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When the media lies to us

In a major African city, Evelyne Labelle, 29, an investigative journalist at a private news channel, stumbles upon something unbelievable: the live suicide of an unknown man presented as a liar who was trying to sell fake documents to news outlets. The event generates massive ratings and reignites the debate about the responsibility of social media. But Evelyne senses something fishy: strange noises in the audio, an odd disconnect between shots, impossible lighting. While her newsroom celebrates the scoop, Evelyne discreetly retrieves the raw footage and begins a technical verification.

She calls Malik Leduc, 41, a data engineer at a large advertising firm. Malik, a rather discreet individual, struggles with his conscience: his team is working on a system that rewrites headlines in real-time, organises topics, and feeds AI that creates content to fill gaps, correct errors, and highlight what attracts attention. While examining spectrograms with Evelyne, Malik finds traces of voice cloning and video retouching: the live broadcast was altered at the last minute, then redistributed by a network of partner channels. So, even though the death occurred, the scene we saw isn't reality; it was staged.

Evelyne expresses her doubts to Belle Lemaire, 52, the news director, a true professional. Belle refuses to believe it: without irrefutable proof, the channel risks a lawsuit and bankruptcy. She offers Evelyne a choice: work on safe subjects or take a holiday. Officially sidelined, Evelyne continues her investigation in secret. She receives a coded message signed Orpheus: a digital influence consultant, formerly paid to create fake accounts, now a bounty hunter. Orpheus offers her access to a "phantom studio" where they fabricate sets and artificial voices for "respectable" media outlets via contractors. In exchange, he demands complete anonymity and a promise: never to reveal his clients.

Evelyne and Malik are gradually uncovering something unpleasant. Basically, there's a scam going on between advertising companies, politicians and TV channel bosses: they turn scandal into money. They wouldn't say they're manipulating the images, but rather that they're 'arranging' them: they lighten them to avoid doubts, they emphasise to keep people glued to the screen, they rewrite them so that everything fits. The analyst who died, they're now saying he was a liar. In fact, he had stolen a secret file with instructions on how to doctor information: ready-made plans to be rolled out in the event of attacks, health crises, financial problems. There were images, camera angles, keywords for the internet and things to target adverts.

Now, they're after them. Horrible things are being said about Evelyne on social media to make her look crazy, and Malik receives a letter from a lawyer accusing him of leaking secrets. They want to silence them. The team around Evelyne is fracturing, some colleagues no longer trust her, and Belle summons her one last time. But instead of finishing her off, Belle gives her a chance: "Bring me irrefutable proof, and I'll let you broadcast the information. Otherwise, I'll destroy you." It's a dilemma: is Belle just cynical, or is she trying to save the truth in a world that's crushing it?

Orphée offers them a solution: one evening, the secret file will pass through a data centre before being deleted. But Orphée is a traitor, he's playing a double game: he's trying to sell the same information to other people. So, the race against time begins. Malik hacks a maintenance operation to grab the data, while Evelyne sneaks into a "ghost studio": An anonymous TV studio with LED walls, unnamed desks, and synthetic voiceovers ready for use. She finds scripts identical to those used on the night of the suicide, complete with time codes. As she's leaving, she's spotted.

She’s quickly arrested, but a lawyer arrives, sent by... Belle. The director has sent her own team to conduct a discreet investigation. It's unclear why: is she trying to avoid a major scandal for her channel? Or does she want to control the leaks? In the panic, Malik manages to grab part of the secret file (enough to show that several recent events have been manipulated in a coordinated manner), but not all of it. Evelyne has physical evidence: scripts, audio recordings. Together, they have an idea: to do a live broadcast showing how they fabricate a faked live show, revealing, second by second, the technical steps, the funding of adverts, and the orders they receive.

The broadcast is a real battle. As soon as it's announced, social media explodes with denials, faked fact-checks and jokes to confuse everyone. Orphée, constrained by his contracts, tries to sabotage the show. Despite everything, Belle starts the broadcast, not out of kindness, but because she knows what total submission costs: credibility, once lost, is the end of business. In the studio, Evelyne and Malik show how they duplicate voices, video masks and proof of audience buying. The public isn't sure; they’re trying hard to destroy their reputation. Then something undeniable happens: a software patch digitally signed by a small subsidiary of the company, with the date and time corresponding to when the suicide was tampered with.

The tense moment: the channel’s servers are attacked, the picture shakes, but Belle had foreseen a Plan B with an analogue broadcast. The show holds firm. In the following days, investigations are launched, people resign, a few heads roll, but not the most important ones. The system absorbs the blow, gets a fresh coat of paint, and gets rid of a few scapegoats. Orphée disappears. Malik, threatened, takes refuge abroad. Evelyne becomes both a star and a pariah: some adore her, others call her a conspiracy theorist. Belle keeps her job, but with conditions.

The ending is bitter: the truth has come out, but people remain divided. In the final scene, we see Evelyne, alone in her flat, watching the news where her revelation has already been turned into a meme. She smiles sadly. The real challenge is no longer finding the truth, but getting people who are already overloaded with information to accept it. She reopens her notebook: "Chapter 2."
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The mobile phone starts vibrating even before the smell of coffee reaches the table. Evelyne Labelle, still in her coat, picks up the device between her index finger and thumb. URGENT-Alert. A red banner flashes across the screen: Suicide during the live broadcast of a "whistleblower" on an amateur's live session. Images are being verified. Competing channels are already pushing the notification. Even before she clicks on it, her internal messaging system lights up: Evelyne, I need eyes on the ground. Address below. Go!

The city's steel shutters grind open. A light rain leaves pale spots on the tarmac. Evelyne hurries, bag slung over her shoulder, badges jingling, microphone stuck in a pocket. She feels a kind of love-hate for this moment: heart pounding, mind searching for bearings. "Live Suicide." Two words that the algorithm loves, linked by a syntax that grabs everyone's attention. They suck up attention like a drain. She gets into the first taxi, gives the address – an office in the north, in an area where start-ups trade promises, a floor that’s always brightly lit.


—  You here for the live stream too? the driver asks without turning around.

—  I’m covering it, she replies.

—  They’re saying he confessed to things before he... (he mimes a sharp gesture). These youngsters these days... 


Evelyne doesn’t bother to correct him. She opens the aggregated feed on her tablet. Versions of the live stream are already circulating, blurred, hastily subtitled. A man in a black hoodie, hood up, his face lit by a blue light, is talking quickly. Comments scroll vertically: FAKE / it’s a set-up / why isn’t anyone stopping him / I can’t take it anymore. Then comes the moment that changes everything: the man stops, steps out of frame. A loud noise, a camera shaking. Half a second of black. The image returns. Shouts can be heard off-screen. The chat explodes with emoji reactions.

There’s something there. She rewinds, replays. At the moment of black, a rush of air, as if a filter had been put on and then taken off. Just before, the man’s voice freezes, becomes perfectly regular, syllables precisely spaced, an idealised respiration. Too clean. She listens again for a third time, fingers cold, forehead warm. The taxi takes a corner, she finally opens her eyes. They’re arriving. Yellow tape bars the entrance. A fire engine marks the corner. Glass facades reflect the light of a sickly day.

She leaps out of the taxi before it stops completely – the security guard puts out a hand, then retracts it when he sees the channel's badge. She goes through. In the hall, the echo of a distant walkie-talkie. They’re saying “incident”, they’re saying “authorities on the scene”, they’re saying “please remain calm”. She picks up snippets, the superficial layer of reality. The emergency staircase smells of damp metal. Two floors. Three. Four.

On the fifth floor, the fire door opens onto a bare-walled space. Cables, the smell of electronic dust. A co-working area transformed into a makeshift studio. On the floor, a white outline. A trace where the eye perceives an absence. The forensics team are there, silent, their movements gloved. An inspector sees her, sighs, hesitates to send her away.


—  Press, she murmurs, discreetly showing her badge. I’ll keep my distance, just for a minute.

—  One minute. No photos, no identifying information, the inspector retorts. And no obstruction.

—  Understood.


Evelyne scans the room, memorising every detail. To the left, a free-standing LED ring light, switched on, flickers like a restless satellite. Opposite her, a fixed-lens webcam is taped to a tripod. On the floor, a half-drunk energy drink. On a lit screen, a live streaming window displays the number of viewers and an inactive chat. She kneels and examines the webcam. A piece of tape, barely visible, has been peeled off and reattached several times, a sign of concealment. An HDMI cable runs to a capture box, which is connected to a black laptop whose fan whirs, confirming it's in use.


—  Finished, are we? asks a technician in a white coat, polite but hurried.

—  Just two seconds. 


Evelyne doesn't touch anything. She captures the image in her mind. A printed poster, carelessly placed on a chair, proclaims "Re-inform" in bold and mismatched fonts. To the right, a USB microphone of decent quality. She stands up and records an overview of the room. The inspector frowns. She offers an apologetic look and steps back. In the corridor, two young men, unshaven, are crying silently. She doesn't approach, knowing that silence is sometimes the only appropriate expression.

Outside, the rain has turned into a mist that veils the air. She takes shelter under an awning and composes a message: "HQ: I have visual elements, but no official confirmation. The live stream is already copied. Request: access to the platform's raw data, need audio/video analysis." She thinks of Malik even before sending the message. Malik, that unlikely friend met at a conference on the ethics of algorithms, the one who speaks softly, as if arguing with his own thoughts. She hesitates, then sends him: "Can you take a look at a feed? I'm dubious about the sound quality."

Looking up, she's jolted back to the studio's urgency: "On set in an hour, two-and-a-half-minute piece, focus on the responsibilities of social media." The word "responsibilities" sticks in her craw. She loathes these prefabricated topics: ask the expected question, feign indignation, and watch interest dissipate.

Twenty minutes is enough to get to the studio. Arriving dripping, she walks through deserted corridors, where stale coffee fumes linger, past switched-off screens displaying red and blue hues. The newsroom is buzzing. They're celebrating a morning ratings peak. Ideas are being built on exclamations. She spots Belle Lemaire in the glass-walled cafeteria, an impeccable figure, grey suit, a gaze that assesses to the nearest hundredth.


—  Back from the building already? Belle asks bluntly.

—  Yes. It's holding, but the feed's showing anomalies.

—  Which ones?

—  Audio and video. A cut. A 'smoothing' effect.

—  Evelyne, we're recording in half an hour. If you have concerns, express them cautiously on air. No categorical statements. And no lone crusades. We're not blaming anyone. Not today.


Evelyne nods. That's the rule. She also knows this rule can be bent with irrefutable proof. She grabs a coffee without enthusiasm, isolates herself in a corner, and puts on headphones. Malik answers: "Send the link and a copy. I'll take a look." She starts a download. The progress is slow, like a glacial tide.

Upstairs, the well-oiled machine of the presenters is kicking into gear. A make-up artist is waiting for her. A trainee hands her a brief plan of the set: "Guest 1: Social media specialist / Guest 2: Lawyer / You:"

on the set.” The words follow a well-worn path. She sketches her own route in the margins: “questioning the technical reliability of the live broadcast.”

This small, soundproof room is her sanctuary. She shuts herself away, cutting herself off from the alerts of the outside world. She replays the live video, that overly perfect respiration, that darkness falling at just the right moment. She puts the spectrograms through their paces, using software she designed herself. A discrete signature appears – a series of waves resembling a comb. A smile lights up her face, accompanied by a shiver. The comb can sometimes indicate an encoding defect. Sometimes, it reveals a speech synthesis. Other times, it means nothing. She notes the precise time: 00:48:12. She sends everything to
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