet Union's major cities. This information is presently classified. However, if the project gets a green light, we will need to mount a public relations campaign to assure support from all interested parties. 

