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To my wife for her support as unwavering as her love,

To my daughters to believe in me,

Preamble
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Since the dawn of time, since man mastered language and the practice of art, legends have accompanied his culture. Throughout all times, in the four corners of the world, in every civilization, people have been lulled by stories that have shaped their way of life and their beliefs. Some of these stories have spanned centuries to reach our time.

Have you ever wondered about some of them? Do you really believe that human imagination could have created all these myths? Don't you think that every legend has its share of truth? Have you ever noticed how reality sometimes goes beyond fiction?

In the story which will be told to you, all places mentioned actually exist. Likewise, all organizations and institutions mentioned are true and the scientific references authentic. Only characters and situations they will face are fictitious. As for the likelihood that similar facts could one day take place, it's up to you to imagine/decide....
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Oregon – Illinois River, October 1998

The expanse of water sparkles in the low rays of the autumn sun. Adorned with their shimmering colors, the surrounding trees lose one by one their dying leaves which, spinning slowly, bow out in a last parade. Like choreography, their graceful fall fills the edge of the woods with a fairyland of multicolored confetti, gently rocked by a refreshing breeze.

With his gaze fixed, the old man stands still. The slow, steady movements of his breathing are the only vital signs noticeable, along with the regular blinking of his eyes. He stares at the end of his line, mesmerized by the pale rays of the sun reflecting off the surface of the lake. He waits for the slightest movement to indicate that a catch has succumbed to the bait. He enjoys these moments of calm, in harmony with nature like his ancestors did. No living soul, no noise pollution of modern life ... only a few birdsongs in the distance, and the wind rustling in the dying foliage.

All of a sudden, a howl rips through the peaceful atmosphere, followed by a second, longer ... A hoarse, deep howl. The old man looks up in the direction of the opposite bank where the sound seems to be coming from. For a moment, total silence sets in. The breeze dies down. Birds fall silent. Nothing moves and no more noise filters through the forest. Then another scream, even more powerful and closer, freezes the fisherman's veins. By physiological reflex, adrenaline rushes into his blood and diffuses into every fiber of his muscles, which immediately contract. The fisherman knows the forest perfectly ... His forest. He masters its dangers and knows how to take advantage of its gifts. He respects her. He grew up and has lived there for over sixty years. Since his first day on earth. But he has never heard anything like it.

He gets up slowly, comes a little closer to the shore and puts his right hand up in a visor as if to see further. The old Indian narrows his dark eyes to pierce the stripped foliage of the undergrowth across the lake. The next second, her coppery complexion turns livid. Her jaw, hitherto tight, drops back to let her mouth open. In his gaze mingle amazement and fear.

They stare into each other's eyes for a few seconds which seem to last forever.
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Oregon – Portland, nowadays July 17  – 9 h 7

The air conditioner purrs painfully, seeking a second wind. Due to condensation, microdroplets form on the bottom rim and, while clumping together, slowly flow down the smooth plastic wall. The droplets then grow in size until they suspend dangerously under the effect of their weight. Finally, they let go and fall into a basin placed on the floor, emitting more or less sharp and regular lapping.

The attic bedroom is dark. The shutters are half down to protect the room from scorching summer sun rays. The temperature outside is scorching. Inside, Emmy wraps around her suitcase, which rests on the bed on which she has scattered shorts, pants, t-shirts and underwear. 

Twenty-one-year-old Emmy Thomson is a master's student in biodiversity at the University of Portland, where she lives alone in this cozy little apartment in good neighborhoods. Far from campus hustle and bustle, she takes advantage of her financial comfort to treat herself to this cozy cocoon which her university campus friends envy. It's not affordable, but thanks to the wealth of her father, Edward Thompson, the young student continues her studies without material worries.

A shrill and regular ringing sounds. Emmy looks around for her smartphone. But at the display of clothes on the unmade bed, she begins to turn the tangle of outfits around with gestures of annoyance. Finally, she grabs the state-of-the-art device and picks up:

— Hello?  

— Emmy ? It's Ana. Where are you at ? Still OK to meet in one hour ?

— Yes No problem! I'm collecting my last things I'll walk around the apartment and pick you up from your home.

1.  — OK, that works ! Ciao my beautiful !

— Ciao !

The slender young woman redoubles her efforts. The air conditioner is still purring slowly. With the rush and heat, the black hair of her bangs clings to her sweaty forehead. Her long hair, held in place in a bun, seems to be hot to her. The temperature is so unbearable. Since the beginning of July, a heatwave has hit the entire northwestern coast of the United States: not a hint of breeze, not a drop of rain, not a cloud on the horizon. A powerful high pressure zone has been stuck over the country for more than two weeks, like a tightly screwed lid on a pressure cooker.

Exhausted, Emmy leans hard on her suitcase. With a long sigh, she struggles to slide the recalcitrant zipper. Soon she's standing by the front door with her luggage full as an egg and her hiking backpack. Even after circling all the rooms three times, she takes one last look to make sure she hasn't forgotten anything. Then, by reflex, she puts her hand on the right back pocket of her stretch jeans. Her smartphone is there, compressed in a few square centimeters of elastic canvas. She rests her right hand on the doorknob of the front door, ready to leave the premises. 
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Oregon – Willow Lake, March 2005

Rain has been pouring down continuously for four hours. Odors of humus and earth fill the damp air. Clouds are so dense that the sky sports a uniform shade of dark gray. Nothing suggests a lull in the near future.

Exhausted, the three friends are motivated. According to their map, another two kilometers through the forest separate them from their objective. They can then set up their camp for the night. This first spring weekend was an opportunity for them to have a good time amongst boys. On the program: fishing, bow hunting and rest. Leaving Medford in the morning, they left their vehicle along Highway 140 to walk to Willow Lake. According to their estimate, at the current rate and braving the driving rain, they should be there in an hour. Even with their soggy hiking boots weighed down by sticky mud, they would reach the lake long before dark.

An hour and ten minutes later, Willow Lake opens up to them. Rain has finally stopped and only a few mists float on the surface of the body of water. Just above their heads, large drops fall sparingly from the foliage. As they search for a place to set up their tents, one of the three friends calls out to his cronies:

- Hey! Come see! Looks like there's some big game around!

As they approached, they could distinctly observe footprints left in the damp earth. A long silence sets in, punctuated by a few exchanges of incredulous and questioning looks, seeming indeed a little worried ...

- So then? What do you think?

With dubious pouts, the others responded only by mimicking a sign of ignorance. Indeed, they've never seen anything like it. The footprints were almost forty centimeters long and twenty wide. The deep marks left in the ground by each of them were impressive. But the most remarkable was the shape of the clearly visible five toes.

While the three friends contemplate these strange imprints, a crackling of branches is heard a few meters behind them.

Three screams of horror successively echo through the immense rainforest.
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Portland, July 17 – 9 h 58

The sports car comes at a brisk pace to pull over with a slight screeching of tires. It comes to a stop at the edge of a sidewalk alongside a 1970s building whose facade was recently painted. The engine roars at idle with a low rumbling hinting at the power of the 412 horsepower of the 5.0-liter V8 engine, as voracious as it is powerful.

Protected behind tinted windows reflecting the warm morning summer sun rays, Emmy turns off the ignition. Her dad’s last birthday present is a little extravagant.

At first, she was not won over by this bright red racing car with a wide grille and a glittering horse racing through. But now, she still loves being able to make green with envy from budding American footballers of her college who already think of themselves as oval ball stars on campus grounds.

She quickly leaps out of the car with her smartphone at her ear. 

— Hello, Ana! I'm in front of your house. Do you want help with the luggage? 

— No, they're already in the hall. I'm coming down in two minutes!

— OK, see you right away.

Meanwhile, the girl leans against the wall, looking for some shade. Sunglasses screwed on the nose, she rearranges her sagging bun, completely freeing her neck.

Slender, rather pretty, Emmy is dressed in a simple and light way: a pastel yellow tank top, stretch blue jeans, a famous brand belt and white canvas pumps. Without makeup or jewelry, Emmy only wears an imposing watch on her wrist. What's the point of getting ready for the destination that awaits the two friends after a four and a half hour drive!

With a piercing creak, the heavy door of the building opens. Barely out of her house, Ana throws herself into the arms of her friend whom she has not seen ... since the day before!

The plump little brunette is already telling a thousand anecdotes as she recounts her morning and the preparation of her luggage as if it were a unique and exhilarating experience. Words are born in her sparkling mind, jostle in her throat, clash in her mouth, and spill out with the speed of a submachine gun! Full of life and energy, Ana quickly grabs her suitcases without pausing in her endless monologue. Without interrupting, Emmy helps her friend load things into her Ford Mustang.

A minute later, the racing car takes off, raising dust which immediately forms an ephemeral cloud suspended in the hot and hazy roadway air.

In an atmosphere of pop music punctuated by bursts of laughter, the two young girls feel free, a feeling exacerbated by the power of the vehicle pushing them back into their bucket seats at the slightest touch of the accelerator pedal.
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Oregon – Howard Prairie Lake, January 2011

The SUV accelerates slowly as it exits a slight curve onto the snow-capped Dead Indian Memorial Road. Subzero temperature has made the frozen pavement slippery. The white layer packed by the few vehicles previously passed made it difficult to drive, especially when cornering.

The driver, with his cap screwed to his head, level with thick eyebrows, was as focused as he was tense. His hands gripping the steering wheel tightly. The clenched fingers and stiffened forearms were one with the vehicle.

In the back, a ten-year-old girl was peacefully sleeping. Her mouth half-open, her lower lip drooping slightly and vibrating slowly to the rhythm of a soft snore. She was totally relaxed. Her mother, seated in the front passenger seat, watched the trees pass through the window, their branches laden with fresh snow curving gracefully.

While snowflakes were peacefully swirling for some time, the falls were now starting to intensify as they approached Ashland where they were to spend a few days with Aunt Marry.

Like a metronome, the windshield wipers ran from left to right across the wide windscreen, letting out a few rubber squeaks by friction. The soft snoring of the young passenger in the back, the continuous parade of snow-covered trees, the regular purring of the engine, the continuous ballet of the windshield wipers and the warm breath of the ventilation made the atmosphere almost hypnotic and reassuring. inside the imposing vehicle.

They had been driving for over three hours now and not a word has leaked. Everyone was in their thoughts or dreams. The driver relaxed his arms more and more. He also released the pressure of his fingers, first imperceptibly and finally only the weight of his hands maintaining contact with the steering wheel. His eyelids blinked frequently and felt heavier and heavier. His gaze remained fixed in the distance to better pierce the curtain of thickening snowflakes.

But he suddenly jumps up in a startle! In a fraction of a second, his brain pulls him out of his torpor.

His left eye just perceived movement in the temporal field of view. It was a dark, towering shape moving quickly. Infused with this furtive vision, the retina sends information to the optic nerve which reaches the occipital lobe to be analyzed by the visual cortex in a matter of thousandths of a second.

The next moment, the driver swings the wheel to avoid the obstacle already looming in the middle of the road. Huge, massive, uttering a terrifying growl ... the last sight he sees paralyzes him with fear.

Emergency services, alerted by a hunter, are busy around the overturned 4x4 on the side of the road. The engine is still lukewarm. The front and rear doors had been ripped off. They were lying at the foot of the nearest trees, a few yards away. There was no visible trace around the vehicle or any clue as to what had happened.

The falling snow, dense and sticky, was already covering the crash scene ... There was no sign of the occupants.

Aunt Marry, focused, was busy in the kitchen. She jumps up, surprised by the phone ring. She picks up and silently listens before turning pale and collapsing to her knees in tears.
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Oregon – Merlin, nowadays, July 17 – 14 h 46

After a little over four and a half hours traveling, the car takes exit 61 on national road 5 towards Merlin, a peaceful village located ten kilometres Northwest of Grants Pass town, in Josephine county.

The Ford Mustang comes to a stop in the deserted parking lot of a motel near down-town. The two friends go to reception where a bald old man reads the local news while slowly chewing his gum. When the young girls arrive, he barely raises his eyes and remains slumped in his chair without giving them the slightest sign.

- Hello Mesdemoiselles ... he finally said in a hoarse voice.

- Hello sir. We have a reservation on behalf of Emmy Thompson ...

Once in possession of their key, the two students drag their suitcases with difficulty to room number 18. The premises are clean. The bedroom, with a view on the car park, has two single beds separated by a simplistic bedside table on which sits a lamp with a slightly dated shade. The dark colored tapestry also looks like it has outlived its lifetime, but is still in good overall condition.

The room also has a modest independent bathroom, separated by a door decorated with classic moldings. It is equipped with a sink beneath a mirror, a shower and an electric towel rail. The toilets are separate and located at the entrance to the bedroom.

Emmy drops herself heavily on the thick box spring mattress, which bounces her in waves three or four times, cushioning her fall. She can finally relax after the four hundred and twelve kilometer drive, punctuated by a single twenty-minute break to refuel and snack on a sandwich. Ana is already looking for the detailed map of the area in one of the front pockets of her large backpack.

The two friends doing a master's degree in biodiversity had decided to take advantage of their summer vacation to prepare their next thesis defense. This test was to close their final year as graduate studies. They had chosen to go to Rogue River National Park for its protected and wild forests, rich in flora and fauna.

With its 6,973 square kilometers, the federal domain was home to many plant varieties, from the simple common fern to Douglas fir through the pinus ponderosa. The latter, also called yellow pine or heavy wood pine, could measure more than seventy meters high and three meters in diameter for the largest specimens.

Populated by about fifty species of mammals, Rogue River forest is also home to more than one hundred and fifty species of birds, some of which are very rare. Eight species of amphibians in wetlands and four species of reptiles complete the fauna of this immense forest park divided into seven reserves and administered by the US Forest Service.

But the much sought out Grail, the purpose of their coming, Psathyrella aquatica, was a rare species of inedible basidiomycete fungus. It is the first known fungus whose leaves of the sporophore hymenium develop underwater! Discovered recently in 2005 by a professor of biology at the University of Southern Oregon, this mushroom is unique. Over the course of its evolution, this species had developed unique adaptation capabilities allowing its spores to diffuse throughout its growth cycle, even in conditions of sometimes total immersion.

Even if scientists have since identified new species on a daily basis across the world, this discovery remains, to this day, exceptional in these latitudes. Because the vast majority of detections are mainly made in tropical forests, the richest ecosystems. Covering only ten percent of the earth's land surface, these contain more than ninety percent of the planet's living species. And the girls knew that there were still several million unlisted species, but most of them were invertebrates.

After a few minutes spent rummaging through her things, Ana joins her friend on the bed to better display the detailed map of Josephine County, located in the heart of the forest estate. They had already studied their route as well as their search area. They would leave the next morning for Grants Pass, the county,s capital, to take Redwood Highway towards Wilderville, twenty-four kilometers further west. From there, they will continue for another fifteen kilometers before abandoning their vehicle in Wonder. They will thus be able to walk directly to the first path in the small valley before reaching the steeper slopes of the forest.

Excited, Ana sets off again in her endless ramblings, already imagining, in great detail, the unfolding of their quest for P. aquatica. Emmy, who is no longer listening, grabs her phone and taps nimbly on the touchscreen keyboard.
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Oregon – Portland, July 17  – 14 h 23

A thick backrest in hand, Edward Thompson is comfortably settled in his seat, behind his huge desk. He seems to read the information in front of him from a distance. A phone resting on the black leather desk pad vibrates, then emit a short, metallic beep indicating receipt of a message. He picked up the object after casually putting the stapled wad of paper back on the writing desk.  He Immediately swivels his large armchair a hundred and eighty degrees to face a huge bay window. The modern building is located in the heart of Downtown Portland, at the corner of Madison Street and Fourth Street. From the seventeenth floor, Edward Thompson enjoys a direct view of Hawthorn Bridge, a small bridge overlooking Willamette River and its marina. The boss of A.N.S. (Advanced Network System) 1 opens Emmy message: :


«Hi Dad! We made it to Merlin ... still in a heatwave! Everything is fine. Don't worry, I'll give you some news tomorrow. Kisses!»



The entrepreneur smiles slightly. He is reassured. 

Slender and elegant Edward Thompson, just fifty years old, has been a widower for twelve years. Losing his wife was a painful stage for him and he quickly felt helpless when he had to look after Emmy on his own. During the first months following the death of his wife, he also failed in his duty as a father, gradually sinking into depression and its traps. Matthew, his younger brother, has been of great help in looking after and supporting Emmy on a daily basis. Edward Thompson gradually regained the upper hand, but never reinvested in a romantic relationship. He took refuge in work, devoting all his energy to it, sometimes at the expense of Emmy who retains a much deeper relationship with her uncle. He felt both ashamed that he was there so little to take care of his daughter and weak at having lost his footing when she needed him. Over time, he tried to redeem himself, but once again, awkwardly, showering Emmy with gifts. His bitterness, sometimes mixed with anger, led him to excel more in his business, which had become his outlet. Incisive, tireless and uncompromising, he transformed into a professional killer, making his company a benchmark in their field.

Specializing in computer networks and particularly WAN (Wide Area Network) 2, his company develops solutions allowing secure connection between several computerized sites or between individual computers, located all over the world. His clients are large industrial firms, but also private American military companies, and his success allows him to benefit from a wide range of knowledge, including some very influential people. But despite this notoriety, within himself, Edward Thompson still feels a sense of unfinished business. A void left by his only lost love and a daughter’s admiration for an unconquered father.  

After thoughtfully re-reading Emmy’s message, he responds by reminding her to not be reckless. As usual, he ends the SMS with a few affectionate emoticons and then returns to his professional concerns. A moment later, he resumes studying his case. On the cover page stamped with the midnight blue A.N.S logo, the words "Confidential File" are written. Edward Thompson occasionally makes some annotations on the interior pages composed of texts, diagrams and a few detailed plans.

Three quarters of an hour later, the man gets up from his chair while tightening the knot of his black tie with fine white stripes. He then mechanically runs the palms of his hands along his designer suit jacket, as if to smooth it out. After sneaking a glance at his high-end watch, he quickly grabs the infamous confidential file and briskly steps out of his office.

A few dozen yards away, Edward Thompson stands in front of a frosted glass door behind which a few barely audible conversations can be heard. He pushes the doorknob. The meeting room is occupied by ten people seated around a large oval cherry wood table. Upon him entering, silence immediately sets in.
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Oregon – Merlin, July18 – 7 h 30

Silence, absolute calm ... Then suddenly, a shrill beep sounds, coupled with a deep and vibrancy. The phone jumps intermittently on the nightstand as an awkward hand comes out of the comforter and gropes the damn device.

Ana fidgets in bed before turning her back to the unpleasant noise. To end it, Emmy casually taps the smartphone screen. Silence returns.

Eyes half closed, she turns her head towards the curtains to check there is no mistake in the schedule. Rays of the sun, already up for nearly two hours, filter through the two panels of curtains. No doubt, we must wake up.

Still not well awake, Emmy gathers her thoughts to locate herself. For an instant, the unusual places confused her. National 5, the town of Merlin, the hotel, Rogue River Psathyrella aquatica. Her millions of brain connections are back in operation and the return to reality is as smooth as landing a Boeing 747 after a long night flight. Now sitting on the bed, her blood flows again at its nominal rate. Oxygen rushes into all of her rested muscles, increasing her heart rate. The muscle tone needed to move the body is restored. Ana, on the other hand, has resumed snoring.

Head up in front of the shower head, Emmy enjoys her favorite moment. Jets of hot water flow down her lean, athletic body. Projected droplets agglomerate and form streams of water which pick up speed, rushing from the shoulders to the small of the back, before bouncing off her fleshy buttocks.  Twenty minutes later, she comes out of the bathroom, wearing brown linen pants and a beige cotton t-shirt. Her long black hair, in a bun, is still slightly damp. The news channel announces the weather in the state of Oregon: Sun and scorching heat ... as for almost three weeks now, but with the difference that thunderstorms could break out in the next few days. Ana continues to snore. A little slap... No reaction. A good shake... Well, Ana opens one eye, which she squints to protect her retina from the overly aggressive stimulus caused by the brightness of the room. The entire room is lit by a blazing sun filtering through the window freed from its heavy curtains.

An hour later, the two friends walk along the other rooms of the single-storey building to reach the breakfast room. The room is adjacent to the reception where the old man is still reading the news of the day.

After eating, they head for gate 18 to come out a few minutes later, loaded with their luggage. Direction the Ford Mustang, which is already overheating in the sun and seems enveloped in volutes of air escaping by ripples from the body.

A quarter of a turn: the lights come on. An additional quarter turn: The starter coughs. One press on the accelerator pedal: the V8 hums. Disengagement, first gear, screeching of tires and surging dust: the car leaps out of the parking lot towards Grants Pass. The respite is over: Ana is already chattering.

With a full stomach and full ideas, the chubby young woman enthusiastically displays her theories on the odds of encountering the extremely rare mushroom. She also details the wonderful photos she can take from all angles with her state-of-the-art digital technology. Equipped with a powerful zoom and a macro shooting function, the device resting on her knees is already fiddling in all directions.

About fifteen kilometers further, the car turns right on exiting Grants Pass and takes the Redwood Highway towards Wilderville. Emmy speeds up when a siren sounds. She glances at the inside rearview mirror before slowing down to pull over to the side of the road. She cuts off the ignition.

A County Police 4x4 pulls up behind the red Mustang. Francky Morgan gets off while readjusting his pants by the belt.

With his hat pulled down over his head and a gleaming embroidered badge on the lapel of his shirt's front pocket, the sheriff stomps forward.  He stops at the driver's already lowered window.

Emmy smiles shyly, almost ashamed like a little girl about to be scolded.

- Hello miss!

- Hello sheriff ...

- You drive a little fast. You still haven't left town. Where are you going?

Hidden behind her sunglasses, Emmy cannot see the eyes of the colossus in uniform.

- To Wonder ...

After asking for the vehicle’s papers, the sheriff walks around it carefully as if looking for something specific. From the height of his two meters and almost one hundred and twenty kilos, the imposing lawman impresses the two young girls who exchange a worried look. Finally, after inspecting the spotless car, he hands out the papers which he holds firmly in his big hand with thick, muscular fingers.

- Lift your foot and be careful. Have a nice day, he adds in a neutral voice, with no expression on his face.

As she mechanically slips her Mustang's registration and insurance policy into the center armrest, Emmy watches the sheriff slowly walk away in the outside mirror. His broad build is just as impressive as his stocky neck, crossed on both sides by huge dilated carotid veins.

The Ford Expedition 4x4 slowly starts up again and passes the red sports car in which the two young girls breathe a sigh of relief. The red racing car is back on the road in turn.

Forty minutes later, they arrive at Wonder, a tiny place on the edge of the Redwood Highway, and load the heavy hiking backpacks on their shoulders. Each equipped with their tent, carefully rolled duvets and gourds in shoulder straps, Emmy and Ana are already sweating in the stifling heat.

They set off along the narrow, winding road that slopes gently towards the forest. As Ana returns to this sheriff shaped like an All Black rugby stalwart once more, Emmy is busy tapping the side buttons of her avant-garde design watch. A slight beep followed by a mechanical click releases the dial with the A.N.S logo which opens gracefully. A tiny white, satin oval object rises vertically in the air before stopping its ascent to stabilize in a hover, three meters above their heads.

After connecting the high-tech watch to her smartphone, Emmy launches an application in which she presses a camera icon.

Another beep sounds and the screen displays an image. You can clearly see the two young adults from above. The mini drone is functional. Below the image, an information banner reveals several indications such as temperature, latitude and longitude, altitude, date, time and duration of recording.

Emmy runs the app in the background and begins composing a message while her comrade continues to discuss the sheriff's indulgence at Grants Pass.
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Portland, July18 – 10 h 22

Leaning on the edge of the table and his index fingers resting on his lips, Edward Tompson listens attentively to the words of his head of sales department, without intervening.Beep beep. A message from his daughter. She tells him all is well and her latest technological gem is working wonderfully! Looking satisfied, he stows the device in the inside pocket of his suit jacket before breaking off the debate generated by his colleague's comments.The subject of today's meeting is the launch strategy for the future flagship product of his company’s consumer electronics department.

After two years of investment in research and development, the boss of A.N.S hopes to conquer the connected objects market, which has been growing steadily in recent years. The idea is to bring together current trends in the sector into a single device. More precisely, his project is to design a miniature drone equipped with artificial intelligence which is able to follow its owner like a pet, while remaining connected to a smartphone or digital tablet. He is convinced this kind of gadget will meet with worldwide success in the same way as digital cameras, smartphones, nomadic sports cameras or GPS. Moreover, the idea is not to supplant or compete with them, but rather to combine their functionalities. By miniaturizing the latest technologies to combine them, the general public will thus be able to benefit from a multifunction object capable of controlling itself autonomously and interfacing with existing social networks. Thanks to his flying cameraman mini-robot, Edward Thompson hopes to conquer a potential market of tens of millions of consumers.

- I want you to know that I have already started testing a prototype. It is currently on trial a few hundred kilometers from here. We will therefore begin marketing the mini drone before the end of this year.

This time, discussions resumed concerning the selling prices which remain to be fixed. The manufacturer wants them attractive at entry level: less than a hundred dollars for the model with basic functions and without exceeding three hundred dollars for the high-end model, which will be equipped with geo-location, video surveillance and functions. New silicon nano-wire batteries, lighter, more efficient, more durable and with a very high energy density.

To conclude the working session, the A.N.S boss turns on the video projector attached to the ceiling which instantly projects a blue image onto the large screen deployed at the back of the room.

After pressing the button of a small remote control, electric blinds unfold and hide the large picture windows of the room, which plunges into darkness. One more tap on the screen of his smartphone, and it connects to the projector through A.N.S.'s encrypted wireless network.

In the second following, there appears the image of two young girls in hiking clothes who, bending their backs a little, pace up a path bordered by tall pines and the slope of which seems increasingly steep. One of them waves to them with an amused smile. At the top right of the screen is the network intensity indicator consisting of five bars of increasing size.

The area in which the two protagonists of the scene are located is not optimally covered and power fluctuates between the second and third bar.

The mini-drone struggles to hook up the GSM network, transmitting a sometimes jerky image, but the demonstration was greeted all the same by enthusiastic applause from all employees.
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Rogue River Forest, July 18 – 11 h 3

Ana is silent.

She concentrates on her breathing, her mouth open to better inhale the air needed to oxygenate her body.

As the morning's end, the sun is practically at its zenith and overheats the atmosphere despite thick vegetation cover which borders the narrow rocky path.

Leading the pair, Emmy checks her drone's app, which tells her they've covered 2.8 kilometers in forty-five minutes. She rummages in one of the side pockets of her backpack and pulls out a case. She takes out a pair of glasses which she immediately adjusts before pressing a tiny button on the top of one of the temples.

A green diode starts blinking and then freezes. She again returns to her phone and activates a function from the dedicated mini-drone app which continues to follow her a few feet above her head. Instantly, the modernly designed eyewear displays an image on the inside of the left lens. Emmy tests the augmented reality option of the technological gem developed by A.N.S, at her father's request.

The information transmitted by the drone, which she receives on her smartphone, is also displayed below the projected image, just like the information which scrolls at the bottom of news channels.
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