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SATURDAY 5.30 in the morning



The yellow revolution

-

It is still dark and the presidential advisor arrives in his room
and tells him,

"  Mister President…! Mister President…! Wake up…! "

"What's up, Philipe ...? The president answered painfully, asleep
in a deep sleep.

"The yellow vests, Mr. President ...! They built a huge barricade
on the Champs-Elysees ...! "

"Ha good ...! Replied the President, while slightly opening an
eye.

The counselor did not answer, and wait until the president is out
of his sleep.

Then, the president, sitting on the edge of his bed, scratched his
head, then added,

"But ...! Why, did they do that ...? "

The counselor simply shrugged his shoulders, and the president
still a little dizzy with his sleep, asked him,

"It's a revolt ...? "

"No, Sire, er ...! I want to say…! Mister President…! Replied the
counselor a little confused.

The president, retorted in turn,

"  Well…! If this is not a revolt ...? What's that, Philipe
...? "

And his advisor, Philipe, answered him a slamming sentence and
shock,

"It's a revolution ...! Mister President…! "

"Annoying ...! " The president calmly replied, but suddenly got up
anyway.
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SATURDAY 8h00

-

On the barricade, Charlotte and her father, are in the front
row.

Charlotte and perch on heaps of rubble and sheets recover from
here, while her father, reinforces the barricade with chairs taken
at random and cabarets on the Champs-Elysees.

Dressed for the circumstances in rather strange and strange
clothes, rubber gloves on the hands, helmet of fortune on the head,
mask of protection on the nose, all, recognizable by a fluorescent
yellow vest, the father of Charlotte and surround many
demonstrators, each standing in his place, as well as CRS at a safe
distance from the barricade.

But suddenly and after a few smoke throws by the CRS, one of the
yellow vests begins to wave a multicolored flag, blue for the sky,
white for the smoke and red for the blood, and began to
scream,

"To arms ...! To the citizens ...! Load…! Battalions ...! "

Suddenly, like a swarm of grasshoppers and butterflies, all the
yellow vests spanned and passed over the barricade, and then came
closer to the police.

The confrontation was inevitable and indeed, the forces of the
order immediately engaged the fight.

Visor helmets and rectangular shields for some, intermingle and
clash, to motorcycle helmets and trash lid shields for
others.

A creepy monster, screams, muffled sounds in the air and which was
already unbreathable, the teargass having made their effect and
damage.

In this strange melee and of our modern times, Charlotte fell
abruptly on the ground and on the back.

With her eyes open, she saw a CRS step over her and stay above her,
and then, under the effect of the pain and shock to the head,
Charlotte suddenly fainted.

Nothing could save her, because, sadly, in this worldly melee, her
father had lost her sight for a long time.

After a moment and less equipped than the CRS, the yellow vests and
under the effect of the blows, quickly retreated and all passed, to
protect themselves, over the barricade.
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