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- CHAPTER THREE -  

THE INFARCTUS 

 

 
 

February 24, 2021 

Hospital Santé Réunie 

Château—la—Vallière 

Region of Indre et Loire, 

France. 

 

 

Battle stations.  

Margaret, a newly arrived US colleague and exiled 

surgeon, is a 50 year old smoker with "Pardee waves" on the 

anterior leads of her electrocardiogram. As sharp as those 

you learn to recognize in medical books. She's having an 

extensive coronary. Grimace. She has her hand on her chest. 

— Does it hurt?  

— Of course, Frogy... I have my chest in the "étau", 

as you say here. 

Here we go. Guiding his automatisms. In the rush, the 

ten things that jostle in your head never find order. Mainly 

because you must do them all at the same time.  

First, lay Margaret down on the examination table. 

Examine her. She can tolerate the decubitus position, 

breathes properly, no heart failure: the stetho confirms to me 

that the lungs are clear. Organization: I need reinforcements, 

I put a head out of the box and send in the corridor: 
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— Ola everybody, it's Guy, Box 11, need quick help, 

take vitals : I need to start an IV and inject 4 mg of morphine 

and 1 g of aspirin ! 

Hardly turned over, I remain stupid, amazed by what 

I see: this woman is not lacking in character. Twisted with 

pain, she is plugging monitoring electrodes into her chest.  

She's not losing her mind... she's connecting them to a 

small transport scope the same as those used by the 

ambulance. 

A gentle reminder of the only way out: to save her 

heart, we have to evacuate her to the last place in the area 

that can do a coronary angiogram to unclog her coronary 

arteries.  

The Hospital Center of Tours. 

Bruno, probably the most professional nurse I have 

ever met, arrives in 30 seconds with everything I asked for. 

Fresh and available, I understand he just took his shift. 

— Hello, Guy. Good evening, madam. There, that's 

everything. How's it going? Aspirin, morphine... What's it 

for? I have a vague idea... 

Calm, professional, he takes a look at the trace of the 

scope, as if he knew what he was going to find there. Then 

he realizes that it's his colleague who's hanging from the 

wires. Incredulous, he looks at me and signals that he has 

understood. You never feel comfortable when it comes to a 

member of your team. 

— Thank you, Bruno. You can go ahead with the IV.  

Weak silence. He puts the tourniquet on to start the IV, 

sticks it in, finds a vein. Nobody says anything, in all three 

of our heads, we've already moved on to the next cell.  

I end up explaining what we all already know: 

— Well, let's not beat around the bush... Margaret, I'm 

running out of heart attack supplies. I put in the last stent in 

the hospital on Saturday. 

Bruno sighs. 
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— Weren't we supposed to get some? 

— The delivery from the hospital in Tours never 

arrived... We had called in the drone from the gendarmerie. 

Margaret swears in a low voice, Bruno shakes his head 

negatively. 

— It's exhausting, the stupidity of people... 

— Same thing with the red blood cells. Yesterday we 

lost a patient to a stupid haemorrhage, an ulcer we couldn't 

transfuse. The O-neg bags were shot up in flight, the drone 

came in covered in blood. 

— How is it possible that assholes shoot medical 

supplies? Just for fun? 

— I'm not surprised anymore. The assholes already 

had imagination when they weren't bored... 

— Being an asshole used to be framed. 

Margaret bids, bitterly: 

— Hey guys, in my country, being stupid is liberty... 

in our country, we even give them guns, I didn't know you 

guys do the same thing. 

The new national sport is a discipline we practice 

outdoors: hunting delivery drones. At the end of last year, 

the Ministry of Ecological and Solidarity Transition forced 

the General Directorate of Civil Aviation to open the 

floodgates of French low altitude airspace. Amazon and 

equivalents developed drone delivery to serve remote areas, 

isolated villages... and it quickly became a preferred means 

of sending equipment or blood samples from one hospital to 

another. In the beginning, for a mid-size healthcare facility 

like ours, the time savings and convenience were fabulous. 

Ten days later, the "Drone Shooting" appeared. From 

balconies or thickets, sometimes in full view of everyone, 

people hope to drop masks, food, hydroxychloroquine... but 

with a rifle, hunting crossbow, bow and arrow, alarm gun or 

slingshot... 
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We're up to millions of views for videos on Facebook 

where antibiotic blisters explode in flight, much to the 

delight of a few laughing fools.  

Yes, they do. 

What this virus is imposing on us is enough to make 

us crazy. But when you see it, you realize that humanity is 

going too far. Belonging to this "Humanity" is a condition 

that should perhaps be deserved, beyond mere physical 

appearance.  

When I hear myself thinking like this, I can no longer 

distinguish where the reason or the madness lies. 

— Okay, guys... So please, you send me to Tours... 

with a drone, okay? 

Margaret's trying to make us smile. No matter how 

hard I look, I don't see a lot of options. As I did a few 

moments ago, Bruno stares out the window, scanning the 

dark night. 

He's worried. 

— Margaret... there's only one option for your 

transfer. 

— Go ahead Frogy, I'm listening carefully. 

— We can't wait six hours for a paramedic, who must 

be running around already. There's no point in asking 

standard ambulances to come out in the middle of the night. 

We all know the roads are too dangerous, even with the 

lights off. I'll... call the gendarmerie. 

— What do you mean, Frogy? I'm going with the 

cops! 

— I'll take you with my car. I'll ask them for an escort. 

I'm off duty. Night shift's coming, they can't move.  

Why did I have to say that? Why did it just come out?  

I don't even like Margaret. I'm already heartbroken 

from imagining myself walking into an ambush on the road 

before I reach a secure perimeter. How am I going to tell my 

wife about this? 
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Fuck... it's called being professional. We treat 

everybody, with the same chance that we like them or dislike 

them. 

A year ago, I never thought I would have dared to ask 

myself such a question. Just as I never thought I would see 

so many people I loved and respected die around me.  

Inner sigh of resignation. 

You swore to yourself that this time would not come 

for you, Guy... You're off duty, old boy. You're the only one 

who can stick to it. That's the way it is. You've got to do the 

job. 

Right, good. Good. The first step will be to call Tours 

and explain that I'm going to give them a heart attack in the 

acute phase, to unclog asap. If they say they don't have a 

stent, I don't know what we'll do... If the cardiologist on duty 

in Tours is OK, then I'll have to go to the gendarme platoon 

guarding our hospital, to escort us... 

And then I'll have to tell my wife. 

 

*** 

 

06:47 p.m. 

No ultrasound. Another thing we got stolen. I wanted 

to do a cardiac ultrasound, just to do a bit better for my 

colleagues in Tours, to evaluate its cardiac function... a 

desire to do things properly, "the old-fashioned way". In any 

case, someone will have to explain to me what people can 

do with a 20,000 euros ultrasound scanner, with no patient 

to put through the wringer... 

We're waiting. I had the cardio on duty in Tours: he 

transmitted the electro to his colleague at night who 

confirms. He's OK to do the coronary angiography. He's got 

a sore arm and would be "delighted if I could come and give 

him a hand in the catheterisation room".   
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Me not too much: I hope to be able to drop Margaret 

off and have someone drive me home.  I have a scope, a 

crash cart in the stall...Bruno is leaving us and will tell his 

colleagues that we'll be leaving soon. 

— Hey, Frogy... did they tell you, the gendarmes?  

— What? how long? 

— Yes. It's not all that, but dying isn't my thing, you 

know? 

— Twenty minutes. The time the gendarmerie sends a 

reinforcement to our SP. 

"SP." Acronym for "Security Perimeter". Every 

building or strategic location now has one. So, we're trying 

to regroup them. In the SP of our small hospital of "Santé 

Réunie", there is the new town hall installed in a building 

opposite, a mini-market, the central takeaway restaurant 

depot, the local market which takes place on the car park, all 

under the good guard of the gendarmes. During the day, all 

this is good-natured: it's lively, you respect the distances, 

you move around in all sympathy and it's like life before.  

Around 5:30 p.m., everything empties out. 

And at 7 p.m., curfew begins.  

It's a time-honoured formula that takes on its full 

meaning: you put a lid on a bubbling world, but there's 

always water coming through. 

That's why I'm delighted to finally see two gendarmes 

in the service. 

— Are you Dr. Lafaye? 

— Yes, good evening sergeant, thank you very much 

for being here so quickly. 

— Good evening doctor, and I suppose you're the 

patient? 

Margaret nodds. The gendarme, looking sharp, is 

trying to reassure us: 

— Come on, we'll lead the way with the armoured car. 

This is the third time in 5 days that we're going to escort a 
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medical transport to the university hospital, it's not Mad 

Max out there either... 

Hesitation. Anyway, I won't be going home tonight... 

I'll come back to sleep in the hospital after all this. Or I'll 

stay in Tours until dawn.  

— Shall I take my car? Where do we ride with you? 

In the back seat? If she gets any worse, I must be able to take 

care of her.  

— There's no room in the back of the SUV, Doctor. 

That seat's for the corporal, in case we need to retaliate in 

case of an attack. Come on, let's go.  

We're moving out. I say goodbye to the team, tell them 

to report the stolen ultrasound, wave... and we're gone. It's 

amazing how humans adapt to anything. How resilient we 

are in the face of a concept we'd almost forgotten: fatality.  

As I push Margaret into a chair, the corporal gives me 

the directions. Drive with lights off as much as possible, 

keep 25 metres apart, watch for obstacles on the road...  

— What a fucking mess... Frog? 

— Yes, Margaret?  

— Get me an amp of morphine for the drive, my dear, 

I'm in pain!   

— You've picked the wrong time, haven't you, ma'am? 

Corporal says. 

— You can say that... 

 

Ten minutes later, the gendarmes open the security 

perimeter. Margaret is lying in the back of my car, the 

monitor on her legs, watching her electrocardiogram like 

crazy. I keep an eye on her in the rear view mirror. 

With my foot on the accelerator, I follow with my eyes 

the rear lights of the armoured 4X4, which is sinking into 

the darkness of an icy night. 
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- CHAPTER FOUR -  

THE TWO OPTONS 

 
 

 
Two months earlier, 

November 5th, 2020, four days after the assassination of the 

president. 

1600 Pennsylvania Ave NW, 

Washington, DC 20500 

White House 

Eisenhower Executive Office Building 
 

 

Rage. Sighs. 

 —I shouldn't even have to argue with you, 

Thomasson 

— Neither do I, Camacho. Yet here we are. Two 

elected representatives of the people of a great democracy, 

supposed to be able to discuss, although your conception of 

democracy is beyond me. Can we move on? I can put up 

with your whining for days on end, and in this game, you 

will lose. 

— Elected? You've got some good ones! You 

assassinate President Warner-Lee in cold blood, and here's 

your ass sitting in the Oval Office!    

Inside, Acting President Thomasson regrets that he 

can't strangle his interlocutor through a video conference. 

But Camacho's just waiting for that misstep.  

— It's not taking, Camacho. First, look at the scenery. 

This is my VP's office. I haven't left the EEOB, and there's 
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been no coup, unlike what you've been yelling over and over 

on social media to feed conspiracy websites, designed to 

turn on your trigger-happy freaks on. Can we move on? 

— You're not legitimate, Thomasson, and I... 

— Stop. Elected to the House of Representatives for 

over 25 years. As to my legitimacy as Speaker, I can mail 

you a copy of the Presidential Succession Act of 1947 on the 

Speaker's Statute. And given the current shit, I wouldn't 

wish that fucking job on anyone. 

— The job is Big Boss of the greatest country in the 

world, a country whose governance you stole! I'm taking 

this job to show you that... 

This time it's too much. In a calm Olympian manner, 

Thomasson asserts his authority with a voice so calm and 

sarcastic, that you get the impression he's towering up over 

you. 

— So, and I'm going to say this politely: shut up, 

Camacho. I didn't murder nobody. Now you're the reason 

we're even less of a "great country" than we were when that 

crazy bitch Warner-Lee was in office. God rest her soul, if 

she ever had one. The brain, I had my doubts, but I changed 

my mind when I saw the little pieces spread all over this 

office that you covet so much. If you feel like it, I've banned 

the cleaning, so that morons like you can see things for 

yourselves. How's it going? 

Freezing silence. 

— Are we both going to use our precious time to move 

on, Camacho? Or do I send you back to play in one of those 

preschools you refused to close, so you can get that fucking 

Covid-21? 

Dead end. 

Two hours of sterile video conference discussion. 

Scowling on his beautiful leather couch from the living 

room of his lodge, the renegade governor of New Mexico, 

Dennis Enrique Camacho, rants and raves. The man is 
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bloody and can no longer tolerate the status quo. For the 

moment, he is the only ambitious man who has rushed into 

the breach and dreams of being president in broad daylight; 

others must wait cautiously with the same intention. He was 

the first governor to secede from the rest of the United 

States, and in 4 days he was followed by 5 states: Texas, 

Wyoming, Nebraska, then Kansas, and North Dakota. 

As for Thomasson, in the five days since he 

accidentally became president, he has aged 15 years. Worn 

out by the years in Congress, he has more than once thought 

of leaving this country he loves and hates 100 times a day.  

But he knows what's at stake now. And in any case, 

there is nowhere to go in this world that is now nothing but 

closed doors. 

This phone call can't go unanswered, he knows that. 

Vermont, Oregon, it doesn't matter that they threatened to 

secede as well. But if Governor Camacho rallies a few 

strategic states to his cause, he will be able to draw a line 

from the North to the South of the United States and cut the 

country in half through a militarized corridor. If Oklahoma 

or Colorado is toppled, it will be over: Governor Rosalind 

Ketty-Schwarz, Democrat and elected in South Dakota, will 

find herself in a vice and will have no choice but to give in, 

to avoid a bloodbath. 

Thomasson's counting his cards. The situation is far 

too unstable for the Senate or the House to get together and 

vote anything.  

Things are the way they are. You've got no other 

option but to argue with this lunatic...  Well, well, well, well. 

I'm in charge of a pretty big mess. 

— Why don't we ask Mac Coy what he thinks? 

Camacho, do you agree? 

— I ain't interested in the word of a traitor !  

Next to Thomasson, Mac Coy, the pretentious young 

fool, is scarlet. The Republican Party hawk who came to 
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lose himself in this impromptu new presidential cabinet has 

lost nothing in the battle between the two men.   

— You polarize things too much, Camacho. Mac Coy 

is a political animal like any other. How's that? What do you 

think your word is worth, Mac Coy? Do you have anything 

interesting to tell us? Be creative, this is your moment. 

Silence of the interested party. He's redoing his hair 

and regaining his composure.  

— Governor Camacho... in answer to your question, 

I'm no traitor. You need only think that I'm here to make the 

GOP's views known to this cabinet, since President 

Thomasson expects no less from me, which is why he hired 

me. In any event, I sincerely, and in all modesty, want to 

thank you both, gentlemen, for the.... how shall I put it?  

Sterility of your conversation? The young asshole that I am 

is learning a lot from you. It’s delicious. 

Camacho laughs yellow, but he laughs. Thomasson 

approves with an ironic chin movement. 

— That being said, here's where we are. A wake-up 

call for the governor. Let's say right now, in the manner of 

recent events, I turn around, take a gun out of my pocket, 

and put a bullet in President Thomasson's head. Right here, 

right now. And then hand you the key to this big house, 

governor Camacho. What would happen? 

Well, to say the least, he has the complete attention of 

his audience. 

— I'd get on the first plane, grab the keys, and start 

putting things in order! And we know all we need to do is 

deploy massive electronic pop surveillance 

—Tutuuut! Tutuuut! Just a second, Governor, do you 

mind? I'm delighted with your enthusiasm, but a tiny second 

of extrapolation will tell you best, okay?  

— All right go ahead. 

— There you go.  Thank you, Governor... So once you 

have this key in hand, and I solemnly promise you we'll 
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clean up the Oval Office first so you can put your coat down, 

what's your first move? 

— I've been telling you for two hours, Mac Coy! Set 

up electronic mass surveillance, with robots, drones, AI, 

body temperature measurements, to go fill up quarantine 

camps, where all infected or suspicious people, be they 

senators, vice-presidents or others, go to wait until this 

epidemic is over! 

— It's... a very smart option in principle, sir. But the 

truth is, your first option, if you were put in charge of this 

country today, would be... and I say this with all due respect 

and foresight... would be to get totally fucked. Very deeply. 

And through every orifice, until you die and disappear in a 

great torrent of black shit, in fact. 

Camacho ain't heard himself talk like this since high 

school. Amazed, just before he blows up, Mac Coy takes 

over. 

— Because you would, in fact, find yourself in Mr. 

President Thomasson's present position right here. Fists and 

feet bound. With about 30 states that would consider your 

accession a coup. Others who would have sworn their 

loyalty to you, who would turn over their jackets... and 

probably two or three guys like you who would scream to 

death that it is up to them to become president, and so forth. 

You know what I mean? You'd be completely fucked, if 

you'll pardon my French. And since you're not an idiot or 

the kind of man who takes any pleasure in being fucked, I'm 

convinced that you won't put yourself in an absurd situation 

that would allow you to be sodomized blithely. Am I wrong?  

Thomasson lets out a nervous laugh. He has no 

illusions about Mac Coy, but he's delighted. The kid is doing 

exactly what he expected him to do. As for Camacho, a 

notoriously militant homophobe, he's scarlet. 

— I'm glad you've been following my reasoning. So, 

what do you think? It's President Thomason's turn. Poor 
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speaker didn't ask for anything and didn't murder anyone 

because I was there. 

— Whatever. It doesn't matter. What matters is what 

the public believes, Camacho spits.  

— Yeah, it still counts a little bit... What are its 

options? The military solution doesn't make sense, either in 

form or in substance... As you know, two hours after the 

announcement of your secession, the chief of staff, 

accompanied by the four commanders-in-chief of the major 

corps, Navy, Army, Air Force and Navy... made it clear to 

the new president: intervene on our own soil to kick your 

ass? Well, why not? But not without a congressional 

mandate. Voted, in due form... which means we'd have to 

get together and vote on an enormity like this. And, anyway, 

let's be pragmatic. No regular army soldier would ever 

assume the responsibility of shooting Americans in the 

National Guard... So, no. Mr. Acting U.S. President Stanley 

Thomasson is free to go bomb China or Rwanda or the 

moon, but as far as cleaning the house, nothing. Nada. Zero. 

He, too, as you can see, is "fucked". 

Dead silence. By sparing neither of the protagonists, 

Mac Coy is clever. The two men face each other, boiling hot. 

Thomasson breaks the silence. 

— Mac Coy, are you having a baby? The Governor 

and I are anxious to see if, beyond your verve, you are able 

to come up with an idea in which neither he nor I would be 

"fucked". 

— Well, of course I can. I might add that what I'm 

about to propose is fair, because the ball is in the centre. 

— Which is what? How much longer are we going to 

put up with this?  

Camacho is getting angry. 

— Well, in fact, I remind you that the late President 

Warner-Lee had called off the presidential election... which, 

all the same, is indicative of some disorder in the 
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Democratic landscape on the Republican side... Governor, I 

think it's fair to say that this detail made the GOP look like 

a goddamn dictatorship's mouthpiece, didn't it? And you, 

President Thomasson, even if you're innocent, you have to 

admit that in terms of image, seeing you walk into custody 

in the White House... in a nutshell? Centre fielder. 

— And so, you little brat of my balls, are you gonna 

tell us what's on your mind? 

— Of course, I'm gonna tell you! Neither you, 

Governor, nor you, President Thomasson, will ever be 

legitimate in the eyes of America. There will always be 

someone or something to challenge you. If you want to 

regain control of the country, there are only two ways.  

Mac Coy is sparing his audience. 

— The first is war. A real Civil War. A full-fledged 

war, with death, betrayal, misery, hatred, violence, 

unhappiness....and a statue of one of you two at the end, next 

to Lincoln's. But I don't think that's what's best for our world 

leadership. 

— And the second? 

— The second one? But it makes sense, Governor! I 

think we have... Two months? Two short months ahead of 

us. After that, the situation will turn into chaos and endless 

war.  

— So? 

— Mr. President, I think, and I say this with all 

sincerity and no disrespect... that Governor Camacho should 

announce his candidacy quickly. 

— And can we find out what he's running for?  

— For the United States presidential election, 

gentlemen. Without that, everybody loses. In the midst of 

this nameless mess, in a country ready to go up in flames, 

with distancing measures to be respected, it is your job to 

make sure that a new POTUS is legitimately elected, with a 

masterful turnout, if possible. 


