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- CHAPTER NINE - 

LA SALLE DE KT 

 

 

 

 
February 24, 2021, 8:39 p.m. 

Tower Approaches 

Route de Saint Genouph,  

One kilometre from the University Hospital of Tours. 

 

 
Fifteen minutes.  

That I'm riding under Margaret's “non-threat” trick. 

Like it or not, it's still a handgun with the palm of her 

hand on it. I'm peaking at a heart rate of 130 and going 40 miles 

an hour behind the gendarmes.  

In what kind of cosmic shit did you get yourself into, old 

Guy Lafaye? 

Five minutes of total panic.  

The time it takes for my brain to get a little bit of a grip. 

Less questions turning into dazzling anxiety, I try to put things 

in order. 

Starting with setting a goal to hold on to. 

After spending my life holding it for hundreds of patients, 

I'm going to set myself this personal goal: to stay alive.  

No weapon. Nothing handy, sharp, massive. At a pinch, 

the scope, resting on Margaret's lap, which has been lying on the 

bench since we emerged in the urban area.  

Not a chance. 
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All I have is my body and my brain to face a Margaret I, 

ironically, still can't figure out. Want to shout "THATCHER" to 

her, to find out who she really is. 

I redid the whole action from when we left the hospital. It 

all makes sense. Precise. Freezing anticipation. From the 

moment she started acting, everything went as she wanted: the 

electrocardiogram I received as photos on my phone, so that I 

wouldn't have to trace it again; the ultrasound scanner that 

disappeared, which she hid so that I wouldn't have the chip in 

my ear in front of her perfectly functioning heart; and the 

recording on the EMS monitor, which was looping a typical 

heart attack trace. 

With the urgency, the stress and the confidence of a sister, 

it was quite impossible for me to see through her mascarade. 

The only thing I hold on to, so as not to panic, is the clear 

message she gave me. 

She needs me.  

That explains all the fuss. And that's no guarantee that I'll 

still be here once the job is done. All I know is that she wants to 

use me to get into Tours University Hospital at nightfall. 

— Frogy, we're close, right? 

— Whoever you are, yes. We'll be at the hospital gates in 

two minutes. 

— My dear colleague, I'm Margaret. If you really want to 

know, I'm "a little more" than just a surgeon, you know? But if 

you get appendicitis, I'm operating like a pro, no worries. Who 

am I? Who cares? And I suggest you don't give a shit too, okay?  

— All right. All right. I have no desire to know who you 

are and I've already had my appendix out, it's what I have to do 

that interests me. What do you want from me? So now, 

"Thatcher". Explain. 

Margaret looks up and smiles. She better briefs me soon, 

the hospital lights are getting closer. 

— There, my little Frogy, I like your tone So, look, it's 

simple. We're doing everything according to plan. I'm the 

patient. I'm having a heart attack. It's our cover. What I want is 

to get to a cardiac cath lab, or whatever it is called in France. 

Come on, a "Thatcher" for me, brief me, please. 
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— It's called the "Cathé Room." Or "KT." Or coronaro, or 

coro, for coronary angiography. 

— Good, ok my dear. Well, that's where I want to go, KT, 

okay? Come on, move it, we're close. 

Misunderstanding, stupor, anger, cracking. At the wrong 

time, you can see the barbed wire and the military outpost 

guarding the hospital. The gendarmes' SUV pulls up in front. 

— Damn it, Margaret, I don't get it, are you having a heart 

attack or not?!  

— Frogy, calm down! No, I'm not having a heart attack, 

not at all, but I want to... 

— Then why the fuck do you want to go to a coronary 

room?! Shit! 

Cold, hard, angular feeling of an object pointed at my 

neck. Margaret's voice is calm, almost sweet. 

— Hush, Frogy, keep calm... There you go... Good boy... 

Stop thinking, do like the soldier. Do the mission. You take me 

to the "KT" room and that's it. All is fine. 

— And once we're in the room, what happens then? 

— You'll find out. All I can tell you is the fewer the 

better. Discretion. Okay? We're just a patient who comes in here 

to get her arteries unclogged and then we leave. Come on, let's 

get to the gate. This is the security perimeter. Big smile to the 

cops! Come on, let's go! You’re on! 

I'm pale. I stop the car. Silence. In front of us, a sentry 

box. Two armed soldiers parleying at the windows of the 4x4 of 

the gendarmes who escorted us.  

They're talking. They talk with their hands, we are pointed 

at, then a soldier makes eyes as round as marbles and comes 

quickly at us. 

Cold panic. 

Roll down the car window. 

— Hello Doctor, Lafaye, right? Are you all right? The 

fellow gendarmes there say that you received arrows? You were 

attacked by Darwinians? 

— That's... that's it. But nothing serious, the arrow is... 

stuck in my trunk. No harm done, but we left in a hurry. 

— Okay, good. But doctor, where are your masks? We 

can't talk like that, you're COVID Neg? If you've already had it, 
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I need your serologies for all three viruses, Covid 19, 20, 21, 

otherwise you're not coming in. 

Damn it. 

The masks. 

We forgot to put them back. 

Yet a basic gesture for months. 

Mumble an answer grabbing two masks out of my glove 

compartment, putting them on and passing one to my "patient". 

— We, uh... We got scared when we were attacked... we 

forgot to put them back when we got in the car, I'm really sorry. 

There, it's on. Excuse me. In any case, the attack is a big word, 

the car of your fellow policemen must have helped to dissuade 

them. 

— Nothing at all, you know. When they attack, they 

attack and nothing frightens them, not even armour. They even 

start approaching the security perimeter at night. Yesterday we 

found two arrows near an ambulance. You must have stumbled 

upon a loner who wouldn't take a chance.  

— Well, that's good. Which way do I go? In the security 

perimeter, I mean. I need to get this patient to the cardiac KT 

room, asap. 

— Yes, they warned us. The hospital in Chateau-La-

Vallière called. Is she the sick one? I need her first and last 

name. And papers, if possible. I can't let her in like this. 

I’m white. Don't panic. 

A month I've been working with her, though. 

I don't know Margaret's last name. 

I have no idea. 

— Her name is... Margaret. 

— Margaret? And her last name? 

— It's, uh... "Thatcher" 

— Margaret Thatcher? Is that right? All right... do you 

have her papers? 

And there, a broken female voice rises from the back seat, 

imitating pain to perfection, and comes to my rescue. 

— It's "Fletcher," sir. The name, Fletcher... And these are 

my papers, there, she said, handing out her driver's license. 

Do not decompose, pass the papers from hand to hand: the 

soldier checks, nods and shows me the direction to follow to 
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find the entrance to the emergency room. The barrier opens, I 

enter and, as soon as I pass, I am stopped by the gendarmes who 

appears in the light of my headlights.  

Another whiff of anxiety for nothing: they just want to say 

hello, wish Margaret good luck. They ask to retrieve the arrow 

from the safe to show it to their superiors. It takes them two 

minutes to get it out. 

One goodbye from the hand and I rush into the hospital's 

maze of traffic lanes, not knowing if I'm in the right direction. 

All I want is a minute to breathe.  

It's a waste of time. 

Thunderstruck laughter in the back: 

— Margaret Thatcher! Oh boy, you killed me! Excellent!  

Next time, Frogy, you save "Thatcher" for things you don't 

know, huh? That's the code name, just for us! 

— Margaret, for the record, I didn't know your name.  

— Oh? Is Dr. Frogy offended? Come on, big boy, relax, 

please. You've been very good. So you go ahead and find me 

that KT room there. And quickly. 

I have to say, even I, I’m holding back on laughing. Then 

I let loose and let it out. Too much pressure. Stress relief through 

a little laughter. 

— OKAY. We'll follow "EMS entrance", we'll get to a 

stretcher drop-off area and from there we'll ask for our che.... 

And come on.  

Here we go again.  

In the passenger seat, my phone rings:  

"Jean Maurice Maxime" 

What does this one want with me... haven't seen him in 

what, nine years? I was his intern at the time... 

One of my former Parisian bosses. Head of cardiology at 

a renowned hospital, university professor. 

Call denied with a flick of the finger. The only time in 6 

months of internship when he called me was to warn me, on a 

Saturday morning, that he would arrive at 11:30 am for his on-

call duty, leaving me alone with two unstable patients and, from 

memory, he yelled at me three times in staff. The same three 

times he came to visit me in one semester. It's amazing what 

kind of contacts you keep on your phone. 
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— Frogy, your phone, you're going to give it to me. 

What's the call? 

— An asshole. A medical professor, my boss a long time 

ago. As dumb as he is talented, I don't know why he's calling me 

here, and... 

— Well... He's tall and pale and has no hair?  

Silence. How could Margaret know that? 

— Then watch the road, Frogy, because you're gonna run 

over the professor here. 

In front of us, on the verge of throwing himself under my 

wheels, Professor Jean Maurice Maxime vigorously waves his 

arms, blinded by my full headlights. 

Pile in as hard as I can and stop three centimetres from his 

shins. 

I stand frozen in terror behind the wheel.  

Goddamn it, but this can't be... But when does this 

nightmare end? 

— Well then, Dr. Lafaye!? Are we trying to run over his 

old boss? How's it going, buddy? It's so good to see a familiar 

face! So you left Paris, too? Did you sign up at United Health? 

— Uh...  

Friendly punch through the seat in my back, Margaret gets 

me back in the saddle. 

Calm down, Guy...  

I have a few seconds to recover and roll down the window 

to serve an affable smile to the inarguable Pr Maxime who, 

unlike me, can't get over seeing "my familiar face". He 

approaches, his mask inefficiently put under my nose and leans 

on the edge of my door, barking at me. 

— Ah, that's the best one! Unbelievable! Guy Lafaye, I 

don't believe it! The look on my face when I heard your name, it 

clicked! The emergencies of "Chateau-La-Vallière", the actual 

the asshole of the world, call me and tell me that "Guy Lafaye is 

driving in a heart attack"! Well, I went out to wait for you, did 

you take your time? My former intern! Well, smile! Come on, 

I'll take you, is she the sick one? 

 

 

Five minutes later,  
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In the hospital hallways. 

 

 

The transfer from my car to a stretcher found in the 

emergency room went well and I am now actively pushing 

Margaret in the corridors, under the professorial guidance of the 

illustrious Jean-Maurice Maxime. For the moment, he didn’t see 

through us. As fooled as I was. The transport scope's faking and 

I just transferred him the photo of the fake MI. 

— Mmm... I confirm, Lafaye. Anterior MI. Good, I 

trained you well!  

It's not possible to be that dumb. 

This guy has golden fingers: he's a world-renowned 

operator, considered a great in interventional cardiology, he's a 

faculty teacher, and if there's one person who hasn't taught me a 

thing, it's him. 

— Let's keep going!  We're taking her to KT, that's the 

way. Pffff... building the coronary angiography room takes 

forever in the E.R., how silly. You lose 10 minutes just by going 

there: 10 minutes is a lot of time for myocardial tissue to suffer. 

When we start building hospitals again, I'll have something to 

say and I want to see the plans! 

Memory magic. I remember, intern, how delighted I was 

to see the patients leave for his exam room. Everything always 

went well, spotless. I remember, however, that I would hide 

when he came into the ward to avoid hearing him yakking and 

holding my leg about his latest "exploit". I almost forget that 

Margaret's got a gun stashed away.  

With Covid we've got used to not planning ahead, to 

having days full of surprises. Tonight, we break records. 

— Ahala, what a mess this virus, well "these" viruses... 

Who knew pangolins were banging bats, huh? You want to 

know the worst? I was invited to do continuing education in 

Wuhan 6 years ago. Well, I ate some pangolin back in the day. 

It's delicious by the way! Ah, "curiosity"! As I used to say to the 

students in class: it is curiosity that makes the good researcher, 

the good doctor and the good teacher! 

— What about the bat? 

— What, the bat? 
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— Is it good? 

— Ah? Uh... good question, Lafaye. I haven't tasted it yet!  

 Funny thing is, he almost regretted it. Focus on what's 

next. Trying to project myself on what awaits us in the coronary 

angiography room takes me away from this verbal torment. I 

still don't know why Margaret, who doesn't have a heart attack, 

wants to get in at all costs. Yet, my survival depends on it. 

— Well, how about you, Lafaye, staying and helping me 

out? Weren't you planning on going back? 

If only I knew what to say. I'd rather be out there running 

between the arrows, than get caught between that jerk and a gun. 

— To unblock the lady's arteries? It's a bit of a mess here, 

like everywhere else. We make do with what we have. If you 

can stay, we're gonna do this on a tandem bike, but I called for 

backup. There's a little cardio intern in the E.R., who's hot, so 

hot! Whoa... You may pass me the expression, but she has... an 

impressive chest capacity, that little one. 

Neither one nor two, Margaret comes in: 

— Oh, you know, Professor Maxime... Guy, he's super 

good. You've made a wonderful student, I work with him at the 

hospital, he's excellent! He's going to do it on his own! He's a 

big boy. I think they must be overcrowded in the E.R., right?   

— Na. It's just like anywhere else. We're working, but not 

at the same speed as before. The virus slows everything down, 

people are afraid to show up, afraid to get the virus in the 

hospital and the next day they arrive with historic disasters and 

outdated heart attacks. At night, only the city of Tours is 

drained. Outside, it's still pretty risky! I mean, at least the cops 

and the university have something else to do besides pissing us 

off every time we pull a prank. We can laugh like we used to at 

the hospital. 

— Oh, at home, in the USA... well in the NUSA as they 

say now, I think it still wouldn't pass, Professor Maurice! Humor 

quickly turns to harassment, it's crazy, huh? Poor thing. Why 

don't you just leave her where she is...  

Margaret. 

Margaret is impressive. She has an ability to improvise 

that is beyond comprehension. It's as if the whole universe 

around her was obeying her. 
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 As she spoke, she pulled on her shirt, revealing her 

cleavage, making doe eyes at her interlocutor. A strong cleavage 

for a woman her age. She has the full attention of Prof. Jean-

Maurice Maxime. 

I should panic, but I'm just a spectator-hostage, which will 

bring me to my end in a few minutes. You have to admit that the 

show's really good. And strangely enough, stress increases my 

senses tenfold and doesn't make me lose a crumb of it. 

— Is that right? Very well very well, dear patient! So, you 

were saying? So you're American, then? Oh, that's funny. I did 

my postdoc in New York at the Presbyterian Hospital, 

Columbia, for two years. How about you? 

— Me? Surgeon in chief, Harvard Medical School, after a 

few years in the US Navy, Professor Maxime. My specialty is 

pancreatic surgery. 

— But how did you get lost there? 

— I ran away before the horrible war. My country is too 

unstable now. We're the NUSA. It's sad. 

— Come on, come on, it's okay! Hopefully, tomorrow 

you'll have a new president! You're voting tomorrow, aren't 

you?  

— We're hoping... we're hoping he'll be legitimate. Well, I 

arrived in France, I registered, I took the first job I found, at 

Santé Réunie, it was there... in Indre et Loire. 

— Margaret is our ER orderly and even acts as a nurse 

and... 

I'm dreaming: she has just discreetly pinched my hip, as if 

to say, "let it go". Margaret brought out a technique as old as the 

hills: flirting. 

I shut up, listen, don't listen, whatever, I simply push the 

damn gurney and let Margaret run the show and chat with the 

other moron. In the meantime, I'm trying to memorize the 

corridors and count the exits, in case I have to run out of here. 

It's a waste of time. 

The CHU of Tours is like all the big hospitals.  

A maze. 

— Oh, you know, Professor Margaret... you're a professor 

too, aren't you? Probably? Come on, I'm just teasing you. Well, 

I, too, Margaret, signed up at Healthy Gathering. I left the 
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faculty and the hospital a year and a half ago, took a leave, you 

couldn't work there anyway. I went to a clinic for showbiz stars 

and, above all, working part-time in the industry, it pays really 

well. With my name, it was easy! But then again... I felt the 

wind shift before anyone else. At the second lockdown the stars 

became even closer to their money, I realised that it wouldn't 

work out and I organised my transfer here. And here I am, 

taking care of you and your little... heart, aren't I? 

Margaret's pinching my thigh. But it's much more 

friendly, just to give me a message I've already understood: he 

didn’t mean her heart. 

I end up ignoring their circus. Well, we'll see. 

I'm thinking about my family.  

And in the past few weeks. 

So much stress. 

Adaptation. 

I landed here, too. With my family. The Parisian bobo 

who only knew Montmartre and buys a 4x4, lost in the middle of 

one of the "most beautiful regions of France" of which he only 

got an idea through reports on the castles of the Loire Valley.  

It is true that this region is beautiful. I can see it when I 

leave in the morning. But before I visit, I'm gonna have to get 

out of here. 

You'll be all right, Guy... use your head. 

It's all I've been doing for the past few months.  

Thinking, every day, about how to get by. That's why I 

agreed to be drafted and then transferred here. 

"Santé Réunie” or Reunited Haealth. 

What has happened, in less than a year, is the embodiment 

of the expression "necessity makes law": "Santé Réunie" is a 

masterful political coup. An unthinkable project outside of this 

crazy situation that has brought us to our knees: nothing less 

than the fusion of private and public French medicine, under the 

same emblem and financed by envelopes and budgets, and no 

more by "acts".  

In our fantastic French system, which allows us not to 

have to pay the 1,000 euros for a day's hospitalisation, there 

have always been two hidden and ambivalent currents of 

thoughts. Before the crisis, "Social Security", at a crossroads, 
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hesitated between two future directions: state medicine, ultra-

regulated and financed by the nation, or liberal medicine, 

unbridled and half-financed by private insurance. 

Against all odds, the first option won. 

As far as I am concerned, I have lost everything I was 

building, like so many other colleagues. But unlike some people, 

at least I'm standing. 

For years, the Social Security wanted to ensure the 

"relevance of the acts reimbursed", especially for liberals like 

me: obsessed by "prescribing doctors" who, over the years, had 

trained themselves in "efficiency" and "performance" by 

working more and more, with more administrative constraints, 

for ridiculous tariffs. Tariffs that, therefore, encouraged people 

to perform even more procedures, even more poorly paid, etc. At 

the hospital, it wasn't much better: pressurized by nonsensical 

"indicators" from an administration explaining the correct way 

to drive nails. Caregivers responded that it's complicated to 

screw in with hammers, when you're 0.3 people behind the 

hammer. 

Covid took care of the cleanup. Patients have taken more 

than the relevance in the face: drastic reduction of acts, end of 

consultations for trifles, collapse of blood tests in city labs, 

disappearance of elderly people expensive care carried away by 

the virus... Add to this the nationalisation of ambulance 

companies and certain pharmaceutical laboratories and the circle 

is complete. 

The first doctors to suffer were the replacements. Covid 

summer was pretty quiet. Fewer cases, a few clusters of the 

Covid 20 variant, more lethal but less contagious than the 19. 

But settled doctors, like me, didn't go on holiday: end of the 

game for replacements. And with the second and then the third 

containment, the Liberals no longer filled their cabinet. Some of 

them went bankrupt.  

Meanwhile, the public hospital was flooded with Covid. 

Worse, under his usual patients who it could no longer treat 

properly and who no longer came anyway, for fear of catching 

it. 

That's the way it happened, because both systems were on 

the brink of collapse at the same time. One overwhelmed, the 
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other in agony. And since we still needed them, they didn't 

disappear. They signed up for their mutual survival, at the cost 

of major upheavals. 

The result was "Santé Réunie".  

I remember how I was thrown by the job offers I was 

given. I had left the clinic after a hectic shift and was reluctant to 

go to Santé Réunie, or go home to pick up the children. 

Something inside me told me, "Let's go, before it’s too late". 

The posts were: "Referring cardiologist in Château du Loir", 

"Doctor for medical transfer by vehicle in Pau", or "Care 

assistant in an Ehpad in Seine Saint-Denis". At the firm, my 

activity was 25% of normal. With the State committing to take 

over half of my installation loans, I did not hesitate for long to 

sign.  

When "Santé Réunie" was created on the initiative of the 

Minister of Health, doctors' unions from all sides initially cried 

out for impoverishment. Of course it was: but between that and 

misery, we had to come back down to earth. Those who waited 

too long to sign ended up on hard posts, or irrelevant ones. 

Others have given up altogether. One of my best friends, a 

plastic surgeon in the south of France, became a day nurse. At 

night, against a bit of black market, he injects what's left of 

botulinum toxin, or reshapes noses, illegally. 

He's got three kids. 

At least he has a living wage. 

Because at “Santé Réunie”, no matter what we say, we're 

kind of protected. It's better than living on food stamps, like 

40% of the population today. People live. They eat, they sleep, 

but misery is the lot of a lot of people. 

Being tired and far from home to do more or less his job 

is a chance I measure. One day, we will visit the Saumurois and 

the castles of the Loire Valley. Anyway, for now, what I'm 

going to visit is a coronary angiography room. 

 We go in, the talk never ends. Margaret's watching, 

checking all the entrances and exits. I do the same. No backup, 

no radio manipulator: it'll just be the three of us. The great 

Professor Jean Maurice Maxime goes to get some material from 

the storeroom next door, explaining that "it's going to be Spartan 

and, Guy, you'll have plenty of work". He's asking me to turn on 
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the X-ray machine. I do it. I go behind the leaded glass and open 

a control console. I'm not familiar with this model, but I quickly 

find my bearings and turn it on. 

On my left, an exit. 

A door.  

I could run, run away. Starting now. 

Take a look at Margaret. 

Subtly, she turns her head, reaches into one of her pockets 

and clearly whispers "NO". 

Arm full of material, the professor comes back from the 

storeroom. 

— Margaret, take your clothes off and settle in, will you? 

Lafaye? Can you take care of putting the surveillance scope on 

her? Take the EMS thing off, plug in the one on the console. 

You'll find the electrodes in the bottom right-hand drawer. 

And there, Margaret, calmly, stands up. She's staring at 

me. Pull out her sidearm, get off the gurney and walk to my old 

boss. She's pointing the gun at him, slowly approaching. 

Amazement. 

Jean Maurice Maxime is setting up his examination table 

from behind.  

She taps him on the shoulder. 

He turns around. 

In disbelief, he's staring at the gun. 

— About, curiosity, Professor Maxime, what were you 

saying?  Is that important, for a doctor? 

— But... uh... I... But... how? 

— Then you're gonna have to be really curious to find 

your balls after this, asshole.  

Margaret's kick to his testicles is so powerful that my old 

boss takes off from the floor, before collapsing miserably, 

moaning.  
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- CHAPITRE TEN - 

THE CANDIDATE 

 

 

 

 

 
8 December 2020 

36 days after the president was assassinated. 

1650 Pennsylvania Ave NW, 

Washington, DC 20502 

The Eisenhower Executive Office Building 

 

 

Mac Coy does not feel at home in the Eisenhower 

Executive Office Building. His office is big there. Convenient. 

A few doors away from the Interim President and the rest of the 

presidential team, ideal for working effectively in times of crisis 

as well as in times of peace. That said, the seat of the Vice-

Presidency is essentially a ceremonial building: the place is 

largely transformed into a Museum accessible to the public. 

This is definitely not the office he had as Chief of Staff in 

the White House.  

No story. Less cachet. 

Less symbolic. 

He looks up from his paper on the Internet voting puzzle, 

rubs his eyes, then turns his head mechanically, irresistibly 

attracted by the light. 

The light of day, like the light of power. 

The famous West Wing. 
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Through the window he can see the West Wing of the 

White House, just across West Executive Avenue, the enclosed 

street between the two buildings that serves as a parking lot and 

passageway for EEOB people. 

The building where it is located is not the seat of power.  

It's the big minions' office. 

Mac Coy may be fascinated by Acting President 

Thomasson's intelligence, but he doesn't understand his attitude. 

In times of crisis, with this secession war that is truly taking 

shape through the increasing number of clashes in the country, it 

is necessary to show strength. Instead, in order not to "lend 

himself to accusations of putsch", as he put it, Thomasson is 

working here instead of in the Oval Office. For Mac Coy, it 

doesn't matter that Warner Lee's brain was used as paint: the 

stakes are too high and it's not healthy to be seen as weak in this 

power relationships culture country. 

He blows. 

Organizing elections is his burden. On the Democratic 

side, he needs to make his boss feel confident, so he is working 

hard to find a viable solution. The LUPUS laws he passed allow 

internet voting, but the electoral code he couldn't move it one 

iota. As long as it takes regulatory control of Poll Workers, in a 

real polling station, the equation is impossible. And paper-based 

postal voting is an illusion as long as Americans don't care about 

the election and as long as the postal services are at a standstill.  

It just so happens that mad jokers claiming to be 

"evolutionist" and "pro-virus" ideology have been having fun all 

over the country posting the remains of dead Covid-21 animals: 

cats, cows, pigs, mice. Teguments, limbs, bone, dried meat or 

crushed lungs were seen circulating. Two weeks and it was 

done, no more post office in the country to drop off every single 

envelope and people who no longer go near their mailboxes. 

On the Republican side, Mac Coy works to calm the game 

and maintains close relations with his former camp. He 

discovered "painful diplomatic skills," as Thomasson says. In 

fact, it is high time to use it. 
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Governor Camacho, I'm contacting you following up on 
the exchange with Mr. Thomasson. Set a date for the 
debate in which you will exchange views with him, two 
other Democratic candidates and your competitors if 
you have any. 

Here comes the traitor wakes up! Hello, Mac Coy. Why 
would I argue with Thomasson, I thought he wasn't 
running? I'm less and less up for this election. More and 
more supporter for the use of force.  
 
 
 

He will not run, but he will represent and speak on 
behalf of his candidate. I advise against force for the 
same reasons I did before, too unstable. And you will 
orally butcher him. 

 
 
 

Strength comes to me without my asking. Numerous 
informal rallies within the army. Navy Air Force 
Thomasson knows that. Good joke, can we know who his 
candidate is?  
 
 
 

I can't tell you that. Do you agree on a date? Do you 
agree to the Tuesday, December 15 online in visio? 

What's the name of his candidate? 
 
 
 

TEXT - 2:49 pm 

  

 

 

 

  

  

 
 

TEXT - Gov Camacho -2:51 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 
TEXT - 2:52 pm 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

TEXT - Gov Camacho - 2:52 pm 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

TEXT – 2:55 pm 

 

 

 

 
 

 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 2:55 pm 
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Are you OK for Tuesday, December 15 online in 
visio? 
 
 
 

What's the name of his candidate? What can you give me, 
Mac Coy? You said you'd side with the winner. You have 
to give yourself the means. 
 
 
 

Enough is enough, the debate will be held on 
Tuesday 15 December online by videoconference 
on national channels. President Thomasson's 
calling the shots. Good day, Governor. 
 

You pushy motherfucker asshole of my balls I'm gonna 
peel your head and scalp your dick if I see you, you little 
shit!!! 
 
 
 

TEXT – 2:55 pm 

 

 

 

 
 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 2:56 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

Long sigh. The rules of poker are simple. Even simpler 

when you have all the cards in your hand and your opponent is 

as readable as a 5-year-old child. 
 

TEXT – 2:57 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 2:58 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

Politics, and its raw violence. Mac Coy bursts out 

laughing. He is familiar with this vocabulary because he has 

used it many times before. And for 10 minutes, he gets a good 

ten texts in the same tone. But what makes him laugh is how 

easy it is to place pawns with someone primary and frontal like 

Camacho.  

Eight hours later, somewhere in Washington, D.C., in a 

car, in a parking lot, Mac Coy opens a box and pulls out a small 

folding phone, into which he inserts a prepaid SIM card. He then 

turns on his official smartphone, opens the "contacts" tab and 
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Governor Camacho, you'll suspect the sender. 
Archie Sandwill. That's old Archie Sandwill, 
Thomasson's candidate... 
 

Copy that. I don't believe it. What proves it’s you? 
 
 
 

I figured you wouldn't believe me so I'm sending 
you back a friendly message that you'll recognize: 
"You pushy motherfucker you pushy little asshole 
of my balls I'll peel your head and scalp your dick if 
I see you, you little shit". Next time, avoid this kind 
of childishness, even if you don't understand that 
my official phone is monitored. 
 
 
 

Ah ok thanks for the info it's gold !!! Archie Sandwill is a 
joke. It's over. That's fine, I'll remember your initiative 
later. OK for the debate on December 15. Just, is it really 
Archie Sandwill? 
 
 
 

Yeah. Good for you. 
 

                                                                       

takes the Governor's number from it, which he enters into the 

new phone. 
 

TEXT - 310 622-2711 – 10:12 pm 

 

 

 

 
 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 10:14 pm 
 

 

 
 

TEXT - 310 622-2711 – 10:16 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 10:17 pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TEXT - 310 622-27111 – 10:17 pm 

 

 
 

TEXT - Gov Camacho – 10:17 pm  

 

 
 

 
1 This was my phone line when we lived in the States. You get off on little things when 

you're a writer. 
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There you go. All boxes checked. With a satisfied smile, 

Mac Coy lowers his window, throws the phone out in front of it, 

on the cement in the parking lot. He starts the engine, aims and 

rolls on the camera. He then gets out of his car, approaches the 

small pile of crushed components, pulls a bottle of 

hydroalcoholic solute from a pocket, pours it over the fragments 

and sets them on fire with a lighter. Then he leaves, happy. 

Satisfied to have done what he can do. 

But in his head, something's scratching him.  

A voice.  

The voice of a man that he learns to respect every day: 

"Nay, young man. You'll see. There will come a time when 

you will face facts that will force you to choose... a side." 


