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Chapter 71.
Mamo.
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Mamo and Patrick, along with Fredricks, were waiting for him. Mamo was in his usual laid-back mode, and the German was not far behind him as they sat chatting at the table, but Patrick was frustrated, and asked if he actually needed to be there. David just instructed him to explain what he had seen and heard. 

Patrick started by explaining that it was just by chance he had come across the altercation. “The three thugs were inter-mating that once I left, the ones he called the interlopers, would have to leave or end up in one of the body skips. They also threatened to take advantage of their wives and steal their food. We bashed a few heads, and it broke up, but the leader of this group was one of those people you would not want to turn you back on, if you didn’t want a knife between your shoulder blades. Maybe just my copper's nose, but that guy is trouble.” Max insisted.

Patrick then went on to show Mamo on the map at the back of the operations room where it happened and the direction these individuals headed in. He followed it up with a detailed description of the three men.

“Mamo, I need you to infiltrate this group and ascertain their plans, or whether it is just some hotheads blowing off steam, then report back to me. Fredricks, sorry I don’t know your first name,” David said as Mamo interrupted.

“Nobody does,” Mamo said.

“It is Curt, but just call me Fredricks, please. That is fine with me.” He said.

“Can you back up Mamo, how you work it is of no consequence to me, I just need to know there is going to be no bullies throwing their weight around, killing or steeling to feather their own nests on the backs of others.” David imparted. “But Mamo, no turning them into bodies without my permission. We all know your unique way of solving problems with adversaries and the like.”

“Got it. I will keep Mamo in check. Not a problem, sir. We will get it done. Mamo, are you ready? We better go,” Fredricks suggested. “If you have nothing else for us, sir?”

Mamo gave the German a quizzical look. David suspected this was for the comment he had made about keeping Mamo in check.

As they left, David turned to Patrick. “We have just had a vehicle from that Radipole group turned around by Max as they headed for the camp. They are gone now, but this could be a power play by them. I hope not. I am sick of the death I have already been a part of. I want no more if I can help it. I know we are having a meeting tonight that this is part of, but you have a practical head on your shoulders. What direction do your thoughts lie?” David asked, wanting to canvas everyone before the meeting as he was not always getting the feedback he expected from this, so called, board of directors. They just did what he instructed without question. 

“Why put me on the spot? It can’t be my decision. You are in charge.” Patrick retorted.

“Wow,” David said, and made a mock surrender gesture. “I am not asking you to make the decision, I am just looking for your opinion, that’s all.”

“Well, like you, I would rather dissuade them than have to take lethal action. We have been very lucky so far. We have not lost many, but we can’t always be that lucky. Maybe just give them a show of force. Deter them from coming any further south. Even ask them to leave Weymouth all together. We can put six helicopters in the air, seven APCs, need to leave two at the camp, and the Jackels even. Hell, even two tanks. We should be able to put the fear of God into them with that array of firepower. Just tell them to load up and get out of town.” Patrick said.

“That was my thoughts as well. We could even reenforce it with a drone leaflet drop and a flyover by Yeovilton.” David added. “How long would it take to get the tanks there? If they woke up to being surrounded and get Evan to do a leaflet drop early in the morning, say, in a couple of days, give us time to arrange things.”

“I was thinking more like in a week, we should have more vehicles from Fairford by then. We will have the first run-through of the food distribution behind us. It would just give us a bit more time. We should be able to keep them at bay till then, shouldn’t we?” Patrick offered.

“Maybe after tonight's problems in Wyke Regis have been resolved, we can use Mamo and the German to check out the shopping centre. They seem to like this type of thing?” David offered.

“Sounds like a plan,” Patrick agreed.

“Well, we will leave the meeting for ten tonight, but obviously this may change depending on what Mamo comes up with. That alright with you?”

“That’s fine. See you later. I must go. I have borrowed Stan from Max to drive the lorry to pick up seeds and other things from the trading estate, and I am late picking up Annabelle’s guy. We need to back up the lorry with one of the APCs, so I need to go as well.” Patrick explained. “So, if there is nothing else, I need to get going.”

“Not a problem, you go,” David said. “And once I hear back from Mamo, I will call you.” With that, Patrick left.

David called Evan and asked him to come over. Evan, of course, agreed and said he would be there in ten minutes without even asking why.

Evan arrived within the ten minutes, only just giving David time to have a quick fag out the back before he arrived. “Tea or coffee?” David offered.

“Tea, please,” he responded without hesitation.

“Tell me more about this ability to drop hand grenades first. I have to admit, I am intrigued?” David asked.

“It’s the parcel delivery system. Felix came up with it. There was a forty-foot shipping container Felix opened out of curiosity. It was full of parcel drones, all the same models. Not sure how many there are, but more than we will ever need. With that and the advanced geo positioning he was working on for the government, he said he could drop anything up to five kilos onto the head of a pin.” Evan said.

“Tell me more about this positioning system?” David suggested.

“There is a universal address code for every property in the world, nailing it down to an area the size of a house. It is called plus codes, based on open-source software that has been around for decades. All the drone delivery systems use it so it can deliver a parcel exactly where you want it. It also has a height feature, so the parcel can be delivered to a covered area when the recipient is out.” He said. “Let me explain how the accuracy works. The Plus Codes are like street addresses, originally designed for people or places that don’t have an address. I believe it started with google in India. Instead of addresses with street names and numbers, Plus Codes are based on latitude and longitude, and displayed as numbers and letters. The basic Plus Codes represent an area, a house. The resolution of the area can be changed by adding or removing characters after the “+” sign. For example, this room address is, ‘HH93+9X,’ so as little as a seven-digit code gives you an area of about twenty-four feet by forty-eight feet, a standard small house size. Grid that area out by 24 you get an area six feet by three feet, pick the letter that designates the area you want, and that is the letter you add to the ‘HH93+9X,’ in this case your desk, making the desk address ‘HH93+9X3.’ Grid it out again by dividing your desk into 24 squares, making your laptop address ‘HH93+9X34,’so by adding the extra H and 4, we know the unique address in the world where your laptop is from a nine-character address, and you can go on forever reducing the size of the area down into 24 squares. Get the idea? And as you know the parcel delivery system has a clamp that holds, then places your parcel, so if you clamp the hand grenade in the clamp, then pull the pin, when it drops it will go off in the designated time the grenade is set for.”

“Brilliant, I am sure we can use that technology for something. Not sure what yet, but it is handy to know what it can do.” David acknowledged. “But the bit about only needing six number letter combinations to cover all the properties in the UK, just doesn’t seem to be enough characters to have that many combinations. Are you sure that is right?”

“That's not just for covering the UK. Seven characters, if you count the ‘+’ sign, which is always the fifth character, is enough to provide an address for every 1,152 square-foot square in the entire world. It's just simple mathematics if you think about it.”

Evan wrote the calculation down to show David how it worked. (36^6=2,176,762,336)

There are 26 letters in the alphabet and 10 digits (0 to 9) obviously, so there are a total of 36.

“So that gives you. Two billion, one hundred seventy-six million, seven hundred eighty-two thousand, three hundred thirty-six. Address codes. And obviously the more digits, the smaller square.”

“Hell, I was good at maths, but that is beyond me. I will take your word for it,” David said, still thinking that was incredible.”

“What else was it you needed?” Evan asked.

“There is something brewing in Wyke Regis. Patrick broke up a dispute there on his way back from the Southill trading estate, and threats were made toward some of the residents that have moved in there. Mamo is trying to infiltrate the troublemakers, but that is not assured yet. Can you put up a drone? You are looking for anyone carrying weapons or gathering in groups that may turn violent. I know, a bit vague, but see what you can do.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem. I will get one of my guys to put up a couple of drones and keep an eye on it,” he said.

“Will it be on the CCTV feed? I am hoping to get down there later but have a visit to jane first I must make.” David said,

“That will be automatic. All our drones are on screen in there as soon as the cameras go on.” Evan explained.

“Cheers, I didn’t realise, though you probably told me before.” David admitted.

“No worries, I will see you later.” He said.

David was aware that the drone feeds could be viewed in the CCTV room, but he hadn't realised that his special requests would be displayed there automatically. He had assumed he needed to request each of his specific feeds to be added for viewing.

Once he had left, David called Jane to find out where she was, and did she want that chat now? She explained she was in the canteen waiting for her food, so they arranged to meet up in the operations room in half an hour or after she had finished eating. David quickly made himself a drink and went outside for a cigarette and to think in advance of seeing Jane. There would be nothing on this trip for her, so needed to think of a way to keep her sweet.

Jane was punctual, not like her, but he was grateful all the same, David thought. “You wanted to hear what we have planned for your birds. Yes?”

“That’s right. What, where, and when, please?” She said curtly.

“For helping with the Williamson problem, we agreed to help them retrieve some APCs from Fairford in return. The plan is, we supply the lorries, but don’t worry, they will pick them up with their heavy lift helicopters, and we will send two Chinooks to pick up spares for the vehicles and anything we can salvage. Then have the Apache for cover for the lorries and the Chinooks.” David explained. “But that is only if we have the manpower, and if we can delay it just one extra day.”

“Who were you expecting to fly the Apache? Me?” she asked.

“Not necessarily. Mamo is quite capable if you don’t want to do it. But nothing is set in stone. We still have the problems in Wyke Regis and the Radipole Shopping centre. In fact, having you here with your experience and level head might be a good thing,” David said, flattery being better than an order.

“What is the problem in Wyke Regis?” She inquired.

David filled her in on what Patrick encountered, that Evan had drones watching over the proceedings and that Mamo and the German had gone to find out what was happening on the ground.

“Is that going to cause problems when we do the first food bag handout on Wednesday?” She asked.

“I hope to have it sorted tonight. If need be, I will send in a large force to stop it dead, then ship the troublemakers a long way away. But that is another thing, I am thinking about bringing the food handout forward by a day. Max and Annabelle say they have started sorting what will go in the bags. I will speak to them shortly, along with Terry, to see how feasible it will be. If it is possible, I will get Evan to do a leaflet drop tomorrow so people will know what time to come, where to come, and what to bring with them.” David explained. “So, if possible, I will need a lift out to the camp later. Will that be okay?”

“I see,” she said. “And as for the lift, that’s not a problem. I am running another shift out there in about an hour. Is that enough time?” She inquired.

“Should be. I need to drop in and see Evan, but I will come straight over after that.” He said.

“See you in an hour, then.”

It was only after Jane had gone, he realised, Jane had been distracted, and never followed up on the use of her birds, but suspected he would not get off that easy at the meeting. He checked Evan was back at his unit, as dragging him back over moments after he had arrived back would not be fair. Especially as he was heading that way for a lift with Jane, anyway. He grabbed his coat and side arm from the gun locker. Locked the door and went to the reception for keys to one of the SUVs. There were hardly any keys left, it seemed that most vehicles were out somewhere. Settling for the old Mitsubishi Trojan pickup that Patrick normally used, he left.

Evan, as usual, was busy, and it looked like he was well on the way to moving into the massive Chinese warehouse. “Evan, last time I was here, you were only thinking of moving in there. I had no idea you would be doing it this quick. Can you still cover the drones while you are doing all this?”

“Guess we will see, but so far, so good. The setup in the warehouse is done, so as we add a station, another person moves over there. Going like clockwork so far. All the extra bodies have made a lot of difference.” He said nonchalantly. “Let me hand this off to someone and I will be with you.”

Evan walked over to a young lad and passed over his laptop and control pad.

“Tonight, as you know, we are having a meeting about several things. One thing is we may pull the bag of food handout forward a day. Once this is settled, how quick can you print, and air drop a few thousand leaflets. You will be covering the whole of Weymouth.”

“If the artwork is done, about an hour per thousand to print and based on fifty thousand leaflets, two days. It will take less time to drop than print I expect. We have a delivery system now. Felix, of course, was the one that came up with it. To spread evenly using a grid pattern in autopilot, we can probably do two runs of two hundred, per drone per hour.” He said. “And we could put up three to six drones with no problem. If there is another one of those industrial printers in the warehouse, you can halve that.”

“Okay, I will give Linda the basics for the leaflet and once we have a time scale, I will get her to send over the file. I expect this one will be A4 or double sided A5. Is that okay with you?”

“Double-sided DL is my preference,” Evan suggested. “We have plenty of card stock for the large printer, and dividing it into DL sizes will make the process faster. Plus, it will be easier to distribute with this new system.”

“I can make that work.” Right, I have Jane waiting on me with my ride to the camp.” David said. “Oh, one last thing. Have we any more shopping bags, especially those with the wheels? I noticed at the sports field, some of the children and older people had trouble carrying shopping bags.”

“Actually, we do. We have at least one pallet of collapsable trolly bags and still have over a pallet of reusable bags. Do you want me to arrange with Jane to get them over to the camp once we have pulled everything out?” Evan asked.

“Please, that will save me a job.” David admitted. “The sooner the better. They have started filling the bags, I believe.”

“We should be able to get them out there sometime later this afternoon,” he said. “As for the leaflets, let me have the info for the leaflets once the artwork and wording are done.” Evan said as David walked out.

As David arrived late at the helipad, Jane gave him a disappointing look. He strapped in and Jane commented, “you only just made it. I was about to go without you.”

David found Max and Annabelle in the office they had set up. After pleasantries, initiated by Annabelle, they sat down. David started. “I need to know; can we do the first handout early?”

Terry jumped in. “It depends on how much earlier.”

“I would like to do it on Tuesday, starting at seven in the morning. Is that doable?”

“We have not even started setting that up across the road yet,” Max interjected.

“I was thinking for the first one we do it on the lines of what we did before, but instead of basic rows of containers, this time set it up a little more organised. Like this. David pulled a sketch from his pocket and laid it on the table. I saw we had several side opening containers. If we make a three-sided box, with the side opening one at the back, preloaded with the bags of food. Complete the box with tables where we can have the computers and scanners on. Three people to a station. Then use containers at either end to funnel people in one way and out the other. We can have people on the roofs of the containers for security, and Evan will have drones overhead, watching for trouble in the wider area.” David explained. “If anyone has any other ideas, then please speak up?” 

“How many rows were you thinking of? And are we splitting by age and sex again?” Max asked.

“I was thinking of four, if you can handle that. As for splitting people up, that is down to you. If we get a thousand people turn up, based on the throughput Alan expects three minutes per person, it should all be over in twelve hours, but as we all know, nothing ever goes according to plan. Obviously, if we have more than four stations, and we can do up to six, the less time it will take.” David said.

“We have the manpower to do more, but whether we have the time to set it all up, I don’t know. We have both Chinooks at our disposal. I suppose we can start setting it up over there. I guess it will also depend on how many side opening containers we have.” Max was saying, when Ray, one of Annabelle’s people, spoke up.

“We have been doing inventory on the food in the containers, and there are a lot of those side opening ones, most with rear personnel doors. Some of them are even set up as food vending units, complete with cookers and fryers, or decked out as mobile offices. There is even one setup as an ice-cream van,” Ray said. “Most are empty, not sure why they were with the ones full of food. Out of curiosity, I looked at some of the ones that are meant to be empty, and though they were not with the food ones, they were stacked to the brim with food. I suspect someone was feathering their own nest. It makes our job a lot harder, as we now have to check hundreds of shipping containers that may all be empty. Sorry, didn’t mean to rattle on, just thought I better say.”

“Well, that’s one thing ticked off the list,” David said. “Can we utilise the catering ones instead of the tables? Would that work better and more secure for the ones taking details and handing out the bags? Make a square with the containers, two ordinary containers, one on each side, then a side opener at the back with the shopping bags in, and a catering one at the front for the distribution point. Then all we have to do is add extra containers at each end to funnel people in and then out the other end. Just a thought.”

That could work,” Max said, and the others looked convinced.

“As for timing, I expect we will have the bags done by Sunday. The shop racking is almost complete, and they have started bringing in lorries full of supplies.” Annabelle said. “With the amount of people we have here, it will only take two days to fill all the shelves even though it is a bigger area than any superstore I have been in. Once that is done, it will only take a day to fill the bags. We intend to do extra bags with baby products for the ones with babies. Things like nappies, baby formula, and the like. We are also going to lay out the shelving just like a superstore to make it easier for the pickers. Each of the children's bags will have a chocolate bar or similar in them as they will appreciate the sugar. As for sugar and salt, I suggest, like we do on the island, we hand out a bag of sugar once a month while it lasts and salt every two months. We will not be handing out cigarettes or alcohol to anyone. We have asked that we have a container that is lockable to store all the contraband in. I hope this meets with your approval?”

“You have been doing this for a while and it is obviously working on the island, so that is something I will leave up to you. As for the contraband as you call it, maybe we should send that out to the destroyer, so it does not become a target. Alcohol, especially, will become a catalyst for those looking for Dutch courage before a fight or unrest. We can do without that.” David suggested.

“How many people will we need for the handout day whenever it is?” Max asked.

“Three per station, as registering everyone will take time and extra people. I estimate at least twenty for security, but Max will know better than me, but I suggest more, if possible. The bags will be prepacked. Talking about bags, Evan is getting jane to airlift some more over here, including some with wheels. I saw at the sports field some were too infirm or young to carry a full shopping bag. As for other bodies, as I said, you will know better than me,” David said.

“We could do with those bags soon, if possible. We are getting short. We are running low,” Annabelle interjected. “And I expect we will need them as early as tomorrow.”

“They will be here later today or early tomorrow,” David assured her. “And I will put on the leaflet that they bring any large shopping bags they have with them, so we don’t run out in the future.”

“I was allowing twenty-five for security and a further three in the APC at the end of the road in case of trouble. Plus ten for security here and a further ten will be able to be deployed at short notice.” Max said. “What do we do with troublemakers?”

“We have plenty of containers. Put them in the shipping containers until we have finished, then decide what to do with them. Split off any carrying weapons with the intent to use them. I don’t think it is feasible or safe to disarm people as they come in, but I will put something on the leaflets we drop, that anyone caught carrying weapons will be barred. Hopefully that should reduce the ones that carry for protection at least,” David said. “The real troublemakers? Now that could be another kettle of fish. You are in charge of security, you will have to make that decision case by case. I trust you to make the right decision at the time.”

“What if people say they have children but have not brought the children with them? Come to that, what about the ones too ill or infirm to make it, and someone wants to collect their provisions?” Annabelle asked.

“If people have children, they must be here on the first day to register them without exception or anyone could say they have children to get extra food. Once they are registered, well as long as they bring the child's card, and it ties up with the parent, I guess we can issue that child's food. Though anyone leaving a baby or toddler alone while they collect food, in my opinion is not that good a parent.” David said. “As for the infirm, if we know where they are, we will have to sort out some sort of delivery system for them. Not sure about that one yet.” He admitted.

“Harry delivers to those not able to come and collect from the food bank. Maybe you should talk to him about how that works. He is accompanied by two others now, a retired midwife and a woman that used to do basic nursing in a care home in Weymouth. Her, I don’t really know. She has only come forward recently. She was unaware of what we had set up, only finding us when she heard Harry when he went to collect something from his son’s house. She had been keeping her head down because she had heard several of your explosions and gunfire. But this extra help is comforting for the ones that are ill,” Annabelle explained.

“Can you arrange that, even have Brian go out with him for a day? He and even Sally, if I can convince her, between them they should come up with something,” David said. “Terry, how is the pallet racking going? And how long will it take to have all the supplies inside the warehouse, or should I call it the hanger? It’s bigger than some hangers I have seen.”

“Hanger is probably a good description, but I prefer a distribution warehouse, personally, not that it really matters what it is called at the end of the day.” Terry said. Then he went on to explain the current status of setting up the storage area, noting the completion of the first two rows and the plan to establish six rows in total by the end of the day, assuming there's adequate space for forklift manoeuvring. To ensure stability, they plan to connect the rows with scaffold poles, preparing them for pallet supply loading. He mentioned that most supermarket cages are already being sent directly to Annabelle for shelf stocking, based on the obvious packing patterns of certain lorries. However, for the remaining lorries and shipping containers, the contents remain unknown until opened, making it impossible to pre-sort. Terry also highlighted challenges faced with the random packing approach used by Williamson's team, noting the lack of logic in how items were placed into containers from lorries. These items would have to be sorted onto individual pallets and shrink-wrapped before adding them to the racking, thus taking a lot more time, so he intended to leave these until last.

“So, what I am asking is, how soon will you be ready? I need to get leaflets printed and distributed, so need to put a time and date on it.” He said. “The reason why, is I have Morgan of Yeovilton breathing down my back to honour my promise to help him airlift out supplies from Fairfield, and he is pushing for Wednesday. I prefer having a clear day between what we are doing here and going to Fairford. Could you be ready for Monday?” David asked, though it was more of a hopeful suggestion.

“Wow,” Max said. “That would be pushing it a bit. I can be ready, but not sure about the rest,” he said.

“I can be ready, as far as the bags of food are concerned, and we have enough to man the handout. But what about the people to do the scanning?” Annabelle asked.

“That I will have to check with Alan and Evan, but I can’t see why not.” David said. “Let’s work toward Monday then, and I will get back to you once I have spoken to them and checked with Jane about moving the shipping containers into position. When do you want her for that, Max?”

“Tomorrow is fine,” he replied. “Though they are here all day anyway today. And from what the pilots say, they are here for as long as we need them.

“Well, settle how many lanes you want and the shape you want them, and I will arrange with Jane for you to have the two Chinooks for as long as you want them. Though I do think if it will work, using catering containers is safer, but still, it is up to you how you do it.” David said.

“You do realise you are going to be short of guards on bag handout day for Portland,” Max commented.

“I have that covered. Patrick and his men can stand in for whatever is needed. He will have little to do with things over here. I am sure he won’t mind.” David assured him. “Now if no one needs me for anything else, I need to get back and Jane said she would be here for me at four. Meeting is still on at the moment for ten. So, Bill, Brandon, and Max, I will see you there. If the time needs to be changed for any reason, I will get word to you.”

It was Stevens that Jane sent over for him, and he was soon back at HeliOperations and back in the operations room shortly after, as Mamo called him on the radio.

Mamo explained what he had found out. “There are five of them, though it is just one man that is riling up the other four. They moved into the area over a week ago and have been systematically stripping all the other houses of food and other supplies. The ringleader, going under the name Ginger, is threatening to drive everyone off. He has a side by side 8 bore shotgun and a pistol, a Heckler and Kock VP9, I think. I didn’t get a good look at it. The other four only have between them, a pump-action shotgun, and a hunting rifle of some sort. Again, I did not see what it was as it was in a soft carry case. What would you have me do with them?” Mamo asked.

“Can you get the ringleader alone and bring him back here?” David asked. “Alive that is.”

“I don’t see why not, but are you sure you want him back, and alive?” Wouldn’t it be better if he just disappeared? We can then send the other four packing. You don’t need this aggravation with everything going on. Just leave it to us to resolve this problem for you, sir.”

David caught the “sir,” and realised what Mamo was asking. There had been so much death he had been the architect of recently. He now knew why some officers burnt out early in their career. He knew Mamo was right. If this Ginger killed just one other person, that would be down to him. But was it better to eliminate one bad apple that just might save an innocent life? Maybe. What if that man killed two people? And he could have prevented it. He had heard a quote once, from one of his officers. He hadn’t been talking to David, but to another officer, and he had always remembered it. It was by Paul Ryan. David, not knowing who this Paul Ryan was, looked him up that night on the internet. He was an American politician and leader of the house of congress over a decade ago. He was quoted as saying, “If we don't make tough decisions today, our children are going to have to make much, much tougher decisions tomorrow.” David clicked the handset. “Mamo, do it your way. I give you permission, but do it quietly. Convince the other four they should relocate far away. But remember quietly, I don’t want us looking like dictators, or come to that, The Stasi. But retrieve all the weapons. Bring them back or toss them in the bay. I just don’t want them in circulation. Then get back here. I have another job for you.”

“Will do, boss. Out.”

David was already feeling the guilt, even though he had done the right thing. He had also heard another quote from the same officer on a similar line by Thomas Sowell. “It is hard to imagine a more stupid, or more dangerous way of making decisions, than by putting those decisions in the hands of people who pay no price for being wrong.” He wondered if he was paying the price. Would he burn out one day? he thought.

Suddenly he remembered that Evan had drones over the area, so quickly called Evan and got him to stand the drones down as the problem was being delt with. Evan did not ask how it was being delt with and by who, and David did not enlighten him.

Jane was his next call, but she would have to wait while he had a drink and some air out overlooking the bay on what he now classed as his seat. He knew he would also have to see Alan for people to work the computers on Monday as he or Felix knew the systems best, and he preferred Alan to do it, as he did not know Felix that well yet.

On entering the computer room, there was no sign of either Alan or the equipment, so asked where Alan was? 

Linda, sitting in a dark corner, piped up. “He has taken over Sally’s old room to set up those computers,” she said, then gave him a smile.

“Thank you, I will go find him,” he said and left. That also reminded him that he needed to contact Sally. She would need a heads up that the Bag Day would now be Monday. He was not looking forward to that. Maybe he would get someone else to do that, but instantly felt guilty about the thought. Why am I so scared of Sally, he thought to himself? He wasn’t sure.

He could hear Alan long before he got to the room. David thought he was having trouble with the computer terminals, but when he entered, he could see the problem. Alan had just spilt a hot drink on himself. He had witnessed a similar incident with Max in the Janitor's room on the first day there. Thinking this may be him one day, he refrained from making a comment. 

“Shall I come back later?” David offered.

“No, come in. Give me a second to clear this up. Grab a seat, or a drink if you want one. The kettle is hot, I can assure you.” He said.

“No, I’m fine. I just had one.”

“Alan returned with a cloth and wiped himself and the chair down, throwing the towel into the corner once he had finished. “I guess you are here about these things?” He inquired.

“Partly,” David said. “Mainly though, I need you to train up to five people to operate them on Monday.”

“Okay, that I was not expecting. Monday, what happened to Wednesday?” Alan asked. “And five? How long will this event last?”

“We're still unsure about the number of lanes,” David admitted. “Max hasn't decided yet. Based on your estimate of the time it will take to register each person, and assuming we have eight hundred attendees, it could take anywhere from eight to twelve hours. This also depends on whether our attendance estimate is accurate.”

“So, ten people realistically, then. We can’t have people going that long in one stint. It wouldn’t be fair. But where will I get ten from?” He asked.

“Some of your people and some that are over at the camp doing the packing. They will finish the bags by Sunday, and there are over twenty people working on it. This will mean once you have it set up, you will need to take them over there and use one of the large empty offices to train everyone. This room is not really big enough. But once you have them programmed, they must be kept under lock and key. Can you do that?” David asked.

“That shouldn’t be a problem. I expect there is somewhere over there that can be secured. I will talk to Max,” he said. “As for training people, it shouldn’t take long. It is a pretty simple and foolproof system. There won’t be many steps in the process. It will be the adding of babies and toddlers that will extend the time it takes, depending on how many of them there are. But it only takes a fingerprint scan, then swipe of the card you are issuing to that person. Then, for each toddler or baby, press a function key to add an additional card for a baby or child. I will split babies and toddlers into separate data fields, F1 for babies, and F2 for toddlers, for instance.” He said.

“I will take your word for it. I am your typical technophobe.”

“Well, let me know how many people you can rustle up and I will talk to Annabelle, to see how many she will have willing to participate. But I know she is providing some of the ones to hand out bags, and there will be several of our people that are currently setting up over there. But as this is going to happen every week, I am not sure how many of Annabelle’s people will want to do this long term. But we will cross that bridge when we get to it. Hopefully, some of the Weymouth people can help one day, once we can trust that they will not rip off the food for themselves.”

“Oh, aren’t you the paranoid one?” Alan scoffed.

“Well, you saw those skinny women and kids. This food is for them. But did you notice, the men were fairing a lot better. Whether that was because they were better at scavenging or they were stronger, so taking from others, I’m not sure,” David said.

“Actually, I didn’t. I was tied up here.” Alan admitted.

“Well, you saw the children that came over with Brenda. They looked fat and well dressed in comparison.” 

“Okay, I see what you mean, then. Maybe I should be over there on Monday. I can do a stint on the data collection. I should do my bit. I am getting lazy sitting behind a desk all day. So, we only need to find nine now.” He realised. “I will find five others from my people. I know one that will volunteer, Linda. There are a few others that should be willing. How about we say tomorrow afternoon? Can you arrange that in time?” Alan asked.

“Linda, why am I not surprised there?” He said. “As for volunteers, I will contact Annabelle. Just give me a moment. I do take it these will be ready?” 

“Yes, they are done, all six of them. I just need to add the data fields...”

David cut him off. “Just need to know they will be ready. Don’t try to explain the technical stuff. I am, as I said, a sure fired technophobe.” 

David called Max and spoke to Annabelle, and she said she would find at least five for the scanning, and tomorrow afternoon was not a problem. David passed the information to Alan, then left to catch up with Jane. 

On arriving at the HeliOperations, David could instantly see Jane was in a better mood. “Jane, as of tomorrow morning, can they have both Chinooks over at the camp to lift quite a few shipping containers into place for Monday’s bag handout?”

“Yes, they can have them whenever they want. They know that,” she said. “But why have you moved it to Monday?”

“This thing with Yeovilton, we will need at least one day for a breather to get over the bag day, as someone is now calling it, and sort out any problems that might arise. So, I made the decision to bring it forward two days. They said it will be a rush, but they are confident they will be ready.” He explained.

“Well, I am hungry, so you can give me a lift back, if that is okay?” Jane said.

They drove back in relative silence, and Jane went straight into the canteen. David headed to the CCTV room to catch up with the developments at the Radipole Shopping Centre.

“Hi Brenda, where is Sandra?” 

“She has gone for something to eat. I expect her back by seven. Can I help?” She offered.

“Just came in for an update on the situation at the shopping centre. Anything significant happened, do you know?”

“The two that returned after the APC sent them packing got quite a hiding from the trio, as Sandra calls the three in charge.” Brenda stated. “But no others have gone out since.”

“Well, that is good to hear. They must have taken that message we sent seriously, then. Maybe they will stay in their part of town for now, if we are lucky.” David hoped. “Okay, tell her I was here, and I will come back later to see her, please.”

“I will,” she said.

David literally walked straight into Linda as he left the CCTV room, culminating in a passionate kiss.

“Have you eaten since your breakfast?” she asked, then gestured with air quotes. “or should I say your second breakfast?”

“No, I haven’t, and thanks for not dropping me in it. If I had said it was late elevenses, and she had been too busy to eat. I would be in her bad books again.” He suggested.

“You are only in her bad books all the time because we are together. She is female, and a jealous female at that. Ignore it. I do.” She offered. “Now time you ate. But go over to the apartment and take the dog out while I collect something from the canteen. If you go in there, someone will collar you for something,” she said. “No arguments.”
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David followed Linda’s instructions and made his way to the apartment block. The sight of the dog brought a smile to his face, and he wasted no time in showering it with affection. After a brief moment of bonding, he seized the dog's ball and ventured outdoors. “You know, I've been meaning to give you a proper name. 'Dog' just doesn't seem fitting. Let's consult Linda first; wouldn't want to upset her, would we?” he mused aloud to the canine companion.

David crouched down to the dog's level, the ball in hand. With a playful grin, he tossed it gently, watching as the dog bounded after it with infectious enthusiasm. As the dog eagerly retrieved the ball, David couldn't help but laugh, enjoying the simple pleasure of the moment. Each throw and joyful bark from the dog seemed to lift his spirits, temporarily easing the weight of his responsibilities. In that brief interlude, amidst the chaos of their circumstances, David found a sense of solace and companionship in the company of his furry friend.

After indulging in a delightful meal of chicken chow mein with Linda, David felt a sense of contentment wash over him. It had been ages since he savoured this dish, not since his days in the military, when the MRE version left much to be desired. As they shared this meal together, David couldn't help but reflect on the love they shared, a bond that had only grown stronger over the last few weeks. 

It was moments like these, sitting down together for a meal, that reminded David of the simple joys in life. The warmth of Linda's smile across the table, the familiar comfort of their shared laughter. It all made him feel truly blessed. Despite the chaos and uncertainty surrounding them, being able to steal away these moments with Linda filled him with hope for the future.

As they finished their meal, David gently broached the topic of the upcoming meeting. He asked Linda if she could lend her help in preparing drinks for everyone before the meeting commenced. She readily agreed, promising to be in the operations room by ten minutes to ten. With a sense of reassurance, David bid Linda farewell and made his way back to the centre.

His first order of business was to check in with Bradley about the progress of the phone system. With only a few phones working sporadically, David knew they had to address this issue swiftly to ensure effective communication with everyone.

“Bradley, where are you with getting the internal phones working?” he inquired.

“Most have been working for more than a week now,” he said. “I did send up a list of the numbers to you a few days ago.”

“Must have mislaid that, though I can’t remember ever seeing it.” He admitted.

“Here is the new list. It now includes the health centre, Camp, Annabelle, Jane, Evan, and though not working yet, Max and Patrick, they should be up later today. The new surgery, the fish packing plant, your apartment, Brenda, and Alan will be connected within a few days. Once I have any added, I will send the numbers over to you,” Bradley said. “I am just overseeing everything because you asked me to get it sorted out, but it is two of the ones from Bovington along with our guy, Finn Rodgers, that are the ones that are actually doing the connections. I just leave them to it. They are telephone engineers. I’m not. My field is radio systems. My knowledge of telecommunications is at best limited. I just wait for them to update me, which they do daily.”

“Fair enough. Thanks for the list. I will leave you in peace.” David said as he left.

David found Sandra in the CCTV room this time and she updated him on the Shopping centre. 

“As Brenda told you, it is all quiet there at the moment. I will let you know if it changes, she said.

David thanked her and returned to the operations room, where he found Fredricks and Mamo with his feet up on the table. Quickly taking his feet down, mamo sat up. 

“Are you ever not totally laid back, Mamo?” David asked. 

“You know how it is. We take our breaks when we can.” He said.

“True enough, been there, done that,” David agreed. “I take it there will be no more trouble in Wyke Regis?”

“Not from them ever again, there won't be,” he said nonchalantly.

“We are having a bit of trouble from the group of bikers that have moved into the Radipole Shopping centre. I need you to check it out. What I really need to know is, are they going to try to expand their sphere of influence? Sandra has cameras inside and outside the place. Maybe go down to the CCTV room and familiarise yourselves with the place first. That is, if you are prepared to check it out?” David inquired.

“Sounds like a good place to start. What do you think Fredricks?” Mamo asked.
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