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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.
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you read my books, they are not what you were expecting.

*****

 


Author
Note

 


A word about my writing,
facts, and study material: Trust me when I say; I get all my facts
right before I put pen to paper; this gives me the privilege to
distort them as much as I please with a clear
conscience.

 


All political, religious,
etc. connotations are fictitious; offence taken by oneself or on
behalf of others is by personal choice.

*****

 


 


 


 


 



Introduction

An electromagnetic pulse (sometimes abbreviated as an EMP)
is a burst of electromagnetic energy that has the ability to ‘fry’ electronic circuitry
in any device as to make it unusable. Electromagnetic radiation's
abrupt pulse usually results from certain types of high energy
explosions, especially nuclear detonations. However, with the rapid
development and understanding of physics and electronics, this
phenomenon can now be produced with far less drastic
methods.

In short, it has the
potential to disable all electronics and microcircuitry within a
vast radius of its deployment and instigation. The meaning for you
is that the society you are used to, which is totally reliant on
such electronics, and the consequences of its failure by the use of
an EMP, would be catastrophic!
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The plan

Harbens grinned at Quanshi, who was working opposite him.

'The slity-eyed'
oriental is nearly finished.’ he thought to himself.

The last of thirty,
then we are done.

He then spoke.
“Confusion, confusion, after losing the ability to communicate, that would
be the first noticeable effect.”
he said to Quanshi.

Harbens, felt a
fanatical sense of power rising in his soul, as his fingers gently
stroked one of the devices that Quanshi had completed on the table
in front of him. Feeling its circuitry gently with his fingers,
gave him great joy, as Quanshi tweaked its circuitry here and
there.

To Harbens, physically, it was no more than a mass of wires, connecting a matrix
of capacitors, inductors, diodes, and circuitry, encompassing a
triple flux coil. He knew nothing of microelectronic circuitry, not
even the simple principle of a Tesla coil. The laws of physics were
beyond him. It mattered not to him, as all that mattered was that
this beautiful instrument of electronic and explosive potential,
had the capacity to fulfill his fanatical, religious wish, to kill,
kill, kill in the name of Mohamed, peace be upon him.

Quanshi, looked at
Harbens with utter contempt, and just smiled his unreadable smile.
Personally, he detested this ignorant Muslim, this follower of a
blood monger. He who just lusted for blood for no purpose than
following a doctrine of fanatical hate, that and some ideal of
revenge for no purpose than his misguided beliefs, battered into
his brain as a child by his elders. Teachings, given him by
hate-filled old fools, wanting all to succumb to fear and
conformity, for what use they were.

Quanshi reflected, "Who said the only thing worse than a fool is an old fool?’
Well, there are idiots who cannot reason for themselves, who cannot
comprehend the true meaning of life, other than to hate.

Hate and kill until
everything is the same, even then, they start looking around to
hate again, for no reason other than hate’s unquenchable thirst
for blood!"

Quanshi, silently
recited a mantra in his mind to calm his thoughts; 'Ye who suffer
know, you suffer from yourself, none other compels, none other hold
you that live and die, who spin upon the wheel, and hug and kiss
its tire of tears, its spokes of agony, its nave of
nothingness.'

He pondered again as he worked; "Protestants and Catholics; Shiites and Sunnis;
Arabs and Jews, why do they hate each other? They all worship the
same deity, do they not?" The holy teachings in the Koran, the
Bible, and the Tanakh, all adhere to spiritual doctrines of
enlightenment and light from the one god, so why do radical zealots
and blood mongers corrupt the true meanings and philosophy for
their own ends?

Quanshi had
co-operated with this hate-filled, fanatical Islamist, for one
singular purpose only: for the realisation of his own
divinity’s sacred ideals, and teachings.

"What does this ignorant fool know of true spiritual
enlightenment?" Quanshi reflected, ‘pure thought, spreading like a Mandala of electrical
circuitry growing, spreading out in a logical sequence of divinity.
Thus, is the application of my discovery of inverse proportionality
and its application to an EMP.’

 


Thoughts ran through his mind; 'Very big bombs might have better area coverage of high
fields by going to higher burst heights. But for peak fields, the
burst yield is only a minor consideration, as the inverse square
law is less relevant because there are saturation effects that
limit high-altitude EMP to about 50,000 volts per meter. These
saturation effects mean that the intensity of the EMP is relatively
uniform over an extremely large area, regardless of the power of
the gamma radiation hitting the source region.

Quanshi, mulled other
thoughts through his mind; 'Another factor in the equation that
makes the inverse square law less relevant is that it applies to
the total energy density expanding outward from a single point. The
damage generated by the EMP is dependent upon the electric field
intensity in volts per meter (or the magnetic field intensity in
amperes per meter). These destructive components are linearly
proportional to distance.'

To Quanshi, his creations were a labour of pure love, resulting from a lifetime of
study, perseverance, and ingenuity. To him, they were, in point of
fact, his babies, born from his mental and physical endeavor over
months, years.

Ever since the
'capitalistic' Americans project ‘Starfish
Prime’ was carried out, he had nurtured such a dream, spawned the
concept. Now, with money and equipment supplied from his superiors,
he had arduously conceived his electro-magnetic Mandala, and now
his work was done!

The tree of fruition
from his mind, spirit, and being, gave enlightenment, meaning, and
reality!

To their respective masters, however, both Harbens and Quanshi’s thoughts, beliefs,
and doctrines were of no consequence, irrelevant.

To one, the devices were a political weapon
to regain a country; to the other, a
lesson to be taught from a religious ideology of psychotic hate and
death.

Quanshi, reflected on
the delivery system for his' babies of birth' his seeds to a higher
awareness for humankind. He thought of his real aim, his ultimate
purpose, the return of his beloved inspiration, his Dali lama, to
the temples of Tibet.

He reflected on his beautiful country and
the brutal tyranny and
subjugation of its monks by its neighbor's ignorance. The thought
of his country of origin being free, in a state of harmony and
purity, filled him with inner joy.

He knew that obtaining an intermediate-range ballistic
missile is not a project of
any major difficulty or even the often-mentioned idea of an EMP
attack from a container-ship missile system. His
‘superiors’ had discussed scenarios like the mini version of
the Sajjil-2, accurate in every detail to its mother, contained in
a copy of the Russian developed; Club-K container
system.

Like any other container shipped through the sea lanes to
its destination, secrecy is
very improbable, much too detail, leaving so many avenues of
evidence.

Quanshi, also knew
there were many additional and much more ingenious possible methods
of executing an EMP attack and many other ways that the perpetrator
could avoid forensic identification or an audit trail.

For example, a scud missile could just be traced to what it
was, and as numerous
countries in the Middle East have possession of them through an
arms seller or mediatory of sorts, they are another scenario. But
why go to all that trouble when a simple surface to air missile
(SAM) such as an anti-aircraft missile, or a drone, will suffice as
a delivery system?

Sure, the range is
not particularly good, but once it was deployed for launch on-site,
say on the edge of a major city; the only way it has to go is up!
It just depends on whether the goal is to neutralize a whole
country's electronic infrastructure or watch a city squirm, giving
out a message of fear and vulnerability to the rest of that
particular nation.

 


The office

Neil sat in his
office, squinting at the screen in front of him, as his fingers
tapped away at the keyboard directly below. Now and then, he paused
to pick up his coffee, which he loudly sipped, much to the
annoyance of Lloyd, his fellow employee just to the left of him. At
approximately ten o’clock, Lloyd ate his apple.

He always did at this time, Neil thought, listening
to the crunch from every
bite. He lent back and stroked the muscles on the back of his
neck.

He did not dislike Lloyd. In fact, he admired
his outlook on life. Unfettered by
too much conformity and regulation, Lloyd would flee the city's
confines with his wife and travel to far-flung places.

Looking around, he noticed Linda, sitting at her meticulously tidy desk. He watched,
as she dropped a crumb from a cookie she was eating on to her
keyboard, and hastily bringing out some tweezers, she plucked the
offending item from between the keys.

Behind Lloyd was Tam,
rather Tabatha, altogether a very strange life form! She was
voluntarily isolating herself, living in her vain little world of
self-importance. Neil recited his little ode in his mind. He often
did when he found a woman unreachable due to her vanity: Her
persona was precocious and pernicious. Her precept was; she was
perfect! Neil wondered what made a woman like that. Had she been
scorned earlier on in her life, or was she taught that she was the
center of the universe by her parents?

Whatever it was, she
was doomed to live a narrow-minded, insular life. Who knows, she
might find a type of love. If she did, it would be a hell of a
conditional sort of love, the sort where her partner would have to
sign a pre-marital agreement of some kind. Still, even a glimmer of
the real thing is better than none. Better to have glimmered love
than never to have loved at all! Neil philosophically
reflected.

He shook himself back to his reality
and his immediate tasks.

‘Oh, how I love the complexity of math tables.’ he joked to
himself, returning to his spreadsheets on the screen.

Outside, a bright sunny morning, was beckoning all those who were looking through
the tinted windows of the office complex.

Just then, his phone rang. He answered it with a hushed voice, not to be overheard,
knowing it was his wife, as she always rang around that
time.

"Hello, darling," he
whispered upon hearing her voice.

"Hi Neil, don’t forget to pick up some wine on the way home.
I have the film you wanted so that we can have a cozy night in
front of the TV!"

"OK, I won’t forget, love you, take care," Neil replied lovingly. He
then slowly and quietly put the receiver down, cautiously looking
around before returning to his work.

A few minutes later, as Neil sipped on a fresh cup of coffee, his computer
suddenly went off. In fact, all the computers in the room went off,
and at the same time, the office lights went out.

A cheer broke out around the office as
everyone looked up and relaxed.

As conversations bandied around the office, some started to query their
dilemma. others just relaxed and stared out, as the morning sun lit
the office with an amber glow.

"Wonder how long the power cut will last?"
a jovial office clerk said, to no
one in particular.

"Let’s hope for the rest of the day!" a colleague
retorted.

As he sat there leaning back relaxing, Lloyd decided to ring his wife on his mobile
phone, which was normally taboo in the office, but no one would
mind under the circumstances. He switched it on, but it did not
work.

"Does your phone
work?" he said to Neil, sitting opposite.

Neil produced his
mobile, which he had put on silence, and found it was
dead.

"No,
it’s
dead. Why? Doesn’t yours work either?" he replied.

"Strange? I know I charged it, but it's flat as a
pancake!" Lloyd answered,
feeling rather perplexed. In fact, no one’s phone
worked.

"Has anyone phoned the power company on a landline?"
a voice said in the
distance.

"What, with a power
cut?" someone questioned.

"No,
he’s
right; the phone company has its own power supply. It always works
when there is a power outage." an informed colleague
said.

"Well, not this time!" someone else said, as he put down another phone, no
dialling tone on any of them.

"That’s odd?" Neil
said.

Just then, someone burst into the office,
exclaiming, "All the cars
have stopped!"

"What?" Neil questioned, as he stood up.

"All the cars in the
street outside, they have all cut out!" the breathless informer
exclaimed, excitedly.

Together with other perplexed employees of the office, Neil
looked down onto the street,
and sure enough, people were milling about, out of their cars,
talking, and scratching their heads. A small group was even trying
to bump-start a singular car.

As the morning crept into
the afternoon with no change in their predicament and numerous
'what to do' conversations by management, an executive decision was
made.

"Well,
that’s today’s work over with!" Someone said, as staff slowly
started to file out of the office.

In the hallway, an
employee was trying to call a lift, much to the hilarity of his
workmates.

"It’s the stairs pal. All the way down!" a voice said
sarcastically.

The owner of that sarcastic voice walked down the stairs
and strode to his car, which
was parked under the office complex, only to find his key fob would
not open the car
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