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- CHAPTER TWENTY TWO - 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

February 24, 2021, 10:24 p.m. 

U.S. Presidential Election Watch 

In an undergrowth, lost among the trees,  

About 50 meters from 1, Chemin des Grifferaies, Saint-

Martin-le-Beau, Indre et Loire, France 

 

 

It's funny, though...  

Folding his eyes, lowering his binoculars, immobile and si-

lent, spreading the branches apart to observe the closed doors that 

are opening up fifty metres in front of him, young Stephen almost 

feels as if he is looking at his old life. 

Before he became a Darwinian. 

Of those stolen moments he used to live at night, in the 

evening, on holiday or at the weekend.  

Magical moments that he would then share with everyone 

on the web, in his literary columns. 

That's crazy... The same atmosphere... It's as heavy as a 

Grisham... but it's happening in France, I can't fucking believe 

it... I feel like I'm reading Laurent Loison or Patrick Bauwen... 

How long has it been since I've read a good book? Well... this 

hunt, this stakeout... it's worth all the thrillers in the world, my 

goodness. 
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Before the contours of civilization were reshaped by the 

waves of the Covids, Stephen had a job like everyone else: he was 

a civil aviation mechanic. Like so many others, he experienced 

his first confinement at home, on short-time work. Then, a sem-

blance of recovery, quickly followed by a layoff in a devastated 

sector. This planet has now realised that the Covid-21 was the un-

expected death knell for consumer commercial civil aviation.  

Travel was over. 

Airlines, tourism, airports, whole swathes of the world 

economy gone. In the midst of all this, the luck that smiled on 

him, for 4 months ago when he was rehired by a wealthy Russian 

private individual, on a mechanic job: the man was looking for an 

experienced technician to prepare his various jets, during his es-

capades in France. 

For if public planes don't fly anymore, personal planes are 

much less dangerous in terms of contagiousness. They fly more 

and more and the private flight sector has taken the opposite di-

rection from its big brother and is booming. 

Then, two months ago, again, the dismissal.  

Fuck, two months... It was so different, so far away... So 

much has happened... Archery, hunting, farming, sewing... but it's 

crazy how much I've learned since I became a Darwinian... it was 

really another life. 

When the Russian Oligarch learned that Stephen had just 

lost his parents and his wife from Covid 21, the man kicked him 

out, then and there had his planes disinfected from the landing 

gear to the cockpit through the engines. 

The moment he lost everything. The moment of tipping 

over, of finding himself alone again, of surviving for no reason, 

in infinite suffering. 

The moment Stephen stopped reading. To live between the 

anguish of continuous news channels and the hateful despair of 

social networks phagocyting the web. 

Until the revelation. The trigger. The spark of life that starts 

it all over again. Rumours, then press articles about these "wacky" 

people who said they wanted to live in the centre of France for a 

"world renewal". All survivors of Covid 21 like him, but pride of 

it and not ashamed, considering themselves worthy of living ac-

cording to the recovered laws of Darwinism.  
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Elected representatives of Mother Nature. 

Their first debacle, then their coup at Chambord. This Dar-

winian movement, which seemed to be only a secondary issue 

among others in the straitjacket of government problems, lost in 

the midst of the immense challenges of tomorrow, suddenly be-

came a pebble deforming the shoes of the French power. These 

brave men proposed a stream of thought that was structured, with 

a deep meaning, in this world that no longer had any. A just doc-

trine, in phase with a ruthless Nature that reminded everyone who 

was the master. 

The struggle for survival.  

A right of passage on this planet that was won other than 

by its mere birth. 

All his life, he will remember his first confrontation with 

Beagle, and the terrible words of the tall, thin man with wide 

glasses. 

I know, man... you hand me the results of a serology test, 

and you tell me that you survived... that you lost everything, and 

you want to live again... And you promise me that you have anti-

bodies... I do. You'd bring me a test kit, a machine... why not, I 

have enough biology skills to interpret serologies myself... But 

that's a piece of paper. Do you understand what I'm saying? 

Maybe you'll become one of us, but the body has to talk. Like it 

did for all of us! There are ten like you who come every week with 

a piece of paper like this, often fake... so you'll go through the 

selector, okay? Becoming one of us has a price. 

The screams.  

The crying. The freezing nights spent shaking, terrorized 

by the suffocation of his neighbours in the selector. The slow ag-

ony of the undead around him. 

And him, nothing. Nothing but cold. Breathing at the top 

of his lungs, absolutely asymptomatic of Covid-21, like 20% of 

the people on this planet. How long had he been in that hellhole? 

Three, ten days? Before he came out with tears in his eyes, happy 

to have survived. As he walked back through the frame of that 

cursed door, he was supporting a survivor, a young woman with 

obviously serious after-effects of Covid... but who was talking 

and managed to stand upright. 
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Not enough for Beagle, who had her thrown off a balcony. 

In a revolutionary approach such as theirs, it is vital to follow 

through and set goals to achieve. 

And then, the welcome of the Darwinians into the commu-

nity. Tough, but fair. Warm, but pragmatic. A hard-working peo-

ple, willing, capable, often tired, but valiant. Barely fed to their 

fill, housed in pre-carious comfort, cultivating a few tubercles in 

greenhouses or outdoors while waiting for the harvest of their first 

spring, and above all, hunting the abundant game of Sologne - 

after all, it is not for nothing that Chambord is the site of the Pres-

ident's hunts. And, whatever Beagle may say about the need to be 

self-sufficient, to live on a few pittances. Otherwise the commu-

nity, for the moment, will not survive.  

— Stephen? I think I... I know why Beagle there asked us 

to track down those people over there... 

Christian. Called "Cricket."  

Former construction foreman, excavator operator, more of 

a moderate and quiet man in the community... Stephen responds 

to his whisper in an equally muffled voice: 

— Tell me? 

— Well... did you see the guys over there? They're hiding 

something, for sure... The stretcher, the ambulance truck... And 

this American chick, he's been asking us to be vigilant for weeks, 

it's suspicious. I think Beagle's changing his ways... I mean, he's 

got to loosen up a little bit. What do you think, Stephen?   

— What does that mean, loosen up, Cricket? Explain, I 

don't get it. 

— Well... You see... a little less stiff on the principles, 

right?  Allowing a bit of plunder, I don't know... we don't have to 

hide anymore... I'm a bit hungry!       

 — I doubt it... if we start like this, the community won't 

last long. But what makes you say that? 

— Look, the big man... next to the stretcher. The old man, 

over there! The big stiff one. Take my binoculars. 

Stephen ticks. Indeed, the man is tall. Stiff, old, he swears 

into the scenery in that orange light distilled from the porch of the 

little house. 

Stephen watches the scene. A little movement, a man car-

ried on a stretcher and a small group of people chatting briefly.  
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One thing is certain: they are about to leave. 

He counts six people in total: the sick man, the famous 

American woman they've been looking for weeks, who gets back 

in the truck to get back behind the wheel. The doctor accompany-

ing him that the army is talking about on the airwaves, another 

bald man and a woman... and then, next to him, this overdressed 

man in the middle of nowhere, straight out of a museum. 

— What do you think about that? Is he gonna loosen up 

then, Beagle? 

— But why do you say that, Cricket? Shut up! They'll fuck-

ing spot us! 

— Why am I saying this? Well... because! I'm not allowed 

to say it, normally... I know Beagle doesn't want us to look at the 

internet... but he looks like the guy everyone's looking for, doesn't 

he? Don't you think so? The American... the president or the can-

didate or whatever...  

A flash of lucidity. 

Stupefaction. 

Stephen zooms in. He zooms in five times to make sure he's 

not dreaming...he looks again and again and doesn't believe his 

eyes. 

— Goddamn it... Goddamn it...   

Of course the Darwinians - everyone as they can - keep fol-

lowing the news even though Beagle would like to control every-

thing. Of course Stephen recognizes that face immediately. The 

silhouette, the walk, the hair... everything. It's all there. 

It's him.  

— Fuck... shit...it's...Archie Sand-will!? 

— Voila! That's what they're saying on the news! Archie 

Sandwill! That's him, isn't it?  

Tachycardia, wobbly legs, panic-stricken former thriller-

loving serial blogger. In terms of impossible adventures, he's 

more than served.  

— Fuckin' hell... Cricket, give me the radio, a phone, fuck 

it, we've got to call Beagle, quick, they're about to leave! 

— Well... that's what I'm saying! You know, I heard that 

guy's worth millions! That's why I think Beagle, he must want to 

put butter in the spinach, you know? You understand? Huh? 
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— Okay, I don't know, who cares? Just give me the radio, 

but...Oh, shit... They're getting away! Quick! Cricket, don't let 

them go! 

And as the EMS truck restarts for an unknown destination, 

the two Beagle men get on their mountain bikes. 

The hunt resumes. 

On the radio, Stephen, out of breath, asks the car that Bea-

gle has specially authorized for this operation, to follow them 

from a distance as well. 

The two men have been following the truck since it left the 

hospital in Tours, missing their legs and hearts on certain stretches 

of road, given the effort. Also, they now know how the driver be-

haves on the road: when it is dark and the moon remains hidden 

by the clouds, she is cautious moving forward without headlights, 

and following her is easy. But if by misfortune the moon pallor 

comes back to light up the landscape, she accelerates and imposes 

a terrible rhythm. 

Stephen pedals keeping a good distance while scanning the 

sky. 

The bluish contours of a cloud indicate that the moon will 

come out of the shadows. 

— Hell, the moon! We're done for, she's going to speed up, 

said Cricket. 

— Hello, the car? It's accelerating, take over, I know this 

stretch of road, we'll never make it! Get ahead of us, quickly! 

A minute later, after pedalling like crazy and waving to the 

car that passed them to take over carefully, it's over. 

Exhausted, out of breath, the two men stop on the side of 

the road, on their knees. 

— All right, says Stephen... I'll call Beagle, he needs to 

know. 

— I'm telling you! He knows, for sure! He's bloody clever, 

Beagle, he's bloody clever. 

A moment of silence, an unreal moment in the night. The 

former literary blogger still can't believe it. He doesn't know if 

this story is worse or better than a movie... He comes to his senses, 

catches his breath, grabs the radio... repeats his little speech, and 

calls out. 
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— Stephen to Beagle... I'm calling to give the news on the 

EMS truck hunt. Important news to report. 

Seconds go by, crackles, and a response. 

— Good evening, Stephen, then? If by "news," you mean 

they lost you... I know about it.  I just got the car. 

The two men are staring at each other, but Cricket's twirling 

his hand to signify to get to the point quickly. 

— Yes, they lost us, but... there's something you should 

know that the car didn't see. We know who's inside! There's the 

American woman we've been looking for weeks, but there's also... 

someone very important! 

— Oh? And who's that? I might be interested... As I told 

you this "hunt" is a mission of general interest for the community, 

I negotiated the barter of new weapons to better equip us, but first 

I need to understand. 

And then, Cricket approaches the radio, and in a flash puts 

his hand on Stephen's to activate the transmit button: 

— Mr. Beagles! It's me, it's Christian! I'm the one who 

found him, who recognized him, the guy! It's Archie Sandwill! 

He's the presidential candidate in America, even Stephen con-

firms! Eh, Stephen? 

Stephen agrees and adds: 

— Mr. Beagle, we are positive it's either Archie Sandwill... 

or it's someone who's not afraid to die and is disguised as that guy. 

It's crazy, but it's him, no doubt about it. 

Silence. Nothing but the faint crackle of the radio. Actually, 

the two men could swear they heard Beagle take off and clean his 

glasses. 

— No, no... that makes sense, and our "contact," this Mr. 

Sagen, I've long realized that he's not innocent and that what he's 

after something important. Anyway... For now, get back on the 

road. Try to catch up with the truck. I'll pass on some instruc-

tions... but until I find a valid motive for this operation that is con-

sistent with our Darwinian principles, I'm not turning over this 

Mr. Sandwill. We will not harm him, and we will not approach 

him until I say so. Is that understood? 

This is the moment when Cricket, in a fit of rapturous ex-

citement, literally rips the radio out of Stephen's hands. 
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— Excuse me, Mr. Beagle, but this guy! He's worth mil-

lions! Millions, do you realize that? And if this gets out, it's gonna 

be... terrible! Everybody in the region will want to catch him! 

— And so, Christian? Go to the end of your thought. You 

seem well-informed, and you know I don't like that. But I'm lis-

tening. 

— Yes... and forgive me, but hey... It's going to be terrible 

if this information gets out, and, well, they'll all go out of town 

looking for him, and I think that... 

— Stop. (Sighs) What's the big deal? We Darwinians are 

forged in the hard school of Mother Nature. We're as much earth-

men as we are born warriors, and we're safe in the face of the 

world, Christian, you...     

— But what I'm saying, Mr. Beagle, is that this guy is a 

gift! Millions, I tell you! It would be extraordinary, Mr. Beagle, 

if we could capture him, wouldn't it? Can you imagine for the 

community? We'd grow up so much faster, we'd have weapons! 

And equipment and more food. It would be... a new beginning!  

— Hmm... (chuckles) Christian, you poor thing... I'm the 

strategist. I remind you that I am to guide us, strictly speaking, 

according to the Darwinian principles that structure our entire 

community, and that... 

Christian's going off the deep end, while Stephen looks at 

his shoes, silently. 

— Yes, but just think about this for a minute, we'll have 

everything we need! More security, more seeds, vehicles... well, 

it's... it's a chance! 

— Christian... As you know, money rots the hearts of 

men... we, a small community, can't afford to reign over a pile of 

dirty money that will stir up lust. It will endanger us, and inevita-

bly divide us... Can you imagine how we'd behave if we came 

back to making deals with the capitalist principles of the old 

world? Do you understand me? 

Pissed off, caught between his impulses and Beagle morals, 

Cricket pouts. For a bit, he'd throw the radio away. 

— Yes... I understand, but still, it's... here! Mr. Beagle! 

— I'm gonna stop you right there, and thank you, Christian. 

You've just... opened my eyes to the fact that I need to take charge 

of this mission that may indeed prove problematic. Stephen? 
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— Yes, Mr. Beagle?  

— To serve Darwin is to serve the world. I immediately 

call an extraordinary general meeting at Chambord. So before 

Cricket gives any more bad ideas, kill him. Kill him immediately.  

End of broadcast. 

Silence.  

First, there is misunderstanding. The interminable seconds 

where they stare at each other gravely, distraught.  

Then there's the reciprocal scrutinizing. Slowly, each of 

them raises a hand on his belt. 

The knives come out of their holsters. 

Kick.  

Wrestling, blood, death.  

 

 

At the same time, 

300 km above the earth's surface... 

In orbit.   

 

 

Mackto Urulala is accustomed to stress. She loves it. Dur-

ing her daily shows, the audience that follows her live have 

learned by heart this punch line that she often repeats: 

"When you've got it all, and there's nothing left to prove, 

for life to get going again, you have to add the unexpected... And 

for that, there's nothing like being scared! " 

Takeovers of large groups, massive investments in which 

no one believes, heckled by his shareholders overwhelmed by his 

antics, all these moments of shivers seem to her very dull com-

pared to the delicious sensations procured by her latest whim: 

having promised the world that she would crash into the White 

House, in her own orbital vessel, if participation in the American 

presidential election was not enough. 

Whatever happens, it'll be successful... on the one hand it'll 

give me an extraordinary outing... and if I go down smoothly, I'll 

be the one who gets the U.S. out... Whoever the president is, he'll 

be eating out of my hands... 

Dead or alive, just knowing she'll come out more popular 

is enough for her.  
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No matter what happens, tomorrow the world is going to 

change. The United States will have chosen between two paths: a 

Democratic leadership that announces its contours, namely the 

painful resuscitation of a great democracy close to self-destruc-

tion after having managed a health crisis in spite of common 

sense, forgetting that the primary mission of a nation is to take 

care of its people. The other option, Republican, on the other 

hand, will be a sea of question marks tinged with black and red. 

She blows. Between Camacho and Thomasson, her heart 

balances. It doesn't matter to her what political colour the winner 

is, what matters for her future affairs is that there is one - and that 

his victory is indisputable. 

Finally disconnected from social networks, she gives her-

self a few minutes of meditation, in the lotus position, floating in 

an unreal weightlessness in the middle of her spacecraft. She 

looks good. Nothing betrays be the stress that agitates her, nor the 

exhaustion that is not far away. Having settled for the Washington 

time zones, she comes out of her torpor and goes to her bunk for 

a short nap, questioning her A.I. on board: 

— FRANQLIN? What time is it downstairs? 

The billionaire's personal AI answers in a calm and serene 

tone in her masculine voice. 

— Time of D.C., 4:42 p.m., Mrs. Urulala. 

— Can you send me your latest participation estimations? 

— It's still not what you're hoping for, Mrs. Urulala. Turn-

out will be low. I estimate it at 30%. 

— We're nowhere near the 80%... So I have a few hours to 

change that. 

— Despite your best efforts, it seems unplayable, Mrs 

Urulala. Anticipating your death, M.U.C.'s stock price has been 

plummeting for the past five days. 

— You don't know your mother very well, FRANQLIN... 

And from what you read on the web, what do you think?   

— Two factors will be responsible for the dropout. There's 

the fear of going to the polls. There are countless armed pro-

Camacho groups who have promised to siege the polling booths 

to shoot at voters on sight. Many registered Poll Workers have 

been murdered this week or are missing. In some states, there are 

half as many open voting booths as usual.  
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— And the second factor? 

— Fear of catching the virus. Let me remind you that the 

Darwinian movement is spreading around the world and they too 

are threatening to cough in the polls. In total, in states loyal to the 

United States, the participation will be 25%. It will be 40% among 

the secessionists on the other hand, since these states have orga-

nized everything so that people can vote for Camacho... 

— And they will surely explain to us that there's no Russian 

ingenuity, since we've become stronger than them in this game... 

Well... with the secessionist states banning absentee voting, we've 

been going in circles for months and nothing will have changed, 

definitely... What are the declared voting intentions, in the ab-

sence of these two constraints? What if everything were normal? 

— 92% of Americans would like to be able to vote by hand. 

78% among young people, which is a record, and 95% among 

those over 60. Ms. Urulala, may I ask you a question? 

— Yes, FRANQLIN? 

— In anticipation of your death, would you like me to run 

a crash simulation of the module on the White House?  

— No, we're all set. Your calculations are good. I had them 

discreetly checked by some of my NASA comrades... you did 

good, FRANQLIN. 

— Good. Then I await your orders.  

Mackto Urulala smiles and rubs her hands as she flies to 

her bunk. 

— Ah... I have a feeling we're going to have a great time... 

FRANQLIN? What's new in France? 

— I was going to tell you about it. GPS trace on Archie 

Sandwill's phone tells me he left the house later than usual. Usu-

ally he allows himself a little ride around 9:00 P.M., French time, 

on the front porch, while he's getting some air. He's been outside 

for five minutes now, and it's after 10 p.m. That's unusual. 

— Yes and no... He's probably running in circles before the 

election. I'd be worried too if I were him. 

— I doubt that, Mrs Urulala. 

— Doubt what? 

— I doubt very much that you would "anguish" in his place. 

Your current position is much more uncomfortable than his, 
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you're going to die tomorrow, and you don't stress at all, as my 

analysis of your voice shows. 

— You're nice, she says with a smile. Instead, try to see if 

he calls, if he tried to reach Thomasson. We still haven't solved 

the problem of his VP, I'd like to finally know. 

— No, ma'am. Last call was made several weeks ago, and 

there's been no text messages since. I am, however, picking up 

some chatter. He's on the move. 

— What do you mean? 

— The GPS signal indicates he's moving away from the 

house. That's relatively fast. I'd say a motor vehicle driving cau-

tiously at night on a country road. 

— OKAY, WELL... I was expecting it to move before the 

election, but not this soon. Can you get a visual?  

— I'm using the Mackto Urulala Corporations satellites?  

— No, you can't. Hacking into the South Korean military 

satellite network I put into orbit last year... I don't want to draw 

attention, and they're better equipped and more accurate.  

— I can't do that. The next favourable overflight of the area 

by a south Korean satellite will be in 30 minutes. 

The billionaire's brooding, irritated. 

— Too bad... send the images from my own satellites then.  

Neither one nor two FRANQLIN is sending images of the 

area at one-meter resolution. The MUC observation satellites are 

accurate, and she has rented the use of them to a whole bunch of 

private transport companies, whether in construction, or air and 

sea transport. But the resolution does not equal those for military 

use. The image is vague and, in the dark, you can only see the 

elongated shape of this slowly moving vehicle. Probably a mid-

size truck. However, it is very clear that there is a logo on the 

hood, in large letters.  

— Here's... FRANQLIN? What do the letters SAMU stand 

for, in French? 

— "Service d'Aide Médicale Urgente." Or "Urgent Medi-

cal Help Service". 

— Well, well, well, well. I'd like to know what Archie 

Sandwill is doing in a rescue truck... I don't think that's the best 

way to be discreet. 

— If I may, Mrs. Urulala? 
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— You tell me.  

— If I widen the field around, I can see they're being fol-

lowed. Another vehicle, about 100 yards behind them. And a lot 

further on, people with bicycles. 

— Good. We're gonna have a lot of fun in the next few 

hours... I'm going to get some sleep, follow them. If you notice 

any change, any weirdness, wake me up. I'll leave you free to take 

your own initiative, so make sure you keep a close eye on the area. 

Where are they going? 

— I don't know. They've left the forest. They're heading 

east. 

Mackto Urulala looks at the map for a moment, opines, and 

finally decides to slip into her bunk to close his eyes. Looking for 

some sleep before a night that promises to be interminable and a 

Dantesque day, she whispers, quietly falling asleep: 

— The Indre et Loire... France... One of my most beautiful 

escapades, 15 years ago, with three of my lovers... It's funny... I 

don't know what this crazy old Sandwill wants to visit, but they 

go vaguely in the direction of the Château de Chambord. 
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- CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE - 

EKG 

 

 

 

 

 
 

At the same time,  

On earth, in France, 

On a balcony of the Château de Chambord 

 

 

Beagle doesn't allow himself any luxuries.  

No privileges. He lives among the Darwinians, hunts, 

works the land, and sleeps in a collective room with four members 

of his close guard on the first floor of the castle. On the other hand, 

as a guide, he is given, when he asks for it, the use of a room 

where he can isolate himself, think, sit at a desk and receive griev-

ances, or go out to a large stone balcony to get some fresh air. 

Opening the French window to get out of the room, he feels 

bitten by the icy cold carried by the kiss that blows on this dark 

night. Raising his eyes, as if to reassure himself, he briefly 

searches for the invisible silhouettes of the men guarding the cas-

tle that night. Discreet, melted into the scenery, perched on the 

towers and other balconies, they unmask themselves and greet 

him from afar, when they see him climbing and wandering on the 

balcony.  

He sends their greetings back to them in a hurry, they dis-

appear again from his field of vision, and he grabs his phone. He 

dials a number. 
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— Mr. Sagen? It's Beagle. Are you all right? You're cough-

ing, aren't you? No, it's not my fault... I'm only Mother Nature's 

humble arm, who in her great indulgence left you alive. You 

should respect this a little and realize the honour she has done 

you, in short, I do not despair of ever making you understand these 

concepts... Tell me, let's get to the point, I'm calling you about our 

little business... you didn't tell me we were going deep-sea fish-

ing... What do I mean by that? Well, well... I thought your little 

treasure hunt would lead us to some big game, but I'd say we've 

found a whale... Besides, the target's got the grace...  Sagen, my 

men still have your "American lady" in plain sight. But let's just 

say she's lost some height. Less imposing than the man she's with. 

Who? Cut the crap. We're not performing anymore, I'm sure you 

know that, Sagen... Archie Sandwill! The candidate for President 

of the United States of America. I don't blame you, it all fits to-

gether, this whole thing goes very well with your subtle American 

accent, which is not so well perceived since you pass through the 

selector. It's a shame that your joyful voice has been damaged! 

Huh? Deliver him to you? Why not, Mr. Sagen! Why not, Mr. 

Sagen! And I'm looking forward to your part of the deal! All those 

knives, crossbows, tomahawks, all those repairable weapons you 

promised us will make a perfect tribute to our people, huh? No, I 

don't care how many millions this gentleman is worth, the dollar 

is a monkey's currency in this world that will rediscover the true 

value of things... Have you already chewed and swallowed dollars 

for food, Mr. Sagen? Well, I guarantee you that it's less nutritious 

than a boar's leg or a mashed swede... however, at the risk of re-

peating myself... I still don't have a sound reason in line with our 

ideals, for... What's that? What do you mean? 

And here's a long silence. 

Followed by a carnivorous smile on Beagle's face. He 

laughs and laughs again. 

— That's it. You found the right words, Mr. Sagen. Me and 

my men will get started. And we're going to hunt, and bring this 

man back. If this Mr. Sandwill has written what you say in his 

program... he becomes instantly a sworn enemy of the Darwinian 

people. Health and medicine for all? The "free" Covid-21 vac-

cine... No, really, it's going to be a real pleasure working with you 

after all. I'll call you shortly and let you know his position. We'd 
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be happy to take delivery of the weapons quickly. First half? All 

right, that'll be fine. 

 

 

At the same time, in Samu's truck, on a road to Indre et Loire. 

 

 

— Froggy? How's the VP doing? You know you can't mess 

with him, right?  

— Shut the fuck up! All right, I'm doing what I can! 

— Hey, my favorite cardiologist, you don't do what you 

can, you have to do what you can do best! He's got to live! Oth-

erwise my country will be completely fucked up, and I'll have to 

get rid of you! It's so sad, isn't it? So what, he's having an EKG or 

not? 

Fed up. Margaret's completely fucked up and won't change 

the record, I've got other things to do and I'm not getting any help. 

I've been thrown in there with the patient, in mode “you'll see in-

side we have to go right now”. Standing up, I'm broken in two and 

can't find my balance while the vehicle is moving. I'm getting old 

at the back of the truck, next to this guy whose head I still haven't 

seen under his mask: I'll have to manage his pulmonary oedema 

before he slaps me in the legs. Girded up on the wall seat, there's 

that big, goofy Archie Sandwill looking at us from behind as if he 

was watching an episode of The Good Doctor. As I'm finishing 

the IV in my arm, VP Sandwill says: 

— It's exciting, what you're doing! What a job! Thank you 

for him, sincerely! 

Not mean, just completely off the mark.  

Fuck, Guy, between putting up with it and being efficient, 

you won’t be able to do it on your own... 

I'm gonna need some help. I scan the front seat, through the 

Plexiglas window that separates the care area from the driver's 

seat: to Margaret's right is this bald man with an unlikely Italian 

accent that I think is a clone of my road companion. Less talkative 

than when I arrived, he scans the road silently, sometimes with 

his eyes, sometimes with binoculars: the famous Sylvio keeps his 

hands alert on his machine gun, resting on his knees. I don't know 

why, but he exudes a feeling of quiet strength and a healthy 
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reassurance, unlike Margaret who, in the end, terrorizes me. With 

me in the back, in the cramped workspace of the truck, there is 

the suffocating future Vice-President, the Sandwill candidate sit-

ting in his corner smiling blissfully, and standing in the back, 

watching the road from the back, the woman who so far has hardly 

said a word. All I know about her is that she introduced herself as 

"Stefania, in charge of our safety", promising to keep an eye on 

me and to shoot me if I did anything to those two men. In any case 

she doesn't seem motivated to help me, we're in "figure it out on 

your own Froggy" mode. 

I've got an EKG to do, a pharmacy to rummage through, 

and cupboards to empty to find a pocket ultrasound scanner. 

I knock on the Plexiglas window. 

— Margaret! You want me to do my job? Pull over, and 

help me out here, if you can, and say less crap.  

Not a peep, she turns around: 

— Sorry Frog, we need someone to watch the road ahead... 

drive and shoot at the same time, it's not possible, you know?  

— Well, put Sandwill in Mr. Sylvio's place, huh? And 

come help me! 

Without turning around, Sylvio answers without a care in 

the world: 

— But? Dottore, did you get a good look at him, Mr. Sand-

will? He's not like you, or like me, or like Margaret! He's not a 

man of the field, he's not a problem-solver, no no no, he's not a 

manual man, he writes the manual! And no one, no one must rec-

ognise him! We can't put him forward, it would be una folia! 

— Well, put a mask and a cap on him! Margaret, I need 

you! 

— Eh? Why don't you put the machine gun on him? He's 

so clumsy, Mr. Sandwill, he'll wipe out the whole crew in five 

minutes!  

That's Sandwill, amused, answering: 

— Fair enough. Mr. Sylvio is right, I tried the gun once, I 

shot my shoe... No, honestly, I stay with the VP, and I have a 

fragile balance with age, so I sit down. Courage Doctor, you're 

doing great!   

— There you go, dottore... you have to manage. 
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— Sorry Frog, said Margaret as if to finish me off, you're 

doing great. You have to tell yourself it's the medicine of war, 

and... we'll be there soon anyway. 

— And can I know where we're coming to? The cemetery? 

Cause your VP's going to go straight there if I can't work properly, 

so fuck it! 

I obviously shouldn't have said that. As much as the guy 

behind his mask looks up to the sky in despair, the others turn 

around and stare at me like, "If he dies, it's not going to be good 

for you". Even Sandwill senses the tension and tells me to calm 

down. The famous Stefania, who didn't take her eyes off the road, 

turns around for a second and comes towards me. Same model as 

Margaret: fifties, blue eyes, and a very clear message when she 

passes a finger under my throat, pretending to slice it off, smiling 

broadly. And to finish, she taps the knife on her belt, then goes 

back to her position. 

I swallow slowly and signal that I'm going to calm down. 

— Ma! Stéfania, oh! That's not the way! said Sylvio. You're 

going to scare the dottore! He's got work to do, we can't help him 

yet, so there's no point in beating him over the head like that, 

right? Oh, the two furies there, we're professionals, that doesn't 

mean we've become bullies!  

— Alright, he understood anyway, said Stefania with the 

same Italian accent.  

Margaret's calming down.  

— Froggy... we're going to a place where you can unblock 

his coronary arteries. Why don't you give him an EKG. You'll 

soon see the problem. 

— Okay, I'll do that. 

One or two, it's over in a minute. I'll stick the electrodes to 

his chest, hook up the leads, and start a trace. In the meantime, I 

watch this poor guy struggle to breathe. 

And I realize that the guy in front of me may be the future 

Vice President of the United States, that he's going to die in my 

hands, and that three feet away is standing a man that everybody's 

been looking for weeks and who may be, tomorrow, the President 

of the United States of America. 

And I tell myself that I'm not dreaming. 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 

19 

At the same time, every time I've followed the American 

news these last few months, I've had to pinch myself to make sure 

I wasn't dreaming. 

Since the crisis, I, like everyone else, have been following 

what's happening in this country that I love and in which I've 

lived. Except that before, I had been observing its initiatives, its 

entrepreneurship and its leadership, and there I was just the un-

armed and frightened spectator of an evil from which one thought 

he was protected from: stupidity. A filthy, inhuman, illogical, 

murderous stupidity that was slowly leading him to a prehistoric 

regression. What madness to entrust a country by imagining that 

leaders of men are those who have never done anything but come 

from an aristocracy, whose skill is to regenerate money by crush-

ing others. Seeing them led by a mediocre, intellectually limited 

and psycho-centric leader, I was stunned and sorry to see that 

what was going on there was so predictable. So consistent with 

the repetition of history books: the folly of the Republican right, 

the impermeability to reasoning, the galvanization of nationalism, 

the insults and outrageous lies, and of course, the maintenance of 

chaos and death in order to stay in power. "Welcome back in 

1938," as one of the largest American newspapers headlined, be-

fore its editor was fired. I saw all this from in the distance as I 

watched interim President Thomasson, the "impotent" as the Eu-

ropean press called him, tangled up in this strange war of seces-

sion. 

Well... Sometimes it becomes necessary to burst abscesses. 

Put things on the table, once and for all. 

This country, which has always needed to live its legend, 

which always needs a "Happy End" saving face no matter what 

happens, can no longer lie to itself in the face of what it has be-

come since the end of the 70s. 

Weapons.  

Undereducated. Health at half-mast. Racism, poverty, fu-

tile military conflicts, some brilliant leaders assassinated, eco-

nomic crises with a planetary influence... Whether good or bad, 

nothing is set in stone and I know that all this can fall on us in 

France, from one day to the next. With the war that will go with 

it. 
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And in the same way that I see this man breathing so pain-

fully, so far from home, I realize that if we fall into this, the United 

States will no longer be there to help us as they have done in the 

past. 

Maybe it's up to us to do the right thing?  

Well... when you woke up this morning, you didn't think 

you'd bring this kind of stone to the building, old Guy... 

The EKG ends, the machine spits out its paper, I wait for 

the full course, but what I see is irrevocable. In any case, this guy 

quickly understood how to adapt to the NIV machine: he takes 

large volumes of air under positive pressure, exhales for a long 

time and his ventilation is efficient. Even though his oxygen sat-

uration is still too low at 89%, he ventilates amply and not too 

quickly, I think I have a bit of room to land him. Anyway, he's 

grinning, one hand on his chest, and the diagnosis is obvious now 

that I have the EKG in my hands. Anterior MI. 

 I speak aloud, while disconnecting the electrodes to com-

plete the EKG trace with the straight leads, just to make sure I 

don't miss anything.  

— Margaret, that's as good as the trace you fooled me with 

earlier.  

— Oh yeah, Froggy... you're telling me, kid... except this 

one's worse! 

I look the guy in the eyes and at the same time I'm talking 

to him, mixing automatisms and reflections: I increase the oxygen 

in the ventilation system, at the same time that logic triggers a 

whole bunch of push buttons explaining me the soap opera of the 

last few hours. Everything makes sense: the only thing that's ran-

dom is that it fell on me. On the eve of the elections, the future 

Vice-President of the United States, who has been hiding in 

France for weeks, has a myocardial infarction, probably under the 

pressure of immense stress. And the little gang around him man-

ages to keep him alive, to keep it all a secret while there's a price 

on the man's head and kidnaps a nice cardiologist to do the job. 

Clear.  

And as scary as it is reassuring, I finally know what I have 

to do. I bend over to the truck's pharmacy, do my market to inject 

him with enough to reduce the blood flow to his heart... 160mg of 

furosemide, and an electric syringe of nitrates. I'm desperately 
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looking for 10mg of morphine under the skin, but the narcotics 

are locked in the truck's trunk, he'll settle for Tramadol. And while 

we're at it, a gram of aspirin, always take it to protect what's left 

of his coronary arteries.    

— Monsieur, ça fait combien de temps que vous n'êtes pas 

bien ? Que vous avez mal ? La douleur a commencé quand ? 

Head nodding, misunderstanding, silence. 

— Young man, says Archie Sandwill, unlike me, the VP 

doesn't speak a word of the English language... Speak to him in 

English if you want, but if not, I'll tell you, he had the pain, all of 

a sudden, at 5:52 this afternoon. Precisely! 

The man may not understand French, but I can see that he 

nods. Counting quickly: 5:52 pm, it is 10:44 pm, we arrive at the 

fateful cape of 5 hours of myocardial ischemia, after which it will 

be complicated for this man to recover a normal cardiac function 

quickly. 

— Margaret? 

— Yes, my little Froggy? 

— Just... what time did you find out about this gentleman, 

before you gave me your number? 

— Well... wait, I'm looking at this... she says as she checks 

her phone... Stefania, I got your message at... 6:01 pm! 

I'm flabbergasted. 

— Just... you hand picked me up at 6:07. That's when I got 

the picture of your fake EKG... I remember it very well, I had 

looked at my watch a second before, thinking about doing some 

errands... 

—Yeah, did you see that? Surprised, kid?  

— So... catch me, use your speech, hack the scope, the gen-

darmes... go to Tours University Hospital to get the equipment... 

You put this plan together by yourself in 5 minutes? 

— Well... hey? What's up? Isn't it super logical?  You 

wouldn't have done the same thing, would you?   

Sylvio and Stefania, in sync, turn around to me and raise 

their hands to the sky with an air of saying, "you're talking to Mar-

garet, we're used to it". 

I still can't believe it. 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 

22 

Even more so when I think that it's only five hours since I 

embarked on this crazy story, when I feel like I've lived three new 

lives. 

— Okay... waiting for kid... we'll be there in seven minutes. 

— We'll be where? 

— The Tuffeau Clinic. That's where you're gonna save our 

VP, okay? 

— But it's been closed for five months because of a lack of 

ministry, I know that, and... 

I stop like a grown man, thinking I'm stupid in the face of 

the obvious. The Tuffeau Clinic was a weapon of war against car-

diac pathologies, which was defeated by Covid-21, closed like so 

many other private establishments with the regrouping under the 

banner of Reunited Health or “Santé Réunie”. The technical plat-

form had the reputation of being extraordinary and I know this 

thanks to two colleagues from the hospital who worked there.    

— I don't suppose we're going to go in from the front? 

— No, we're not! You see? That's great... because this way 

you can work in peace! 

I can already see myself there. A coronary angiography ta-

ble, a blocked heart artery, putting in the catheters... Put in the 

stents, an injection of medication, and then... a big question mark 

about what I'm gonna do next. 

I'd rather not think about what's next, not really think about 

the time anyway.  

— Guys. I don't want to spoil the party, but we didn't win. 

— What do you mean, Stefania? asks Sylvio. 

— We're being followed. A car behind us, headlights off. 

Three times I've seen it for 5 kilometres. 

— Okay... let's stretch it out a bit, see if it sticks to us? Mar-

garet, are you okay? 

Margaret ticks. 

— Well... It's up to the cardiologist. Frog, what do I do?   

— What do you want me to tell you... If we wait any longer, 

given the pattern and his acute pulmonary oedema, you won't 

need me since there's absolutely nothing I can do. 

— Okay, so no detours. It's either the crazy Frenchies of 

the night, in which case I'm not afraid... or it's big fish like us... 

and it's gonna hurt. 
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And now, by dint of being caught, I'm risking a way out. 

— Excuse me, everyone... Don't you have any support? Re-

inforcements, satellites... the cavalry! 

— No. If we had all that, we'd have been spotted a long 

time ago. We have only one direct contact, in the US, and we ex-

change very little... 

— And, uh... And what are you anyway? Just so I'm not too 

stupid?   

And now, Sandwill, who is about to speak, silently consults 

with his whole little troupe. Margaret shrugs her shoulders, the 

other two also agree when she says:  

— Anyway, he has a right to know. He's a brave Froggy... 

and anyway, in a few hours, it's game over... Go ahead, Archie... 

He crosses his legs, and slowly he explains the situation to 

me... Now I finally understand, listening to him talk, why this guy 

might have a shot at getting elected.  

— You see, Mr. Lafaye... being a United States Senator 

brings responsibilities. We take part in commissions of inquiry, 

and some of them are behind closed doors, when we, the "People 

of Freedom", have secrets to hide, after having done unsavoury 

things. Eighteen years ago... these three brilliant and dedicated 

people were a little younger than you are. At the very beginning 

of the war in Afghanistan, in 2002, Margaret, Sylvio and 

Stefania... at least that's what we'll call them today.... were the 

only three survivors of their elite 20-man field unit. Margaret was 

their field medic, I believe she was still a resident at the time. 

Well, all the others died in a school explosion that killed over 100 

children. Let's say I had to go out into the field myself to investi-

gate, to calm down a board of inquiry that was a bit too left-wing, 

and had a "soldier's appetite " and put thorns in the feet of Presi-

dent Bush Jr.... I was in Vietnam, Dr. Lafaye. I'm not proud of it. 

I'm not a hero, but I know the courage it takes to serve our flag. 

There I brought back the evidence that they were not involved, 

and I almost lost my carcass, but after all, doing the right thing is 

always worth it. Heroes in prison? Not a chance. When I got out 

of the commission, these three people promised me that if I ever 

needed them, they'd be there. Each of them took over small jobs 

stashed away in our administrations or our hospitals, but after 

that, it's a matter of organization. Politics is all about having 
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phones with your contacts tucked away in them, and knowing 

who to call at the right time to move an issue forward... When I 

reached Margaret, I asked her to get us out of the US by making 

us disappear... And that woman is a genius... She's the one who 

got us on the boat, with the VP, incognito, and you know what 

she thought of? I think that's your greatest stroke of genius, Mar-

garet!  

— No idea, Mr. Sandwill. 

— Well, she's stolen hundreds of new COVID-21 tests... 

and when we got close to the coast of Scotland, after some talk, 

we could land safely under false identities... until we reached 

France, where we've been in hiding since the election was an-

nounced. 

— Well, that's great, I'll even cry... but I'll tell you that 

we've arrived. 

Exactly. All lights out, the truck slows down, and drives 

forward to park in the back-parking lot of the Clinic. 

— Frog? 

— Yes, Margaret? 

— The VP's your personal patient. You don't leave his side, 

not an inch. Grab the bag and everything we stole from the hos-

pital in Tours, make sure it's got all the stents. Stefania and I will 

open the clinic and see if it's clean... Sylvio, check that car fol-

lowing us, okay? We'll leave you with Sylvio and Mr. Sandwill, 

and then... we'll go unclog those fucking arteries.  

 

     


