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A Jet Pilot’s Fi;ht With Fear
THEY CALLED ME YELLOW
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The blast wrecked the reactor—
and everyone faced radioactive death

By DAVID O. WOODBURY

ONE sLEAK Friday afternoon at Chalk River, the atom ran
‘ wild. The date—December 12, 1952—will never be for-
gotten by atomic scientists. For the first time, the terrible
power of the atom overwhelmed the man-made reins that har-
nessed it. In a split second, the huge 30,000-kilowatt reactor in
Northern Canada was a wreck, warped by a searing blast of
one hundred million watts. And a cloud of radioactive dust
hung over the site, threatening to kill or injure the cream of
the West’s atom scientists.
The story of that day is one of violence and courage and
" hard work. But even more important, it is a story with life-
and-death meaning to Americans’ who soon may literally be
living next door to nuclear fission as atomic reactors go to
work in private industry.
True, if a reactor fails, there is no explosion. But there is a
danger just as deadly. In a recent press interview, the Atomic
Energy Commission’s Dr. Lawrence Hafstad explained:

It takes a lot of hard work to make an atom bomb.
Vou have to have everything just right to get a good ex-
plosion. Reactors are not designed to be good bombs. . . .
So, if you bave a malfunction you are not going to get an
atomic bomb explosion.

The main danger is the release of radioactive gases
which dribble out into the atmosphere and over the coun-
"tryside. Assuming that your controls went bad, the re-
actor wouldn’t heat up and vaporize in large quantities.
... In general we talk in terms of meltdowns rather
than explosions. . . . You try to guard against all possible
uncertainties and you put in (Continued on page 66)

PROTECTED from deadly radiation by lead shields, Chalk River}

personnel rush work to repair tank containing reaetor’s vital core.



