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February 24, 2021, 

U.S. Presidential Election Watch 

Castle of Chambord 

Second floor of the Donjon, 11:05 p.m. 

 

 

The Darwinians want to.  

Need to. 

To move.  

To act, to exist. 

Beagle feels it. 

This animal thirst that emanates from the faithful in front 

of him is so strong that he could caress it with his fingertips, so 

dense and heavy in the atmosphere. The atmosphere is electric. In 

this, the timing of the manhunt is perfect to weld his clan together 

even better.  

And make it grow. 

To perceive the echo of his own voice resonating on these 

5 centuries old stone walls, to measure how much his words 

impact those who listen to him, make him live what so many 

artists have described before him: to feel truly alive only when 
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they interact with their audience on stage, through that 

extraordinary link of cause and effect that we call complicity.  

Beagle sets the tone. He speaks. Explains. Incenses. And 

the crowd, silent, attentive, feeds off it. The cheers have fallen 

silent, they listen to the guide, they observe him. 

—  Tonight, my sisters, my brothers... my companions on 

the road! My enlightened comrades who have found, and 

penetrated the salvation of our Mother Nature foundress... Know 

that this mission, the object of which I am going to unveil to you, 

has a very particular taste... It carries a colossal stake. Gigantic! 

The entire future of this remarkable colony may depend on it, and 

this future, my friends, is radiant! What we are going to achieve 

is fantastic! Stronger! More legitimate! If we succeed in this 

mission, hear it, believe it... Our influence will become planetary, 

our aura will become a legend on everyone's lips, and rallies will 

be in the thousands, so much the impact of our success will spread 

around the world! No more passing for the enlightened ones! 

Tonight, we become a people of light! 

Rumblings. 

Whispers. 

Questions. A few cries get lost in the crowd.  

A moderate enthusiasm goes through the 4 immense rooms 

which are next to Leonardo da Vinci's great double-revolution 

staircase, from which Beagle harangued them. He doesn't find the 

same fervour as when he beat the recall half an hour ago by 

summoning his people. And finally, questions:  

“What is the mission? Why, Beagle? What's in it for us? 

You talked about change, show us! You want to overload the 

selector? And why at night and not tomorrow?" 

Beagle listens, leans against the stone railing, strokes his 

chin, then soothes the crowd by raising his hands, and tells them 

that he is thinking. Always attentive to the suggestions of his 

people, he isolates in the hubbub some real questions. He goes up 

one step, caresses the banister of the stairs, and answers quietly: 

—  It is imminent. We are going to go hunting for a man. 

And this hunt will be... much more than that. We will hunt down 

a human being who I can guarantee you is evil. Toxic. Whose 

spirit and morals are in total contradiction with our principles of 

life. He is an apostle of health. An advocate of vaccination. A 
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fratricidal opponent of life, a traitor to Mother Nature and her 

principles! 

No clamour. No applause. One or two bravos. Welcomed 

without much enthusiasm, Beagle ticks: he didn't hit the nail on 

the head, which is confirmed by a faint voice. 

—  Okay, Beagle... We follow you, but we'd like to know 

what it's really going to bring back to the colony? 

Come back to earth... Be more practical... Talk to them 

more directly, like you, they are educated people... They want 

something concrete... You can't give the name of the target, it 

would make a mess... but talk to them about the practical side of 

things. They will understand. 

—  My friends... If at the end of this night, we are able to 

brandish, at the end of a spade, and in front of the cameras of the 

whole world, the head of our target, I guarantee you that very 

quickly the arms that we miss will come as reinforcement and we 

will make life much richer! Easier! We are going to shoot down 

and supplant a symbol of the Old World, and the name of the 

Darwinians will impose itself on all! 

Silence. 

A woman's voice rises from one of the balconies. Named 

Bettina, the canteen woman in charge of the clan, speaks from the 

second floor, overlooking Beagle, who is forced to raise his head 

to listen to her. The former Parisian starred chef of a large table 

in Montmartre, a pioneer of organic farming and short circuits, 

makes her stentorian voice resound: 

—  Okay, but what's in it for us, Beagle? Arms, or mouths? 

Because as far as food is concerned, we are not self-sufficient. 

We're in the middle of winter, apart from the tubers, there's 

nothing growing, and given what we eat as game, we've 

decimated the entire Chambord forest. Have you seen how far we 

have to go hunting, to bring back meat? 

—  Don't worry, Bettina, I've planned everything, and the 

breeding... 

—  What about the goats? They're all dying from Covid 21, 

if you haven't noticed... 

—  But the chickens are resisting well. I know that there 

are still a few, but not I'm not worried, I... 
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—  Yes, Beagle. The hens gave me 53 eggs yesterday. So 

let me worry. I have 1200 meals to provide every day. Yes, that 

was the time when I had a restaurant, that time when I was 

catering for weddings while shopping at Rungis, without asking 

any other question than "is it organic?", "does it grow around 

here?". But I can tell you that I learned what it was like to manage 

quantities. Okay, we are organized, we are smart, we are 

formidable... and I love and respect our principles. But there's a 

principle of reality, Beagle. We are young! The colony doesn't yet 

have the kidneys to live its principles to the fullest, we need to 

stock up! 

Annoyed.  

Beagle doesn't like it.  

However, knowing how much Bettina is respected within 

the clan, he takes it upon himself.  

—  You've already told me all this, Bettina, and rightly so... 

I'm well aware of these problems. How many times have I given 

up my meal to others? But I didn't impose this timing. The 

opportunity is there. We must seize it. That's how it is. And out of 

this opportunity, we will grow up, and... 

Bettina interrupts him, without impertinence or mistrust, 

but very firmly. 

—  Well, this is not the time to grow up if you ask me. 

That's it! We have to vote! I propose a derogatory authorization 

so that we can finally... 

There, Beagle raises his voice, and his hand. 

—  Stop. Don't say that word, Bettina, I told you I 

understand, but what you're asking for... We will not allow this 

on our soil!  

Silence.  

Beagle has stiffened. He readjusts his collar, looks for his 

words, and explains: 

—  All who listen to me... It is not a question of annexing 

a neighbouring farm or seizing the greenhouses that await us 

further east, which I would understand perfectly. We couldn't hold 

them, and you know it. But I know very well what you want! It's 

to conduct raids! On supermarkets, stores, looting their shopping 

malls full of industrial products, everything against which we ... 
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Another voice, male this time, rises from the crowd, 

enthusiastic and liberated: 

—  ... or food vans! Have you thought about the ones at the 

hospital? Beagle, obviously the CHU of Tours is on fire tonight, 

it would be nice to go and empty their reserves, while their backs 

are turned! No? 

—  It's... an extreme I can't bring myself to, and... 

Interrupted, again, by an apostrophe, but in the tone of 

mockery. 

—  Well, what's that? You don't like caregivers! And then 

if the patients have nothing left to eat... it's going to make natural 

selection a snap! 

Laughter generalized. Which quickly go down. 

But the same uneasiness that rises on Beagle's face is only 

a reflection of the unusual tension that begins to run, gradually, 

through the crowd.  

—  My friends... what the fruits of your labour will offer 

will be far more satisfying. Weapons! Weapons that meet our 

criteria! Bows, crossbows, arrows... This is what awaits us if we 

complete this mission, and hold on tight, the ultimate weapon of 

close combat... the Tomahawk! By tens! The negotiations that I 

have conducted will allow us to obtain large quantities of these 

repairable, renewable weapons! And thanks to which we will 

hunt, and further secure our ... 

—  Seriously Beagle," says a man, "can't we authorize 

guns? It's still hunting, after all! With slingshots and bows we 

barely maintain the army away...  

—  But even so, anyway, Beagle,” shouts another woman 

right at his feet, “what do you want to shoot? Game? Bettina is 

right, there's nothing left, we've decimated the area! Tonight you 

sent Anaïs and Sylvine miles away to hunt! And let's talk about 

shooting the soldiers. You speak! The army leaves us in peace, 

for God's sake! They're keeping their distance... but that's because 

we're under siege!  

—  Yes,” says another man's voice to his right, “and if we 

have nothing to eat, they're going to pick us up at the end of the 

winter! Like overly ripe fruit! We all believe, Beagle, in this 

place. In this colony. We all believe in these values of human 

evolution, but we're not stupid and you can't stay blind! You have 
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to understand, a little bit, you summon us, in the middle of the 

night, you tell us that "everything is going to change", "something 

is happening", and what? Slingshots, tomahawks, a big bad guy 

to kill, and then some guys come along, and nothing to eat? If we 

want to get through the winter, Beagle... we have to authorize... 

the robbery!  

Frosty murmur that runs on the mouths through the crowd.  

Clenching of teeth. Inspiration.  

Thoughts are flowing and spinning in the head of the 

former researcher, now the guide of this community in which he 

sees the future of the world. Coolly, Beagle strolls down the wide 

steps. He takes off his glasses. Mounts the frame to his mouth, 

removes the mist, wipes the lenses from the back of the handle 

and readjusts them on his nose. 

—  So be it. Message received. I thus commit myself to 

renegotiate the terms of our hunt, in order to add food in our 

tribute. This will be a reward for our effort, and not a simple theft. 

But you, over there... who uttered the word "robbery" that I 

despise, in this sacred place, you go out. Go and get some fresh 

air. You will come back to apologize.  

Silence of death. 

If there is one thing that has been well integrated into the 

Darwinian tradition, it is that this kind of word can mean many 

things. The man is not happy, and makes it known. 

—  What, you want to fire me? Shoot me? After all I've 

done for the colony?  

—  No, I'm making a point. Why don't you go breathe some 

of Mother Nature's good air? She'll inspire you. Blasphemy is 

forbidden here. Tonight you'll sleep outside. And all of us in this 

place, for your information, have done "much for the colony". 

You will remember this when you wake up. 

He ends his sentence with a sharp movement of the chin 

towards him: immediately, two men from the guard of the 

faithful, never very far away, detach themselves from the crowd 

and run to the back of the room towards the man in question. But 

the crowd does not move. They have to play with their shoulders 

to move forward. One catches the man who is evacuated, bawling: 

a door opens, and the man is thrown out, above the small access 

ramp - a distant memory where this place used to welcome 
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handicapped people, with respect and humanity. The doors close 

in a heavy crash of wood. 

Incident closed.  

Although. 

It still makes a little noise towards the back of the room 

when the door closes, but Beagle shouts loud and clear: 

—  Having said that, this being recorded, now I will explain 

what I expect of you, and where precisely we are going. We are 

leaving for the Tuffeau Clinic. On the outskirts of Mosnes. You 

have all heard about this story of the EMS truck? Thanks to the 

vigilance of the Darwinians, we know that the target is hiding 

there. Let's flush it out. And we'll have weapons and food. 

Nothing.  

No response from the crowd. Part of the room has turned 

towards the door through which the man was evacuated, and no 

longer looks at the messiah distilling his instructions. 

Beagle lends an ear.  

Bawling. 

What he hears outside is a voice. 

Outside, the man is screaming. 

But no more anger. 

Pain.  

He is screaming that he has broken his ankle. 

And the whole crowd listens to these haunting, dramatic, 

idle laments. He screams. And, between two moans, his words are 

easily understood. 

—  Beagle... shit, fuck... broke my ankle, shit... ...threw 

me... like a shit, fuck... I didn't sign up for this! It's fucking 

bleeding... 

The Darwinians, dismayed, clench their teeth in silence. 

—  Shit, man... I'm fucked up, I'm fucked up, you can see 

the bone, shit! It hurts! Fuck... I've got the bone coming out... 

YOU HEAR THAT, BEAGLE? We didn't sign up for this! IT 

HURTS! 

He sighs, looks up to the sky... then waves to his close 

guard.  

Everyone understands. And finally, a woman leaves the 

large room. Malika. One very close to Beagle.  

She carries an axe.  
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And while leaving, visibly furious, she says loud and clear: 

—  You know our principles. So stop shouting, you pig, 

shut up! 

On purpose, the wooden door remains wide open as Malika 

begins her service.  

—  ... Beagle! BLEEP! You mental case! Leave me alone! 

Shit damn ... I have nothing ... No! NO! 

The man screams in terror. 

Thud. 

Groans.  

High-pitched screams.  

Spasmodic.  

He is silent only at the fourth blow, after a dry crack 

followed by an organic borborygmi to the point of nausea.  

Then nothing more. 

Malika comes back, satisfied, and closes the door.  

On the first floor of the Château de Chambord, it's the 

astonishment.  

Beagle resumes, as if nothing had happened:  

—  Of course! Of course it is unfortunate! Of course that to 

hear one of our brothers leaving like that is... terrible. I am sad to 

death that we heard that. But Darwin's voice has spoken. And it's 

not mine, it's Mother Nature's voice, of which I am, like all of you, 

only the arm. 

No reaction. Amazed, shocked, the Darwinians look at 

their guide, who again wipes his glasses.  

—  I will tell you about our objective now. 

Decidedly tonight, although Beagle doesn't admit it, the 

announced hour of glory is not going as planned. The gap between 

what his people hoped for and what has just happened is 

materializing again in the form of a question.  

The woman who asks her question, her voice quavering, 

tears in her eyes, does so in all sincerity, with no other feeling 

than the expression of a deep fear and sadness. It is Indie, one of 

the best sewers of the colony. 

—  What about Stéphane and Hibah, eh? Beagle? But what 

have you done? Our "bride and groom in front of Nature", they 

hadn't done much... You fired them too! Their baby Charles, 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
9 

whom we all named after Sir Charles Darwin... he died of tetanus 

at 15 days of age!  

—  Yeah, what about it, Indie? What do you want me to...  

The young lady goes on, in tears. 

—  ...shit, but we just want to eat, and live free, and not get 

killed like fucking animals, Beagle! You fired them, or did you? 

Cause maybe you got them killed, huh, killed like dogs, like that 

poor guy over there, huh? Cause they wanted to take him to the 

hospital, their kid was stiff as a board, and...  

And there, the cup is full.  

Beagle screams: 

—  Stop! That's enough! Shut up, all of you! 

Anger overwhelms Beagle. The one whom the press 

recently referred to as the "charismatic leader" of a new current 

of thought grabs, powerless, the stair railing and holds it with his 

two hands. 

Then he raises his hand and violently blows his fist down 

on the icy tufa stone, and bawls, his face gnawed by anger : 

—  You have read! Seen! You have validated! And for 

some here, you even wrote our founding principles of life! So... 

no! No, I do not like to see a child die, but then again, Darwin! 

And Nature! Cruel, sad! But fair! This work of selection, no 

matter how hard it is, is necessary! And you all went through the 

selector, so you know it! So we don't cry! Then we are strong! 

Stop charging me! Or get the hell out! I offer you weapons, I offer 

you food, I offer you security, I offer you peace and a new chance 

for mankind, what about you? Crying over a baby who can't live 

a month? Then pull yourself together! Get a grip! Now! Or get 

out of here!  

And while a leaden silence was supposed to set in, after the 

guide's voice fell silent, at one end of the dungeon, and at the 

opposite end, an engine noise rang out. 

A noise that was never supposed to occur within the 

perimeter of the Darwinian castle. A priori, a motorcycle. 

A door is opened. 

A man enters.  

With a bloody face and holding his arm. 

Tall. Strong.  

Christian.  
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Called "Cricri". 

The man who tracked, followed, and identified the target 

before anyone else. The man who, realizing what Archie Sandwill 

was worth, recklessly recalled that value, insistently, out loud. 

This same man, whom young Stephen should have killed a few 

minutes earlier, as Beagle had asked him to, is alive and well. A 

gash scarred his face, a stab wound cut into his left forearm, but 

he is on his own two feet. 

The former construction machine operator can use his 

deep, loud voice at will. 

—  Sandwill! Sandwill! It is Archie Sandwill, the mission! 

He didn't tell you, did he? 

Slowly, the stiff faces turn towards the central staircase. 

Beagle turns pale. 

—  Yeah! The guy who's worth $150 million! I found him! 

That's what he's been making us look for, for weeks! And I told 

him, all of you, you hear! I told him a hundred and fifty million is 

our chance! And instead? Beagle asked Stephen to kill me! You're 

joking, Beagle, you hear! You've gone completely insane!  

Stiff, the guru crosses his arms, goes up a few steps, and 

shouts, coldly: 

—  Weapons and principles of life, Christian! Not dollars! 

The damn money! You talk to me about money and I talk to you 

about life! I've heard enough! Shut him up! 

Chin down, and Beagle's guard scurries away, trying to 

make his way to Cricri, who won't take off and screams: 

—  That's it! That's it, yeah! Hey, oh, people? Did you hear 

that? I did say $150 million! Damn, but it's enough to keep our 

colony going! And you're going to let them?  

 

 

At the same time, 

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

outskirts of Amboise.  

Coronary angiography room 

11:07 pm 
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My old Guy... at least, among all the surprises of the day, 

this one is a good one. 

In the midst of the battle jerkshaw, improbable flashes of a 

B-movie I watched as a child come back to me: I see a muscular 

hero forcing his way into a disused hospital to stitch up a wound 

in a deserted and filthy operating room. If the atmosphere is the 

same, the place is radically different: a quick glance at the team, 

there is some Margaret behind the choice of this fabulous place.  

After the contortions to restore the current, and apart from 

the dust on the floor, the technical platform of the coronary 

angiography room is remarkable. Jewels of modernity and 

practicality, from the monitoring scopes, the catheterization 

console to the image intensifier, the interventional radiology 

equipment is at the cutting edge. Better yet, in my "old life", when 

I was doing medical replacements, I already worked with 

equipment from the same manufacturer. 

And that's a good thing, because I'll soon be on my own. 

—  Froggy? That's good, my dear beloved cardiologist? We 

have to go to secure the area, there's the car Stefania had spotted? 

Can we leave?   

Pinch in the heart, no desire to work alone. Although I don't 

look at Margaret the way I used to, I could never take her 

caretaking skills for granted. 

Too bad.  

In any case, in 3 minutes, we were settled: Sylvio and 

Stefania stripped the patient's chest and set him up on the 

examination table, without separating him from his non-invasive 

ventilation mask. The future Vice President does not hold the 

lying position: he breathes badly, it will be a bit of a sport to work 

in a half-sitting position. I adjusted the amplifier above his torso, 

checking that the table was moving properly, while under my 

command, we unpacked the equipment and medications. In the 

cupboards, large sterile green fields of expired medication did the 

trick. Margaret has just helped me put on my gown and has put 

leaded glasses on my nose. Once everything was in place, she 

opened and took out the coronary angiogram tubes, the deslet that 

guides it into the artery, the contrast material, the tube with the 

angioplasty balloon, and the various stents. 

Everything is in front of me. 
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No reason to hold them back.  

I am grown-up man and I know my algebra, I can work 

alone.  

Although if I look at it twice, pretty much... I could use an 

"operating assistant". 

—  Yes, run along, I'm settled and I have everything on the 

table. Mr. Sandwill? Do you think... you're going to be able to 

handle it?  

I'm looked upon as the village idiot who asked the pertinent 

question that he should have kept to himself. Sandwill dodges his 

head, answering in his impeccable French: 

—  Well, Dr. Lafaye anyway... you only have me, my old 

age, and my clumsiness at hand, don't you? But if I am guided 

gently, I would do well.  

Margaret shrugs her shoulders, Sylvio smiles. But Stefania 

frowns as she thunders her Italian accent with a knife: 

—  No deal. Are we going to leave this guy alone with the 

two foals in the running for the White House? After months of 

work? He can run away, or maybe kill them both. No way, I'm 

staying. 

Sigh. Contained anger.  

—  Dear Mrs. Stefania, how can I tell you... I'm going to 

do my duty; you can go and do yours quietly.  

—  Do I look like Santa Claus? We've been incubating 

them for months, and for that we didn't wait for you. 

This time, sustained anger. Let's go cheerfully. 

—  Well, that's lucky, because your VP waited for me to 

have his heart attack. And since I'm very good at what I do, let's 

keep it simple. Let me be very clear. I'm your only hope and you're 

my only hope of extricating me from this infamous mess you've 

dragged me into. And again if this gentleman is indeed elected 

president. Because if not, I'm burned, fucked, finished. I don't 

know what you dream about every day. For me, it's peace, family, 

children and work. So the five of you will get me out of this mess 

once I've done my part of the job. I'll unclog his arteries, make 

sure he's breathing normally, and then I'll wait here quietly for 

you to do yours. 

—  Stefania?! You've upset me my Froggy? says Margaret. 

Or maybe it's the corticoids? 
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Stefania looks at his sidekick, stares at me, and releases the 

tension of her hand on her machine gun. 

—  OK, doctor. But I still pass a gun to Sandwill. You never 

know. 

I answer, with an aplomb that I didn't recognize myself: 

—  No problem. But put on the safety catch, so that it 

doesn't spoil my work. 

—  Well, on this point, the doctor is right! laughs Sandwill. 

Neither one nor two, here comes the old man with an 

automatic gun in his hands, while Margaret, Stefania and Silvyo 

slip out of the room, gun in hand, to go and secure the perimeter.  

Silence. 

Just the heavy breathing of the V.P., punctuated by the 

breaths of the non-invasive ventilation machine.   

Here we go. 

In a strange, closed room. 

Let's go. I'm going to go radial, on the right arm. I'm getting 

out of something to prick. As I always do during my exams, I 

explain everything live to my patient: the local anesthesia, the 

unpleasant passage of the deslet that will serve as an airlock for 

the artery and through which I will pass my coronary angiography 

equipment.  

And in the middle of the subdued light, for the second time, 

the VP deliberately removes his mask. 

—  Listen doctor... I have a holy horror of what is medical, 

but there is a subject that... interests me. Would you be so kind as 

to tell me about your health care system? Here, in France?   

And wisely, he rests his mask on his face while Sandwill 

comes back behind him to help me strap him. 

As for me, who's been mourning a certain normality, I 

begin to do a coronary angiography, while explaining the 

strengths and weaknesses of the French health care system, to the 

candidate for the American vice-presidency: the legendary, and 

former president of the United States of America, Aaron-Louis 

Mandala. 

  

 

 

 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
14 

11:10 pm,  

a few moments later 

300 km above the surface of the Earth. 

 

 

—  Is there really nothing more you can do, FRANQLIN? 

Floating weightlessly in the middle of her module, her 

hands immersed in control levers, and immersed in her virtual 

reality interface via her mask, Mackto Urulala is as excited as she 

is frustrated by what she is looking at. 

—  Power has been restored in the clinic, Ms. Urulala. The 

Firewalls give me access to patients' medical records, but I doubt 

you'd be interested. However, I won't be able to get the visuals 

you're asking for. As you can see in these images, I have activated 

the cameras in the lobby and corridors, which allow me to follow 

them to the room where Mr. Sandwill and Mr. Mandala entered. 

Inside, however, no cameras. There is nothing I can do. 

On a loop, Mackto Urulala watches the video surveillance 

footage from inside the clinic found by his AI: a man on a 

stretcher, accompanied by 5 people entering a room. Then a free 

interval of 3 minutes, and suddenly, two women and a man with 

a gun come out, guns at the shoulder.  

Rare sensation of impotence in this woman of power, all 

the more delicious. 

—  I feel like I'm playing hide-and-seek and it's crazy fun... 

well.... We won't see anything. Can you find the plans of this 

clinic? And tell me what's supposed to happen in this room?  

—  Of course, Mrs. Urulala. 

—  I already told you to call me Mackto, please 

FRANQLIN. And search. Tomorrow there's an election and I'd 

like to make sure I'm betting on the right horse. 

—  Good Mackto. Here's the plan. I found it in the site 

foreman's personal mailbox, in an e-mail from 5 years ago. 

—  What's the big deal? Where did they get in?  

 —  It says "leaded room" on the plan. 

—  Leaded room? And we can know what it is used for? 

—  It is a technical specification that allows to isolate a 

room containing a source of X-rays, which are stopped by lead. 
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In medicine, these are rooms intended for radiology or which 

equip operating theatres. 

—  So what is it? Are infarctions treated in this kind of 

leaded rooms? 

—  Completely. Coronary angiography with angioplasty 

appears to be the reference treatment and is performed in this type 

of room. I find more than 600 million web references and 

thousands of scientific articles that confirm this, Mackto. I add 

that this clinic has a very good reputation on the web regarding 

cardiology. And I've found the clinic's equipment invoices that 

correspond to equipment from... 

—  All right, FRANQLIN, you've convinced me... They're 

in there to treat his heart attack.  

However, when FRANQLIN confirms - and explains that 

a distant subsidiary of Mackto Urulala Corporation owns 4% of 

the capital of a company that builds leaded rooms - the billionaire 

starts thinking again. 

The only thing that ever interested the legendary 

entrepreneur was the health of her companies. As she herself says, 

although she "reveres her children, giving birth is within 

everyone's reach". Whereas building and leaving behind an 

empire like hers is the business of only a handful of people on 

earth.  

Two candidates... two horses... A detestable madman, and 

an idealist who bets everything on the notoriety of a former 

president ... who is having a heart attack on the eve of the election, 

6000 km from the "Sweet Land Of Liberty" ... Well old girl, you 

like risk, you wanted a little thrill ... you're served ...  

—  FRANQLIN, if you read the scientific literature, what 

are the chances that Mr. Mandala will come out of his heart 

attack? 

—  It's not that simple, Mackto. 

—  You must be able to give me a scale, right? 

—  Looks like they're doing a coronary angioplasty on him 

right now. Cold, when this procedure is programmed out of the 

infarction, what I'm learning is that the success rate is 95%.  

—  And during an infarction? 

—  The success rate is similar with a trained operator. 
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—  What about during a heart attack? How is it "not so 

simple", FRANQLIN? 

—  My Machine Learning algorithm makes me proceed by 

comparing thousands of images and data. The man we identified 

as Aaron-Louis Mandala, and former president of the United 

States, was connected to an artificial ventilation machine. This 

machine was connected to an oxygen cylinder. From what I have 

concluded within the limits of my interpretive abilities is that the 

patient is in the process of pulmonary oedema. This significantly 

reduces the chances of survival. 

—  So what is it? 

—  The heart muscle must be in pain and its chances of 

recovery are related to the delay in treatment that I cannot 

evaluate. The reperfusion procedure that must be being performed 

may unclog its coronary arteries, but there is nothing to say that 

cardiac function will recover. 

—  Good. Basically, you're telling me that even if they are 

successful, it's possible that our very dear ALM may not be able 

to breathe? 

—  Exactly. They may restore blood flow to an already 

dead muscle beyond any hope of recovery. 

—  Great. Well... and let's imagine that they did it early 

enough, what are the chances of getting out of it? 

—  Too many factors come into play for me to answer.  

—  FRANQLIN, you know you're bugging me not to 

answer? Come on, one chance in two? 

—  I'd say more. I set a minimum of 60% success. 

Amused, the billionaire raises her eyebrows and sighs at 

length, mumbling: 

—  Well... Thomasson, Camacho, definitely... but how do 

I choose? 

—  I don't understand your question, Mackto. 

—  Forget it, comrade. We'll see where all this leads us. I 

think that before I make a choice, I'll wait a little while and see 

where all this mess is going... 

—  Once again I didn't understand everything. However, I 

must inform you of two things that I think are important. 

—  All right, send them to my screens.  
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—  Thank you very much. First point, your followers are 

starting to worry. You've gone over your usual time without 

showing up in broad daylight. Messages are pouring in. Some are 

wondering if you've ever crashed into the White House, and 

conspiracy theories are just beginning to blossom about your 

death. 

—  All right, record it, and throw it on my networks.  

In thirty seconds, she records a short video of herself, 

which FRANQLIN edits in a flash: 

"Dear followers, dear fans who listen to me and look at me 

from below, a little message to reassure you! And to tell you that 

it's quite possible, in my humble opinion, that I'll drop some 

absolutely huge scoops in the coming hours concerning this 

presidential election... Anyway, I think of you, everything is ready 

for tomorrow, if you don't vote in numbers, so that I will crash 

there on this place which will have no more reason to be, in my 

opinion... But for the moment I'm here. And I'm watching over the 

grain. But I'm working, so for the moment, you can't see live... but 

in my opinion, that will change soon! See you later " 

—  It's online, Mackto, can I quickly address the second 

point?  

—  I don't like the word "quickly" at all. What's going on 

here? 

—  The images from your satellites show movement 

around the clinic. It's dark, I've amplified the signal considerably. 

I see humans on the move coming into the perimeter of the clinic. 

—  Put this on my smartphone. 

Aghast, helpless, Mackto Urulala looks at the satellite view 

of the area. On the road leading to the clinic, she clearly 

distinguishes about twenty moving human forms. On bicycles, at 

a brisk pace, like a pack of wolves, the silhouettes encircle the 

building and take up positions all around, hiding in the nearby 

woods, at the roadside, or behind the panels of a terreplein.  

I believe that if I don't get news soon about the arteries and 

breathing of the candidate for the Vice-Presidency... we will have 

to play the Camacho card.  

—  FRANQLIN... am I dreaming? Where are these people 

holding bows and arrows in their hands? 
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-  CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN - 

AARON-LOUIS MANDALA, 

SAYS "ALM", 

FORMER PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

At the same time, around 5:20 pm 

1600 Pennsylvania Avenue NW, Washington, 

DC 20500, United States 

The White House, 

In the Situation Room, basement of the West Wing  

 

 

Mouths gawked at the council of war. 

Around the table, the announcement made by Thomasson 

left the floor of high-ranking officers loyal to the United States, 

stunned. The tall, slender man who is acting in this position in 

these steep and dangerous times, scrutinizes the reactions of the 

room after having proclaimed this name standing up: Aaron Louis 

Mandala, thrown from goal to goal, looking sure of his fact and 

even carried by an obvious touch of mischief.  

A few seconds of incomprehension. Then one half of the 

audience hides a certain enthusiasm, while the other looks at him 

as if he has gone mad. 
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A general, however, displaying a set of kitchen utensils as 

long as his arm on his uniform, abruptly pushes his armchair back 

from the table, shouting a big: 

“Yes! Genius! Brilliant!” 

One second of grace. During which the audience would 

almost believe it. Totally bluffed, eyes out of whack, Mac Coy, in 

a corner, observes things by asking himself the same question as 

everyone else: 

Damn... so that... that's a game changer. When Camacho 

finds out about this, it's going to be a big deal... ALM has 

remained incredibly popular. But how can he do it? ALM 

preceded Warner Lee, and he's already done his eight years as 

president... The constitution is clear, two terms, no more... I think 

the next few minutes are going to be interesting. 

As the murmur grows louder in the room, Thomasson calls 

for calm and waves to a group of people at the back of the room. 

Mac Coy begins to understand the reason for these unusual 

reinforcements in the situation room. A Supreme Court Justice 

and a battery of lawyers, including some of the stars of the bar.  

—  Mr. Chief of Staff of Naval Operations, Admiral 

Kenneyer, I want you to know that I totally subscribe to your 

enthusiasm. And before I am asked whether it is legally and 

constitutionally possible for a person who has served two terms 

as President at the head of our country to run for Vice President? 

I answer that you will all learn that it is, from the mouth of Mrs. 

Jessie Gildaway, a Supreme Court Justice for 17 years, who does 

us the honour of starting this council of war. 

Neither one nor two, in an impeccable suit, a tall black 

woman in her sixties, puts a well-filled white binder on the table, 

in an ostensibly heavy noise. With broad shoulders, her high-

pitched, firm voice accompanies a deep gaze, as if weighed down 

by years in charge of maintaining the fairness of justice. She 

begins her talk aloud, in front of a captivated audience: 

—  Ladies and gentlemen, your time is precious in these 

dramatic times, for a simple point of constitutional law. If you 

have any questions, you can flip through our summary in this 

binder after my presentation. I will therefore explain how a 

President who has already served two terms can, by right, become 

Vice-President. 
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—  It is impossible! That would put ALM in a position to 

serve three terms. 

A voice has just been raised, a gust of wind in the room. 

—  President Thomasson, and Madam Justice, with all due 

respect... We will have to be convincing, concludes a massive and 

stocky soldier, sullen in his chair. 

The judge saw others and smiled dryly. 

—  I'll be factual. Even if we live in a time when there are 

people to explain to you that the sky is not blue, but pink. All 

right, let's start again. The point of legal rhetoric is this, it lies in 

a literal ambiguity in our constitution. Let's imagine that 

tomorrow, Mr. Archie Sandwill is elected President after the 

ballot... Mr. Aaron-Louis Mandala will therefore become Vice-

President. And if, after the election, President Sandwill should 

die, fall ill, or be declared unfit, in full accordance with the 26th 

amendment, it is up to the Vice-President to replace him. 

Problem? The 22nd amendment states that "No one can be elected 

more than twice". No one can be elected for two terms. 

—  There you go! That's what this is all about? 

Thomasson coughs to get his hand back and invites the 

judge to continue. 

—  Well, fortunately not, General. The subtlety lies in the 

term "elected". Tomorrow, the people will vote to "elect" 

Sandwill. Not to elect ALM. And the article makes it clear that no 

one can be "elected" for more than two terms. It does not 

expressly state that no one can "serve more than two terms. I 

would add that the 12th amendment plays on the same ambiguity 

about who can be or cannot be Vice-President, but if you take the 

texts on "constitutional eligibility" literally, again, you get away 

with it. I would add that this question comes up again on the eve 

of each presidential election and that I have attached to this 

dossier a hundred or so press articles over more than 50 years, 

which each time underline the feasibility of the thing. 

Silence.  

And finally, nods of the chin, and approvals. 

Thomasson gloats, and rubs his hands. 

—  And there it is. Once I have weighed the law, 

summarized in this little binder, against a secessionist governor 

and renegade states that have unleashed fratricidal armed 
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conflicts on our own territory, I think I can tell you how I see 

things going, and what I expect from you. 

Enthusiasm rises timidly in the huge Situation Room, even 

if the same officer who doesn't believe in it breaks it up again : 

—  Let's admit it. Very well. But Camacho is not going to 

be satisfied with that, President Thomasson. Even if the entry of 

former President Aaron-Louis Mandala changes the game, let's 

imagine that he is elected even with an overwhelming majority... 

this madman will reject the results en bloc.  

—  Very exactly, General Mustoff. Exactly... If tomorrow 

evening we wish to see Mr. Sandwill at the head of this country 

and the re-establishment of the rule of law, there are 4 steps that I 

will explain to you. One by one. Because the stakes are enormous 

and the trust you place in me is not due, it is earned. The first step 

is to get Sandwill elected, who has, as everyone knows, no 

charisma, no chance, and has been invisible for months. I know 

that perfectly well. And of course, I bet everything on two things. 

The solid popularity of our former ALM president, as well as the 

surprise effect, which will be based on elements that I will keep 

secret for the next few hours. The second step will be to validate 

the election results. The secessionist states will do anything, and 

... 

Mac Coy, arm folded on his seat, quietly savours 

Thomasson's superb trick, not yet recovered from the 

announcement.  

Que nenni.  

Something is wrong. For months that he has been getting 

to know him, Thomasson is subject to an imperceptible quirk 

while he is talking with remarkable ease. Without it being too 

visible, the President repeatedly and insistently glances at him.  

What is he up to? What do you want to tell me? 

Better still, he notices that the President is carrying his 

telephone back and forth on the edge of his trouser pocket. And 

for a second, he looks him straight in the eyes while ostensibly 

tapping the device. 

He swears he saw him winking. 

It's not true... but what nerve! He told me enough that I was 

there for that. And definitely, I think this guy knows exactly where 

he's going. 
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I know who the VP is. Hang on.  
It’s ALM. 

Mac Coy, with the right pocket, discreetly pulls out the 

phone Governor Camacho gave him and sends a message. 

 

TEXT – 05:25pm - Mac Coy  

 

 

 

 

Back in the situation Room listening to the speech : Mac 

Coy has sent his bomb, and thinks that while waiting for the 

storm, he has nothing left to do but to listen to an absolutely 

excellent Thomasson, who finally, compared to everything he has 

cashed in for months, lets go and shows himself as he is :  

—  It's time to lay your cards on the table. Some people 

here have followed me, because they truly believe in me. I know 

there are not many of them. Others have done so out of personal 

conviction, without esteem for me, but moved by a noble loyalty 

to the laws and rules that govern our great country, so as not to 

amplify its drift. Others are there only because they are lost in so 

much chaos and are attached to what remains. They get up, come 

to do their work, simply trying to do "as before". As before is a 

thing of the past. Well, tonight I commit myself to getting out of 

"as before". Out of the role that I have been playing for months, 

which is to make you believe that I am only the nice organizer of 

the "beautiful democratic elections" that will save America. No. 

Of course I'm working for much more, to save the unity of our 

nation. For months. So, yes, we will not be able to rely on the 

results of the ballot boxes from the renegade states. And I want to 

tell you that here too, on this second point, I have my idea and the 

cards will be revealed before your eyes in the coming hours, I am 

committed to it. Third point, which has just been raised, the 

inevitable challenge of Camacho. This is really my business. Not 

the least of them. I am going to play a purely political strategy, in 

order to avoid months of war spread out over time when he plays 

the victim and does not admit defeat. I know how to do it, and I 

have been stabbed enough in this inhuman environment to have 

learned, myself, how to kill an opponent. With one difference. I 

solemnly swear to you that this time I want to do it. As for the 
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ALM as VP that’s a catastrophy! Find him! Don’t give a 
fuck about France! Find his position and I’ll send him a 
handful of missiles! Do you confirm the info, Mac Coy? 

fourth point, which is not the least... it is there that I need all your 

intelligence and your military help.  

Silence, everyone is captivated. Thomasson then raises his 

hands, palms up. 

—  Archie Sandwill, and our very popular and beloved 

former president Aaron-Louis Mandala, are somewhere in 

France. And in order to keep them safe during these long months, 

no one knows exactly where he is, including me. But we will have 

to bring them back to our soil. The plan to evacuate them is on 

track, but I don't know the details. However, I have many reasons 

to believe that the enemy will locate them quickly. And as you 

know, the enemy is morally bankrupt, and he is powerful because 

he has surrounded himself with some of the best of our own army. 

Vibration. 

 

TEXT – 05:32 - Gov Camacho 

 

 

 

 

 

And Thomasson concluded, looking at Mac Coy coldly and 

straight in the eyes: 

—  And I am convinced that this enemy will do everything 

to prevent them from arriving alive to celebrate their victory. 

Good. Ladies and gentlemen, officers of the Navy, what if you 

could tell me, at last, if you could find our submarines? 

  

 

At the same time, 

On the outskirts of the Tuffeau Clinic, on the outskirts of the 

village of Mosnes, near Amboise.  

11:07 pm 

 

 

Offset from the village of which it is officially part, the 

Tuffeau clinic is a large rectangular 4-story building with a large 

parking lot, built on the side of a road to facilitate patient rotation: 

in short, a machine to see and treat hundreds of patients. And to 
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do so, nothing better than to sit far from any parking constraints 

and on cheap building land. The result is a superb modern 

building in the middle of nowhere, between a piece of road, a 

plain, and a nearby wood. 

The place is deserted, except for a sleeping ambulance 

truck near the entrance of this establishment closed for months, 

swept away by the bankruptcy of a parent company that will never 

recover. 

And on closer inspection, at the whim of an intermittent 

moon, at the very end of the parking lot between two bushes, a 

car. And at times, all around, and provided that you have been 

accustomed for a few hours to seeing in the dark, you can see tiny 

flashes of lightning. Short, silent, vanishing as quickly as they 

appeared: small flashes linked to the piezoelectric effect. 

The group of Darwinian hunters, who arrived on bicycles, 

took position around the clinic by waving pens of 4 pennies, 

which lit a small LED by the piezoelectric effect. In one minute 

at the most, that's what it takes for the 20 or so tiny and fleeting 

lights to draw a large circle around the building.  

They are in place. The hunters are the armed arm of the 

clan, in charge of bringing game back to the colony. Gifted, 

hunting by day and night, in beaten, on the lookout, or with traps, 

this is the first time, however, that their game will be human. And 

if they are gifted, it is for two reasons: the hunters have fun, and 

at their head, there are two women who know everything about 

animals. 

Beagle was brief, but clear. The target is an old white-

haired man, he will be protected, only attack if the chances of 

capturing him are good.  

Yet. 

Not a second of respite, two women step forward in the 

cold: the inseparable Anaïs and Sylvine, two mischievous and 

funny twins who have become legendary within Beagle's clan. 

Small, thin, brown sisters with braided hair, courted by many 

Darwinians, are two former animal caretakers, who worked in the 

region in a world-famous zoo.  

Until Covid 21 arrived. 

Before moving on to the selector, at the end of spring, they 

arrived at Chambord in a very noticeable way: bringing with them 
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something to eat. They explained that they had been fired when 

the Zoo closed, and that they had been left there, without any 

means, to look after the animals that were dying one by one. 

Without pay, they had ended up freeing the animals "solid and 

capable of evolving alone in this world". But months of working 

and living like this, in desolation and death, had "opened their 

eyes" to Darwinian doctrine and to the place to have as an animal 

on earth. 

Confident, claiming to have already survived Covid 21, 

they entered the selector's office laughing, after having "offered 

the community a tribute that they considered normal. A buffalo 

from the zoo, cut into large pieces of meat. 

But it was when they had offered Beagle, the corpse of the 

Zoo Panda, and explained that he had finished it according to 

"Darwinian principles," that the leader understood their fantastic 

potential. According to them, the Panda, an animal with little 

inclination to reproduce and dependent on a rare food that it had 

to eat in astronomical quantities because it metabolizes it poorly, 

had nothing more to do on earth with regard to events. By dint of 

observing it, no matter how nice and cute this species may be, 

such a weakness should have spontaneously led to its 

disappearance. Since then, the panda's skull has adorned Beagle's 

desk, who had been "seized by the common sense of this 

reflection". 

In any case, they have never done anything halfway and 

will not stop tonight. 

Quickly, they put down their bikes, leave their positions, 

come out of a copse and walk with a bow in their fists towards the 

car that had taken the EMS truck in spinning. A few orders, and 

the occupants open the doors, get out, and join them. Whispering, 

they take cover behind the vehicle and observe.  

Silence of death, nothing moves. 

No matter what. Noise of door being opened. Far away. 

Discreet, but clear. 

They leave their position under cover and come closer 

again, walking through the asphalt under cover of night. 

The EMS truck, parked under a porch, and facing a door of 

the building, is twenty meters in front of them.  
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Shot in the shoulder, a bald man comes out of the clinic and 

walks towards the truck.  

No gray hair. 

Risk-taking is reckless. 

Too bad. 

Anaïs raises her bow, aims, and throws her arrow. 

A high-pitched scream followed by a rasp of contained 

pain, tears the night away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


