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- CHAPTER FIVE -  

THE ROAD 

 

 

 

 

 
February 24th, 2021, 7:32 p.m. 

Somewhere between Château-La-Vallière and Tours 

Monnaie Road 

Indre-et-Loire region, 

France. 
 

 

By day, the journey from Château-La-Vallière to the 

hospital in Tours takes 35 minutes. 

Already an hour and a half that my eyes are riveted on 

two red dots lost in the night: the rear lights of the 

gendarmerie's 4x4.  

It's endless. 

We drive slowly, and on small roads. The main roads 

are not safe. The army patrols cannot be everywhere, and it 

is often their vehicles that are ambushed. But while some 

fools have discovered a passion for guerrilla warfare with 

Molotov cocktails, others simply want to warm up.  

In the early days of the epidemic, an unbridled spring 

lined the roadsides with large clumps of wild grasses. 

Today, in a freezing winter, the roads are covered with 

branches and trunks: the linden or chestnut trees lining the 
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secondary road network are a godsend for those looking for 

warmth. 

People are cold. Trees are cut down, at sunset or in the 

early morning, on the spot. People leave with what they can. 

The problem is that they rarely clean up after them. 

The gendarmes stop to clear the way three times 

already. Wasted time. Margaret looks up.  

— What the fuck are the cops doing... aren't they tired 

of cleaning at night? It doesn't need to shine, fuck!  

— They're doing their job, Margaret. Avoiding 

accidents is part of it. Are you in pain?  

— No, but if we get there in a couple of hours, I will. 

And, maybe, I'll be dead, Frogy. 

Far ahead, the moving thread-like shadows of the 

gendarmes pulling the branches pass in the headlights. The 

seconds are slowly falling apart, punctuated by a humming 

engine. We no longer know if the sound of it is reassuring 

or not. Despite the tension, after a while, my mind wanders. 

I think of the past. 

From the second wave of confinement, all over the 

world, revolts rumbled: social, political, economic, people 

were shouting against genuine social abuses, against food or 

security shortages... and, in some cases, for redundant 

reasons of permanent persecution ideology, blinded, 

ignorant of what was happening just next door. In the end, 

however, the result was a vast fed up without much 

innovation in protest. Some countries literally disintegrated: 

Brazil, a Latin country that values life, quickly overthrew 

the puppet power in place, replacing it with the despair of 

being decimated by the virus and famine. In the United 

States, secession has politicized a disorder that may be 

resolved by the election of a new president, which everyone 

doubts. But in Europe, within a few months, the disorder 

finally evolved towards a tolerable threshold, compatible 

with life in society.  
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First, because people have disciplined themselves in 

spite of themselves. In pain. Everyone has lost a loved one, 

or crossed a dead teenager for preferring the thrill of a 

"Virus-Party" to distancing themselves. The idea has taken 

hold that the failure of deconfinement was the failure of 

civility, not of the state. Screening teams quickly identify 

clusters, and beware of those that were the source of a 

"secret birthday" or a "good old dinner" in a "short-lived 

restaurant". They must be moved to another region, 

otherwise popular vindictiveness exposes them to 

uncontrollable reprisals. The few cases of reinfection and 

the appearance of new strains have convinced the stupidest 

people that Covid-19, 20, and 21 were everywhere, at all 

time. Like hunger, fear remains one of the old engines of 

this world.  

What is new is that real ideological currents have 

emerged, some of which have been organized and 

structured. 

This is what our country is suffering from. 

Mainly at night. 

France is doing better than four months ago. Slowed 

down, tense, tired, heckled, upset... But this country is 

breathing again: the day has settled into the passive routine 

of the slogan "A place to live well, with something to eat, to 

restart the country". So far, these "national and citizen" 

objectives have been met. It's not too bad, even if the restart 

is a long exercise in patience. Between the confinements, the 

big cities have emptied out, deserted by city dwellers tired 

of the coffee-balcony breaks between teleworking sessions. 

Second homes were opened by decree to rehouse "internal 

migrants". The small villages were quickly repopulated, 

carried by the state on new vehicles which were in turn sold 

off, rented... then requisitioned. Oil is cheap, and there is no 

shortage of food tickets. 
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Plus there are small comforts. Twice a month, every 

French person receives his or her vouchers - children 

included - for take-away meals in nearby restaurants. In 

other words, everyone is delighted: it's often simple, good, 

and the cooks are in tune with the great TV star chefs... 

There's no need to say, it's not for nothing that the whole 

world envies our culinary heritage, although some argue that 

this idea of the government is mostly an artifice to "revive" 

the feeling of national pride... 

 And boost morale. It doesn't matter to me, I like it, 

and it's millions of meals guaranteed for our restaurateurs.  

At the beginning of the crisis, a profession that was 

readily referred to as a thing of the past, agriculture, was 

renamed "the profession of the future". It is in fact an 

important, useful, respected and profitable profession of the 

present.  

People are afraid. But if they are not serene, they are 

no longer unhappy. It's crazy to have witnessed dogmas and 

societal habits change so quickly. Shaking hands, arriving 

early somewhere, going out without a mask or not 

cultivating one's garden has become extremely frowned 

upon...  

Margaret's moaning. Quick glance at the SUV. Less 

shadows, less movement. The sound of a slamming door. 

Road's clear. 

The ride will have lasted three minutes; finally, the 

two little red headlights start moving, and we're off again.  

A glance in the rear-view mirror: Margaret grins as 

she lies down. I can see the scope still showing the same 

characteristic myocardial infarction pattern on three leads. 

She is holding the lying down position well without having 

trouble breathing, which is almost surprising. She should 

develop pulmonary oedema and suffocate.  

She's strong... And we'll get there eventually.  
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Tonight is a beautiful night. Clear. The moon is out 

and the gusts of wind are gently swerving my little city off 

the road. Feeling the steering wheel vibrating in the wind, I 

want to tell Mother Nature that I have learned my lesson and 

that it is useless for her to constantly hammer out her new 

doctrine: "I am in charge". 

To think that before the confinement, you were going 

to sign for a huge 4X4, buddy... amusing the priorities of the 

time. Being able to "throw the stroller in the trunk without 

folding it." 

Ironically, the vehicle I was going to buy was the same 

as the cops’. 

With the road clearing, our escort would really have 

to speed up. Already sent two insistent messages on the 

Sergeant's WhatsApp. Caution should not make us forget 

why we are out in the middle of the night: to quickly transfer 

a myocardial infarction.  

What’s that ? 

I didn't see the little red exclamation point. The 

message didn't get through. 

— Hey, Frogy, watch the road, will you? Drop your 

phone, kid. The signal's out, that's all, so be careful. We don't 

need to crash, there's enough shit here... I'm bored, so I can 

tell you, the phone's been dead for five minutes. It's a "INZ", 

here. 

INZ, for Isolated Network Zone. Last journalistic 

acronym for those remote areas where the locals kill the cell 

phone towers. 

I put my phone down. 

And I brake.  

Tires squeal.  

Those aren't mine. Horn honks. 

For a moment, through the moonlight, I can see a 

strange shape flying over the pavement, hovering, then 

falling back and disappearing. 
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The red lights zigzag, the 4x4 of the gendarmes 

swerves violently. And now we get hit in the face by their 

headlights twice in a row. 

— Frogy! What's wrong with you?  What the fuck! 

— The cops just spun around! Shut up, hide! And hide 

this scope, it makes light! 

Quickly, I'm switching off the ignition. 

Silence. 

Nothing moves. 

For what seems like an eternity. 

In the distance, something moves at last. You can see 

the gendarmes quickly getting out of their vehicle. We lose 

sight of them for a moment and, suddenly, there's the 

corporal running towards us, at full speed.   

He's screaming. 

— Doctor! Hurry up! Get out of here!  

In the back seat, Margaret has risen like the devil and 

is scanning the scene with her eyes. 

— Doctor, we've got a wounded man! Hurry up!  

Damn it, Guy... why do you end up in such situations? 

On the surface, panic can be a sensation as calm as it 

is icy. My heart's beating 160. I'm trembling, crushed by this 

ball of anxiety I haven't felt since my ICU guards were in 

charge of patients, I knew, wouldn't make it through the 

night.  

Except I wasn't in any danger myself. 

I can only think of two things. My family, and my 

duty. 

Breathe in, take a deep breath. 

I put one hand on the door handle to get out.  

For sure, I don't love Margaret. 

I don't mind her holding me back, why not; but right 

now she's squeezing my shoulder so hard with her hand that 

it sounds like a warning. It hurts. 
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— Stop, kid. Let the cops come. It's dangerous out 

there. 

I'm appalled at her natural authority. However, I'm not 

a "kid" anymore.  

— Shut up, I'm going out. Let go of me. 

Here I am on the pavement, picking up the distraught 

corporal, who's dragging me to the SUV. 

— Fuck. Oh no, no, shit... I can’t believe it… he 

appeared out of nowhere and flew up... he's not answering... 

God, I hope you can do something... 

We're running, without even noticing. If the shape I 

saw flying over their vehicle was human, I'll probably be 

picking up some mush. 

Bingo. 

This is atrocious. 

The old man lying on the road is dead and beyond 

repair. Blood. Twisted, broken limbs and a cracked skull 

with a bony embossment protruding through the scalp. 

Over and out.  

What else can I do? 

Something else.  

I can at least marvel at his faded yellow nightgown, 

his bare feet, and the gigantic hygienic layer tightly around 

his waist, which gives off a dreadful smell.  

I crouch down, give the sergeant a look that means "it's 

done", and inspect the old man's wrists. Just as I thought, a 

bracelet and a label with a bar code on it. 

— Marcel Savignot. Born on... April 18th, 1927. 

Well... 93 years old. At least you won't be dead from the 

Covid. 

I close his eyes. It's silly, but somehow you think he's 

served his time. Checking the back. The nightgown, under 

which he's completely naked, bears a rough inscription 

drawn in felt pen. 

— "Poppy 18"... Of course. 
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— It's... what does it mean, doctor? 

Sigh. 

It's clear what it means. It says "Healthy Together" on 

the bracelet that bears the label. 

— It means you just ran over a little old man with 

Alzheimer's. Probably escaped from Saint Maximin’s 

nursing home. I'm new here, but I know it's not far, and I 

heard their last carer hanged himself three days ago. When 

we're done here, Sergeant, you're gonna have to go over 

there, because if you don't, tomorrow you're gonna be 

picking up old people's compote all over the roads. 

Silence. They're shocked. I should watch my 

language, even though they're used to seeing horrors like I 

am. Let's change the subject. 

— Someone has written this on his back so that he'll 

be brought back to the right room, if he gets lost in his 

establishment. Poppy, this must have been the area where he 

had his room, and 18, the number. May his soul rest in peace, 

I can't do anything. On the other hand, there's still a heart 

attack heating up in my car. Will you help me get the 

gentleman in the car? Or do we leave the body here? 

We're going to do things by the book: both men have 

had their fill of exotic adventures for tonight. We won’t 

improvise a  roadside burial. In two minutes, the 

disarticulated grandfather is put in the trunk on a, and I go 

back to my car before we leave. 

Relief. 

Considering his age, after surviving World War II, 

cancer, tuberculosis, Covid and I don't know what else, one 

thinks he deserved a quick death, and too bad if it was 

incongruous and violent. 

Not to feel sorry for oneself is not surprising in these 

strange times, when so many young people have died. That 

doesn't mean we are anaesthetized. To make sure that 
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tomorrow his loved ones can gather and mourn him 

somewhere brings us back to some humanity. 

Returning to the car, I find Margaret leaning against a 

car door with her hand on her chest. Her face is undone. 

— Are you okay? Why did you get out? 

— This is why I got out. Look, she said, pointing to 

my trunk. 

I'm walking around the car. 

Shit.  

An arrow. 

A smooth, cold, long arrow through the metal of my 

license plate. Right in the middle of the circle of the number 

"9." Just to let us know that, around here, we know how to 

shoot a bow. 

— Damn it... 

— Frogy, I can't see well. Don’t have my glasses. 

Does it say "Darwin" on the arrow? 

Of course it does.  

The carbon tube is scratched. 

It says Darwin. 

— Margaret, get in the car and let's get out of here 

right now. Hurry up, Margaret! 
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- CHAPTER SIX -  

 THE BILLS 

 

 

 

 

 
Two months earlier, 

On November 18th, 2020, 17 days after the assassination of the 

president, at approximately 12:30 pm. 

Osage Indian Reserve, Whippoorvwill, Hulah Lake shoreline. 

The “Squirrel Nest”,  

Residence of William O. Standing Mink 

Oklahoma. 

 

 

Outside, through the large bay windows of this superb 

wooden villa, all you see is winter, a few birds, and peace 

on the frozen lake. The Osage Native Reserve is a peaceful, 

self-sufficient and rich territory. Peaceful, since the envious 

white man no longer practises mass murder there. 

Autonomous, since their recent court victories have shown 

the world that it  should not meddle in their affairs. Naturally 

rich in oil and strategically rich in casinos. And richer still 

with wisdom. Here, the Indians redistribute the money to 

their people, in order to educate them as well as possible and 

direct them towards the highest degrees. 

The Osage nation commonly pulls itself up, instead of 

shooting each other. 
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Thinking, the Acting President Stanley Thomasson 

watches the snowy horizon. He has always enjoyed the 

serenity of the place, fascinated by the propensity to feel at 

peace in this great home. The landscape of the Great Plains 

is uncluttered, trees are scarce, but never, he thinks, has he 

found such tranquillity in his own resort, however green in 

abundance. 

— Look, Thomasson. The vote is beginning. 

Governor Camacho's raspy, honest voice pulls him out 

of his daydreams. The contrast is striking, between the 

tranquillity of the snow and the complexity of what's 

happening on the TV screen, perched on one of the walls of 

the living room, right next to the crackling fireplace. 

The US Senate is voting. 

The atmosphere is tense in the large living room. 

Thomasson, Camacho, Mac Coy and their host, each curled 

up in a leather armchair around a coffee table and a drink, 

watching the famous hemicycle in motion. What jumps out 

are the little white spots stuck on the faces. Nine-tenths of 

the senators are masked. However, there are still a few die-

hard Republican appointees who ostensibly keep their faces 

uncovered, out of defiance or belief, Baptists or evangelicals 

who believe they are protected by God. The ballet of "Yay 

or Nay" has started, and everything is going as planned. 

— Congratulations, Mac Coy, Thomasson says. 

Already eleven GOP senators have voted, all of them “yes”.  

— You can thank me too, Camacho intervenes. With 

my clear-cut candidacy, I put the party in order, at least as 

much as that little white-collar traitor. 

Mac Coy laughed. He knows the Governor is 

provoking him. Even though the imperatives of the crisis 

have helped him work fast, no matter what anyone says or 

thinks of the white boy, he has pulled off a coup in nine days. 

The day before, he was on Capitol Hill in Washington, 

D.C., finishing up his work as a moderator for the 
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Conference Committee on LUPUS: Laws for Urgency, 

Presidential election, Unity and Security. Usually, it takes 

months of back and forth between the House and the Senate, 

haggling over each other's objections and whims to agree on 

"Pieces of legislation" before voting on them.  

— Governor Camacho, I have taken note of your 

remark, as well as the seven other presidential candidates 

who have emerged from your party, however, I grant you, 

you are ahead of the voting intentions and I am delighted 

that your candidacy benefits from all the "unity and 

emulsion" I have been able to create within... my "old side". 

— Well... And whose side are you on today?  

— Governor, let's be clear. There are no more camps. 

Unless you're considering a future in this big mess we're in 

with our respective statutes and bodyguards. In the interest 

of our country, in your interest, and in the interest of 

President Thomasson, I'm trying to restore the binary 

balance of the so-called "camps". 

Thomasson, with his eyes glued to the screen, does not 

lose a crumb of his collaborator's words. 

— And when it's done, who will you choose, Mac 

Coy? 

— The side that wins, of course. 

Sarcastic smile of the president. 

— Nay, young man. You'll see. There will come a 

time when you will face facts that will force you to choose. 

If you are here with a salary, instead of rotting somewhere 

in a filthy suburb of Washington, it is because of a choice I 

made concerning you. An excellent choice, by the way. I 

regret nothing, except having to put up with your appallingly 

bulky brushing. 

Votes are rolling in, tensions are running high. The 

three men are arguing, but deep down, they count: 21 yes, 3 

no. Thomasson asks, without looking at him: 
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— Tell me, Mac Coy, how did you finally negotiate 

the electronic voting agreement? 

— I reprogrammed my brain to think like I did on my 

old side and told the Republicans what they wanted to hear. 

— And what was that? 

— That electronic voting by American citizens from 

their homes wouldn't count. By law, voting must be 

supervised by a poll worker or it's not valid. So, I explained 

to them that anti-confinement Republican voters would vote 

by moving, and that reasonable Democratic citizens would 

not move... and would vote in a vacuum, from their homes. 

Curiously amused, Thomasson nodded, satisfied. And 

Camacho in turn burst out laughing. 

— What a clown! This little shit is incredible... The 

truth is, it's all thanks to me! Thanks to the cohesion I created 

around my law on electronic health surveillance, and 

smartphone tracking. I remind you that we have a majority 

in the Senate, and without me, you'd have nothing!  

— You sold out America's freedom and values, 

Camacho, Thomasson replies coldly. It's actually being 

voted on right now. In front of us. I'm taking it upon myself 

because I got what I wanted, but under normal 

circumstances, I think we would have come to blows. 

— The end justifies the means, Thomasson, don't 

lecture me. You want an end to the epidemic? There's only 

two things people understand. Threat and money! 

Americans will no longer be able to be unemployed, or 

enrolled in college, or have a child of American nationality, 

or be treated in a public or private hospital, if they do not 

accept the HIOPI program. That's it! And thanks to my 

program, we'll have a president, and no more viruses!  

Thomasson won't take his eyes off the TV set, 

commenting cynically: 

— And as a bonus, as soon as they load your damn 

HIOPI app on their phones... they'll get "fifty dollars in food 
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stamps," thanks to Governor Camacho's "generous idea". 

Isn’t it what the man yelling like a skunk on his YouTube 

channel, Mac Coy? 

— I can confirm that candidate Camacho is suggesting 

this on the web, yes, that's right, Mr. President. 

— Fifty bucks of junk food is a small price to pay for 

your phone to report you and trigger your arrest. Tell us, 

Governor, your app measures people's body temperature via 

their smartphone, and records "chest bumps" if you cough, 

right? And then, chop-chop, it's all reported to the police! 

Tell me, in the terms of use, do you make them check a box 

on "Camacho Land"? The camps you're going to send them 

to cough? Have you medicated them, your camps? 

Camacho's ruminating in his chair. He swirls his ice 

cubes in the bottom of his whiskey glass for a long time. He 

blows, crosses his legs, readjusts his pants, and says: 

— Gentlemen, gentlemen... I agreed to this meeting 

with you, deep in the asshole of the world, to assure you that 

neither side would renege on its commitments, and that the 

passing of the LUPUS laws would take place in due form. 

So please, be fair play. Stop insulting me and admit that 

"Health Is Ours, Protect It" as a name for a law is damn 

good! HIOPI! Sounds like "Yepee"! If this isn't America, 

I'm eating my boots! 

Even Mac Coy looks at his shoes for a moment, then 

coughs as if to make him forget what he heard.  In America, 

you can claim the truth as loud as you can lie. It's the 

antinomic magic of the sacrosanct freedom of expression. 

Thomasson raises his eyes to the sky and shakes his head in 

displeasure. 

In the Senate, the process continues: 39 votes for the 

LUPUS laws, 16 against. It's on the right track.  

— Bon appétit, as the French say. What’s not very fair 

play, Camacho, is taking us for idiots. It’s your son-in-law, 

right? Who created the HIOPI application, with his artificial 
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intelligence company at Telecom Corridor in Richardson? If 

we understood correctly, downloading the application will 

cost, ten cents, right? With 328 million Americans... 

imagine that... let's be generous, here, that 9/10 of the 

population will load it.  

Silence.  

— This law you've been carrying around without 

discretion, is a check from the United States to the Camacho 

family for $30 million. Now, on the level of fair play, you'd 

be wise to fuck off, governor. 

— Okay guys, I'm not gonna deny it. It's true, I do 

have some brilliant people in my family. And they need to 

be... "rewarded" for all the good they're gonna do for our 

great nation. It's meritocracy, that's all. It's America. That's 

the way it is! You see?  

Liberal-Cynicism at its peak. Creating a need on the 

back of death and making the people pay 20 times its price. 

In America, it is a goal that people like Thomasson have 

been fighting in vain for years. The "American Dream". 

A nightmare built on two pillars: "you have made a 

success of your life if you become rich, and if you have 

failed, you can only blame yourself". Perhaps this would be 

true if equality of opportunity were a reality to begin with, 

in a country that has become a kingdom in the hands of 

castes who place the nation's profitability above its 

education, health, and infrastructure1.  

— But then what, Thomasson? I don't understand you. 

If you are the valiant knight in this story, the handsome and 

"incorruptible" man that nothing can reach, why did you 

accept HIOPI?  

— Because if your HIOPI works, your camps will be 

full of your dumb voters, unable to observe the slightest 

 
1 I am sorry to write this about this country that I love and in which I have lived. But the 
day we paid $1,000 for our eldest child's vaccines, we could no longer deny that we were 

faced with a joke. This rich country does not care about its people. 



Darwin 2021 de Henri DUBOC 

 

 
16 

measure of hygiene. So, they won't be able to vote for you. 

Satisfied? 

The governor is laughing out loud. He senses 

Thomason is bluffing, the issue of the sick vote is already 

decided, the camps will have polling stations. 

— Not at all, and from what I've seen, you're a very 

smart guy, Thomasson. So what's your thing? Where's the 

trick I don't get? 

— All I wanted was for us to set a date for the election, 

and get the electronic voting going. I'm sure that'll weigh in 

when the time comes. You can't put down an America glued 

to its cell phone. 

— You're smart but you're candid, Thomasson. I 

thought you were an atheist, but now I see that you have 

faith! 

— You know what they say, Governor, God bless 

America. Besides, the vote's over. Overwhelming “yes”. So, 

on February 25th, 2021, we will vote to elect our new 

president. In these dark hours, let us be proud of this little 

democratic light.  

Even through the screen, you can see the relief of the 

senators. It is a terrible pressure to be in the driver's seat and 

show powerlessness. At least today, they have been able to 

make some progress in a paralyzing situation. 

A voice, which until then had been silent, comes into 

the living room to sweep away the shy bit of emerging 

enthusiasm. 

— What I have just seen confirms the accuracy of my 

ancestors’ words.  

Three faces slowly turn to the voice. 

— They said white men always need to theorize. To 

complicate things that are practical and simple. 

Freezing silence. 
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The man who spoke, tall and thin, is the owner of the 

house. Impassive, posed, he scratches his chin, passing a 

hand through his long black mane. 

— Perhaps this vote will calm your petty political 

squabbles. But don't think that an election will turn a 

candidate into providence. It's peace that we're talking 

about. You should vote for a principle of peace. And only 

then, appoint a man who can live up to it. Whether he is 

elected or not. 

When William O. Standing Mink speaks and is heard. 

The Chief of the Osage Nation, a former Stanford professor 

of history and a direct descendant of a long line of leaders, 

has a fair and respected word. 

— I don't know what the result will be. But the three 

of you who are here in my house, remember one thing: once 

signed, you systematically betray and distort your written 

words. Since you are incapable of respecting natural laws as 

well as those you write, that is why you invented the Law. 

— Standing Mink, my old friend, have I ever betrayed 

you once? When I defended your cause in Congress? 

— Not once, Stanley. That's why I see you as "the man 

of the hour." And yet, President Thomasson, I guessed it. 

You're not running for this election, which you believe in.  

Thunderclap.  

Mac Coy leaps to his chair and Governor Camacho 

opens his eyes as round as marbles, ready to rub his hands 

vigorously. Thomasson's silence speaks for himself. He 

confirms the unthinkable.  

— Yes, Standing Mink is right. As always, he sensed 

things perfectly. I wouldn't run against the governor. Too 

much venom has been poured on me, I need new blood or 

it's all gone. An independent candidate, or a Democrat, it 

doesn't matter, but someone who can make a difference. 

— The white man never ceases to surprise me. The 

solutions to the problems he's invented are more 
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complicated than the original problems. All right, 

gentlemen? The citizens of the Osage nation have given 

enough of their time to secure your little meeting in our safe 

haven. As promised, you will be escorted to your respective 

means of return to places unknown to the three of you. I 

hope reason will move your minds. Have a safe journey, and 

act like adults. 

     

*** 

 
35 minutes later 

On the tarmac at Bartlesville Airport. 
 

Mac Coy, escorted by two big guys, settles alone in 

the back of a private jet, perfectly anonymous, bound for 

Washington. He's been tense since the beginning of the 

epidemic. He was worried, for a few minutes, between the 

murder of the president and his re-enlistment. He has been 

uncomfortable ever since he realized Thomasson wouldn't 

show up. 

What an old crook... the guy's brilliant. I didn't see it 

coming... he must have seen a few guys like me go by to 

surprise me... at least I'm learning from him more than 

ever... But if he doesn't run, I don't know where I can expect 

to fit into any administration after this fucking election I've 

just set up... 

He's thinking about the governor. He's toast. Camacho 

doesn't like him. And he isn’t gonna work for somebody he 

don't respect anyway. Since he's been watching Thomasson, 

he's gotten a taste for a mentor and he's given enough during 

President Warner-Leee's term. 

Well, now… You do as the saying goes. After a 

meeting, if you wanna know what to do, read your e-mails, 

but trust the texts. 
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Rest, Mac Coy. You’ve deserved it. You're wondering 
what's in the back of my head? I'm not only the gallant 
knight Camacho talks about, I've got vices, too. I love 
poker! You're one of my cards. I just played you. Am I 
bluffing? Or am I not? It's up to you to see if you stay in 
my game. In the meantime, get some rest.   

Mac Coy, Thomasson's a loser. If you want to get out of 
this, remember where you come from. And remember it 
fast. Friendly advice. My door is open to you, knock. Gov. 
Camacho. 

Roger that, sir. What do you want me to do? 

Contact billionaire Mackto Urulala. Ask her to make this 
election popular. Right now, given the spectacle, what's 
left of America doesn't give a damn about electing a 
president. 

TEXT - 4:42 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TEXT - 4:49 pm 

 

 

 

 

  

 

Mac Coy hesitates and finally chooses one of them and 

writes this sentence: 

 

 

 

The answer is original to say the least:  

 

TEXT - 5:35 pm 

 

 

 

 


