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A French version “Le virus de la discorde”, L’Harmattan ed. 2025. was co-written and published with Gabriel Kalifa, who was a Professor in pediatric radiology at St. Vincent de Paul Hospital (AP-HP) in Paris. He was very familiar with the pharmaceutical industry. Gabriel passed away just before the book was published.

This book is also a tribute to Etienne Emile Baulieu, who passed away on May 31, 2025. 
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Chapter 1

It was extremely quiet in the police station of the 5th arrondissement. Not even a suicide attempt, despite the gloomy weather in mid-December Paris. There were the usual calls and visits from grumpy old locals complaining about the noisy students “who never miss an opportunity to party instead of working”. The receptionist listened to the various complaints with a smile and sometimes wondered if the same people didn't knock at the door to forget their loneliness and have a chat with the policemen. 

Superintendent Jean Willgab was under no obligation to spend the night at the police station, especially as he felt the need to catch up on sleep after two evenings spent with his childhood friends on the occasion of Samuel's visit to Paris. A group of friends who had never lost sight of each other since their teenage years at Paul Valery High school on Boulevard Soult, near the Bois de Vincennes. The “Club des 5”, as their parents called them. They had spent all their school years there, from the first year of junior high school to the last year of senior high school. Two of them, Eric Leroy and Jean Willgab, had gone on to the faculty of Law and Economics. Pierre Lagrange, on the other hand, had worked hard enough to enter the prestigious Ecole Polytechnique and chosen a military career which, one thing leading to another, took him to the DGSE, the General Direction of the Interior Security. Eric had become a lawyer, and then a university professor of economics, specializing in large companies with links to the European community. Jean eventually joined the police force. The other two had chosen biomedical studies. Samuel Berlinski was a brilliant student at the Cochin Medical School, where he had completed his internship. Jean-Claude Dejeu had taken a different path: first, as a researcher at the French National Institute of Health and Medical Research, and later as a scientific journalist, which suited him so much better, given his love of writing and argumentation. They had all done well in life. Even Jean Willgab, who, despite his somewhat arduous studies, though often helped by his friends, had passed the difficult competitive examination to become a police officer, then trained at the Ecole Nationale Superieure de Police. His entomologist's eye for human beings and his natural meticulousness were a perfect match for his professional activity. He liked to repeat an old Chinese proverb: “Sit by the river, and you'll see your enemy's corpse go by”.

If Eric, Pierre, and Samuel had had the same Jewish mother, one could have imagined her pride: one son a lawyer, another a doctor, a third a polytechnician. The journalist, on the other hand, fell into another category, indefinable in the eyes of a Jewish mother. As for the superintendent, he was completely outside the usual stream of children from the community, whether Ashkenazi or Sephardic.  

Samuel Berlinski was in Paris for a week to attend a restricted meeting of virologists. His purpose was to take stock of new vaccines and virus mutations that had recently caused a pandemic of such proportions as to kill millions of people, but also severely curtail global activity, particularly in the economic sphere. Samuel had become an expert in his field and, several years earlier, had set up his start-up in California's famous Silicon Valley. 

Even when he was only in Paris on business, Samuel never missed an opportunity to dine with the Club des 5, which was always washed down with Beaujolais wine. They rehash the world, tell stories heard many times before, but which had not lost any of their flavor, and comment on each other's romances. They had girlfriends at the Paul Valery High School, the first co-educational school in Paris, but no girl had ever made it into their circle. None of them had ever started a family, much to the despair of their parents. 

On this December evening, as he was leaving the dinner hosted by the organizers of the symposium at which he had presented innovative results, Samuel was strolling back to his hotel, near the Pantheon, through the streets of Paris. He had been walking for over an hour when he began to climb the small hill of the Montagne Ste-Geneviève. The street was deserted at this late hour at the level of the Ministry of Higher Education and Research when a black car approached him. Two shots were fired at point-blank range. Samuel slumped to the sidewalk, the vehicle stopped for a moment and disappeared at high speed. 

A few minutes later, a couple returning home from a party discovered Samuel's lifeless body.

Chapter 2

Since permanent riots had shaken the city, the 5th arrondissement police station, like other police stations, had been completely sealed off at night. There were no longer police officers outside the front door. Inside, the few officers on duty that night were playing cards, clutching at the coffee machine to keep from sinking into that state of well-being brought on by an uncontrollable need to sleep. Coffee pods were melting as fast as ice in the Vallée Blanche in the Alps, and the technician in charge of the dispenser had to replenish them three times a week. 

In the general atmosphere of torpor, the ringing of the telephone acts like an electric shock that shakes the whole body. Unwilling to stop a game of cards well underway, one of the policemen asked a colleague to take the call. It came from 17, an emergency call. The voice of a man, obviously disturbed, struggling to articulate a few words:

‘There's a dead man on the sidewalk. Please come quickly.’

‘Where are you exactly?’

‘Near the Ministry.’

‘Which one exactly?’ 

‘Rue de la Montagne Ste-Geneviève, near rue Descartes.’ 

‘Don't move, we'll send a vehicle right away.’  

The emergency Police car quickly arrived on the scene. The couple, still shaken by the macabre discovery, were freezing. The police officers tried to comfort them and into their vehicle. Another fire engine arrived on their heels, and the area around the body was soon fully secured. A few minutes later, two security men dressed in their uniforms alighted from an unmarked vehicle to pick up the first clues to what appeared to be a murder and took still shots with their cameras. One of the agents wanted to warn the superintendent, knowing how fastidious he was, as he often told them: “It's my duty not to be unaware of anything”. But this time he preferred to wait until the following morning. 

The superintendent Jean Willgab had been appointed in the 5th arrondissement for several years. He had been looking for an apartment close to the police station. He first rented, and then bought a small two-room apartment on the 4th floor of the rue des Irlandais, an apartment that, unfortunately, was not equipped with a lift. But it was convenient to live so close to the Place du Panthéon. So, he said, he could do his daily gymnastics. But when, with the help of his faithful friends, he set about moving in, it was not so easy. Fortunately, he had not decided to install his childhood piano. Instead, he had invested in a portable Yamaha, complete with headphones so he could continue playing even in the middle of the night. A relief for the neighbours, because despite his age, he kept up with musical developments, with a passion for all the new styles, from pop to reggae, rap to metal. He liked to understand the lyrics of these songs and, as the Centre Culturel Irlandais was just across the street from his building, he had signed up for English language courses, especially as, in his opinion, to work in the 5th arrondissement, the tourist district, it was a good idea to master the language of Shakespeare. So, when anxious tourists came to report the loss or theft of their papers, he managed to put a smile on their faces with his distinctive accent, a delicious blend of Parisian with a hint of Irish. 

Despite the mild December weather, the victim was wearing a heavy coat, indicating that he was just passing through Paris, and perhaps even France. He must have planned to dress warmly enough for winter. The first investigators called to the scene quickly found the victim's identity papers and cell phone in the inside pocket of his coat. He was not carrying a weapon, probably did not feel threatened, and did not expect to be gunned down in cold blood on a Paris street. 

At the forensic medical institute on the Quai de la Rapée, where his body had been transported, no further details were reported, apart from the fact that he had two passports, one French, the other American, and a satchel bearing the name of a conference with the program. We had to wait until morning to make any progress in solving this strange murder.

Chapter 3

As he did every morning, the superintendent trudged down his four flights of stairs, much to the annoyance of his downstairs neighbour. She always blamed him for making as much noise as a herd of elephants, which was slightly exaggerated. Jean Willgab had pointed this out to her. But ever since she had learned he was head of the police station, she called him respectfully “commissaire” when they crossed paths as all his friends and colleagues called him. He had gotten into the habit of going to a little bar on the rue Soufflot for a cup of coffee and leaf through Le Parisien, a newspaper that arrived early on the newsstands before he went to work. As the murder had occurred late at night, the newspaper did not refer to it. It was only when he arrived at the police station that he heard the news.

‘Commissaire, we didn't want to disturb you tonight, but we've had a murder in our district, just around the corner, on rue de la Montagne Ste-Geneviève. A man was gunned down in cold blood shot twice at point-blank range.’ 

‘What do we know about the victim?’

‘An American, it seems, from what we've heard from the medical institute.’ 

‘Was the body taken there? Do you know who's on the case?’

‘No idea, commissaire.’

‘Well, since this is our area, Philippe and Joëlle, you come with me. We're going off to the Institute.’

The Faculty of Science, the Quai St-Bernard, where he often met Jean-Claude after his biology classes for a drink, the Pont Charles de Gaulle, which offered such a beautiful view of Notre Dame, a sight Jean Willgab never tired of, and finally the right bank and the Institute. 

Always quick on his feet, the commissaire was the first to get out of the car. His two colleagues remained outside, having spotted police officers they knew. He shook hands with the attendant and headed for the manager's office, a ritual that he had been performing for years.

‘Good morning, Jules, so I hear you had an American citizen in here last night? It's a pity he's dead; I'd have liked to practice my English, which seems to be getting better. Every time an English-speaking person comes into the police station, they call me. I must say that my colleagues aren't very fluent in English. And I love speaking English!’

‘Commissaire, you're going to be very disappointed. He hasn't made a sound since he arrived. He may be American, but he also had a French passport. The motive is not likely to be theft, as official papers like passports always disappear in such circumstances. Would you like to see him?’

‘Of course. How did he die?’ 

‘Two bullets from a large-caliber American Glock.’  

As the sheet was lifted and the commissaire could see the man’s face, he staggered to his feet, clung to the superintendent, and managed to pull out a chair for him, just in time.

‘Are you all right, commissaire?’ 

He did not answer and began to sob. Jules could not help it. He had often witnessed this kind of scene in this particular place. The commissaire mumbled: 

‘I'm cracking up.’

It took a few minutes before the superintendent could say a few words. 

‘Jules, this is my childhood friend. How's that possible? We were together the day before yesterday; he was in Paris for a congress. I can't believe it.’ 

‘Would you like something to drink, commissaire? How about some coffee? Come into my office, it's a little less gloomy than here.’ 

The commissaire was a little relieved to have someone to talk to in such circumstances. He and Jules had known each other for a long time, and they soon managed to come back to their ritual dialogue in such situations.

‘Do we have any idea how he was shot? Was it professional or amateur? An American pistol, you tell me. Have we questioned the couple who found him? Any neighbours who might have heard the shots? Have you seen the investigators on the case yet? In any case, it's in my area. Above all, Jules, keep quiet. Don't tell anyone I know him. I'd be taken off the case. You can understand that I'm going to do everything to find out who the bastards are, who did this to my school friend, and they are already dead meat.’ 

In the police car that was taking him home with sirens blaring, Jean Willgab managed to hold back his tears to avoid any questions from
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