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- CHAPTER TWELVE -  

THE DEBATE 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

December 18th, 2021, 8:45 pm 

Jefferson City, Missouri, in a secret location. 

Mixed television set CNN / FOX / MSNBC / CBS / ABC 

Presidential Candidate Debate Evening  

 

 

Behind the scenes of this improvised television set in the 

middle of a Costco hypermarket, Mac Coy is keeping score. 

There's eight of them. 

Usually, it's the spectacle of the primaries of the two major 

Republican or Democratic parties that brings together so many 

candidates for a televised debate. 

Except that, of the "big parties", there is only one left: The 

Republican Party. The only one that did not explode with seces-

sion. 

No elected GOP member, whether Governor, Senator, Re-

presentative in the House or simple mayor, will have finally chal-

lenged Camacho: the secessionists have gently followed and the 

states declared neutral or faithful to the United States have not let 

any heads emerge.  
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It must be said that the renegade governor of New Mexico 

quickly equipped himself with more dissuasive and gregarious 

levers than the usual political rhetoric. Within a week, his network 

of supporters was woven and displayed very much to the right, 

among the highest military officers of the various armies: the fact 

that the 3rd  and 18th  infantry corps of Fort Hood and Fort Bragg, 

eleven air bases in Louisiana, South Carolina, North Carolina, 

Florida, Texas and Mississippi, as well as a nuclear attack subma-

rine and about thirty Navy ships flying the flag of New Mexico 

next to the star-spangled banner, was enough to calm the ambi-

tions of the most virulent.  

First come, first served. 

On the Democratic side, cohesion is not the word that 

comes to mind: in front of the cameras, a senator as seasoned as 

she is hated is in a fight with a self-proclaimed "demo-crazy king 

of tire shops". The fratricidal discord between socialism and lib-

eralism is still dividing the camp, for Camacho's greatest delight, 

and before the eyes of a despondent Thomasson. 

An interim president who, for his part, is shouting loud and 

clear that he will not run for re-election, is blustering that he did 

not assassinate President Warner Lee, promising to announce 

soon the name of this mystery candidate whom he supports in se-

cret. 

Mac Coy realizes that the show is off to a bad start. The 

exchanges, at daisies’ level, lead to a torrent of distressing com-

ments on social networks. The national press has been unani-

mously silencing for the past hour and a half a replay of a hack-

neyed political war, far from being equal to the colossal stakes of 

the war. 

For the past few weeks, the United States has officially set 

foot in the second civil conflict in its history: an internal cold war, 

calm, slow, where deaths are rare, skirmishes are frequent and 

control of territories is strategic and ostensible. Patrolling a lot 

and firing few shots, the NUSA is traversed by two American ar-

mies that obey each other like dogs. National Guard, Navy, Army, 

Ma-rine, Air Force... even the Coast Guard displays its divisions. 

Only the very young "Space Force" has officially stated that it 

does not "envisage, for the time being, to carry out secession in 

space". 
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In any case, tonight, Camacho is confident, bombing his 

chest behind his political-military block. He is the strong man of 

the evening. 

Mac Coy's looking for some air. Disillusioned, he contem-

plates the four independent candidates: none of them will help to 

elevate the debate. Emerging from Youtube, Instagram, the Foot-

ball League and Broadway, they are either shredded to pieces, in 

no time, by the old politicians, or they soliloquy and digress for 

five minutes, unable to keep up with their time or the thread of 

their ideas, after which the two presenters cut off the microphone. 

Mac Coy sighs: he's playing big. 

The election is his bet. So is this debate. With the help of 

the Secret Service he has organized everything, from the choice 

of Missouri, a still neutral state, to convince the candidates that 

they would not throw themselves into an ambush. The venue was 

kept secret, a sober scene, animated by two consensus presenters 

who were blindfolded as they drove by. The hours of discussion 

to finally decide to talk behind masks rather than plexis - a co-

quetry that Camacho is not bothered with tonight. Not to mention 

endless negotiations with the press to choose the candidates who 

would be entitled to the chapter. Twenty-three challengers have 

validated the marathon to run for the supreme election: to be an 

American citizen over 35 years old, born in the United States and 

having lived there for at least 14 years, not to be a candidate for a 

third term... while adding the colossal and heterogeneous package 

of rules in place in each of the 50 states, in which, one by one, one 

must submit one's candidacy.  

What a mess this country is. Thomasson's right. Enough 

voting for "Great Voters." Until Americans vote directly for the 

person they put in charge of making them eat, sleep, be born and 

grow... these elections will never be popular. It must come to di-

rect universal suffrage if we ever become a country again. 

Looking at its monitors, the media coverage is equal to the 

debate: low. The programme is followed by 13% of the popula-

tion, with only slightly more on social networks. Foreign coun-

tries, on the other hand, are watching the show closely, as ex-

pected.  

For some time now, Mac Coy has been baffled by his new 

boss: Thomasson is capable of brilliant flashes of lightning, but 
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the man's passivity astounds him, and his hallucinating choice to 

support a Democratic candidate who has disappeared from the 

screens terrifies him. It's even less understandable to keep it quiet. 

Archie Sandwill will never be a scoop, he's an anaemic old man 

with only a nice smile on his face: the nice grandfather, a senator 

from Vermont, a former pacifist activist and veteran of Viet Nam, 

wouldn't hurt a fly. 

You can't shoot down a Camacho with Grandpa. But how 

does Thomasson want to make the election even remotely credible 

before he's popular? What a waste. The editors thought it would 

be cancelled, they didn't even communicate, and instead, those 

asshole journalists have been feeding us the Panhandle for two 

weeks. Like we give a shit about the Panhandle! The last time I 

heard that was in elementary school. 

Except the annexation of the Panhandle couldn't go unno-

ticed. When, under the eye of the cameras, troops from New Mex-

ico, Texas and Kansas joyfully melted down on the "frying pan 

handle" of Oklahoma, the symbol was gigantic: it didn't matter 

that it was a tiny, unimpressive strip of land, 267 km long and 55 

km wide, which gave its shape and nickname to this state, recog-

nizable among a thousand. This "intra-American" invasion is the 

hot topic that remains hopelessly fashionable. 

— What the annexation of the Panhadle proves, Camacho 

spits out, is that I know how to make US forces converge on a 

common goal! Organized, planned! And that's the only way to 

restore order, you hear me?! 

— You are a fantastic man, governor, resourceful, able to 

invade a sheet of paper with tanks, a stamp with 14,000 people 

voting Republican majority. What a feat! My grandson and his 

lead soldiers are fascinated, I applaud with both hands. 

— I challenge you to mobilize our forces in a unifying spirit 

without creating a bloodbath, Thomasson. Only I, Dennis Enrique 

Camacho, have been able to make conver... 

Thomasson laughs and raises one hand, waving it firmly in 

front of him. 

— Stop, stop, no Camacho, it was me, I ordered the troops 

based in Oklahoma to back off and let you play at the invader to 

avoid a meaningless massacre. Speaking of which, I've got some-

thing that... wait... I'm looking for it... 
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Raising eyebrows. Eye movement. That's it. That's it. 

Something's finally happening in the middle of this audio-only 

soup.  

Thomasson is going to do the show. Aamused, he rum-

mages through his pockets, passing his hands in his suit, in front 

of candidates who, tense and tired, keep quiet and observe, capti-

vated.  

What are you up to, old pirate, that you didn't tell me 

about? It's the right time anyway, after letting us rot for an hour 

and a half...  

— Ah... here we are! 

And Thomasson takes out of his pocket, twisting himself, 

a small metal badge attached to a blue ribbon, which he proudly 

waves in front of the cameras. No bigger than a watch glass, a 

small pan-shaped plate, the image of Oklahoma. 

— Dear American citizens! I am announcing that Governor 

Camacho will be decorated by me with this tin and lead medal-

lion, specially created for the occasion and struck by the Philadel-

phia workshops of the National Mint! Presenting the Presidential 

Order of Panhandle Invasion! The... POPI!  

Sideration in the room.  

And noise. 

Nervously, one of the independent candidates and a Dem-

ocrat burst out laughing at the same time. The other candidates 

puff, follow, and are folded in two when Thomasson throws his 

medal at a Camacho proud as hell of them, who, refusing to move, 

receives it in the chest and lets it bounce on the floor, scarlet. 

Even Mac Coy is laughing. 

Not bad... what a fox, I didn't see it coming. It's not 

Thomasson style at all, but it's like he's adapting. 

— Well what, Camacho? You don't think you're worthy of 

it? 

The interested party's scathing answer: 

— This is about being worthy of becoming the president of 

the United States of America, and I'm perfectly worthy and capa-

ble of it! 

— Ah, that's good news! Because for that, you have to be 

elected. You reassure America of your desire to conquer through 

the ballot box, Governor! I think it's high time we talked about 
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that, by the way. How's it going? We passed the LUPUS laws, 

which... 

Camacho interrupts. 

— That set the election date for February 25, and that's why 

we're here tonight. Yes, I, Dennis Enrique Camacho, massively 

encourage our fellow citizens to legitimize my accession to the 

presidency, which will put our country back on track! Go to the 

polls! Vote! 

— ...and I especially encourage you to stay home. Keep 

your distance! Vote online! You'll be able to do it, it's also part of 

the LUPUS laws, it'll be legal... and as acting president, I pledge 

that... 

— Halt! Go and vote physically, I repeat, because, unfor-

tunately, electronic voting will be allowed, but it will not be valid! 

Go to the polling stations on February 25th!  And vote useful, vote 

Camacho! 

— Useful? That, my dear Governor, I think it will be up to 

the Americans to judge, whether they are judges, generals, work-

ers, entrepreneurs or civil servants. I'm convinced that electronic 

voting will carry weight and we shouldn't play with it. If you ques-

tion the unquestionable outcome of a legal process, it will go a 

long way and... 

— Okay, okay, if you want, Mr. "I take the place of the 

dead", but explain to me, temp Thomasson, why would Ameri-

cans vote for you? What would their reason be? Unlike me, have 

you helped change and improve the lives of Americans? I remind 

you that the control of the epidemic is much better in new Mexico 

than in Washington D.C, New-York or California, all these states 

that are loyal to you, and all this thanks to my HIOPI application! 

A true digital miracle, which is up to the task, and which, moreo-

ver, remunerates the Americans for their act as citizens! It makes 

you wonder if... well... If I didn't become a democrat, right? 

Thomasson?  

Mac Coy smiles: the point is for Camacho. 

— It all depends, Governor. I'll give you one thing. It's a 

Democrat mess. However, I have not seen any of them shame-

lessly lie or lock up Covid 21 patients in camps and then take them 

out of the disease progression statistics and brag about it. 
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Here we go again, think Mac Coy. While preparing for the 

debate, he repeated it 50 times to Thomasson. All the arguments 

about persecution can only be heard in his own camp. America's 

either dead or alive. At the beginning of his mandate, Warner Lee 

had separated immigrant children from their families without trig-

gering anything other than reports and painful emotional scenes. 

In people's minds, catching the disease is gradually overcoming 

fatality and, in a country that sees itself as a conqueror and de-

fender of good, it seems that this current of "Darwinism", which 

the press is beginning to talk about, is about to blow over the 

United States. Thomasson's words, just this morning, resonate in 

his mind: 

Beware of this Darwinism story, Mac Coy... What is for 

you, the morality of this story, where a guy loses his watch in the 

middle of the night and looks for it for hours, in vain, around the 

lamppost, because it is the only source of light? It is that despair 

is a powerful tool: it gives rise to new ideologies, which make it 

possible to create full adherence to misfortune and its roots, be-

cause in this way, misfortune finds meaning. And when things 

make sense, we accept them. And when we accept them, we have 

lost. This Darwinism applied to humans is a dangerous ideology 

because it is born at exactly the right time.   

Sigh. As the days go by, Mac Coy realizes he's dealing with 

two truths. The right candidate is Camacho, but the right president 

is Thomasson.  

But since he's turning down the job, the story's prejudiced. 

Besides, the latter drives the nail in. Grandiloquent, he launches 

himself by weighing all his talents as a tribune on this explanation 

that everyone is waiting for: 

— It's time I told you who I will officially support for this 

presidential election. No, I'm not going to run. Too much has been 

said about me. No one ever comes out clean of slander, especially 

at a time when justice is no more than a smoky concept. We need 

someone respectable. Sound of body, of mind, experienced 

enough to hold the helm, clairvoyant enough to flee the lights of 

power, but devoted enough to his country and wise enough to 

know that it is up to him and him alone to go there! I announce to 

you, my fellow citizens, that the Democratic candidate I support, 

as the interim President of the United States Stanley Thom... 
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The governor bawls sharply into the mike and abruptly in-

terrupts the president: 

— What, you're going to tell us that you're randomly sup-

porting a worn-out old socialist to the bone? I don't know. I don't 

know... Archie Sandwill? What about him?  

Silence. 

Rumble of microphones.  

Presenters opening eyes as round as marbles. 

Same for independent candidates, stunned. A Camacho all 

smiles while the cameras zoom in on Thomasson, waiting for a 

reaction. 

A heavy silence. 

Mac Coy feels his heart rate rising. Surprise: instead of 

finding his boss bewildered. It’s the happy face of a little boy to 

whom the Virgin herself has brought a chocolate bar, which liter-

ally lights up the face of the acting president. 

— Bravo, Governor.  

And he applauds. Slowly, warmly. 

— Bravo, Governor Camacho. I'm talking about honesty, 

I'm talking about courage, I'm talking about respect, I'm talking 

about the foundations of our great country, and the first name that 

comes to mind is the Democratic candidate I'm officially endors-

ing. Archie Sandwill, the blessed one. The stainless steel, the re-

spected senator from Vermont. Hello America! Before you, the 

worst of the secessionist republics bows, and does us the honour 

of saluting the man of the hour: I nominate, Archie Sandwill! 

 

 

Two and a half hours later,  

In the underground parking lot of the Costco supermarket that 

hosted the debate.  

 

 

The rumble of the engines resonates in a darkness popu-

lated by silhouettes caught in the white of the headlights. Close 

security services, candidates, journalists, everyone leaves as 

quickly as they arrived.  A silhouette, however, remains stiff in 

the light, ostensibly motionless, as if it refuses to leave. 
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Thomasson puts a hand on the shoulder of his young col-

league. 

— Go to him, Mac Coy. Talk to him. It's good to keep in 

touch, close with one's "enemies". That's why I poached you, isn't 

it? 

Confused, the young ex-Republican replies with a policed 

smile stuck to his face.  

This man is a genius... malice or sincerity, he is indecipher-

able.  

— I'm going back to Washington on my own, Thomasson 

says. See you tomorrow at the EOBB. I'm sincerely sorry, Mac 

Coy, I couldn't tell you anything about Delaware, but you still 

have my full confidence, huh? Don't doubt it. In fact, very good 

work tonight, Mac Coy. 

— Well, well... Thank you, Mr. Chairman. I'll do that. I'll 

see you tomorrow. 

And Thomasson to slam his door before storming out into 

the night, flanked by a squad of undercover secret service vehicles  

Silence. 

Hesitation. 

The silhouette is still there. Hands in the pockets, stuck in 

a long coat. 

Mac Coy is down. Used to being several strokes ahead of 

the game, he can't tell who's playing with whom. It's a man of the 

shadows, emptied of his mastery of subterfuge, who's going to 

have to answer for it. Given the way the debate has finally turned, 

the discussion will not be cordial.  

Tired of waiting, the silhouette blows, throws whatever it 

is on the ground shouting a big "Shit! "and approaches with great 

strides. 

— Mac Coy, you little piece of shit, I know exactly what 

you're going to serve me, you son of a bitch!  

— Governor, I don't... 

Neither one nor two, he grabs Mac Coy by the collar. 

— I don't give a fuck, you little shit, you hear me? I don't 

give a fuck if you're a double agent, what I can't stand is making 

a fool out of me! When you give me information, it's got to be 

viable, useful, goddamn it!  
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— Governor Camacho, but that's... that's just like Thomas-

son! He's such a goddamn flower that he's able to come back and 

pull things like that, I was sure he'd fall into it, and it's not my 

fault that he answered you very well and... 

The tone rises, Camacho shakes him like a plum tree, 

shouting. 

— Of course, you asshole, of course it's your FAULT! He 

knew! You think he's a jerk? A guy like that? Do you seriously 

think he's a prick? He knew you'd throw the name Sandwill at me, 

he was just waiting to fuck me in the debate! Mac Coy, you're a 

puppet. Thomasson's a great guy and what he sees in you is shit, 

and he's right! But what's the difference with me? It's that me, if 

shit does what I ask it to do, I'll respect it! You should think about 

it, you piece of shit, because with me you'll know where you 

stand. I'm elected, you've served me, you'll get crumbs. The elec-

tion's fucked up? After you got me into this? I get you killed, and 

I wipe myself with your scalp, put you to sleep? And the coup... 

the Delaware coup!  SHIT! 

— I'm sorry, Governor, I... 

— You know Delaware is where my son's company is, 

right? Like hundreds of companies in this country! Companies 

that support me! I don't give a shit about sorry people! I prefer 

efficient assholes! 

Mac Coy's cashing in. Five eternal minutes. Maybe he'll 

take a hit. Stories like that are hanging over Camacho. There'll 

come a time when he'll let it go, ask how he can use it, and then 

it'll be time to pay the bill.  

Well, we'll see about that. 

Two men, two leaders, two styles. 

It must be said that Thomasson was remarkable. Amazing. 

He introduced and defended Sandwill brilliantly. Threw his argu-

ments so frankly that everyone drank his words without saying 

anything, showing evidence that the "Old Man" was indeed alive 

and working hard on his first reforms. A "powerful candidate but 

a fragile man", who deliberately kept his distance in these trou-

bled times so as not to be targeted. Thomasson laminated 

Camacho, which has been gradually stunted. He was also master-

ful in putting on the statesman's suit, when he ended the debate 
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with an absolute masterstroke, which stunned the room, the coun-

try, and the world. Mac Coy still can't get over it. 

"...and if we want more justice in this country, we must have 

virtuous circles... Ethical circles. How, why are we investing in 

young schoolchildren if we're gonna let a broken ankle throw 

them out on the street? Because of surreal health care costs?  Why 

did we monetize schooling to the point of putting us in a lifetime 

of debt? We are born in this country that we are told is immense, 

that we want to be blessed, that has everything, strength, provi-

sion, money, energy, we are made to wave the flag every morning 

at school and all this is made inaccessible to us? Untouchable? 

The starting point will be to equip the living forces of our nation! 

I am not talking about our armed forces, it is an external shield, 

and the current circus proves that the army is balancing itself and 

is not fighting a real war, fortunately. No, our forces are the 

American people and their entrepreneurship! I am going to, in 

full agreement with Archie Sandwill, who is the author of this ge-

nius idea, announce that we are going to move on from the Pan-

handle affair! What time is it... Oh, three minutes already? So 

we've already started. Yes, it's already 9:48. I'm announcing that, 

on my order, the breakaway state of Delaware is being quietly 

annexed at this very moment by the Maryland National Guard 

with the support of parachute regiments from Naval Air Station 

Patuxent River. As you know, this area on the east coast of the 

United States is a powder keg where most of our forces are con-

centrated. Despite this, there will be no bloodshed and I will ex-

plain why. In Virginia, Admiral Hatterny, who commands the gi-

gantic Norfolk Naval Base, has pledged to respect the declared 

neutrality of the state of Virginia and will not react to the inva-

sion. On the other hand, further north, I have deployed eight nu-

clear attack submarines from the New London base in Connecti-

cut that secure the entire Atlantic coast of the United States. Why 

Delaware? Because it's over. No more cheating with money, no 

more running away from taxes, no more making money if that 

money doesn't go to the people who create it! You see, Governor 

Camacho? You're not the only one who knows how to invade a 

territory without ending up in a bloodbath. Except I didn't annex 

fields and farms and cows! I took my responsibilities as a leader, 

interim or not! Archie Sandwill and I have just brought down a 
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national disgrace, and the next one we're gonna take care of is 

you!” 

A slap. 

About as violent as the one Camacho gives Mac Coy back. 

— So, you see what that feels like, you piece of shit? Of 

course, you do, but you ain't used to getting hit, tenderfoot. I'll tell 

you what, from now on, you're gonna serve me. Cause I don't 

know what Thomasson's really up to with his Archie. I know him, 

old Archie, he's got no dick or balls, he's got a heart and it don't 

do shit, but he just got into my shot zone. So you're gonna find 

me where he's staying. You hear me? Thomasson may look like a 

sweet, skinny Santa Claus, but he's a piece of work. He's got it in 

his pants, in his noggin, he's a killer, and that means Sandwill's 

hiding something, huh? So, do you know that or don't you? What 

it's hiding? Come on, Mac Coy! 

Quiet down, man. Mac Coy ain't got a clue. And for once, 

you can see the sincerity on his face. 

— Of course, you don't know, because if you did, it would-

n't matter. So I'm gonna give you a little gift... Here... here, in your 

pocket... 

Mac Coy feels a weight slipping and falling into the bottom 

of his coat pocket. Camacho laughs nervously. 

— That's one of my phones, asshole, not a grenade. It's for 

you. From now on, we talk with this thing. It's reliable. I trust it. 

You'll get calls, because if you think I waited till tonight to look 

for him, old Sandwill... But my problem is I can't find him. No-

body can find him. Silver-Rain, Black-Snow, two private security 

companies full of CIA exes, can't find me a senile old lard as in-

conspicuous as a fat elephant in a china shop. So, you're gonna do 

this. You're gonna pick up the phone when you get a call. And 

you're gonna answer the messages. And you're gonna get reliable 

information. And then you're gonna get instructions and you're 

gonna follow them. Because now, my little Mac Coy, you're 

gonna have to do your homework and your homework... To ME. 
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- CHAPTER THIRTEEN -  

THE STOREROOM 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

February 24th, 2021, 9:25 p.m. 

University Hospital of Tours 

Cardiac catheterization room 

 

 

Remembrance.  

The obscure area of my brain that sends me this flashback 

confirms it: I have already seen the illustrious professor Jean 

Maurice Maxime make such eyes. Huge, it lasted only a second. 

At the time, I was an intern who, after having long refused to take 

part in his stupid game, had given in to the tradition of the "dirty 

Wednesday joke".  

Having played the game, after understanding my muddy 

joke, he had that same dumbfounded look on his face, before gig-

gling fatly. 

Except that now he's not laughing. Hands on his testicles, 

he crouches down on his knees, moaning, at the foot of the coro-

nary angiography table. 

No sooner does he give me a horrified look than Margaret 

kicks him violently in the back of the head. He tilts forward like 
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a domino, and his face bursts to the ground in a noise of violently 

crushed flesh. Unconscious, he lies in a pool of blood. 

Silence. Fear. 

Margaret.  

She's staring at me. 

At the end of her arm, her gun, motionless. 

She smiles at me, and all I can think, in the midst of terror, 

is that I would never get her.  

— Good boy. You're very wise, my little froggy! Well, you 

know what, kid? 

Silence.  

— Well, you're totally right! He's a dirty bastard, your old 

boss! That feels good.  

Mired in fear, unable to move, my eyes say “What do you 

want me to say to that?”. Nothing, obviously. She shrugs her 

shoulders and says, “Come on, I'll put that bastard away”. She 

spreads one leg of poor Jean Maurice Maxime, seeks his support, 

jumps, and with a sharp kick breaks his left ankle. The body jumps 

without coming out of the coma, but the crack is so intolerable 

that I fail to vomit. 

As if nothing had happened, she grabs him by the legs and 

pulls him on the ground to hide him behind the radiology console. 

She then throws a bundle of yellow sheets stamped "Santé réunie" 

on the floor, which perfectly conceals the blood trails on the floor.  

— Well, Froggy... I understand you're lost. We just need to 

get to know each other, that's all. That's when you should say 

"Thatcher", remember? Even though I'm starting to think this 

code is bullshit. What's up? Well, I think we've got five minutes, 

she says, looking at her watch.  

— Margaret, please, you can speak in any language, but 

make sure I understand. 

I'm going to wake up. 

Too much for my brain to digest: in the middle of a cardiac 

catheterization room, I'm a hostage of an armed American woman 

who just blew the head off of one of my former sexist bosses. And 

she's talking to me like my seventh-grade math teacher would 

have. 

— Okay, kid, so, I’ll get to the point. We got five minutes 

ahead of us. After that, people will start to search. What if you 
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don't do your mission in five minutes and we're found? Well, I'd 

probably have to kill people. With the gun, without the gun, with 

my hands or my feet doesn't matter, I can kill someone with a 

spoon. That's really not the point. So, you understand? 

— Absolutely not! "Thatcher! Shit! Shit! I don't get it, God 

damn it, Margaret, so you tell me what to do now and fast! 

Satisfied with my answer, she nods in agreement and I 

stand there like a couple of ducks, surprised by this outburst that 

I’m not used to. 

— Ah, perfect, that's my Froggy! Come on, let's go to the 

storeroom, I'll explain everything.  

She puts her gun away, on her belt, grabs my arm and pulls 

me towards a door at the back of the room, where it says "store-

room". 

What a grip... she's got mad strength. 

Step by step, terror tells me to run away before I get a bullet 

in that head which, against all odds, advises me to opt for phlegm. 

Feeling a beginning of resistance, Margaret loosens the embrace 

around my arm. 

— Come on, if I didn't need you... Look, you see that guy's 

face on the floor? Absolutely perfect force measurement. Not 

dead, but, when he wakes up, he won't even be able to scream or 

stand up to sound the alarm! So what? Don't I look professional? 

— That's supposed to make me feel better, right? 

Neither one nor two, she's pushing me hard in the store-

room. I close my eyes, clench my fists. No noise, no gunshot, no 

contact with a gun in my neck. Nothing. 

A moment of calm. 

She walks past me, stands in front of the shelves she points 

to with her hand: drawers, gloves, wires, catheters, probes, disin-

fectants, compress boxes... like they have in every operating room 

or interventional radiology room.  

— Froggy, you're an outstanding cardiologist, kid... So 

that's your job. That's why I brought you here. You're going to 

imagine, quickly, that you have to do a coronary angiogram and 

put in a stent. Treating someone who's having a heart attack. What 

would you be packing, huh? And above all, you're not forgetting 

anything!  
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— I... I don't fucking get it, who's having a heart attack, 

since you're okay?  

— Stop! Stop! Come on! Take the stuff, do your shopping, 

take ALL the gear for a heart attack, okay? In the boxes, there, 

take! Got it? 

I'm tired of being asked at the end of every sentence if I 

understand what's going on: the answer is definitely no.  

To tell you the truth, it doesn't matter: I'll have to deal with 

it. 

Margaret screams so violently in my ears that in a second, 

I throw myself on the shelves and happily dig into the material 

I'm stacking under my arms. 

— COME ON, go, go, go! Come on, good-doctor-good-

soldier, faster FROGGY! That's it, that's good, and you're not for-

getting anything, you imagine you're treating a heart attack and 

me, I'm going to get a big bag where I'm going to throw all the 

material you need to unclog a patient's arteries! Okay?  

— Okay, I get it. Go get me a bag, I got it! 

Always surprising the way the brain works under the influ-

ence of stress. 

Here we go. I'm packing Judkins coronary angiogram 

probes right and left, metal guides, looking for deslets I can't find, 

that's it, I see them and grab them, cups, heparin ampoules, stents, 

obviously. Sterile drapes and compresses. I'm reading the specifi-

cations on the big paper bags, they're not the brands I usually work 

with - they fall and tumble, what I'm not interested in goes away 

and litters the linoleum.  

Fuck. Stents, I need at least three different lengths. Naked 

stents or active stents? Shit, I need clopidogrel too, damn it! I al-

most forgot the meds! 

Margaret's coming back and getting rid of everything I've 

got by stuffing it in a big yellow garbage bag. 

— Margaret, get me some clopidogrel and some injectable 

aspirin from the pharmacy. And check the radio! I can't find the 

contrast material, quick! No contrast material, no coronary. And 

nitrates!  

— Everything you need, my dear, but stay put or I'll make 

you look like the professor, okay?  
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I don't need to hear it again, even if the thought of running 

away from her does bother me for a second. Margaret's back. An-

ything heavy or blunt, and I can take my chances. 

Bingo. 

On the wall. 

Within reach, a small fire extinguisher. 

Alarm signal.  

Hold my arm. I can feel it. Margaret's icy violence is not 

something I'm making up. I'm facing a quick death if, by any 

chance, I play someone I'm not.  

You have no choice, Guy... 

Let's go merrily for a bit of Stockholm Syndrome, in "if I 

do well, she'll be nice" mode. Concentration, I do the math, check 

the boxes, my brain checklist tells me I'm good: I've thought of 

everything.  

I blow, hug the equipment in my arms, and go through the 

storeroom door to go back to the Coro room. 

— Margaret, it's all there for a coronary angiogram. It's 

all...set up?  

Well, almost. 

— I'm sorry, I'm sorry, what? No. I'm Liliana! Not Marga-

ret. Good evening! 

The voice that answered me rang out from the middle of 

the room to my right. As I come out of the storeroom with my 

packages under my arm, my head is on my left side and I see a 

Margaret leaning forward, on all fours, rummaging through the 

drawers of the pharmacy cart and tossing the light bulbs she's in-

terested in into her big garbage bag. 

Damn it.. 

Something.  

— Good evening, sir. Uh... excuse me... I'm looking for 

Professor Jean Maurice Maxime? I'm the intern, he called me to 

come help on a coro, it's... finished already? 

Tetanized, I turn around and find an innocent kid. 

Margaret stops. Slowly turns her head, puts one hand on 

her belt. I see her staring at this metre seventy-five and female 

problem, looking at that red badge that says "Liliana something".  

In any case, for a period of epidemic crisis, the outra-

geously plunging down on a wide-open blouse instead of a 
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disposable outfit and a Covid overblouse, is absolutely not suita-

ble for the situation. 

Damn it, I get it ! She’s the professor’s intern.  

Catastrophe. She finally perceives that something is wrong. 

Her eyes slide down and see Jean Maurice Maxime's shoes stick-

ing out from behind the counter, then on Margaret in the act of 

chariot searching. Everything goes very fast.  

She turns around and leaves screaming. 

— Help, help! Thieves! Darwinians! 

Margaret points her gun. 

She's just a kid who didn't do anything. 

I won't have time to throw anything at her. Hands too full. 

Too far away. That's not even cowardice. But I can still see very 

clearly, that moment when that kid's back is in line with the gun. 

Margaret doesn't shoot. 

She just swears. 

She lets the girl run away, screaming in the hospital corri-

dors that the Darwinians are in Coro's ward and that the military 

must be called in. 

— Shit! Froggy, come on, let's move! 

Flash of lucidity. 

— Margaret... I've been... I've put together everything you 

asked me for here. You won't let me go? I'll let myself get caught, 

I'll make... 

I've upset Margaret, who falls on me and grabs me by the 

collar. 

- Froggy! Will you stop being an idiot? You still don't un-

derstand that this stuff is for you? 

All I find to answer is a long, embarrassed silence. 

Shit... I feel like...  

— Froggy, it's you! YOU are my mission! So you come, 

stupid boy! Take the material, go! In your back, and you grab the 

case of hydro-alcoholic solution, and now... run!   

 

  

December 19th, 2021, 4:30 a.m. 

Six hours after the end of the debate, 

On a highway strip along Interstate 7, past Cincinnati towards 

Washington, Ohio. 
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It's a long way home. Crossing states loyal to the USA 

without going through x check points makes it easier, but as Mac 

Coy's eyes closed on the steering wheel, he stopped to rest for a 

while. Like the rest of his team, Thomasson grants him almost no 

privileges: "no driver, except to work in the car. But you've done 

enough work! Get some rest. Drive the car yourself, it relaxes... 

and makes you think".   

It makes you think, but it doesn't relax. It's pitch dark: the 

gas station has burned down, nothing but a makeshift camp and a 

small detachment of soldiers who keep the road safe. Apart from 

some poor unarmed men who have come to trade a bottle of water 

for trinkets in his car, there is nothing dangerous. 

Just a strange episode. Unreal. A woman in rags, with an 

intelligent eye, approaching the door. From her gait and the way 

she carried her head, it was obvious that she came from a higher 

socio-professional category. After a big smile and a wave of the 

hand, she started the conversation, under her Columbia alumni t-

shirt. In her fifties, she said she was a former associate professor 

in "marine biology". An academic with an international reputa-

tion. She had recognized Mac Coy and was looking for a little 

help.  

A job. 

“No one's interested in ocean currents, but I can be useful. 

Here, I grow food in a small greenhouse. I've taught everybody, 

about 10 of us live on the side of the road. Everyone can be useful, 

can't they? But I can be more useful than others because I'm edu-

cated. Education. If we get by, make it free, right? And in two 

generations you'll have 300 million great, capable Americans.” 

Poor woman. He'll “try to think about it” because it's “in-

teresting”. 

He doesn't sleep a sound sleep. When Mac Coy wakes up, 

he's disturbed by the vibrations of a phone in his pocket. 

Panic on board. 

Wakes up with a start for not much, because it's finally his 

phone. Text from an insomniac colleague, nothing important 

apart from the fact that he slept for 1 hour and not 20 minutes.  

He blows, calms down, and irresistibly grabs the mobile 

phone that Camacho gave him. 

Almost out of battery. No message. 
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I don't know where Archie Sandwill is, Governor. But I 
do know one thing for sure. If you look for him in the 
United States you won't find him. 

 

Copy that, Mac Coy. I'm trusting you. You confirm what 
my own sources tell me. So now, find out exactly where 
he is.  
 

He hesitates. A long hesitation.  

His whole life is about playing cards to get more cards. 

 

 

TEXT – 05:34 am 
 

 

 

 

 

 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 05:38 am 

 


