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— CHAPTER THIRTY — 

THE HARNESSES OF THE ROAD 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Around the same time, 

Tuffeau Clinic, on the edge of the Village of Mosnes, on the out-

skirts of Amboise.  

Coronary angiography room 

11:20 PM 

 

 
Deaf.  

Grim.  

Weak impression of calm after the storm. A series of dread-

ful detonations, distant cries... then the gunshots fell silent.  

Nothing more. 

Silence. 

In this leaden room, it is impossible to have the slightest 

idea of what is going on outside. 

I take a look at the door. Archie Sandwill is sitting on a 

chair in front of it: summarily barricaded behind a stainless-steel 

table that he has knocked over, you can feel him calm and deter-

mined. After seeing his gloves and sterile gown removed and 
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dropping a "Unfortunately, I might be more useful elsewhere", he 

left to stand guard.  

With dignity. 

Gun in hand, leaning on the edge of the table, the old sen-

ator from Vermont is waiting.  

Lightning, questions, anguish. I wonder who could be in 

the car following us. Gendarmerie, army, civilians, or just 

chance? I don't know why, but what comes to my mind would be 

the equivalent of Margaret, but on the dark side of the force. 

Strange. I may not like her very much but having Margaret 

in her camp is reassuring - even though I have no idea which camp 

I'm in myself. 

Coughing. 

It was Sandwill, who, without taking his eyes off the door, 

said to me: 

— Well, well, well, well. Are we finished, Dr. Lafaye? Be-

cause this whole mission was based on discretion, and I think that 

these gunshots, if they get the animals out of the forest, are going 

to attract a whole bunch of bipeds in the vicinity.  

He's right. 

Your camp, old Guy, is obvious: it's the coronary artery 

camp of a former Democratic president whom you yourself ad-

mired. 

Here we are. 

Frozen gaze on my screens, I'm right in front of the infarc—

tus. All I have to do now is pass the stenosis and put in my stent. 

I take a look at ALM, which is nodding its head. I breathe for a 

second. 

Under visual control, on the screens, I push, pass the steno-

sis, and watch, quietly, the tiny prosthesis unfolds. 

Injection of contrast agent.  

Opaque liquid, black, that flows, like milk in a cup of tea.  

Smile. 

It's perfect. 

Blood flow is restored in the anterior interventricular ar-

tery. Invaded by a wave of warm reassurance, I let my shoulders 

drop.  

Finally, something that works. 

I think of my family.  
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Feel like crying with joy. 

Mix of emotions: joy, stress, pride, uncertainty. All embar-

rassed, I realize what I have just done and who I have just done it 

to and look at Aaron Louis Mandala, raising an inch. He replies 

with a broad smile that I see under his mask. 

— Mr ALM, we're good. The timing is acceptable, your 

heart should quickly recover its...  

Boom.  

More sound, more image. The head of the former president 

rolls slowly to the side. And I feel in my hands resting on his fore-

arm, the tone of his muscles disappearing. Impotent, I watch his 

hand open, inert.  

He is unconscious.  

The surveillance scope screams at the top of its voice.  

No more tension. 

No pulse. 

Aaron Louis Mandala is in cardiac arrest. 

On the Life Pack of the ambulance truck, to which he is 

still connected, an anarchic electrocardiogram is drawn: at 

reper—fusion, he went into ventricular fibrillation. He no longer 

has a blood debit. 

— Sandwill! Drop the gun and give me the defibrillator 

now!  

 

 

Around the same time,  

Around 11:25 p.m. French time, 

300 km above the surface of the Earth. 

 

 

— FRANQLIN... did you send my message to Governor 

Camacho? 

— I just did just now.  

— In my exact terms? You didn't reveal their position? You 

just confirmed that ALM is the VP, right? 

— Yes, I strictly did what you dictated.  

— I have to throw him a bone... or maybe more, if I want 

to be in the game. 

— Is something wrong? I feel tension in your voice. 
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— It's just that the timing is getting tighter, that's all. Has 

he reacted?  

— I don't think he's read it yet, and I'm not tracking any 

readings yet. 

The billionaire finds herself doing something she rarely 

does: biting her nails. There she is with a fragment of dander in 

her mouth, which she expels from the tip of her tongue, before 

catching it immediately. Nervously, she examines the small piece 

of keratin by rolling it between her fingers. 

It's clever... what do I do with this waste now??  My old 

Mackto, like any astronaut you know that intraocular foreign 

bodies are a frequent emergency in space...  So, isolate this little 

piece of yourself in a bag before it blinds you... And stop this com-

edy, now.  

—I've had enough. FRANQLIN, let's try something else. 

— Yes? 

— Call Archie Sandwill. On his phone. I want to know if 

ALM is alive. I'll make up my mind, depending. 

— You know we're taking a risk that the call will be traced? 

Right now, I think we're the only ones who've found out where... 

She interrupts her A.I. dryly 

— I know. I'm just tired of it, that's all. Call Sandwill and 

put him on the phone. Video, please, I want him to see me, he 

knows who I am. 

A few seconds go by. Arms folded, irritated, the mil—li-

ardaire is faced with two things she can't stand: waiting and deal-

ing with uncertainty. 

— No tone, Mackto. I remind you that he has entered a 

leaded room and that the network cannot technically get through. 

Rage. 

— Fuck!  

Punch on the semi-rigid inflatable partition on space mod-

ule. Pain. She hurt herself enough to take some of her anger out. 

— FRANQLIN! Call Camacho, this circus has been going 

on for long enough, we're going to tell him where Sandwill and 

ALM are, I know exactly how it's going to end, but at least we'll 

know where we're going. I've got a whole communication opera-

tion to launch to get participation up and every second is precious. 
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— That's great. But before I do that, I would like to bring 

to your attention some information about Mr. ALM. It's about his 

health. 

— What, you know something? 

— Yes, I know something. I can't see in the room, but I do 

have access to the clinic's computerized patient records.  

— Well, what about it? You're gonna tell me he took the 

time to get an admission record, maybe? 

— No, but the clinic's radiology equipment is linked to the 

server that manages the medical records. The device allows the 

images taken to be archived and included in the procedure report. 

— Are you telling me that you can analyze what happens 

on the radiology consoles? 

While projecting the images on the tablet that the billion-

aire has in her hand, FRANQLIN continues to explode. 

— Yes, and live. I can see the files of the images. After an 

extensive search on the web and proceeding by sound compari-

son, I confirm that they are in the process of making a coronary 

angiography, whose images I show you here. I notice on the last 

radiological images a clear change in the images of what is com-

monly referred to as the "coronary artery network". But my ana-

lytical skills are outdated. I'll let you take a look. I can clearly 

identify a kind of black filiform network that changes shape com-

pared to the first pictures. 

— OK. I'm going back to my virtual reality space," she 

says, putting on her helmet. Do a simple search on the web. Using 

the words "coronary angiography," "heart attack" and "treatment. 

I have to make up my mind. 

In 40 seconds and a few consumer images from the web, 

the brilliant brain has made up its mind. The elongated threadlike 

line that FRANQLIN talks about is clearly an artery. And if you 

look at the time the pictures were taken, it is indeed a before and 

after treatment. 

— FRANQLIN, I think I'm going to have to endure some 

more suspense. Cancel the call to Camacho.  
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11:32 PM 

Hotel de Beauvau, Paris. 

Headquarters of the Ministry of the Interior of the French Repub-

lic. 

 

 

Here, we almost come to regret the time when we were un-

tied for little things. When the young chief of staff interrupts a 

private dinner of the Minister of the Interior, nowadays, it is for 

good reasons that are often repeated.  

Privilege of the exercise of the state, these dinners, previ-

ously sumptuous and hushed, have, during the Covid-21 crisis, 

taken on stilted faces. For a dinner with old friends, the half-butler 

requires his guests to bring their own food if they want to dine in 

one of the salons of the legendary Hôtel de Beauvau. Not much 

better for professional dinners, a tradition that was often an op-

portunity to solve problems of state: Forgotten the pictures of the 

culinary splendors that made the headlines in the media, this new 

era saw the circulation of pictures of pasta dishes, which were the 

subject of a whole scale of journalistic commentary. 

 If not a gourmet meal, at least enjoy the place. Too bad: 

until then, the minister and his guests were having a good time. 

— Mr. Minister? The DGGN is passing on some field in-

formation. 

The interested party, without turning around, blows by 

looking at his sandwich for a long time. 

— I guess I'm going to see him take this delicious ham and 

butter with me, aren't I?  

— I'm afraid so. It is... 

The minister knows his collaborator's voice: something is 

wrong, he turns around and stares at the young man.  

—... Chambord, finishes for him. 

Ghislain Poizat is a tired Minister of the Interior - very 

rightly nicknamed by the press "the surrounded", because he is as 

surrounded by problems as he is before his eyes. The calm quad-

ragenarian in charge of internal security affairs suddenly stands 

up, nodding his head to let it be known that he is leaving his 

guests.  



Darwin 21 by Henri DUBOC 

 

 
7 

— Friends, when my "Dir Cab" makes this face I know my 

night will be short. Enjoy the evening and leave whenever you 

want. 

His guests are not fooled, but out of respect, don't show it.  

They have heard. 

They will be silent. 

Chambord. 

The dramatic takeover of the “neowild” of central France: 

the famous Darwinians.  A national shame, Chambord and the 

Darwinian movement make the government sweat, in this country 

that intuitively always takes up the cause of the "rebels. The re-

ports of the DGSI are clear: the current of thought gives ideas to 

many people. 

Forty-five seconds later, the Minister enters his office, runs 

to the phone and says before picking up the phone: 

— All right, who's at the controls there this week? BRI, 

RAID?  Or GIGN?   

— GIGN. It's Brigadier General Jean Camille de Mattei, 

you can pick up the phone. 

— And in a word, what's going on? 

— Agamemnon. 

Minister Poizat widens his eyes: 

— Okay, get ready to put the PR and the PM in the loop, 

inform their Dir Cabs.  

Ghislain Poizat knows that he is asking more than a lot 

from the men of the elite units of national defence. Long days of 

mobilization away from their families and hours of sleep lost, as 

much as he himself devotes to the defence of his country. Since 

the capture of Chambord, the minister has instituted a weekly ro-

tation that monitors the royal estate. What used to be surveillance 

has become a real siege, with all the risks it entails. The Darwin-

ians, though poorly armed, have rivalled each other in ingenuity 

and laid out countless traps. And they are very numerous.  

In 7 days guard duty, one hundred and twenty elite soldiers 

from the BRI, GIGN or RAID take turns permanently in small 

hidden camps around the 5,440 hectares of the Château park.  

Neither one nor two, the minister stalls, wondering if the 

moment they all have been waiting for and dreading for months 

has arrived. 
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— General de Mattei, good evening.  

— Good evening, Mr. Minister, thank you for taking me 

directly, my superior authorized me to you. 

— It’s all right get to the point, you're the one in the field. 

What's up?  Is it moving? 

— That's the least we can say. I'm calling to authorize the 

launch of operation "Agamemnon". The Darwinians just left 

Chambord. Massively. 

— Huh? In the middle of the night? They're doing that 

now? Is this a joke?  

— Absolutely not, and I think they're off on another raid. 

We have a window, I think. I must admit that they are... impres-

sively disciplined. And they are armed to the teeth.  

Feeling his heart accelerating, the minister stiffens. No one, 

before wearing this suit, can really imagine what such a responsi-

bility entails. Yet God knows that every day his fellow citizens go 

there with their ideas about "what should be done, and everything 

would be better".  

The minister is swallowing. 

— The last time they left a position en masse was to take 

Chambord. They just hit the road with various vehicles. They 

have deployed their famous "harnesses". As soon as they started 

to meet, my men and I launched a reconnaissance operation with 

about twenty NX70 drones over the castle. They talked, then the 

big majority armed themselves and left. Currently, we are detect-

ing the thermal signature of about a hundred individuals. All of 

them are awake, and in position, with bows and arrows. They have 

never been so few in number. 

— All right... is it playable? 

— Yes, it's playable. Then we talk about acceptability in 

terms of loss.  

— All right brief me.  

— I think we're losing 20 men of our own, launching an 

assault that will take between 20 and 30 minutes. We've worked 

out our scenarios based on the points in the castle where they'll be 

on duty. They rarely move. There are 50 men standing guard, the 

rest are in the walls, working on their various tasks, I think they 

will take turns in the middle of the night. If you allow us to dam-

age the stone battlements a little bit, I have 15 snipers who, if they 
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fire at the same time, will shoot about 30 of them. Afterwards, 

they will retreat into the walls. And it will be much harder. We 

will drown the castle under the tear gas and stun grenades. After-

wards, they only have bows and crossbows, but we have learned 

to beware of them like the plague. For every 10 shot down we will 

have either one dead in our ranks or one wounded.  

— And? What do you think?   

—We never thought we would have such a favorable con-

figuration. We are ready for the assault. The men want to go. And 

they will lose all motivation if you don't give the "Go". 

Dark mine. 

Allowing an assault on the popular Darwinians. On the na-

tive soil of the French homeland, a land of asylum and freedom 

whose memory the people mourn. Beagle and his acolytes are 

dangerous lunatics, but they are plebiscited by the French who are 

like the rest of the world: there is no more doctrine. No more di-

rection. Before there were convictions, identified political cur-

rents. Now there is nothing left but to survive, beyond a lassitude. 

The doctrine will therefore be that of government: order 

and progress. 

— Very well, then... How long will it take you to be ready?  

— 15 minutes: by the time my men return around the castle, 

located on the edge of the park, they are already on the way. 

— OK. Position yourself, wait for the final confirmation. 

Try to take prisoners, for the form. 

— Unfortunately, I doubt it, Mr. Minister. We will try. I'm 

committed to it. But they are terrible. The last time I got into a 

fender bender, I almost lost an arm. Even if the night gives us a 

major strategic advantage, I can tell you that they are scrappy and 

vulgar with their knives. About that, by the way, you may have a 

problem. 

— Detail, General de Mattei, and don't take a pincer with 

me. 

— I won't. Operation "Agamemnon" is going well and we 

should retake Chambord without too much damage. We will in-

tervene in 15 minutes, until they are far enough away. But what 

worries me... is that there are some new and unusual elements that 

I have to bring to your attention. Tonight, the Darwinians all gath-

ered in the castle. Two of my men did a reconnaissance under 
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cover, there was shouting, violence, shouting. But in the end the 

Darwinians did something totally foreign to their habits. They let 

a truck into the estate that we had never seen before. They opened 

it. There were weapons. 

— Shit. guns? 

— Yes. They distributed a lot of axes, slingshots, machetes, 

crossbows... but also some automatic rifles. 

— They changed their doctrine? Fuck, the only drinkable 

thing with these sick people is that they didn't like guns! And you 

think that's going to bother you? 

— No, the ones guarding Chambord only have their bows 

and a few crossbows. But if I were you, I would be very worried 

about the purpose of this raid. When I tell you that there's a pack 

of 500 people armed to the teeth who are currently hurtling down 

the roads of Indre-et-Loire to go I don't know where, and that 

they've had toys delivered to them for that? 

— But... But no God... Where the hell are, they going? 

— I don't know where the hell they're going. We know 

they're hungry, so I'd say a supermarket... I warned the gendarme-

rie HQ, and I still sent two of my men to stick them on the train, 

on motorcycles... ah? Wait a minute... Ah well, I'm getting a mes-

sage... they've been spotted and have just had their tires punctured 

by objects thrown on the track... that sets the tone. I ask my men 

to communicate their last position to Lieutenant Bonhomme of 

the Gendarmerie, it's a hell of a piece of a woman and... 

The minister stops listening, gets his head in his hands. 

Without raising it, he waves my hand to his Dir Cab, who goes to 

organize a meeting with the President and Prime Minister. And 

Mattei concludes with a heavy voice:  

— ...I don't know what these sick people are planning to 

do, but I can tell you that, in comparison, taking Chambord will 

be something we all need.  

— I know that, General de Mattei... vacation. 
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- CHAPTRE THIRTY ONE - 

REPERFUSION 

 

 

 

 

 
 

In the parking lot of 1 Mansion Drive, Santa Fe,  

Around the same time, around 3:37 p.m.,  

New Mexico time zone. 

 

 

On the asphalt where torrents of dust are flying, the silhou-

ette of Dennis Enrique Camacho, mistreated, has something 

laughable next to the stiff military who are flying towards their 

helicopters. The sound of the blades tearing the air apart is appal-

ling. 

With his hair in a mess and his suit jacket in the wind, the 

little round man flirts with the ridiculous, under the gaze of his 

guests who watch the scene through the bay windows of the resi-

dence, in which the reception is still in full swing. 

Just before Admiral Willis climbs into his Sikorsky SH-60 

Seahawk, Camacho, eyes half open, covers his face with one hand 

and consults his cell phone. The governor smiles. He tries to ar-

ticulate three words, but the noise is too loud. 

He shows his cell phone to the great admiral of the NAVY, 

who is forced to scream to be heard. 
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— What, Governor? Urulala? Space crazy? What about 

her? 

— And so she confirms me that ALM is the Vice—Presi-

dent! That means little Mac Coy, we can trust him, Admiral! 

— OKAY, OKAY... Well, make them tell us where the tar-

get is! We'll be at the Fort Hood base soon, stay in touch! 

— And you'll fire missiles at me? 

Ironic, carnivorous, the Admiral answers confidently: 

— What matters is the result. Not the method. On this line, 

play with the politician... your guests are waiting for you, 

Camacho! 

 

 

Around the same time, 

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

skirts of Amboise. 

Coronary angiography room 

11:25 PM 

 

 

In medicine, something that doesn't happen often, but un-

der very specific circumstances and that we learn from medical 

books, is called a "classic".  

All medical specialties have their own. 

In mine, there is - among innumerable other classics - the 

appearance of ventricular fibrillation after myocardial reperfu-

sion: just after an angioplasty that restores blood flow in a coro-

nary artery, the heart is caught in a ventricular rhythm disorder, 

which leads to an anarchic and inefficient cardiac contraction. 

Without breaking it sideways, I had to massage Aaron 

Louis Mandala's heart a total of about ten seconds. And then some 

more. Because there is another "classic" with this particular com-

plication: it is that at the first defibrillator stroke, the heart starts 

again, and the rhythm becomes "sinusal" again. When he got up 

like the devil to look for the defibrillator, gun in hand, I thought 

Archie Sandwill was either going to give me a heart attack or I 

was going to take a stray bullet. Survival instinct for both my pa-

tient and me: I quickly realized that I had one right under my nose, 

prominently in front of me, from the defibrillator.  
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The Samu's Lifepack. Nothing less than a semi—automatic 

defibrillator that is used to perform ECG tracings, but more im-

portantly, to defibrillate when needed. 

When I shocked him, ALM jumped - as it should - over the 

table. 

Three seconds, and I recovered a normal electrical trace. 

Still, every time it happens to me with a patient, it's a big 

stress blow for not much. In my job, I get this on my coronary 

angiography table about once every six months.  

I have a rhythm in front of me. 

I have a carotid pulse under my fingers, a carotid pulse, and 

a radial pulse. 

And I have Sandwill's breath behind my ear, which speaks 

to me in French as much as in panic: 

— Doctor Lafaye... is he okay? 

— Yes, Mr. Sandwill... And look. He's coming back. 

The empty eyes come back to life. Make disturbing circling 

movements. Forehead wrinkles and twitchy eyebrows, the former 

ALM president is recovering from syncope. Surprised, he raises 

his head suddenly: almost vexed to have left in this way, he looks 

us straight in the eyes through his mask, even more out of breath 

than he was before his malaise. Quickly, however, he regains his 

breath and mumbles to us:  

— I'm still here... Are we done, doctor?  

— Your heart needs to recover, but yes. I t'hink you'll be 

fine.  

— Thank you... I feel the beginning of pain relief...  

One last shot for the road. The coronary network is impec-

cable. I just have to remove my catheter, make the compression 

bandage... 

Froggy, you are the mission. 

Margaret's words come back to me. 

I am finished.  

I don't know if this is good or bad for me. 

So I'm going to say that I'm "almost finished". 

Look for something to say, something to do. 

— Sir... I placed an active stent in your artery. It's a stent 

covered with a medication that limits the risk of restenosis. All 
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you have to do, is take a drug called "clopidogrel", for a few 

months... otherwise the stent will clog up.  

I am certain of one thing: Margaret found some in the phar-

macy of the CHU of Tours, there is some in the bag. I ask Sand-

will to look for it, he does it and tastes the tablets. 

And I can feel that my mind is not finished carbu—ring. 

After a brief moment of satisfaction, like a disagreeable and heavy 

feeling of uncertainty comes back to gnaw at me. 

Frogguy, you are the mission. 

— Regalian. 

My mission is over. I have no idea what will become of me. 

— Regalian, doctor. 

Lost in my thoughts, I don't realize that the former presi-

dent of the United States is repeating himself. 

He is strong... He seems to be recovering already, even his 

saturation is going up a bit. 

— Do you know the word "regalian", doctor? 

Surreal scene, here I am talking with the legendary ALM. 

— Maybe sir, but what do you mean?  

— Well... regalian, this is a word you use that I really like, 

in french politics... these are the areas that are under... the juris-

diction of the state. And it is often what concerns security... you 

know what?  

This time it's Sandwill who answers with a laugh:  

— Ah! Finally, Aaron! You buy it!  Do you realize, Dr. 

Lafaye, that ALM is stealing one of my best political ideas?  Right 

in front of your eyes? 

— That is to say why? 

Smile. Between an ALM who doesn't speak French, 

Sanwill who switches from one to the other and me who loves to 

speak in English, this adventure will quickly turn into a Frenglish 

adventure. 

— Well... you see Doctor Lafaye, I've been explaining for 

years to Mr ALM that health is a form of security like any other. 

It's like... being within the four walls of your house. It's like hav-

ing an army. Like having... rights. So for me, health care should 

be regulated by the state. I think that what he just experienced 

convinced him of that...  Health, in USA, has to become... re-

galian. Is that it, Aaron? 
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In the former president laughs softly, signifying wise liv-

ing, that the answer is yes. 

Around the same time, around 5:30 pm 

1600 Pennsylvania Avenue NW, Washington, 

DC 20500, United States 

The White House, 

In the Situation Room, basement of the West Wing  

 

 

The briefing, with its air of repetition, drags on a little over 

the renegade natives flying the double flag of New Mexico and 

the United States, commanded by the secessionist forces.  

Thomasson listens, questions, analyzes. The officers make their 

synthesis, debate, and the spirits of warm-up. Two Virginia class 

nuclear attack submarines, the USS John Warner and Minnessota, 

cannot be found. In international waters, in the Pacific, Indian and 

Atlantic Oceans, a heterogeneous mix of patrol boats, supply 

ships and landing craft obeyed the orders of the military rallied in 

Camacho. But mixed in with these small ships are more powerful 

vessels: destroyers, cruisers, helicopter carriers and even an air-

craft carrier that makes circles in the Philippine Sea, just on the 

edge of the China Sea - Camacho probably trying to exist politi-

cally in Asia, even if the string is as big as it is ridiculous. 

Thomasson is getting a bit high. Even though he has a holy 

horror of violence, he has always had enormous respect for the 

military, which he considers the guarantors of the "legitimate 

force. And to the men in uniform who like to judge him at his 

doctorate in history, he usually answers as follows: 

"Wars are the impetuous mothers of history. Fortunately, 

armies are there to put them in order. And if History was only 

peace... I would never have had to defend a thesis. » 

Speculation is running high. At sea, there have indeed been 

some minor fratricidal clashes, some believe that Camacho is just 

showing muscles, as it does on American territory. But Thomas-

son insists: a majority of the opposing camp's buildings are in the 

Atlantic and he sees this as a sign. 

— Gentlemen, ladies... ALM and Sandwill are somewhere 

in France, and I don't look favourably on all these ships between 

our east coast and Europe... you don't need to be a great strategist 
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to see on your map that there are a good half of the ships he has 

at his disposal less than 500 km from the French coast.  

— Do you think he is capable of attacking French soil? 

— I think... that he is stupid, mean and impulsive enough 

to propose it, yes. Afterwards, I still have a little esteem for your 

counterparts on the other side. Unless a real crusader, a mad sec-

tarian madman, I don't see the generals who would roll over to 

him in such a madness... what do you think, Admiral Kenneyer? 

— There are a few soldiers with such a profile in his ranks, 

including a commander who everyone knows officiates as a 

Kludd in the Ku Klux Klan, but his flotilla of destroyers is cur-

rently cruising in the North Pacific. For the submarine command-

ers, the two men are very much on the right, but they are not en-

trusted to the first enlightened person who comes along. They 

have restraint. 

— There you have it. But I'll tell you my problem... From 

the beginning of this operation, of which here is a detail of the 

plan... it was necessary to bring ALM and Sandwill back on 

American territory. So that they would be visible on our soil. Just 

before the election... A kind of masterful "come back", which was 

to catch Camacho off guard and give him no chance to get back 

on his feet. A whole communication of surprise effect, at the last 

minute. I orchestrated all this with one of the most skillful com-

municators of our time. 

Thomasson hasn't noticed it yet, but his aural memory, 

amazed, literally drinks his words: 

—... It is Mrs. the billionaire Mackto Urulala, who accom-

panied me in this process. She played the game so much that... 

well! You know, I imagine you saw her circus up there?  

Ten seconds of silence, approving faces, and a voice among 

others saying: 

— That's... smart. It can work. 

— Yes. And no. As we speak, they were supposed to land 

on our soil within the next three hours. At a place unknown to me 

and according to a secret flight plan. In order for people to vote, 

the communication plan that was developed was supposed to start 

tonight at the latest, straddling the 4 main time zones of our US 

territory, in order to fall not far away from the major TV news 
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Supporto italiano. Messaggio al presidente Thomasson. 
Non-coded and urgent message. We are under enemy fire 
on French territory. Local rebels. Need very fast military 
assistance and a secure line for immediate communica-
tion. Answer only in the presence of trusted persons. 
We'll reveal our position in 5 minutes. Signed : Marge 
Simpson, surgeon.   

slots. But they have been delayed by an event that I don't know, 

over there, in France. There is only one... 

While talking, Thomasson mechanically took his phone out 

of his pocket which just vibrated. But his eyes don't slip on the 

message.  

They stumble. 

He interrupts himself. We stare at him. 

— I... excuse me a second, I... I have to read this. 

The message begins in Italian and then continues in Eng-

lish. Thomasson, pale, reads:  

 

TXT - 5:35 PM - Sender: unknown - Number: untracable  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

"Marge Simpson”. 

Surgeon. 

Flash of lucidity. A sentence. Words. Sandwill's voice, as 

if he heard it after the final dinner, before the old senator and 

ALM leave for Europe. 

... I think of a handful of trusted people who will watch over 

us during this exodus, Thomasson... One of them is a woman... 

Let's call her... "Marge Simpson". Do you know? The wife of the 

American fool, Homer Simpson... the character of Matt Goering. 

Marge is always at attention. Always ready to get behind her hus-

band's nonsense... Solid. Reliable. This Marge Simpson here, I 

know her well... In addition to being an extraordinary soldier ... 

she is a surgeon. 

Never before, in the long months of adversity since she 

took office, from the assassination of President Warner Lee to the 
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fighting on American soil, men loyal to the United States had 

never seen Thomasson blanch, let alone lose his footing. 

He stutters. 

— I... I have to... 

In the room, the surgical masks may bar the faces, but the 

tension in the eyes is unbearable. Admiral Kenneyer raises a hand. 

— President Thomasson...  

Lost in the wave, holding his head in his hands, the acting 

president's voice is hesitant and defeated.  

— I... must... It's... it's... Admiral Kenneyer?  

— Yes, Mr. President? 

Pulling himself together, he shoots them down: 

— Friends, I will say no more in this room. I have to isolate 

myself in the Bunker, with a restricted staff. You will have under-

stood that this is the handful of us in whom I have complete con-

fidence and with whom I am conducting this operation. Come on. 

We're going to have to get them back home!  

Leaden silence around the table and in the room. Mac Coy 

tick, observe. Thomasson has straightened up, straight as an "I". 

He's going to have to take over. He can't leave the few authorized 

in this room, all of them selected from among the highest admin-

istrative and military officials, thus idle.  

— ... Admiral Kenneyer, all of you under his command, I 

ask you one thing. Make sure, by whatever non—lethal means 

you deem intelligent, and without exposing our men to any dan-

ger, to ... put the box in the Atlantic Ocean.  

Widespread eyebrows raised. The Admiral of the Navy, 

dumbfounded, dodges the chief. 

— That is to say, Mr. President? 

— If I had to use metaphors, I would say... Imagine you're 

at a gun range, Kenneyer. All around you, the earth is shaking. 

There's wind, flies, and so on. That's going to bother you, isn't it? 

You'll be distracted, won't you? 

— Absolutely, I think so. 

— And you would shoot? Flies? Wind, and an earthquake? 

Approving nod. 

— Understood, Mr. President. We're going to make some 

noise. Unarmed drones, missiles with erratic trajectories going 

into the sea, food drops... we're going to get their fleet on edge. 
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Follow in a vehicle towards the target. Please make the 
transfer now + guarantee future lungs always safe. No 
transfer, no target 
. 

Gov Camcho : do bank tranfr on frwrded bank account  
Man on site. Won’t move wt/ money.  
Confirm lung. 
 

— All right, fine. Well, let's go merrily then. Gentlemen of 

the Air Force and the Army, put yourselves on alert, and make the 

noise that Camacho is threatening to launch strikes on our soil, 

we're going to bluff a little. Gentlemen of the Navy... no landing 

operation coming up, but if you have any ideas... go ahead. As for 

all non-military people, ballot boxes, polling stations, flood eve-

ryone with information about the need to vote. See you later, we 

spin Mac Coy will be your relay.   

 

 

Three minutes later.  

Under the east wing of the White House, near the Presidential 

Emergency Operations Center, 

 called "the Bunker". 

 

 

Thomasson, at the head of a troop of 10 people surrounded 

by the secret service, is making his way at high speed towards the 

White House bunker. Smaller than the Roma situation, but also 

well-equipped in terms of telecommunications, designed to with-

stand a nuclear attack, it is the last refuge for American presidents 

who wish to work in small groups and in secret. Almost there, 

when Mac Coy receives a text message.  

A quick glance at his phone: 

 

TXT - 5:38 PM - Sagen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mac Coy discreetly takes out his second phone, he taps his 

finger and clumsily taps his message:  

 

TXT - 5:38 PM - Mac Coy 
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Okay. $75,000 first half paid is all he'll get for now. What 
the fuck is ALM's position? Is your guy gonna fucking kill 
them? 
 

The answer comes in the second. 

 

TXT – 5:39 PM - Gov Camacho 

 

 

 

 

 

Oops. 

That was a close call. As he nervously stared at the tele-

phone screen at the height of his trouser pocket, a little more and 

Mac Coy was hitting the acting president, who, as a gentleman 

and master of the house, brought the privileged into the Bunker. 

— Not you, Mac Coy. Excuse me... forgive me. 

One second pass.  

Awkward. 

Eyes meet. Sizing each other up. 

One is young. On the form he is determined; on the sub-

stance, he is lost. And finally, fragile. The other, mature, wise, is 

as firm and determined on the surface as it is deep down. But he, 

who is usually the embodiment of the imperturbable captain of a 

ship on a raging sea, may be losing his footing. 

It's crazy what can be exchanged in a simple glance. Yes, 

there has been a real relationship between these two men over the 

past few weeks. Respect. A certain kind of trust. Sometimes per-

haps a transgenerational, transpolitical relationship, and occasion-

ally... a relationship of filiation. 

This is not the first time that Thomasson has denied him 

access to the bunker. But rumors are already running fast, and 

everyone in the White House knows that we are living through a 

crucial moment that only Thomasson knows about. And there 

they look at each other as if a lot of uncertain things will happen 

on either side of that door of the White House bunker. 

— From now on, you will be my eyes on the outside, Mac 

Coy... Thank you for staying in the Executive Briefing Room, I 

know you've already spent a few hours there, waiting for me... I'll 

reach you through the intercom, at the right time... and I promise 

you. As soon as I have more information, I will let you know. You 

are part of the game. 
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— I will do as you wish, Mr. President Thomasson. 

— And I thank you for that. Make yourself useful, could 

you contact our ambassador in France, on my behalf?  

— Immediately, but for what purpose?  

— He will have to reach the Quai d'Orsay immediately, and 

let him put you through to Claude Maupas de Vimont, who is a 

legend there... and you him... well... I... 

— I understood. I explain that ALM and Archie Sandwill 

are on their territory? And what else do I say? 

— Just say that, that's big enough. Be direct, they are quick 

to understand and quickly realize what this implies... Then you 

give them the hand to call us back, and you get us to tilt the line 

in the Bunker. 

— What if they don't believe me? 

— Mac Coy, according to you... all that I have tried to teach 

you about the history of our two countries, France and USA... Do 

you think it was so innocent of me? 

Mac Coy, bluffed, laughed softly:    

— Very good. I will try to remember the Treaty of Ver-

sailles, and I will invoke Beaumarchais and Lafayette. 

— It would be a good thing if you remembered all that, 

indeed. 

And closing the door, the acting president, with a vague 

premonition in his head, said to him: 

— See you later, Mac Coy. I have been telling you for some 

weeks now that you will, very soon, have to choose sides. I think 

it is now... 

And Thomasson to close the door, locked behind him by 

one of the men of the Secret Service. 

 

 


