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- CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR - 

IN CHORUS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

February 24, 2021, 

U.S. Presidential Election Watch 

Castle of Chambord 

Second floor of the Donjon, 10:53 pm 

 

 

Galvanized. 

By the vibrations he feels in the soles of his feet, trans-

mitted by the cold stones of the Chambord castle. 

The clamours. 

The clamours of the Darwinian people who, in chorus, 

in the large rooms on the first floor, chant the name "Dar-

win" to crack the walls. The 650 members of the Darwinian 

community present in the perimeter all responded to Bea-

gle's call when he convened his "extraordinary council," as 

he has done twice in the past. Each time, it was at the dawn 

of one of their resounding successes - including the capture 

of Chambord. 

Beagle walks quietly on the balcony, keeping the 

crowd waiting. A few moments of open fullness, a subtle 
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blend of planning, repetition of his speech, control and a 

sense of power.  

Ready and waiting, before descending, he puts one 

hand in his pocket and pulls out his phone. He looks at the 

phone for a long time, smiles, and dials a number. 

Victory. Legitimacy. Truth. We are going to establish 

the ethical, natural and absolute superiority of our current 

of thought. Tomorrow we will be thousands of followers. We 

will have to take the city of Blois. Establish a colony in Che-

nonceau. Come on, Beagle. You are the guide. Try to set all 

this up. 

Just one ring before we pick up the phone. On the 

other side, we answer him by whispering, and he surprises 

himself to do the same:  

— Do you always have them in sight? That's perfect... 

How? Behind a clinic, in Mosnes... Strange... and you say 

that when they left Saint-Martin-Le-Beau, they took a sick 

person in the back of the ambulance truck?... Hmm... in my 

opinion, they must have care to give to one of their own... 

OK. Two armed women entered the clinic... But the others? 

The men, I mean... the cardiologist there... and the patient, 

and the big man... Yes, the one with white hair, still inside 

the truck? Very well, very well... Well, there's not enough 

of you, the fight would be uneven, they have guns and you 

only have your bows. Just keep them in sight, and square the 

perimeter if necessary, but above all, don't let them get away 

from you! You don't have long to hold on. Give me the exact 

coordinates, I will mobilize reinforcements, and for this oc-

casion I have authorized the use of gas-powered vehicles. 

The trucks will arrive from the Mont-Prés-Chambord and 

Huisseau-sur-Cosson outposts in about 40 minutes. But we 

have Anaïs and Sylvine who are out with about ten of their 

hunters. They were tracking game at night in the woods of 

Vallières-les-grandes, but I asked them to be ready... Yes, 

they are on their bikes, but you know the twins, they are very 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
3 

fast... within twenty minutes they will be there. As soon as 

you're in numbers, hold the perimeter of the clinic and call 

me. I'll see you soon. I'm going to speak to our people. And 

may Darwin and Nature be with you. 

Beagle's hanging up. 

It's about time. 

In one minute, he makes two short phone calls. A few 

words. Clinic, Mosnes. Reinforcements. Contain, important. 

He leaves the balcony, touches his large office, crosses 

the apartments, enters the large central staircase, and de-

scends, under the cheers. 

 

 

At the same time 

Parking of the Tuffeau Clinic, on the edge of the village of 

Mosnes, in the outskirts of Amboise 

22h53 

 

 

Whiplash. 

I am alert. Lively.  

Angry, in fact. 

That's not like me, and I quickly understand what's 

happening to me. It's the massive dose of steroids that Mar-

garet gave me that's having an effect, and I find myself rais-

ing my fists and instantly warning myself like a boxer when 

you knock on the back door of the car. 

It's Margaret, back with Stéfania: the two women have 

a machine gun on their shoulders, finger on the trigger, bar-

rels pointing down. As they walk, you can barely hear their 

feet touch the ground. Sylvio, serene, nods his head and 

jumps out of the truck.  

Everything goes extremely fast: they quickly lower 

Sandwill down, surround him and then drag the clumsy can-

didate towards the clinic. Sylvio signals me to come out 
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quickly and helps me to lower the stretcher. A little abruptly, 

he misses dropping the large Lifepak that allows me to mon-

itor his parameters live, apologizes greatly, and once the 

wheels are on the ground and the whole thing is stable, lets 

me push: he leads the way, pointing his machine gun at the 

shoulder on the slightest leaf that moves, squaring the whole 

perimeter. 

Well, well. for people in their fifties, they are alert like 

foxes. It's crazy, they move like gazelles... I hope to arrive at 

this age in the same state of fitness, rather than looking like 

their future "Vice President". 

Fifty years old. 

I'm already going to try to get through this crazy night 

in one piece. With a big question mark about freedom, and 

the chance to see my family, my children again. Shake my 

head: I'll stop projecting myself further than an hour from 

now, otherwise I'll have a panic attack. In any case, the cor-

ticoid boost gives me a perfect illusion of being in perfect 

physical shape: I whip my "Private Patient" as if nothing had 

happened with remarkable strength and dexterity. 

The man is stable: 22 of respiratory frequency, 92% 

saturation in the blood with air enriched to 50% oxygen.  

That's good... you're going to get him up to the coro-

nary artery graph table.  

I push him towards the entrance, with great strides. 

When something is holding me back. 

I stop. 

The VP grabbed me by the arm. He squeezes. Wor-

ried, I instantly check his vitals on the monitor, blood pres-

sure, heart rate, saturation, everything is fine. I question him 

with my eyes through the silicone mask that crushes his har-

nessed face. 

And then, boom. 

No time to look at him. 

He rips off his mask.  
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And breathes.  

He breathes, full lungs. The icy air of the French night. 

Sylvio falls on top of me with an air of saying "what's going 

on? "but the man raised a hand, in a gesture as authoritative 

as it was begging:  

— Please... stop, doctor Lafaye...  

The man raises his eyes to the celestial vault, and 

points his index finger upwards: 

—... this may be the last time I see the sky. I want to 

breathe on my own... just a second. 

And he breathes. Deeply. 

And I can't believe my eyes.  

It's too much.  

Fuck, but... It's...  

Once again, it's completely crazy. I forget his respira-

tory distress, the heart attack, Margaret, the bullets, every-

thing... when I recognize that face. It's unbelievable. In line 

with that unlikely day. 

Actually, no, Guy. We're not that close anymore, even 

if I continue to be amazed, I should tell myself that it goes 

with everything else and that it almost makes sense. 

Sylvio looks at me and laughs. He shrugs his shoul-

ders, with an air of saying "eh Dottore... we still manage to 

surprise you?". The respiratory distress comes back, the fu-

ture Vice-President is again looking for his breath, and says, 

struggling with his jerky voice between inspirations: 

— All right guys... put the mask back on. And believe 

me Doctor... I sincerely thank you... for what you're... doing. 

But if you could... succeed... it would be good... for all of 

us...  

Mechanically, I put the Non-Invasive Ventilation 

mask back on him, still flabbergasted. It takes a minute for 

the VP to catch his breath again through the air under posi-

tive pressure. Then a "go" from Sylvio's hand and we push 
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the stretcher further forward, to pass through a small emer-

gency door at the back of the clinic, obviously forced.  

— Come on Dottore, let's push! And we go inside, 

there is no more alarm, that's Stefania and Margaret's skill, 

we can go! 

Dark. Empty.  

Clean. 

Walking through the sanitized corridors of this impec-

cably run clinic is icy. Illuminated by Sylvio with the mini-

mal glow of a small flashlight, floats the strange impression 

of entering the world before - or more exactly, in its ruins. 

First asleep, then forgotten, and finally deceased, as if sacri-

ficed on the altar of a viral disease that has become the gra-

vedigger of a vanished civilization. 

A civilization that was going fast. 

Perhaps too fast.  

A ball of anguish grabbed my throat: I searched but 

could not find the spark that would lead me to believe that 

one day this place would come back to life. I digest this, 

sweep in my usual optimism, and concentrate on what 

comes next. At the bend in the corridor, we pass an intensive 

care unit, I think the coronary angiography room shouldn't 

be far away.   

But it comes back. 

Even at this time of the night, a year ago to the day, a 

care structure of this size had to be animated at the very 

least. It was the beginning of the shift: the doctor would have 

made his rounds, had coffee with the nurses, in a night that 

could be calm as well as agitated. A patient who is not well, 

a rhythm disorder to be shocked with a defibrillator, a family 

to be prevented, an infusion to be changed, an urgent patient 

to be taken care of would not be taken care of. 

There is nothing.  

Nothing but a frightening emptiness. I find myself 

looking for the sound of the muffled footsteps of the hooves 
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on the white linoleum. Disappearing, like the little glow 

from open patient rooms, or the alarms of the surveillance 

scopes.  

We walk for a minute under a canopy, illuminated by 

the moonlight, and as we enter another dark corridor and 

Sylvio holds the door for us, the VP pulls on his mask, and 

quickly says in one go, before flicking it over his nose:  

— You should send an update about the cheese. 

Sylvio nods his head, waves at us to continue, and 

takes a phone out of his pocket. Behind us, I look over and 

see him composing a text message.  

 — That's it! It's done pronto! And in Italian per fa-

vore, it's logical, when we're talking about Parmigiano Reg-

giano, isn't it, Dottore? 

Well...  Stop trying to understand, old Guy. And let's 

get to work. We've arrived. 
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- CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE - 

THROUGH THE CLOUDS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

22h57  

A few moments later 

300 km above the surface of the Earth. 

 

— Mrs. Urulala? Your brain wave data indicates that 

you are about to go into a deep sleep cycle. I think it is im-

portant that I wake you up now so as not to degrade the qual-

ity of your waking after this brief restorative sleep. 

The billionaire ticks. Breathes, grimaces, comes out of 

a wonderful dream rubbing her eyes, irritated. FRANQLIN 

is undeniably intelligent, even if this attempt at tact is a com-

plete failure. The circumstance does not lend itself to it, but 

she had just given herself up, at last, to a little sleep. 

— FRANQLIN... what's going on?  

— I apologize, Mrs. Urulala. I can tell from the tone 

of your voice that you are upset, I did my best. 

— Good analysis. Stop taking gloves, leave it to the 

humans and get to the point, please.  
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— You had asked me to wake you up in case of any 

unexpected event concerning candidate Sandwill and the 

case has just come up. 

Sandwill. The elections. The satellite images, the res-

cue truck and the car following them. Everything comes to-

gether, the ideas chase the mist from her mind, in a second 

it is alert, floating in the cabin towards the control panel. 

— OK. Expose your analysis. 

— You were complaining about the quality of Mr. 

Sandwill's satellite tracking by M.U.C.'s satellites. The 

South Korean military satellite began a satisfactory scan of 

the area at the scheduled time. In accordance with what you 

mentioned, I took the liberty of using the backdoor you had 

installed there before launching. I am afraid that the rescue 

truck in which Mr. Sandwill is being transported is just a 

blanket, as they stopped at a deserted care facility but pushed 

a patient into it. 

— A patient? Is Sandwill sick?  

— This complex situation is beyond my ability to in-

terpret. However, we have a window of a few minutes 

through the clouds where the images are clear, and I propose 

to show them to you. 

— All right, send everything you have in my VR hel-

met, I'll compile the data, I also want a map of the area and 

if you can get thermal images of 500 meters in their perim-

eter, please sort out between humans and animals. 

She puts on the device, placing herself in the center of 

her capsule.  

— And above all, FRANQLIN, stay offline. Don't 

broadcast this on social networks, I want to understand 

what's going on first. 

— It is done, your workspace is reconstituted in holo-

graphic sphere, your favourite configuration, with all that I 

collected. It is dark, we recognize little the faces, I took the 

liberty to project you reconstructions of the images by A.I.   
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Mackto Urulala opens his eyes and penetrates her vir-

tual reality universe - a reconstruction of the inner contours 

of her capsule, which have become luminous for the occa-

sion. FRANQLIN then projects into the reconstructed cabin, 

a ballet of virtual screens that she can interrogate with her 

fingertips, zooming in and out at will by scrolling through 

the images as she pleases. At the same time as she inspects 

the aerial views of the truck and the plans of the region, she 

comments aloud. 

— All right, now... They stopped near a clinic, I see 

Sandwill, it's his silhouette... here? It's very similar, your AI 

reconstructions, FRANQLIN, but you're nice to Sandwill 

who is much older... OK, I see four other people in all... 

three are armed... and a guy on a stretcher, you're right. 

— Yes, Mrs. Urulala... It's not Mr. Sandwill. I imagine 

that man must be sick, there's no point in carrying him 

around if he isn't. 

— Hmm... I recognize two of the silhouettes we saw 

above Sandwill's house, the armed woman and the bald 

man...   

— I wanted to tell you that it is reported in the area 

that a French rescue truck stamped "SAMU" was stolen after 

attacking the hospital in the large neighbouring town.  

— Show me the reports, please. 

Neither one nor two, the transcripts of the radio ex-

changes appear on the virtual screens, and at the same time, 

FRANQLIN translates them into English and reads them out 

loud, with the same panic as the soldiers shouting in their 

radios. Urulala reads, listens, and comments in a low voice. 

— Two assailants... a woman, probably a military 

woman, a cardiologist... and a "SAMU" truck. 

— The registration number corresponds - it is the 

truck number 3 that was stolen, the number is on the roof.  

— Anyway, of course it's them... I don't know what's 

going on. FRANQLIN? 
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— Yes, Mrs. Urulala? 

— Call me Mackto, or Mommy, you're tiring me out. 

I can make out on the stretcher a surveillance device next to 

the man. There are traces, the angle of vision is very sharp, 

but... can you analyse these traces, FRANQLIN? 

— I'm starting a reconstruction right now. 

Immediately, FRANQLIN zooms in, re-processes the 

data from the photos, and in a second, here are the electro-

cardiogram-physical tracings that have been flattened and 

reconstructed in 2D. 

— I'm proud to tell you that I went through a software 

program for intelligent graphic analysis of electrocardio-

grams and that it is an A.I. that has just been bought by 

Mackto Urulala Health Corp, your "Health" branch.  

— Well, for once I'm doing things legally... put an 

email of congratulations to the boss of my health branch, 

will you? How about it? 

— Mama Mackto, everything indicates that a man has 

a myocardial infarction. It's consistent with the thousands of 

images I compare on the web, I can see "Pardee waves" on 

the few exploitable traces.  

— Just Mackto, FRANQLIN. There's a moment when 

the guy takes off his mask, and it looks like he's talking for 

a few seconds, then the men put the mask back on and push 

him inside the clinic... The image is in black and white, I ask 

you a lot, but can you reconstruct this face? 

— Of course, I can. I have already done it. That's why 

I made the decision to wake you up. Here is the face of the 

man on the reconstructed stretcher. As it is in black and 

white, I propose three shades of skin. 

The image appears on his desk as a computer-gener-

ated image. 

Mackto Urulala tears off her virtual reality mask. 

She shouts an "Oh" of astonishment. 
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Supporto italiano. Messaggio al presidente Thomasson. 
Il nostro tifo elettorale, signor Presidente. A breve vi in-
vieremo un carico di parmigiano reggianno. Per la vitto-
ria. Un po' danneggiato, ma non ci dovrebbero essere ri-
tardi...  
 

She stays a few seconds without moving. Her eyes 

wide open. Then explodes: 

— Of course! Damn, Thomasson, bastard, but how 

clever! It could only be him, Sandwill’s Vice-President! 

Fuck, nobody saw it coming! 

— Is there a problem, Mackto? I don't agree with this. 

According to the constitution, this man cannot become Vice 

President. 

— Yes, he can! I will explain... Ah, goddamn it, god-

damn it, I can't believe it! 

She blows, a smile on her lips, with an impression that 

hasn't happened to her for a long time. The satisfaction of 

being surprised. 

— FRANQLIN, a priori, if we play our cards right, I 

wouldn't need to crash into the White House. 

 

 

At the same time, 

1650 Pennsylvania Ave NW, Washington, DC 20502 

Washington, DC 20500 

Eisenhower Executive Office Building 

17h03 

  

 

TXT - 16h40 - Unknown1    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
1 Italian support. Message to President Thomasson. Our electoral encouragement, Mr. 
President. We will soon send you a shipment of parmesan Reggiano. For victory. A little 

damaged, but there should be no delay. 
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Serene, but pensive, sitting in his big club chair, lis-

tening with the greatest attention to the two voices that speak 

to him, Stanley Thomasson rereads this TEXT received a 

few minutes ago. An opportunity to refresh his Italian that 

he would have done without. 

He erases it with a flick of his fingers. 

Parmigianno regianno... The code name for the VP. 

"A little damaged, no delay". They must have a problem, but 

the delivery will take place as agreed... You like poker, you 

play, that's how it is. 

Judging that there is nothing more to be understood or 

done with this message for the moment, Thomasson chases 

away his thoughts, breathing, repeating to himself that he 

will only be able to allow himself one thing tomorrow even-

ing. Victory, defeat, the moment will come of its own ac-

cord, once the deadlines for the counting of the votes and the 

final tally of the votes have passed. Only then will he be able 

to let this feeling that has been present for a long-time blos-

som in him: the impression of having aged a century.  

In the meantime, he keeps his carcass operational at 

130% of its capacity, despite sleep deprivation, pressure, 

constant overload and the temptation to take a boat to Eu-

rope and flee a country on the verge of implosion. The whole 

world is looking for its presidential candidate, whose head 

is on a bounty - with his worst enemy on his heels. 

Calm... The day you set up this operation, you knew it 

would be like this. They all went for it, and it could be worse. 

Pretty much, it's going exactly as planned, with a few poker 

shots to win, old Stanley. As for the damaged Parmigianno 

Regianno, you'll have answers in the next few hours. While 

waiting for the game to continue... 

He dismissed a trusted general and senator, who came 

to talk about the tensions within the armies and the different 

possible scenarios that will follow tomorrow. A repeat of the 

endless discussions that have been going on for weeks, in an 
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even worse version in terms of clashes on NUSA soil ... De-

feats, rallies, mutinies, skirmishes, or even bombings, he 

promises that he will put their analyses on the table at the 

council of war in a few minutes at the White House.  

A glance at his watch: it's time. Looking up, he seri-

ously contemplates the young Mac Coy who, sitting on a 

stool at the back of the room, faithful and hard-working until 

now, is talking on his telephone while taking notes.  

Be close to your friends, and even more so to your en-

emies... The future will tell if I was clever enough to change 

one into the other... or vice versa. Tomorrow, young man, 

you have no idea what awaits you... 

As soon as his call is over, Thomasson calls out to 

him: 

— Let's find the strength to stand up, Mac Coy. Let's 

get up! We're going to the White House, our last council of 

war before the election. But I wanted, as I do every night, to 

get out of here. For the "symbolic".  

Mac Coy gets up, slips a pile of paper files classified 

as "confidential" into his satchel, vigorously runs a hand 

through his hair and advances towards the exit. 

— I have learned over the weeks to appreciate this 

walks, Mr. President, however short it may be. Crossing 

West-Executive Avenue and getting some fresh air reminds 

me that we are only passengers in this strange weather. 

Working with you has been an honour, I feel... more edu-

cated, and probably less pretentious than before. 

— So don't be silly or presumptuous, you haven't fin-

ished working with me yet, Mac Coy, have you? Strange, 

isn't it? Joy, sorrow... we don't know what tomorrow's crying 

will be like... Anyway, whatever happens, I won't let history 

judge me as a murderous usurper in the Oval Office... until 

the last second of my term as a temp, I'll be riding on it. I'm 

willing to work for the common good, but I'm not willing to 

be seen as a monster either. 
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While conversing, the two men each put on their large 

warm parka in the colours of the United States, and leave the 

room, surrounded by the men of the secret service who lead 

the way to the elevators.  

— History will judge us by how it hears it, Mr. Presi-

dent.  

— If there are still people left to write it... I love His-

tory. I worship it. I love to delve into it. I like to crush it, to 

challenge it, to lay it bare by making archives and libraries 

that are full of different interpretations of history speak out... 

There are many ways of judging our past, which is a sculp-

ture made of raw clay, whose features are specified and 

shaped by men. 

— What, would we cheat so much? 

— But look at our own history, Mac Coy, it is full of 

radically opposed points of view which are, however, quite 

relevant... Are we the pioneers of a wrist-forged free world? 

Or are we the great genocidaires of the Amerindians, that is 

to say, lambda invaders who came to spoil and destroy a land 

of equilibrium? Are we the heroes of the Second World War 

or did we land in Europe to sell sodas and our cinema, no 

matter how excellent they are?  At the end of the day, we are 

a mixture of all these things. A heap of truths that come to-

gether to become a reality full of contradictory balances. 

And France, here... this faraway country where so many 

things are going to be played out. You can't imagine how 

many ways it can be judged and watched in such a relevant 

way.... Where I hid our candidate, well... what do you think 

of their "French revolution", for example?  

Walking at a good pace, masks on their noses, they 

board the elevator at the bend of a corridor, always super-

vised by security men. 

— Another one of your tests, Mr. President? I can't 

hold a candle to you in history! I feel like you're playing me 

every time.  
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— Go for it, Mac Coy. Go for it! 

— All right, all right. Well... I've been to visit Ver-

sailles, as an illiterate man, I'll have you know. I went to 

France five years ago for a pleasure trip. The first time I had 

to admit the inferiority of our country in a domain. 

— Let me guess, the food? 

— Oh yes!   

Thomasson bursts out laughing, accompanied by Mac 

Coy: 

— You shouldn't struggle with French cuisine, Mac 

Coy, it's too sincere. You have to learn it, it goes faster! 

 — It's good for the cooking, but the French should 

fight a little against the "sincerity" of their welcome. 

Laughter in the elevator, including some men from the 

secret service. The doors open onto a large corridor, the 

walk continues: 

— In short, they are grumpy, we know it and they 

know it too... but Versailles? What did you think of Ver-

sailles, Mac Coy? 

The young adviser smiles. 

— What surprised me, Mr. President, was that every-

one was going to see there... the King. In this country that 

has a holy horror of authority and privilege. The castle, the 

gardens, the splendours of absolute luxury... I was expecting 

it, but during the visit, nothing about the French Revolution. 

Our guide had only two anecdotes on this subject, and alt-

hough I left in awe of the place, I had the impression that 

something was missing. The French seemed to make room 

for nothing less than a tyrant. Louis XIV, the guy built him-

self a gigantic caprice, for 50 years, a few kilometres from 

the palace of the capital, the incredible Louvre. And all this 

at the cost of thousands of deaths.  

— Interesting, continue... what were your conclu-

sions, Mac Coy? 
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— At that time?  Conclusions in perfect accord with 

my republican convictions. The people are meant to be led. 

They have no memory. No grudges either, except when a 

leader takes history and turns it into a subject. But if the peo-

ple have something to eat... you can exploit them. They keep 

quiet. If they are hungry, they will complain about it, but 

they will only fly again if they are hungry, and as for forget-

ting, they will do so when their bellies are full. 

— Well you are wrong, Mac Coy, as usual! 

As they advance towards the exit leading them to the 

White House, the clacking of footsteps resounds within the 

walls, accompanying their sustained exchange.  

— A stone's throw from the Palace of Versailles, not 

far from a street full of restaurants where tourists like you 

should venture more often, you could have visited, free of 

charge, one of the founding places of the French Republic. 

The "salle du jeu de paume". The place was accessible al-

most all the time, before Covid-21. 

— And what is a "jeu de paume"? 

— It is the protocolary and mannered ancestor of ten-

nis. But this room is the place where the deputies of the Na-

tional Assembly met one night, after King Louis XVI had 

forbidden them to meet in their usual place, the "salle des 

menus plaisirs". In short, under this dictatorial pressure, they 

took an oath not to separate until they had given France a 

written constitution. 

Vibration. The president takes advantage of the open-

ing of the door by Mac Coy, to take a look at his phone. 
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Mr. President Thomasson, congratulations. Brilliant. I 
just found out who will be the VP of Sandwill. But if 
you didn't already know it, he's sick. I think he is hav-
ing a myocardial infarction and they are treating him 
for it in France. We have an agreement. It goes with-
out saying that the help I will give you will depend on 
his survival. If he dies, you will understand that I am 
playing the Camacho card. The days are full of sur-
prises, what do you think? 
 

TXT - 17h07 - Makto Urulala  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stake in the heart. Thomasson misses to stumble, 

makes up for it without anyone noticing, and struggles not 

to let anything show of the distress that overwhelms him. 

His face remains neutral and calm, barely wincing as he 

takes the full brunt of the biting cold of the capital's harsh 

winter. 

A fingertip, and another TEXT that goes away. He has 

everything in mind... 

Damn, no need for that... I know her too well, Uru-

lala would never bluff on something like that. I understand 

better the message from the Italians earlier. 

— Very well, but I don't see how that makes me 

wrong, Mr. President? 

Violent return to earth for a Thomasson lost in his 

thoughts 

— Huh? Oh, yes. Mac Coy, you didn't go to see the 

story being celebrated while it was holding out her arms to 

you. So don't complain. You should have.  

Mac Coy, surprised, widens his eyes: the president's 

tone is much stiffer than usual.    

— I apologize... it's because of the message, a family 

annoyance, not much... but family, you know how it is. And 
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so... Anyway!  I'll go on, and I'll finish you off, young man! 

Have you visited the Versailles library? 

Still shaken by this blow taken without saying any-

thing, Mac Coy resolves to forget the incident by also 

launching himself into the West Executive Avenue. Here 

they are both framed by six men of the secret service, walk-

ing close to each other. Contrary to a month ago, they no 

longer walk in the open air in the middle of cars, on this 

avenue closed and converted into the most popular parking 

lot of Washington's civil servants. The walk from one build-

ing to the other is now made through a secure corridor, two 

concrete walls two meters high and three meters thick, rein-

forced with sandbags and topped with barbed wire, a sad 

corridor to the access to the White House by the west side 

of the West Wing. Attempted intrusions became a daily oc-

currence, and Mac Coy's boardwalk lost some of its appeal. 

— No, I haven't seen a library... but I can't wait to find 

out what I missed again. 

— Well you're not smart, you missed out on our own 

history! So, what happened on September 3, 1783? 

— Well. I still have some basics.  That was the end of 

our War of Independence, that was the day Benjamin Frank-

lin signed the peace treaty, but... in Paris, right? 

— Exactly, and the Treaty of Paris was also the 

"recognition of our independence" by Great Britain... But at 

the same time, just a few miles from Paris, on the same day, 

another treaty was signed at Versailles. In this library, an 

agreement that put an end to the war on the European side, 

and normalized the relations between Spain, Great Britain, 

and France.... Because France was committed, at our side! 

And the small country, which had gone into great debt to 

help us, only obtained the custody of a few colonies, but 

never recovered its immense New France, which extended 

from Canada to Louisiana, crossing the United States from 

one side to the other as we know it... You should look at a 
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About to deliver the first half of the weapons. Rein-
forcements have located the targets. I'll know where 
they are shortly. Set up the wire transfer according to 
banking data previously sent. And make sure my future 
lungs are okay. 
 

map it was seized by the... Many of our allies had in return 

only thanks and debts for their commitment, including Mon-

sieur de Beaumarchais. 

— Indeed... a major point that I have overlooked. I 

didn't know that France had once possessed such a large part 

of our territory... but I still don't see the connection with the 

French Revolution? 

— Precisely, Mac Coy, precisely... You were asking 

me for different readings of history? Let me get to the point. 

But... why don't you go ahead and come in.  

Arriving on the West Wing porch of the White House, 

the wing of the Oval Office and home of the President and 

his family, they are about to enter when this time it is Mac 

Coy who feels a vibration in his pocket. Mechanically, as he 

thanks the President on the spur of the moment, he nods as 

he passes by, pulls out his phone and reads. 

 

TXT - 17h09 - Sagen  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Imperturbable, natural, Mac Coy is almost inert as he 

goes through the message. In fact, his imagination is still as-

sembling hypothetical maps of New France, and it is almost 

carefree as he crosses the threshold. But when Thomasson's 

question falls over his shoulder behind him, the young ad-

viser stops dead in his tracks. 

And decomposes: 
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— Ah, at last! I don't know this one! So it is with this 

phone that you communicate directly with the other side? Is 

it? What's up?  

Panic. 

Stammering. 

— Come on, answer me, Mac Coy? 

What an asshole... I'm finished.  

Mac Coy got the wrong pocket. 

Simple as that.  

Carried away by the rhetorical game, he mechanically 

took out this phone, a device he's been keeping hidden for 

weeks and housed in his right inside pocket. A small cell 

phone entrusted to him by Camacho, revealed in broad day-

light. 

Everyone stopped his vivid wandering. The president. 

The secret service. The young counsellor is surrounded. He 

swallows, terrified. Expects the interim president to whistle, 

nod, to confiscate the phone and reveal everything. And that 

handcuffs, guards, and prison follow. All this scene that he 

has seen repeated several times in the past weeks, when a 

pro-gun, anti-mask or Camacho proponent tried to attack the 

president. 

The security men stared at him, seriously. 

And yet. 

Nothing. 

Stanley Thomasson smiles at him. Widely. He stares 

at the secret service men and, without even talking, defuses 

the tensions with a simple glance. At the same time, he is 

kindly making fun of Mac Coy's head, as one would make 

fun of a child caught with his hand in a bag of candy... but 

on the other hand, the facial expression is a bit tolerant.  

Better. 

As usual, Thomasson seems to know the cards in his 

hand: 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
22 

— Well, well. Keep it, then! Don't worry, Mac Coy... 

take a deep breath, it's okay... I know exactly what I hired 

you for... And that you can communicate with each other is 

part of it... We've been playing together for a few months 

now, except that I've already made my career, my life, eve-

rything... And when I receive disturbing text messages, as I 

have much more bottles than you, it doesn't show that much! 

Doesn't it? You, young man, tomorrow you will have to 

carry the weight of this world. And if you have enjoyed serv-

ing the ruins of this country by my side, I would only ask 

you one thing, Mac Coy. But before that... let's get back on 

the road, shall we? We're going to be late for the council of 

war, in the Situation Room!  

Neither one nor two: here comes President Thomas-

son, who flies in an about-face, and walks briskly down a 

staircase that leads to the lower level, under the Oval Office. 

Decidedly... This guy is the tallest man I've ever met 

in my life.  I don't know if I'm his counsellor or his toy, and 

most of all, I don't know where he's going to get that kind of 

energy from... let it go, take a breath, say thank you, and 

concentrate.  

Uncomfortable, staggering, it is by a little pat on the 

shoulder by one of the members of the secret service that a 

rainbow Mac Coy starts up again: white as a sheet, greenish 

with nausea, and red because he is so embarrassed. One of 

the bodyguards, amused, slips this teasing comment in his 

ear:  

— Mr. Mac Coy... between the comings and goings, 

the displacements, it's been weeks since you've been regu-

larly searched. Do you think we haven't spotted your phone? 

But Mr. Thomasson has ordered to give you full liberty. 

Mac Coy moves forward and goes down the stairs, 

wondering if it is not a coup organized for a long time by his 

boss, who, for his part, takes up again and again: 
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— Where were we? Ah yes! France, and the readings 

of History! So... I explain myself. 

Crazy, or great... In any case, old Thomasson has a 

lot of continuity in his ideas. It promises for tomorrow. It 

won't be easy, Mac Coy. Tomorrow... nothing will be simple. 

Nothing's gonna go the way it's supposed to. 

— France, at the end of the 18th century, was so in-

debted after helping us in this way, that guess what King 

Louis XVI did? I give it to you in a thousand! He raised a 

tax for the occasion. Combined with dramatic harvests, 

came famine, and five years later, boom, the French Revo-

lution. Here you are, Mac Coy... Have we destabilized a sov-

ereign country? Have we, on the contrary, contributed to its 

evolution towards democracy? And have we been generous 

in return, as we should have been? And these allies so timely 

... were they really innocently coming to help us, or was it 

to recover their land, lost to the English? And besides... If 

the French had recovered Canada, wouldn't they have signed 

a blank check to an independence that would have led them, 

inevitably, in the middle of the 19th century, in a war of in-

dependence with their North American colony? Exactly like 

us? 

— I... uh... probably. Anyway, I understand better 

what you wanted to tell me. 

And arriving in front of the Situation Room, just be-

fore opening the door to a table with the 15 highest unionist 

leaders who have remained faithful to the United States and 

who, as every evening at this hour, are waiting for the re-

ports of the day and the decisions, Thomasson plunges his 

eyes into Mac Coy's eyes, and sends him without any re-

straint : 

— What I wanted to say is that politics is brutal Mac 

Coy. But if the mechanisms of history are slower, they are 

much more powerful. When something happens in the USA, 

something happens in France, and vice versa. And 
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tomorrow, this "History" will be replayed. So... and you Mac 

Coy? Have you thought about the memory you are going to 

leave? And who will be in charge of telling it, your memory? 

And Thomasson to push open the door and rush to his 

chair to sit down, saying loud and clear on the way: 

— Ladies and gentlemen who here serve our country, 

with commitment, with responsibility, with strength and 

courage in the storm and in adversity... before we broach the 

usual subject of our renegade submarines and other muti-

nous ships scattered throughout the Atlantic... I will begin 

by revealing the name of the candidate for Vice President. 

It's a bit ahead of what I had planned... but since in 10 

minutes, it won't be a secret for anyone... let's go. 
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Commemorative plaque above the entrance of the “jeu de  

Paume”, in Versailles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rue de l'Indépendance américaine : this street gives directly 

on the castle by a direct entrance and is the seat of the li-

brary, but also of the Congress, the chamber where the two 

elected assemblies of the French people, the National As-

sembly and the Senate, meet.  
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The library where the Treaty of Versailles was signed, at 5 

rue de l'indépendance américaine. Extraordinary visit 

through time and French diplomacy, in the former Hotel des 

Affaires étrangères et de la Marine, which housed the Min-

istry of Foreign Affairs of Louis XIV. 

 

 


