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- CHAPTER FOURTEEN -  

OF THE EVOLUTION OF SPECIES 

 

 

 

 

 
 

December 22nd 2020, 9:30 pm. 

Dorm-Et-Cher, 

Chambord Castle, 

On the second floor of the dwelling, in the central tower nick-

named the "Donjon"...  

 

 

The man readjusts his glasses on his nose. Dissatisfied, he 

removes them, brings his mouth closer and deposits a little mist 

in it to wipe off, with the back of his sleeve, the thin film of ashes 

and greasy smoke, which has been deposited from the roasting 

game in the huge fireplace in front of him. 

A ceremonial during which the people sitting in their carv-

ing, around the fireplace, are silent. 

Satisfied, the man puts on the thick black frame whose 

shard bottle glasses make his eyes look tiny. The years have 

taught him to appreciate this unattractive accessory, by the major 

strategic advantage it confers: behind this glass filter, his gaze is 

indecipherable. This barrier that was the shame and sorrow of his 

childhood is now part of the legend of the man he is today: a war-

lord.  
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Today, these glasses are the symbol of the one called "Bea-

gle". 

He pauses, thoughtfully. Without saying a word, he details 

with his eyes the immense stone room, lingering for a moment on 

the crackling fire. To converse with the elusive Beagle is to be 

mishandled: seconds pass without being able to distinguish be-

tween quietude and anger, reflection and stupidity, resilience and 

stubbornness. Before arriving in front of him, his rare interlocu-

tors are armed with various trump cards in anticipation of the pa-

laver: threats, sit-ins, barter, black market... without imagining 

that their cards will be damaged by a simple pair of glasses. In 

this case, the interlocutor who comes to him, this evening is less 

impressionable than the others, and is waiting for an answer.  

Beagle blows. 

— So be it. We're going to talk. But first, I'll give you a 

tour of our colony. Just so you understand who we are. What we 

are. And what we accomplish. 

Movement of the chin. You can sense the guest is as grate-

ful as he is cautious. 

Beagle's close guard, men and women alike, rises. The sil-

houettes unfold, illuminated by the shimmering flames. They 

stretch out in the trellises and dust their legs. 

Beagle, as tall as he is thin, beckons his little troop to follow 

him, asking the guest to walk beside him. In the large cross-

shaped room made entirely of tuff stone, under the fantastic cof-

fered ceiling in the colours of Francis I and his emblematic Sala-

mander, the small group walks towards the central staircase: a de-

mented work in the centre of everything at Chambord, the double 

spiral staircase designed by Leonardo da Vinci is the pillar that 

links all the rooms and floors together.  

Before descending, Beagle makes a discreet hand signal to 

a woman in the adjoining room, who is in the process of mending 

a piece of clothing: she gently dodges, lets go of her work and 

comes to take care of the fire and the game. He thanks her with a 

smile, then his face closes abruptly and the discussion finally be-

gins. 

— We go down to visit the selector. You probably have a 

name, or should I call you the "serious guy who wants to talk"? 
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Lighted by two men, while descending the majestic stone 

staircase, the guest responds calmly through a surgical mask that 

he is the only one to wear.  

— Sagen will be my name. For you anyway. 

— Funny, Beagle replies. "Sagen" means to speak, in Ger-

man... Whatever it means, I've been to enough international con-

ventions to recognize an American accent. Am I wrong?  

— No, that's correct. And what were you talking about at 

those conventions, if I may ask? 

— I'll answer that, but, Mr. Sagen, we don't quite under-

stand you through your mask. Would you be so kind as to take it 

off? You'll notice it's not part of the dress code around here. 

— No. Thank you. 

— It's customary to respect the customs of the people who 

invite you, Mr. Sagen. This circus has gone on long enough. It's 

almost insulting to us, this mask. 

— I'm not your guest, Beagle. I'm a potential business as-

sociate here to negotiate. You have my answer. I await yours. 

Brief pause, silence, unreadable expression, then resume 

walking.  

— Well... Everybody knows I was a researcher in bacteri-

ology, before. The press has been through enough. I managed a 

research unit for 8 years. An INSERM lab in Clermont-Ferrand. 

— Indeed all this is known about you. What exactly was 

your research subject? I like to know the hobbies of my collabo-

rators. 

Sagen already knows all about Beagle's research: what he 

wants is to hear him talk. Walking sideways, he observes this an-

gular face and, in his answer, guesses the whole contradictory na-

ture of the academic tangled up in his knowledge: happy to distil 

it, disdainful of those who "don't know". 

— Have you ever smelled... the smell of streptomyces ge-

osmin, Mr. Sagen? 

The interested party is content with a silent pout that 

drowns softly in the sounds of footsteps on the stairs. They reach 

the first-floor landing, then head for a dark side corridor, lined 

with windows looking out on a dark night. 

— Of course, you smelt it, but you don't know it. Foul ig-

norance of the wonders of this world is one of the reasons why I 
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have a duty to raise our species, Mr. Sagen. To evolve. Our bur-

den as human beings... So geosmin is produced by this fabulous 

bacterium to which I dedicated my life when I put it behind a mi-

croscope. Here, smell this. 

Beagle takes out and shakes a sort of small blackish glass 

tube.   

— Smell it, Mr. Sagen. Take a deep breath. Now, go ahead. 

It's safe, it's earth... 

Doubting for a second, the guest finally does it, the nostrils 

instantly invaded by the fresh scent of a walk in the forest after 

the rain. 

— What's the big deal?  

— That wet earthy smell is geosmin, produced by strepto-

myces. I loved to make the students smell the culture boxes and 

see their astonished eyes when they recognized the familiar smell 

of a bacterial mat growing on agar. Believe it or not, bacteria are 

able to communicate through geosmin. Few people know this, but 

this telluric bacterium contains and produces most of the antibi-

otics known and used in medicine. And do you know why this is 

absolutely fascinating? 

— Because it's a germ, that makes it possible to kill other 

germs? 

With these words, Beagle stops dead in his tracks. He raises 

a finger, looks at Sagen and it is his voice and not his glasses that 

betray his enthusiasm. 

— Exactly! The ultimate stage of evolution! To grow up 

with his own and only weapons. Surviving in an ultra-competitive 

environment, guaranteeing one's territory from one's intrinsic re-

sources while undergoing selection pressures! Mr. Sagen, these 

are the streptomyces I was talking about at the convention. I knew 

its genome by heart, I knew the phenotypic particularities of each 

subspecies and yet I had understood nothing of what it was. I was 

just looking for new antibiotics, while a God humbly stood before 

me. This bacterium is the pinnacle of adaptation and evolution. 

— Evolution, selection pressure... All this vocabulary re-

fers to the theory of evolution. Is that why you refer to yourselves 

as the Darwinians? 
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— Exactly, Mr. Sagen, exactly... Even though we do a lot 

more than prose. As a matter of fact, we're almost there. The se-

lector is behind that door. 

Massive and tall, the wooden door is guarded by a couple 

of young men with wooden bows slung across their shoulders, 

who respectfully salute the chief. 

Sagen is fascinated by what he reads in these two guards: 

respect and gratitude. Clearly, men who will give themselves 

body and soul to their chief in case of need. He also observes the 

place, referring to the plans of the castle that he memorized for a 

long time before coming to meet the Darwinians. 

— If I am not mistaken, this is the entrance to the private 

apartments of Francis I? 

— We've already been there for a while, but here we are 

standing in front of his oratory. The symbolism is strong. I have 

placed in the King's most intimate room, the core of our doctrine. 

The unshakeable founding pillar of the Darwinians rests entirely 

on what is here, he says, stroking the wood. All the members of 

the colony have passed behind this door, at least since we have 

held the castle. 

— I have a question, Mr. Beagle. 

— Go ahead. 

— The symbolism of Chambord to defy the power, that I 

understand. The site of presidential hunts, the most beautiful and 

prestigious of the Loire Valley castles... A media masterstroke 

that serves your "doctrine". But it's very risky, Beagle. This castle 

is a sieve. You go into Chambord like into a mill, there are win-

dows everywhere, doors and stairs in every nook and cranny, it's 

the archetype of the Renaissance parade castle, unfit for combat. 

— What's the... Would you have found it logical to take a 

fortress? Like Montbazon? To hide ourselves? Mr. Sagen, how do 

you want to radiate and distill a doctrine without making it shine 

in broad daylight? You don't understand what we're doing here. 

Let's sit down, shall we? 

Here we go again with the palaver.  

Yet Sagen knows enough about the "Darwinian doctrine": 

for him, Beagle is just one of a number of sectarian fanatics, tak-

ing advantage of the crisis to bring out an ideology centred on his 

person and erected as a prophet. What he comes looking for is not 
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a guide, but the assurance that this man has a real ability to mobi-

lize troops. Sitting on the icy stone, he grimaced, regretting the 

heat of the blaze earlier - which the master of the house does not 

fail to notice. 

— There are 282 chimneys at Chambord. This is called 

comfort. Must one live comfortably under all circumstances, Mr. 

Sagen? That is a question we have clearly settled in Darwinian 

doctrine. Our answer is no. Comfort is pleasure. If it becomes a 

way of life, it makes you weak. If you are not able to converse 

peacefully on cold ground without shivering, I could not decently, 

on behalf of the entire colony, do business with you. 

For once, his gaze is easy to decipher: as cold as the stones. 

Sagen says nothing, just nods. 

— I see you're following me. Then why Chambord, if we 

don't care about comfort? Because the doctrine of selection im-

plies that we demand the same, the best from ourselves. The best 

includes aesthetics, Mr. Sagen. We have a right to the most beau-

tiful things. It's even a duty to take it from ourselves. The strong-

est must take it from the weak, who don't deserve the best. It is a 

law of nature. The colony only honours that law. The law of the 

strongest. Nothing very complicated to understand, although I 

will give you a few minutes to go into the details. 

It's not an explanation that Sagen listens to, distilled by a 

Beagle speaking by the flashlight alone to this group of people in 

a circle around him. It is a reading from a gospel. The man with 

the enormous glasses expresses himself like a messiah, guiding 

his apostles, and it is undeniable that he does it brilliantly: it is 

with disconcerting ease that he bewitches those who listen to him.  

He explains, first of all, that taking the mythical Château 

de Chambord was indeed the right move, but that the moment 

chosen was not the right one. Towards the end of the second con-

finement, people still believed in the "Old World" and everything 

they wanted to find again. They were neither ready nor willing to 

fully adhere to this doctrine that he and a handful of his relatives 

were putting down on paper, working hard at it every night.  

Chambord's first occupation was brief, and the fight was 

terrible. He and his "colony", which had come from the nearby 

forest, took the castle peacefully, but were driven out in a few 

hours by the gendarmerie, in blood. There were not enough of 
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them at the time. They were not sufficiently trained either, in this 

"struggle for survival". Perhaps they were not sufficiently imbued 

with the doctrine either. In any case, the images that travelled 

around the world were proof that they should not give up and, on 

the contrary, fight. 

And even more than fighting.  

Adapting. 

Evolving. 

Beagle exposes and argues that the second attack was ac-

companied by a necessary "evolution". A first step towards the 

very essence of Darwinian doctrine, namely "change" under the 

emergence of selection pressure. The right moment was the mid-

dle of the third confinement, after intense physical and mental 

training of the whole colony, which was gradually expanding in 

the woods. No comfort. Little hygiene. Lots of sport, hunting, 

farming and fighting. 

And many more people: the initial failure had the merit of 

over-mediatizing their cause and creating a fad.  

After melting down at night on the castle, 450 people found 

a home and as many occupations. For, unlike the first time, eve-

ryone had worked hard to find a place for themselves. Everyone 

knew what their job would be: where to stand, where to watch and 

when to take turns.  

— A colander, you say, Mr. Sagen? Well, it's true. But you 

didn't think it might be voluntary. Every person who lives here 

must justify his or her existence. Where capitalism with its pot-

belly and ties would explain to me that it takes 3/4 of a person to 

stand guard for half a day, because there would be less risk of 

being attacked between noon and two, well, I say the opposite. 

I'm saying that at every entrance, every window, it takes two, 

three people to prepare for the worst. I'm pleading the real thing. 

Not the profitable one. The more people I have working, the more 

virtuous our system is. Especially since I only bring in people who 

are reliable and exceptional. Darwinians do not come to spend 35 

hours in a workplace, they are there to accomplish something. I 

say that in the greenhouses where our vegetables grow, we don't 

need one or two growers per shift, but four or eight.  Because if 

one falls down, the others are there. Because when it's quiet, we 

fraternize, and when it's hectic, we fraternize just as much. 
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Because in our country, we don't train workers, but professional 

castes. Craftsmen of life who know and respect each other and 

whose mission is to always do better. Yes, it is rewarding to stand 

guard for such a cause. Yes, it's rewarding to move the earth and 

yes, it's rewarding to hunt to feed the colony, just as it's rewarding 

to kill and eliminate the weak, the clumsy and cute tourists who 

think they can join our ranks, Mr. Sagen. Our ranks are growing. 

Yes, but they're growing slowly. For one Darwinian to join, it's 

two people who are eliminated. It's all about survival, Mr. Sagen. 

Nature.  

— If you like. But don't tell me you're living in complete 

autarky, Beagle. You're not self-sufficient. Everyone knows you 

raid and loot, mostly at night, and that you approach... 

— I'm going to stop you right there, Mr. Sagen. We could 

be self-sufficient. But our superiority must be expressed. Other-

wise, it won't show. These raids are necessary. Let the record 

show that I'm not trying to instil fear, on the contrary. We must 

generate admiration. Adherence. Our destiny is to become the 

dominant subspecies of Homo Sapiens on Earth. Do you know 

what we're going to need to accomplish that? 

Sagen, with his long years of training and undercover work, 

is keeping his cool. Beagle sinks into his madness with ludicrous 

aplomb: where many would have let a laugh slip out, he simply 

lends an ear by shining a fake fascination in his eyes.  

The monologue goes on and on, Beagle is inexhaustible, 

logorrheic like Fidel Castro in his heyday. The leader of the Dar-

winians, sees himself gradually endowing the colony with a 

"qualitative genetic capital" to start with. Able, hard-working, re-

silient and intelligent people. No one here is admitted if he can't 

justify 3 years of higher education, after which only then can he 

go behind this door and enter the "selector". The strange character 

describes himself as "looking for as many diverse genomes" as 

possible. 

The mix that prevails here is voluntary: he explains that 

racism is not conceptually understandable among Darwinians: 

you cannot despise people because they are white, Arab, black, 

Asian... All this is genetic wealth. On the other hand, we despise, 

hunt down and eliminate the weak: the undeserving, the 
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handicapped, the diabetics, the asthmatics... banished, or executed 

for the sake of example. 

Sagen holds back his questions, Beagle twirls about this 

delirium feeding his ego. Clearly, to interrupt him would unleash 

a terrible rage. The guide goes on and conceptualizes the mix as 

a "living gene library", allowing all the existing genetic wealth to 

be made available, which, subject to natural selection, will do the 

rest, according to him.  

— We will soon be welcoming our first two children born 

by conception in the colony, did you know that? They won't have 

any identity papers. No social security number. Their names will 

be chosen at the age of four, once we've identified their abilities. 

And, of course, they won't receive any vaccinations. No weak, no 

useless, just people who will solve problems and pose no prob-

lem. Only people who make, build, struggle and adapt to their en-

vironment. 

— Why not, but I'm missing something, and I need your 

answer, Mr. Beagle. 

— I'm listening. 

— Your glasses, Beagle? What do people around here say 

about them? 

Carnivorous smile.  

— What do you mean, sir? 

— You're the guide to the colony. After all these hours of 

sightseeing, I'm beginning to think this group is really cohesive 

around your ideas, but something eludes me. You yourself suffer 

from a physical defect, don't you? Which you haven't been able 

to compensate for on your own. Your glasses, Beagle. Without 

them you can't see. You're near-sighted, and that's no physical ad-

vantage.  

Little shiver down his back, even if he doesn't show it. Sa-

gen plays big. He will soon know if his information is correct. 

Bingo: Beagle smiles at him and gives orders to two Darwinians 

who stand up. 

— Malika, Stéphane, go get "The Book". It's important that 

we can enlighten him. 

As the two of them leave, silence sets in. Beagle finally 

breaks it: 
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— When I was a child, Mr. Sagen, my schoolmates used to 

call me "Poca Luz". 

Long pause. The men in the group look at their shoes. 

— Poca Luz does this, Poca Luz says that... I've always 

been the whipping boy of others. Despite this selection pressure, 

if I dare say so, I've evolved. I'm no longer the weakling. I am the 

leader. My name is no longer Poca Luz, but Beagle. Do you know 

why? 

Silence.  

Sagen tilts his chin to signal him to continue... 

— I've earned that name, Mr. Sagen. The "Beagle" was Sir 

Charles Darwin's ship. The ship on which he undertook this voy-

age of almost 5 years, where he observed, deduced, understood 

the foundations of his theory of evolution and natural selection. 

Do you understand what I'm saying? 

— I think I do. You're not the guide, you're more like... the 

ship that carries the troops. 

There, Beagle's face comes alive with an absolutely radiant 

smile. 

— Exactly! Exactly! I'm like the ship! That's what I like to 

hear, Mr. Sagen! I carry the doctrine, I go with the colony... but 

it's the doctrine that matters! It’s the embodiment of Darwinism! 

Besides, you'll be able to read for yourself. We've got it all 

planned. Here you go, sir. 

In the meantime, Malika and Stephane have returned, with 

a big book under their arm, they're handing it to the chief. As soon 

as he's grabbed the book, he passes it to Sagen, who grabs this 

strange collection of handwritten leaves packed in a leather cover. 

— Go on, read it. Page twelve. Read "Text Four" 

— Do I have to read everything?  

— Yes. And read it out loud, please. 

— All right, well... Then, uh... The chapter is called... 

"Chiefs and Directions".  

Sagen coughs, crosses his legs in his suit and goes for it. 

 
"The Darwinians are led and guided by a member of the col-

ony, male or female, whose mental and physical abilities exceed 
those of others. He or she cannot be appointed. Power is not trans-
mitted. It must be conquered. A contender for leadership may 
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challenge the incumbent leader but shall defeat him physically 
and/or intellectually. If by any chance the leader is physically or 
mentally flawed, he may still be able to act as a guide, but only under 
certain conditions. The dominant skill must be so over-emphasized 
that it compensates for the deficiencies in the other skills. Then, this 
leader will never have any right to reproduce. Any possible off-
spring, accidental or desired, will have to be eliminated. For the rest, 
his orders and directions can be discussed, in accordance with the 
principles of the first 3 texts: evolution, selection, pressure."  

 

— You see, Sagen? I can direct. But, because of my phys-

ical defect, I can't have offspring.  

Mischievous smile. Beagle decidedly planned everything 

so that someone wouldn't stand up to him: obviously, this fourth 

chapter was written around his glasses. 

— All right, but in that case, what if someone gets hurt? Or 

gets a mild infection? You'll fix it? Where in your house does 

everyone have to die on the altar of Darwinism? 

— Yes, Mr. Sagen, we take care of our own. We sometimes 

give out antibiotics, which we steal, I'll grant you that. But even-

tually, we'll make our own medicine. Do you think I can't do that? 

And our own fabrics, clothes, bandages... You know, healing is 

one of the miracles of life, Sagen. So we can't insult the process, 

and we're not going to let ours die for trifles either. Losing people 

of value, through dehydration? For simple gastroenteritis? Let's 

get serious... But as I said, you need a modicum of robustness in 

the face of nature's ordeal. We've laid a similar foundation for 

technology, Mr. Sagen. No firearms, as you know we took over 

Chambord with bows, traps, slingshots and knives. Please read 

the second text, Mr. Sagen. 
 
"Second text: Technology. The tool is the extension of the hu-

man hand and brain. The tool is part of pride. But if the tool replaces 
man in simple tasks, and man forgets his know-how, this technology 
must disappear. Darwinians maintain that technology must come 
directly from manual labour, so no machine that cannot be repaired 
by a Darwinian's hand can be used by Darwinians." 

 

— That's too bad, Mr. Beagle. Guns, I've got a lot of guns 

to offer you. I'm talking about high quality, sturdy guns. Combat-
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proven and not just small arms. I'm talking about defending this 

place. I'm talking about grenade launchers, I'm talking about... 

— Tututut... Easy, Mr. Sagen. You've made your point. 

You played me. You played the risk-taker, the uninformed one. 

What are you doing here? Really, I mean. Counterintelligence? 

Private security firm? Government snooping around? Let's stop 

this game. You know everything about me, and I've been honest. 

Honest and true. You hold all the cards, Mr. Sagen. As you can 

see, not everything is negotiable with us. Things have to make 

sense, and you won't get anything from me by trading guns. So 

keep it all. Do you have anything better?  

6 Well, I've got... How do I put this... I can show you the 

range of weapons... Well, goods, I mean, that I have for... negoti-

ations... I mean, what I've been authorised to show you.... 

— Did you tell the people who sent you, that you were 

probably going to die on your way here? Were they really aware 

of that, with their "permission to show this and that"? 

Sagen doesn't show it, but in his head, it's panic. Beagle's 

gaze turns to something far less indecipherable. He has the eyes 

of someone who has just made up his mind. 

— Here you go. Calm down, Mr. Beagle. Look, says Sagen 

as he scrolls through photos on his smartphone, on which he sees 

dozens of various supplies in stock, on shelves. Yes, there are 

guns, but there's also food, gas, medicine, and I have a stock that... 

— No guns. Food, we grow it. And we hunt. Gasoline, you 

should have understood that we don't give a shit since, as I told 

you, no technology that can't be fixed with our hands. Darwinians 

ride bicycles, Sagen. Everybody knows that. Drugs, well... In a 

week, I'll extract digitalis from you, or I'll isolate penicillin from 

mushrooms. How's that? Do you have anything better? Try to find 

it, or else you'll die, Mr. Sagen. 

— I, uh... I, uh... There's money too. Raw materials, from... 

from... 

As the intruder now displays his fear, Beagle chuckles 

back. 

— Look, everyone! This Mr. Sagen, the "serious guy who 

wants to talk" and hire our services, is under "selection pressure" 

and it looks like he's not able to evolve! 

Dark laughter all around the circle. 
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— Come on, I'm going to be a good sport. There's definitely 

something I'm interested in in your photos here. I'd love to have 

some for me and my men. Guess what it is and I'll let you live. 

Working with us comes with a price. In the meantime, you'll go 

through the selector. I hope you get out of here alive, Mr. Sagen. 

You'll be here for seven days... or not. 

Neither one nor two. Four men grab Sagen and lift him off 

the ground: hands, feet... he's a prisoner, screams, struggles like a 

skunk. The door opens. Behind it, cats. Some goats. Some chick-

ens. A pestilential smell. A man comes forward and lights the in-

side with a torch. 

Bunks. The room in the 5th century is filled with bunks 

made of rough wood, stacked one on top of the other, furnished 

with a bit of straw. On the bunks, bodies. Some cough, others 

groan, most of them don't move anymore. 

Sagen screams when he is thrown inside after his mask is 

ripped off, while Beagle religiously explains that animals and dy-

ing people are excellent reservoirs of Covid 21 infection. 
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 - CHAPITRE QUINZE -  

SKY IS NOT THE LIMIT 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

January 1st 2021, 5:00 pm  

A few weeks away from the meeting between Makto Urulala and 

President Thomasson.  

Live on social networks, Facebook, Instagram, from Mackto 

Urulala's accounts, in front of 51 million connected people.  

 

 

In this cramped and stifling environment, Mackto Urulala 

seems even more slender than usual. The world's most popular 

billionaire takes a few seconds to adjust her image on the screen 

and, satisfied, connects to her YouTube, Facebook and Instagram 

channels to resume her live webcast. The image jumps and sizzles 

as she puts on her microphone and earpiece and, after a moment, 

speech is added to her calm, composed face. 

— Hello again to all of you. I'd like to take this opportunity 

to wish you all a happy new year! We were cut off during the 

launch, but I had manoeuvres to control. I'm now back on the air, 

shaken! All is well and everything went according to plan and I 

have finally understood why it takes years of training before get-

ting up here... So here we are. Welcome back. 
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Extending her arm, Mackto Urulala invites her followers to 

visit the constrained but immaculate space in which she now lives.  

— You remember this, don't you? Since the conception, 

I've always been careful to keep the interior design of this module 

a secret. You have only been able to see the contours in the shows 

where I presented it. Then welcome to the 24 cubic metres of my 

new space capsule for transport and touring. Once in stable orbit, 

I have, as planned, deployed the Kevlar inflatable walls, which 

gives me much more space than in the flight cabin.  

As the camera takes the followers around the module - who, 

by the way, are blowing up all the spin counters and scaring the 

web - you can feel Urulala relaxed and playful. 

— This is how my promise made 10 years ago is kept. Of-

fer a tourist to buy a ticket on Friday to take off on Saturday and 

spend a week in orbit in the most modern comfort. Even though 

I'm going to spend a lot more time here than the next tourist! 

How's that? Why don't we take a look out the window? 

Urulala turns her camera around and approaches the jet-

black porthole. The image grows until it gradually shows the one 

that the whole world knows. 

The image of the "whole world". 

— We all recognize this large blue sphere underneath, with 

the iridescent contours that our atmosphere gives it... it's our 

home. I guarantee you that it feels good to look at our planet... 

this way... and... I... 

Involuntarily, she lets her voice go out. She, who wields a 

line of communication, imagined herself doing the show non-

stop. Despite hundreds of rehearsals, for the first time in a long 

time, the one who calls herself a shark is moved.  

Taking lessons.  

For this woman used to control everything, spontaneity as 

well as the feeling of emotion and surprise disarm her as much as 

the fabulous spectacle below her.  The seconds pass, the video is 

frozen on a large piece of planet, covered with clouds floating 

over the oceans, in silence.  

She coughs, she picks herself up. 

— I must admit I am... touched. At first, this world seems 

immense to you, but contrary to appearances, you realize that it is 

as... tiny as it is fragile.  
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Marking a pause again, this time she doesn't forget to in-

clude her face in the frame, with the planet in the background. 

— Well, then, let me tell you what brings me here. First of 

all, we're here for 55 days... do the math, and if you follow the 

news, you'll soon understand why... I left Earth in the early morn-

ing in my SISTER orbital launcher, illegally and without any 

flight authorization. Yes, you have to be able to make surprises in 

this overly regulated world! Especially if you want to attract at-

tention, right? The manoeuvre has scared the whole of Cape Ca-

naveral's little world to death, and I apologise for that... but I think 

that renting the launch pad costs me enough to dispose of it when 

I decide to do so. Ah, yes, let's talk about the risks. Shall I tell you 

a fun fact? I almost died in the story, but not because of the im-

peccable design of my flight craft, and proof of that is the fact that 

I personally inaugurate the manned flight in my module, designed 

by Mackto Urulala Corporations. So let's get back to my death. 

The Air Force was very upset by my untimely take-off and sent 

drones from Barksdale Air Force Base with the hope of bringing 

me down in a torrent of flames. Failed. When I couldn't go fast 

enough, I was chased by surface-to-air missiles fired from a 

cruiser in the Gulf of Mexico. Even though these bugs aren't de-

signed to hunt at high altitudes, that's where it's good to have po-

litical relations in this irritable world! Including among interim 

presidents, I would say! After putting an end to this powder-puff 

debauchery, President Thomasson guaranteed me that my descent 

would be more serene. By the way, on this subject, I need to talk 

to you. I read your comments on the networks and I see that some 

people have guessed why my mission here will last 55 days... But 

let's have coffee and talk about that? 

Urulala was not born yesterday. She knows that her mono-

logue will soon tire people out, once the global euphoria of the 

first few minutes has passed. She's going to have to keep innovat-

ing all the time to keep the audience... Because that's precisely 

why she came up here. 

Audience. 

Taking her time, floating weightlessly, she goes to an al-

cove of the flight module to "put on a show". There is a strange, 

rather elegant, chrome-plated case. She explains to her fans that 

it's an ISSpresso she has redesigned, the first espresso machine in 
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space that serves something other than sock juice. She turns on 

the machine, which fills a small plastic bag with a humming sound 

and then gently pours the hot contents through a tube into an elon-

gated cup with totally improbable contours. 

— Designed by physics professor Mark Weislogel, this 

"special weightless" cup, with its unspeakable ugliness, is revolu-

tionary. It's a brain concentrate that uses the flowing properties of 

fluids at particular angles so that I don't drink from a straw, but 

from a cup. And there it is. My first "space-coffee" is all catholic, 

as you can see. And I don't put it everywhere! 

From the corner of her eye, she skilfully watches the curves 

and the connection numbers. Since a minute, the number has been 

climbing slower, she's going to reach a plateau: it's time. 

— Well, now that we're all settled in, the time has come for 

me to explain why I'm spending this New Year's Day far from my 

beloved ones, at an altitude of 300 km. Those 55 days will take us 

to February 25, 2020, the date on which the NUSA will have to 

choose a new president. They will do so in front of the remnants 

of their nation, in front of the country that raised and protected 

them to the best of its ability, and in front of the world. At a time 

when the centre of the country has seceded into two large blocs, 

the East-West and the centre, I came up here with a goal. Better 

yet, I set you a goal. To you. To the Americans who look at me 

and ask me to listen. 

Long solemn pause, no more games. She blows, swallows 

a last sip of coffee and unveils a console with two buttons on a 

wall. One green, and one black. 

— If the turnout in the U.S. presidential election is over 

80% and we elect a president... I would press the green button. 

That will activate the A.I. in charge of the flight, which will land 

me somewhere, like a Midwestern state, and I'll be safe and 

sound... And I want you to know that this A.I. is formidable. It is 

the polymorphic A.I., developed by Mackto Urulala Corpora-

tions, which has just demonstrated that it is capable of organizing 

all the logistics of launching a manned spacecraft in 24 hours: 

FRANQLIN, for "Functional and Ramificated Artificial Network 

of Quantic Learning Intelligence". You may not know it, but this 

capsule is capable of coming back down to earth on its own. Just 

add the "BROTHER" module, which is already in orbit 100 km 



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
18 

above me, and which will join me here in 4 weeks to refuel and 

prepare me for descent.   

Calm, serene and terrifying, Urulala knows that the audi-

ence is drinking her words; better, the new connections are soar-

ing. 

— To do so, you all know that it will be complicated to go 

and vote in the nameless mess we are currently going through. I 

will not take sides. But I'm not fooled. Many will be the trigger-

happy gunmen who will threaten, terrorize and prevent the polling 

stations from being held properly. So there will be no fear, thanks 

to me. Because I am announcing that you will be able to vote 

online, by Internet, without leaving your home. 

Another break. Seventy-four million people are now wait-

ing to find out live what will happen if the turnout is below 80%. 

— However, if the turnout is ridiculous, as in previous elec-

tions, I am announcing that I will voluntarily crash into the NUSA 

with this ship. I will therefore press the black button. At 3,000 

miles an hour, with all rockets lit... FRANQLIN learns very 

quickly, you know? And I'm the only person on earth who has all 

the security keys to do what I want with it. It'll have to do its math 

in order to specifically target the White House. Yes, in Washing-

ton. The seat of our presidency. At this rate of speed, it will be 

impossible to intercept the multiple fragments of my ship that will 

probably have disintegrated in the atmosphere, along with me... 

and this magnificent coffee machine, rebuilt from ceramic and ti-

tanium, will have a small but significant chance of blowing up the 

Oval Office. Well, why not? My fellow citizens, the charade has 

gone on long enough. If this country doesn't want a legitimate 

president, let's tear down the walls once and for all. Might as well 

do it with panache. How do you feel about that? I wish you a very 

happy New Year, and I hope you'll start it by thinking about it. 

Personally, a little bit like what I do on earth, I'll be connected 22 

hours a day and... you'll see everything about my life here. 

 

 

 

      

 


