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I write as a
philosophical psychologist with a twist of comedy; as far as you
are concerned, I am either a madman or have a point.


My little
stories mean to stretch your imagination and your awareness. I hope
they give you pleasure, food for thought, and change your
perception about you, your world, and your safe little place in
it.


I sincerely
hope that, if you read my books, they are not what you were
expecting.
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Radiological
Dispersal Device





Introduction…

It is stated
in 'Wikipedia' that an RDD is a radiological weapon or radiological
dispersion device that is designed to spread radioactive material
with the intent to kill and cause disruption upon a city or
nation.

It is
primarily known as a ‘dirty bomb’ or ‘salted’ bomb because it is
not a true nuclear weapon and does not yield the same explosive
power.

It uses
conventional explosives to spread radioactive material, most
commonly the spent fuels from nuclear power plants or radioactive
medical waste.

However, the
explanation in Wikipedia is incorrect; in truth, an RDD is
primarily a weapon of psychological warfare; albeit political,
religious, or military, for the use of propaganda, revenge, and
other psychological actions.

The primary
purpose of an RDD is to insidiously influence the opinions,
emotions, attitudes, and behaviour of groups, people, political
parties, and, ultimately, countries. Its use is to produce fear in
order to induce or reinforce attitudes and behaviours’ favourable
to the originator's objectives.

It will happen
sooner or later, in some town, some city, somewhere; death will be
all around, and you will not even know! Not a quick death, but a
slow, imperceptible death which will be painful in the extreme!

Why? Because
of an insidious, fanatical, religious hatred and a xenophobic
contempt held. For whom you are, what you are and how you live your
life.

For the need
to weaken you, to break your spirit, to subdue you into another way
of thinking, another way of conforming…Be watchful!

****


1st April
10:00 Hours…

Keller was a
man to be feared, well, that is how he imagined himself to be in
front of his crew! He was the captain of an old cargo ship that
traversed the North Sea at regular intervals carrying anything from
iron ore to scrap metal.

Looking down,
he barked at a tall, sinewy deckhand and his colleague just beneath
the ship’s bridge.

"Look lively
there. Get those fenders sorted!" he shouted.

Two deckhands
scuttled along the deck, adhering as much to the captain’s
temperament as his command. They lent over the edge of the ship,
checking the sand-filled bags and old tires that hung by ropes from
the ship's side.

These acted as
buffers, fenders if you are of the seafarer fraternity. They hung
along all the sides of the ship, dangling from the rusty salt
pitted railings of the deck by ropes in order to prevent the ship's
hull from being grazed by the edge of the dock siding when it ebbed
along the quay.

As the
deckhands grasped a rope, they cursed under their breath while
pulling a fender up higher to align it to accommodate the side of
the vessel to the edge of the berth.

Above the
toiling deckhands, the quick-tempered Danish captain peered from
the bridge of the old cargo ship, squinting through the morning
mist as the quay of Ridham Dock, appeared slowly through the haze.
He scrutinised the quay as the ship moved slowly beneath the Kings
ferry Bridge; a rail bridge that connected the Isle of Sheppey's
rail network to the mainland of Eastern England.

The ship and
its disgruntled, hard-worked occupants had travelled across the
North Sea from a Russian port close to St Petersburg on the Baltic
Sea. They had skirted the Thames estuary, sailed past the port of
Sheerness, and navigated into the Swale – the body of water, which
separated the island from the mainland.

"I want a
quick turnaround this time!" the captain barked, as the crew looked
on. He was not happy, having sailed through a particularly nasty,
early spring storm that had slowed his rendezvous for docking and
unloading his shipment. Being aware of the time of year and the
weather forecast, the Danish captain was anxious to miss the next
predicted weather surge in the North Sea on his return journey to
the Baltic.

As the ship
got closer to the dock, the railway bridge joining the two
landmasses was raised to let the vessel through.

Half an hour
later, the ship was moored and unloading its cargo of 'used' car,
lorry, and industrial batteries into the waiting queue of trucks,
which stood along the quay, readied to take the shipment to be
recycled at the smelters at Gant Metals UK.

Once the ship
had docked and secured, the unloading operation started. The grab
bucket from the dock crane disappeared deep into the boat's hold
and came out with a bucketful of old lead batteries, dripping their
contents of acid-tainted water back into the ship's hold.

The grab
slowly swung across the ship, traversed the dock, and lowered its
load gently into one of the waiting eight-wheeler baulker trucks
standing by the ship on the quay, ready to be filled and sent on
its way to the metal recycling facility inland.

While the
unloading was taking place, Colin, the driver of one such truck,
was standing by his vehicle smoking a cigarette. He was about
thirty years old, a northerner with a laid-back attitude.

He was taking
a long, slow drag on a cigarette when it happened.

As another
load was being swung from the ship over the truck, a battery,
balancing precariously on the edge of the grab bucket, fell some
fifty feet towards the dock, and caught the edge of the truck’s
baulker container.

The lead
battery burst open into two halves as it finally landed at Colin’s
feet, missing him by inches.

"Christ, that
was a close one!" Colin muttered to himself as he looked up.

When the crane
had traversed back towards the ship, and its grab sank in the
ship's hull for another load, Colin stooped down and picking up the
pieces of shattered battery, he threw them up onto his truck and,
as he did so, a fine, almost imperceptible blue dust cloud settled
over him. He stood up, brushed himself off, and finished his
cigarette.

He got back
into his cab, delved into his lunch box, and pulled out a pork pie,
and started on an early lunch while he waited for the OK to ’sheet
up’ his truck and leave.

“Bloody sight
safer here than out there!” he mused to himself as he looked in his
wing mirror.

When the truck
was full, the dock 'Banksman' signalled to the crane driver with a
low swivel of his arms; it was the (Slinger/Banksman) terminology
that the job was finished. He then walked to Colin's truck, tapped
on the window of the cab, saying, "Full up, mate!"

Upon this
information, Colin alighted from his cab and proceeded to cover the
load with a dirty canvas sheet, ready for transport on the
highway.

After
collecting his transfer documents from the dockside office, he
jumped back into the cab of his truck, started the engine, and
headed out of the dock, for the metal recycling plant situated near
Dartford, close to the city of London.


3rd April
19:30 Hours…

Two days
later, a pair of paramedics arrived at the Darenth General
Hospital, situated near Dartford, having radioed ahead. They
proceeded to unload their cargo of… 'one suffering human being'
into the A&E (Accident and Emergency) department of the
hospital from their ambulance.

The staff
nurse on shift that particular day was Stacey Setterfield, a
no-nonsense, slightly prudish, but meticulous-in-detail sort of
person, who was standing outside the A&E department doors
waiting to receive the ambulance.

“Bring him
into the examination cubicle!” She said to the paramedic team with
an authoritative voice after the ambulance had reversed into the
reception bay. As the patient was gently transferred onto the bed
from the paramedic’s stretcher, she noticed his blistered lips and
swollen hands.

She was handed
the paramedic's team's notes, and quickly read them over while
observing the sullen, suffering patient before her, then she
gently, in a soft tone of voice, began to introduce herself.

"Hello, Mr.
Bowley, how do you feel?" she asked with a low, caring but
officious tone.

“Sick, I feel
very sick, like bloody death warmed up, nurse.” he replied in a
shallow, rasping breath.

Looking at his
red, blistered palms, face, and lips, she inquired, "How did you
burn yourself, Mr. Bowley?"

"I didn't burn
myself, nurse," he replied, "they've just appeared; there are
blisters all over my body as well!"

She was
proceeding to gently remove his clothes when the duty doctor
arrived. He came over, and, after briefly looking at this new
dilemma for him to fathom out, this puzzle of suffering humanity,
which stared at him in the hope of some relief, he also introduced
himself.

"Hello, I'm
Doctor Griffin, and what's your name?"

"Colin,
doctor, Colin Bowley." came a quivering reply from the agonised
patient lying before him.

"Have you been
in contact with any chemicals lately, Colin?" The doctor

inquired.

"Not that I
know of doctor. I just drive lorries for a living." Colin replied,
puzzled at the question.

Doctor Griffin
leaned over him, "Can you turn over for me, Colin? I'd like to see
your back as well."

Colin slowly
turned, revealing his back to the doctor, whereupon the doctor
noticed that the same shallow blisters emanated from the patient's
back as well as his front.

Suddenly,
Tracey, the staff nurse, intervened in his examination, exclaiming
worriedly and slightly perplexed, "Doctor, "Your tag. It's
white!"

The tag, which
hung around the doctor's neck, was indeed white. It was an
indicator, gamma radiation, dose indicator. It was a safety monitor
for the various scans he used in the hospital. Black - all normal;
White… too much radiation! "Christ!" the doctor exclaimed, thinking
hard, trying to grasp the situation.

Stroking his
sweaty forehead, a chilling perception of the cause dawned upon
him, and his face went pale, nearly as white as the tag which hung
around his neck.

He suddenly
barked an order at nurse Setterfield with a sense of urgency in his
voice.

"No one is to
come into this department or leave it, do you understand? And
recall the paramedic team who brought this patient in, now staff!"
he said, in a commanding voice.

“Right away,
doctor!” she replied, somewhat taken aback.

Doctor Griffin
then pressed the 'panic button' on the wall of the A&E
department. The red button was used to get the hospital security to
attend, for ‘violent’ patients, well, mostly inebriated patients or
their accompanying drunken relations. He then picked up the phone
on the reception desk and hastily proceeded to dial out.

“Which service
do you require?” a voice asked down the phone...

“Police!"
Doctor Griffin stated urgently.

Then another
voice spoke, "Kent Police, can I have your name please?"

"Griffin,
Doctor Griffin. I need to speak to one of your senior officers
immediately!”

"Can you state
the nature of your inquiry, please, Doctor?"

"CBRN
incident, I am declaring a category one CBRN incident; I need to
speak to someone senior now!" he said anxiously.

"Putting you
through, Doctor." the operator replied after a few seconds.

“Hello,
Inspector Taylor here, can I help?” said another voice.

"Yes, I'm
Doctor Griffin. I'm ringing from the A&E Department of the
Darenth General Hospital. I believe we have a CBRN incident here, a
patient has been brought in with serious radiation burns, and my
gamma radiation tag has gone over its limit!"

After getting
a brief rundown of the circumstances from Doctor Griffin, Inspector
Taylor replied with an instinctive controlled tone, there are a
couple of things I must initiate, please do not hang up, doctor,"
he said calmly as the phone went silent.

Just then,
hospital security arrived.

“Staff Nurse
Setterfield, stand by the door and do not let them in!" the doctor
shouted, holding on to the phone. Staff nurse Setterfield hastily
moved towards the door, saying loudly, "Don't come in!" to the
somewhat puzzled security guards as they stood outside the A&E
entrance.

“Problems,
Doc?” shouted the burly security guard from the other side of the
A&E glass door.

“Yes, a very
big problem, we have a CBRN incident in here, no one is to leave
this department, and no one is to come in, lock all the doors from
the outside and any door which lead into this department from
inside of the hospital, until the emergency services arrive, do you
understand?" Doctor Griffin asked.

"If you say
so, doctor!” the security guard answered, while duly conforming to
the doctor's instruction by locking the entrance.

His partner,
also following the order and locking the ‘exit’ doors, then asked
what a CBRN alert meant.

“Chemical,
Biological, Radiological, Nuclear,” the burly guard replied,
feeling somewhat anxious and rather nervous.

Fifteen
minutes later, the fire brigade arrived. They were not the typical
fire engines with blue lights flashing and sirens sounding, laden
with ladders and helmeted personnel, but large red vans with
subdued, quiet, firefighters in plastic suits, looking somewhat
like astronauts. They were quickly followed by the police – a lot
of police, who, staying a discreet distance from the 'firemen,'
began to seal the hospital off.


3rd April
21:00 Hours…

Luke Grant was
sitting down to dinner in the Bombay Spice Indian restaurant
situated on Leicester Street, near the Tate art gallery in the city
of London. It was the newest Indian restaurant in town. Luke's
taste
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