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TRACK 02 

 

The outsider wandered the London streets, a lost soul among other lost souls, a stranger 

among strangers. No one paid any attention to him; most were running, knocking into him 

without stopping to apologise. Sometimes, someone would notice him and move out of his way, 

their eyes wide with amazement, before reacting to his appearance with a rude comment or 

half-smile. He wore a simple scarlet jacket with large epaulettes, unbuttoned to reveal his pale 

chest beneath. His shoes were unlaced and left two zigzagging trails behind him in the snow. A 

long tail protruded from his black leather trousers and hung down to his knees. 

He was an animoid – a human who had been modified as an embryo to carry and preserve 

the genome of an animal species that had either died out or was on the brink of extinction. 

Animoids had been created a century before and had rapidly progressed from laboratory rats to 

citizens in their own right. However, this pale, weary feline face, whipped by a red mane, had 

eyes so strange that they never failed to leave an impression on all those who met his gaze.  

Disgust, indifference, hatred, mockery... The animoid had lost count of all the feelings he 

had inspired. He contented himself with walking and observing people, without understanding 

them. One anonymous image followed another, imprinting themselves on his memory. He 

judged no one and in his eyes the most insignificant detail was as of much importance as the 

scene as a whole. The wheels of a car compacting the dirty snow on the road; the movement of 

a policeman's head as he controlled the traffic at a crossroads; the steam rising from a gaping 

manhole beside the pavement; two children running, oblivious to the lights. The car screeched 

to a halt and the policeman shouted as the children laughed and continued on their way. The 

lion kept all these snapshots of trivial, stop-start, frantic London lives, without grasping their 

meaning. 

His headache was not going away and seemed instead to be feeding on the images he was 

taking in, but he was unable to close his eyes or even stop. He carried on walking, as though in 

some kind of slow-motion dream, through clouds of white and grey snowflakes. 

His feet led him to the old market square at Oxford Circus, a hub of London life where 

neon advertisements and giant screens spewed a riot of colours and that lost all meaning once 

the crowds had gone. A soldier with a broken arm. A police vehicle. Agents in uniform, 

crimson-stained batons hanging at their right sides. A teenager sat on the edge of the pavement, 



long hair covering his face. Beside him, another with a swollen cheek. The animoid counted 

twenty two people behind a security cordon, handcuffed and kneeling, with as many police 

officers standing over them. The urban intervention agents wore gleaming armour and helmets 

with tiny cameras on the left-hand side. Transparent riot shields were slung across their backs. 

The protesters who had been arrested were sweaty, covered in dust and their own blood. Some 

showed pride in achieving justice and the task in hand; others only despair and a feeling of 

powerlessness faced with the inevitable. 

A mole, a blink, a sneeze, a black eye, a baleful look, lips uttering a silent prayer – 

nothing escaped his notice. It was as though every detail revealed an entire life to him in just a 

fraction of a second.  

The animoid paused, leaning on the door of an ambulance. A doctor was bent over the 

body of a woman in her forties. The onlooker knew that the paramedic's efforts were futile. The 

snow beneath the injured woman was stained red. She turned her head to meet the gaze of the 

feline dressed in scarlet leather and he watched as the flicker of life in her eyes slowly faded. 

He smiled, showing several teeth beneath his lips. She smiled back. And died. He would 

preserve this macabre image of purity, an image in which her eyes were glazed over and her 

final breath was exhaled in a peaceful smile. 

Little by little, the empathy he felt tightened its grip on his heart as this place, filled with 

emotions and negativity, added to his pain and weariness. A larger picture was gradually 

forming from the images that were imprinting on his memory. A darker, sadder picture.  

Struggling to put one foot in front of the other, he left Oxford Circus and took a small side 

street that came out onto Margaret Street, which was also deserted. More police officers. A 

banner on the floor. It had been trampled on, making it impossible to read the slogan. Further 

down, he came across a shoe and, further still, a white plastic mask with black circles around 

the eye sockets and on the tip of the nose. He looked down the street – more masks, empty tear 

gas canisters, smashed windows. Several hundred metres to his right, he could make out a fire. 

Blue flashing lights danced in time to the copper-coloured flames that lit up the dark façades of 

the buildings lining the main street. 

A man dressed in rags came up to him, clutching a placard declaring the end of the world 

in his bony hand. Weary of trying to spread his message to the masses, he used the sign not so 

much to harangue the crowd but rather as a crutch. The old man's beard was flecked with pure 

white snowflakes and black dust. In his deep voice he intoned the Apocalypse of St John like a 



scratched disc, despite the fact that there was no one to listen. He stopped in front of the man 

with the scarlet jacket and mane. For several minutes, his face remained frozen in an 

expression of complete stupor and he ceased his litany. It was as though he was reading in the 

animoid's mesmerising eyes words that were far more sacred than those he had spent years 

proclaiming to indifferent crowds. The old man finally tore his gaze from the feline's hypnotic 

eyes and, abandoning his 'The End Is Now' placard, silently disappeared behind a fire engine. 

The outsider knew that he would meet the street preacher again on his journey. He went 

on his way, continuing up the street and turning off into another, then another. The London 

streets were getting busier the further he got from Oxford Circus and the unrest that had taken 

place there earlier that day. 

Some ten minutes later, he passed by an American-style ice-cream parlour in Old 

Cavendish Street. The front window was filled with brightly coloured Christmas decorations, 

flooding his translucent body with a warm, rich light. The lateness of the hour, the cold, the 

need to finish off the last Christmas preparations and the demonstration just a few streets away 

had all kept customers away from the bar.  

When he went inside, the waitress looked over at him gloomily and mechanically turned 

to the coffee machine. At the back of the room, the bar's only customer stared into her empty 

cup, lost in thought. Unsteadily, he made his way over to the young woman and sat down on the 

seat opposite her. Without a word, the waitress brought him a cup and filled it. He noted the 

name on her badge, pinned to the red apron over her left breast. Margaret. With curly, dyed 

blonde hair, Margaret had that stoutness of women in their fifties who have been through at 

least three pregnancies and the red face common to all café managers. Margaret was not the 

one he was looking for but he would preserve her image, like all the others. The waitress went 

back behind the counter to her television. On the screen, a panda was playing in the grass. The 

red-maned animoid's attention wandered and he turned to admire the student sat before him, 

wrapped up in several jackets. 

She was barely twenty, her face grimy with dust, with black make-up around her eyes 

and on the tip of her nose. Black trails down her cheeks and onto her neck traced where tears 

had now dried, staining her pale blue wool scarf. She looked as though she had run away from 

home and spent several days on the streets. Beneath the thick mascara and the grime, he could 

make out olive skin that betrayed her Hispanic ancestry. He pushed his coffee towards her and 

she stirred from her daydream, realising that she was no longer alone. Her eyes, the same 



piercing blue as her scarf, searched those of the stranger and found themselves held captive. 

More than the eccentric clothes, more than this animal whose original genome was a mystery, 

it was his eyes that fascinated her. A minute later, she shivered and freed herself from his gaze, 

with the unsettling sensation of having had her soul laid bare and scrutinised by this stranger.  

Silently, she took the mug, cupping it in both hands to warm her fingers, and was lost 

once more in the blackness of the coffee, forgetting her silent companion.  

Outside, snow had begun to fall again, dotting the night like stars lit up by the street 

lamps. A police siren tore through the night air. A homeless man, barefoot and in rags, turned 

up the collar of his threadbare jacket to protect himself from the cold. 

'Five years...' 

She stared at him again, surprised by how the gentleness and warmth in his voice 

contrasted with his icy complexion. It was then that she noticed his eyes were different colours. 

One was yellow, with a vertical, slit-shaped pupil like a cat's; the other brown, with a fully 

dilated pupil. How had she not noticed before?  

'Now I understand,' he went on quietly. 'You have five years left to cry in.' 

The animoid turned and looked at the television hanging above the counter. She followed 

his gaze. Images of riots. A journalist. A panda. A soldier. A protester. The reports on the 

events that had taken place that day played over and over. 

'Earth is really dying, isn't it?' she said finally. 

More panda. More riots. More images. 

'What a surprise...' she added, unable to muster the strength to sound ironic. 

She took a sip and savoured the warm liquid as it warmed her body. 

'My brain... It hurts. All these people... Fat and skinny. Tall and short. Somebodies and 

nobodies. People like you. And people like me. I never thought I'd need so many people.' 

'I don't understand...' 

The lion looked out at the street, at the Londoners going about their business and the 

snow dancing in the wind, until he noticed the young woman's curious expression reflected in 

the window. He turned back to her and, once again, she felt slightly uneasy. 



'What sort of carrier are you?' she asked, in an effort to focus her attention on something 

other than his eyes. 'An albino lion?' 

'There are five years left. For you. For us.' 

'What's going to happen?' 

'I don't know yet... What's your name?' 

She wanted to lie, but was surprised to hear herself saying her real name. 

'Angela.' 

He repeated it softly. 

'Who are you?' she asked in turn. 

He stood up, walked around the table and leaned over her. He was so close that she could 

feel his whiskers tickling her cheek, his warm breath on her lips. 

'Your race,' he murmured in his gentle voice. 'Your face...'  

He kissed her next to her mouth, then a little closer, before tenderly kissing her lips. She 

let herself go, experiencing a new pleasure that made her shiver despite the lion's warmth. The 

seconds slowly ticked by as, without thinking and with no concern for modesty, she ran her 

hands through the stranger's fiery mane and abandoned herself to his embrace. She transformed 

the tenderness of the kiss into a greedy, hungry, comforting passion. 

'You're beautiful.' 

She shivered as he whispered these words in her ear. Her lips cried out once more for this 

enigmatic, hypnotic lover. Eyes closed, she waited. 

When she opened them, he had disappeared. She sat bewildered for a few moments, 

wondering if she was going mad. The café was still deserted, the waitress still glued to the 

television, her cup still empty.  

On the television, the correspondent was now weeping but Angela no longer had the 

strength to shed one more tear. 


