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The
supernatural hijack







The audience gives their president a standing ovation when he
enters the huge ballroom at the famous Plaza Hotel in New York.
Allan Chester Walker is popular among the people, and
he does not need the teleprompter in front of him. He has
memorized every word of his new and improved climate speech,
written by his smart spin doctor. He doesn't need anything but the
eyes and ears of the crowd gathered before him and the microphones
on the podium from the television networks that will broadcast his
climate pep talk across the planet. It's important for the next
election that the public believes in him completely, and climate
change is apparently an important issue these days. Allan Chester
Walker is more concerned with collecting votes than a withered
earth with microplastic pollution in the oceans, but to achieve
votes, he must speak from his cold and cynical heart.



He clears his throat. “I remember all the entertaining science
fiction movies with incredible CGI effects that were depicted
years, ago and the stories always played out in a distant future,”
he begins. “Almost all those depictions were negative, dark visions
of a dystopian world with apocalyptic imagery. A world reduced to
ash or ice with a small group of scrawny survivors sifting through
the wreckage. Here we are, the year 2020, and this is real; this is
serious; this is not fiction. We have to do something about the
climate changes. More green energy. More sustainable living,” he
says firmly, and the crowd starts cheering. He knows exactly what
they want to hear. He smirks at the photographers and journalists
in front of him. He looks forward to the headlines in tomorrow’s
newspapers.



The President of the United States of America is not an old man.
But he isn't young, either. He has the age a president should have.
He radiates credibility and authority. He is a true leader. He is
born to be the president.



He takes a deep breath, but his next words suddenly refuse to come
out of his chic mouth. His suddenly has a sore throat. He reaches
for a glass of mineral water. The audience is enthusiastic for his
next words. John takes a small sip of the water and places it on
the podium in front of him.



He is charming. “The ice caps are melting, and glaciers that have
been around for millennia are collapsing. The salt balance in the
North Atlantic current is changing. The fish in the sea eat
microplastic; we are eating plastic.” He shakes his head in disgust
and continues, “Continents that have never seen snow are seeing
blizzards; countries that used to see snow are experiencing heat
waves. The Amazon rainforest is burning, and the lungs of the
planet are dying. The CO2 level is rising to an alarming level.”



He suddenly feels a bit dizzy, has trouble focusing, but he is a
professional and will finish his speech. The crowd doesn't notice
anything.



He continues like nothing is wrong. “No evil virus or huge comet
are threatening to wipe out the earth. We are the virus; we are the
comet. Humankind is committing suicide.”



They are eating every word coming out of his mouth. As long as he
says it, the world will assume he is going to do something about
it. His real plan is to reinforce the military rather than use
millions of dollars on green energy and sustainable research. He
wants to make America great again. The ultimate superpower.



John Chester Walker suddenly feels a spike of pain down his spine,
as if he is struck by lightning. A booming gasp spreads through the
crowd as the President collapses over the podium, tumbling the
glass of water to the floor. It smashes into pieces. He coughs and
trembles, wobbling on his weak legs. Secret Service agents storm
the stage and the ballroom.



John holds his hands up to his eyes and sees the skin is hanging
loose like old leather, the nails are dark yellow, and the veins
shrunken and purple like dying worms. The yuck factor is high.



“What the fuck is happening to me?” he yells in panic. His voice
sounds like wind through a rusty keyhole. He just aged thirty years
in one second. The press is going wild. The camera flashes feels
like a stroboscope on cocaine.



John is grinning insanely with periodontal teeth. His mind is
hijacked by an evil force. The vacant eyes glitter as they travel
over the sobbing and panting crowd.



The Secret Service agents, in matching black suits, are transfixed
and unable to move. Frozen on the spot. The person speaks, his
words clumsy and stilted. There is complete silence among the
audience.



“Greetings to all of you,” the person says with an evil voice. “I
am the almighty Wallâq. Your flattering president stinks of lies
and deception.” The person speaks with an old South American
dialect.



There is chaos in the hall. Several people across the crowd start
fainting in revulsion. Others are running in panic towards the
emergency exits, but the doors are blocked by an invisible
forcefield. The majority of the frightened audience are still
seated, staring at the ancient president with morbid curiosity.



“You have done this to yourself. Enough is enough. But you have the
ability to make things right, to redeem yourself.” The person
inhabiting the president's body says, spitting and snarling. “Your
excessive admiration of your own appearance, and your extreme
jealousy of others’ achievements results in an insecure and endless
urge for selfish desires, wealth and power, and ends with
devastating conflicts of war, and your lazy attitude against
changes toward sustainable living are destroying Mother Nature.”
The television cameras are still transmitting live to the world.
“This stops today or there will be malicious consequences. Feel my
wrath.” The person rumbles and the crystal chandeliers in the
ballroom burst in pieces.
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