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I’m in prison, and I’ll tell you honestly - I’m not happy about free meals and a roof over my head. Of course, I’m innocent and not in the same sense as half of the prisoners. Most swear at the ashes of loved ones that they did not commit the crimes they were accused of. The other prisoners are proud of their actions. I’m really innocent, but the court ruled otherwise. What does the truth look like? Judge for yourself!
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To succeed, you need to be in the right place at the right time with the right product for sale. I was always in the worst possible circumstances. With my head bowed, I waited for my “Damocles sword”, and instead of products, I carried the status of an individual experienced by fateful events.

On sunny days, I always found my feet in muddy puddles of a suspicious color and smell. On rainy days, umbrellas turned inside out and mocked me with broken wires. When I had scheduled essential tasks, the alarm did not ring, and I overslept most of my life events. When something nice happened, it aroused reasonable concern immediately. Maybe good events were just a prelude to some fatal situation in which I would lose the remains of my dignity?

Not wanting to play with fate, I hid at home and made small robots out of metal screws and plates. It took me all through high school to figure out how to create a self-propelling mechanism to make the robots move from time to time. I wanted to sell a few clones of my favorite prototype to my colleagues.

“These are puppets, not robots.” My friends were clear about their opinions. “Robots do something, and yours can only move from time to time with a limb.”

Being bitter, which was also due to fatal grades in mathematics and physics, I gave up my engineering career.

“You won’t make money on screws!” my parents kept telling me every time I forgot to come to dinner, because I was working on another project.

This experience has taught me one thing - I will never earn on my passion. I had a lot of time to think. At that time, there was no public Internet available. One of my dreams was independence. I wanted to have my own money. The road to wealth rarely goes through the generally respected scheme: master’s degree and work, but I didn’t know that yet. I wanted special skills to help me find a job anytime, anywhere - regardless of time and place. Bemused by the widely propagated scheme, I did not go to technical college but to high school. Here I learned more details about the construction of the paramecium. I still didn’t have any skills that would allow me to become independent. I didn’t aim high. I just wanted to have my own money and replicate the generally promoted lifestyle - a once-a-year vacation and work for my home mortgage and future family needs.

After graduating high school, I still had time to verify this matrix. However, I decided to go to college and play with my fate. At eighteen, I was not attracted to any of the fields of study taught at universities and colleges. I found it worth taking care of myself in such a case and doing some self-analysis.

I was about to become a psychologist, set up my own office, and earn a lot of money, but I overslept and missed the train that was supposed to take me to the exam for psychological studies. I did a quick review of the other subjects of study to which I could still submit papers. I ended up in a nearby city, engaging in cultural studies. To my surprise, I passed the first semester without any problems and found the theories fascinating. I had already imagined myself as a professor of cultural studies, going to foreign seminars and publishing several scientific books every year. Obviously, I saw myself as an author of wonderful books that can change the course of history.

That was until one day in May when I decided to buy truffle chocolates. The nearby store was dominated by pies, frankfurters, and fake chocolate products, so I decided to go to a supermarket on the city’s outskirts. Of course, I forgot the monthly ticket and was fined by the controllers on the tram. This did not spoil my mood. Since something unpleasant had already happened, the rest of the day should be idyllic. It was not. 

At the supermarket, a young child, eating a caramel bar he probably stole, vomited on me. Fortunately, the secretions did not reach the chocolates. I went to the most distant cash register to pass unnoticed through the supermarket, pay and clean my soiled clothes in the toilet. Two people stood at the cash register.

I stood shyly behind them, feeling I stunk off the kid’s digestive juices. After reading thousands of thrillers, I always thought I was the perfect candidate for a spy, as I have a great sense of observation and perception. In fact, it took me two minutes to realize that one of my lecturers, doctor Plonski, was standing in line. I wanted to greet him politely, but the woman with him asked him first:

“Are you also buying your wife lard for dinner?”

“No, I’m buying her a mortadella,” answered Dr. Plonski.

I was wondering what I should be most embarrassed about: the fact that I met the lecturer in my vomit-covered clothes (there was no sign that it was someone else’s vomit, and the lecturer could think that it was my own), that I met the lecturer with his mistress or that I spotted him with lack of class. His lover definitely deserved a ham.

Doctor Plonski did not share the mastery of perceptiveness either because only then he saw me.

“You will pay for shopping...” he said to his mistress and ran out of the supermarket.

“I think I’ll dump him,” the lover sighed to the cashier. “It was supposed to be a romantic dinner for two, and he buys lard, black pudding, and “supermarket” brand beer.”

“You should pay fifty-five zloty.” the cashier replied.

“So much?”

“If you can’t afford it, sweetheart, there will be no romantic dinner!” The cashier apparently did not tolerate betrayal.

The doctor’s mistress dug out the money from her purse. She handed the cashier a hundred-zloty banknote in a gesture of presenting her hand to kiss. Amused, I waited for the cashier’s next move. She did not disappoint me. She took out a marker pen and checked whether the banknote was forged. Without a word, she gave the change, ignoring the woman’s outstretched hand and spilling money on the tray.

She scanned my chocolates without waiting for the doctor’s lover to collect the money.

“It would be better to spend that money on laundry,” she said without returning my smile.

I decided not to tell anyone about doctor Plonski’s affair. Keeping my secret, I felt like a 100% gentleman. Also, I’ve never dealt with gossip, considering it offensive to my dignity.

Unfortunately, doctor Plonski did not know about this. He probably assumed that news about his lover was broadcasted even on student radio. He devoted his first lecture after the unfortunate meeting to the topic of betrayal.

For an hour and a half, he described the social and cultural inclinations of betrayal in various countries and among diverse ethnic groups. He quoted funny anecdotes, proverbs, and numerous quotes. The students laughed and whispered comments among themselves about the lecture.

“Faithfulness is a strong itch with the prohibition of scratching” - doctor Plonski finished his lecture, quoting Julian Tuwim. He quickly gathered his things and left the hall without waiting for the students’ questions.

During the lecture, I had the impression that the lecturer was watching me. I didn’t feel comfortable with it. I waited anxiously for the final oral exam. As it turned out, the fear was justified. 

On the day of the exam, bad luck faithfully accompanied my meager person. After celebrating his successful passing of the course’s exam, the roommate, with a hangover, poured a pot of baked beans on my prepared suit. Only the pants survived. The jacket was suitable for three rounds of dry cleaning. The other clothes were wet after successfully accessing the washing machine in the dorm. An embarrassed roommate pulled his XXL blue sweater with a pink diamond pattern out of the closet. Nolens volens, I put on this monstrous sweater and ran for the exam.

I was third in line to check my knowledge. Doctor Plonski ignored my greeting, ordered me to sit down, and asked the first question.

“Please tell me, based on your knowledge, about the cultural conditions of the rumor.”

“So the rumors unite social groups.” I began maneuvering through the maze of information gained from the lecture and read in the past scientific publications. “They can constitute successful interpersonal communication. Sometimes they can even turn into anecdotes and, for example, urban legends...”

“Wrong,” the lecturer interrupted, “You talk about the effects and role of gossip all the time, and I asked about the cultural conditions of their creation. Let’s move on to the next question. Please talk about betrayal in African tribes; I saw you...”

“I was just buying chocolates!” I interrupted.

“I don’t know anything about chocolates,” answered the doctor. “I saw you, you were at this lecture, so the question should be straightforward.”

From the information about the African tribes, I only remembered the one about the Hotatots’ steatopygia, so I stayed silent, terrified, without even trying to improvise.

“The last question,” doctor Plonski broke the onerous silence, “Please, give me a definition of socialization on the example of Polish Tatars.”

“Before answering the question, I will tell an anecdote about the invention of a dish called Tatar...” I began to describe the adventures of a raw chop under Tatar saddle when the doctor interrupted me.

“You’re raving. I hope that you will be better prepared for the retake exam.”

I left the room devastated. With a high score from previous exams, I was counting on a scholarship, but apparently, bad luck had only gone on a few months’ vacations, and now it was working with doubled energy.

“You traitor!” I cursed at the doctor. I wanted to tell everyone about his affair, but after failing the exam, I became unreliable. I regretted my gentleman’s discretion.

“Another top score?” Alice asked.

I didn’t want to talk to her. I liked her in the first class when I watched her athletically built body, but the charm lasted until she turned and I saw her face. She was ugly; her dun, small eyes, beaked nose, and wide face effectively discouraged me. 

Unfortunately, this animosity did not work the other way. Alice apparently fell in love with me. She kept bringing me lunch, lending lecture notes, and always tried to sit in the next seat in the class. 

She was intelligent and had extensive knowledge. Conversations with her could improve the mood of each interlocutor. It bothered me. If only she would understand that we can only be buddies. Her courtship prevented me from making friends with Monica. Despite the jet-black hair, Monica behaved like a dumb blonde from jokes. Still, her beauty charmed all students so much that they forgave her mental deficiencies. 

“So, how did it go?” Alice repeated the question.

“I failed.” I wanted to give my speech a nonchalant tone, but my voice let me down, and only a thin squeal escaped my throat.

“It’s probably because of that Masonic sweater,” I heard the sweetest voice of the year.

It was Monica who interrupted our conversation. Immediately, my zest came back. She’s so funny; maybe she pretends to be silly, I thought. Maybe this is my few seconds’ chance to get her attention.

“Well, if I go through the next stage in the lodge, I’ll certainly pass all the subjects, even without going to lectures,” I continued with a smile.

“Until then, you will fill in this too-big sweater and it will destroy itself from walking in it every day,” Monica smiled sweetly.

Other students standing nearby began to laugh. No retort came to mind, so I began to laugh, immediately self-effacing.

“It probably won’t happen,” I said. “I’ll gain weight, so the sweater will become too tight, and I will walk in another one.”

Alice grabbed my loosely hanging sleeve and pulled me aside.

“You could have a little more dignity,” she began to rebuke me. “Don’t let some small brains bully you, even if they are set in a beautiful face.”

“She was definitely joking,” I began to defend myself. “Besides, you must have a distance to yourself, right?”

“You would forgive her even if she poured a bucket of cesspool water over you.” “How do you know?”

“That’s it. I just saw a sample of this activity,” Alice sighed and took me for a coffee at a nearby cafe.

In case of failing the first exam, it was still possible to take two others - the retake ones. Throughout the holidays, I sat over the notes and read academic readings not to give doctor Plonski satisfaction during the retake exam. I interrupted my education only to pick up one of the robots neglected during my studies. 

I arrived in the dorm on the eve of the first retake exam date. I preferred to pay for accommodation and be sure I would be on time. I read my notes until 3 a.m. Finally, tired, I set the alarm clock and went to sleep. My roommate was still studying for the organic chemistry retake exam.

The next day, I woke up with a strange sense of defeat. Something was wrong. It was a beautiful September day outside, and it looked like it was noon, not morning. I jumped up, terrified. Next to my alarm clock were its batteries and a card from my roommate. 

“I’m sorry, but the alarm clock is ticking too loudly, and I can’t focus on science.”

I could hardly read the doodle of a future chemist. My alarm on the cell phone didn’t ring either. I dressed quickly and ran to the university. Doctor Plonski was already gone. I waited two hours in the queue at the secretary’s office. When my turn finally came, stuttering, I explained the situation.

The secretary told me to write an application for the next exam date. It took me a few minutes to fill in the application, but I had to wait in line again.

“Did you know that the first retake exam date is already over?” the secretary said after reading the application.

“It’s because of that chemistry student,” I began to defend myself.

“Please be prepared for the fact that, as a humanist, you will lose any battle with engineers’ kind of minds!” said the secretary and with a loud, “Thank you, that’s all!” let me know that the audience in the secretariat is over.

After a week, a letter came with a new exam date. However, bad luck did not let go. My godfather died. On the day of the exam I went to the funeral. I asked my godfather’s wife for a copy of the death certificate to present the document at the university and explain why I didn’t attend the exam again. She murmured something about the desirability of the inheritance, commenting on my request, and it ended there.

Soon a letter about my removal from the student list came. My parents knew nothing about these problems, and I wanted it to stay that way. They were poor, and I knew that my studies seriously affected the household budget. 

I decided to write a letter to the provost of the university. I described the meeting with doctor Plonski and his lover, I just didn’t remember what they were buying, and I wrote about the headcheese in the letter. The answer came quickly. 

In abusive words, the rector informed me that he personally knows doctor Plonski, who is allergic to headcheese. Besides, he is an exemplary husband and father. The rector wrote that he could take the case to court for alleged slander.

In the end, he added that I had a “wolf ticket”, which in Poland meant a lifelong ban on studying at his university. In this way, my attempt to become independent, using generally respected tricks, that is, study, study, and then work full-time, ended in failure. However, I wasn’t going to give up
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I concealed my defeat from my family. At the end of September, I packed my stuff and pretended to attend university. Earlier, Alicia had agreed to let me live with her in the dormitory. She had a single room, a privilege rarely available to second year students. However, Alicia got extra points for working on the dormitory residents’ board and being an orphan.

“My parents abandoned me because I was ugly.”

She sometimes felt sorry for herself after drinking too much alcohol. Usually, I didn’t know how to respond to such exaggerations. If I had said she wasn’t ugly, I would have lied. Her ugliness would have been confirmed if I had said it was for another reason. That’s why I murmured under my nose that everything would be okay and patted her on the back. 

Alicia asked one of her colleagues from the residents’ board to issue me with a student dormitory card. At the entrance of the building, a bodyguard wandered around in the evenings. He took advantage of the students out of frustration with his unfulfilled ambition to pass the secondary school exams.

The guests of the residents had to leave their identity documents at the reception desk, and if they did not have a card signed by the residents’ board, they had to pay several dozen zlotys for their stay when they left the dormitory after midnight. That’s why I needed an actual permanent resident card. A few days after moving into Alicia’s room, I went to the Employment Office to register as unemployed.

“You do not come under our authority,” said the agency worker. “Please go to the district office where you are a permanent resident.”

I tried to beg the woman, but she was not impressed by my experience and descriptions of life disasters.

“If you are unlucky, you won’t be able to prove yourself at work anyway,” she said and screamed: “Next!” towards the queue.

With a strange feeling in my stomach, I left the building after checking the noticeboard. They were looking for a welder, electrician, and baker. Nobody was looking for unemployed high school graduates. For a moment, I remembered my dream to possess the skills that would help me find a job everywhere and anytime. Why didn’t I become a super electrician? 

A beautiful October day was not a time to get depressed with its transparent air, golden and purple leaves of trees in parks and on the streets, and slanted rays of sunshine. It was certainly not the perfect weather for suicides.

However, just in case, I brewed St. John’s wort, which has a slightly antidepressant effect. I could not afford despair and self-pity. After drinking the infusion, I felt an influx of energy, although I felt like I was under some intoxicating substance.

I ran downstairs to an internet cafe (Alicia had her laptop secured with a password), and full of inspiration, I started to write a brief resume. 

I skipped a year of studying to avoid employers asking questions about my failure, and instead, I extended my distribution of leaflets and advertising material by a year. I added a photo from the mountains, in which my athletic figure looked nice. My face, with dark hair and green eyes, looked handsome because of the small number of pixels; no one could see the few pimples that always blemished my face.

I then registered on the job search portal and sent my CV to fifty different places. I applied for a waiter, sales representative, call center employee, security guard, and chef’s assistant positions. I always made good scrambled eggs. Satisfied, I returned to Alicia’s room.

My friend had just come back from class. When I saw her, she looked at me with a confused face.

“Tell me right away what happened,” I asked.

“Terrible rumors are spreading about you. Everyone says you didn’t pass, despite easy questions, and that you’re too stupid to study.”

“In a year, I’ll be passing the exams on economics or law or psychology. Now, I have to find a job because I won’t get a student loan this year.”

“You are intelligent. You will surely find something.”

“Intelligent people are looking for jobs with the required higher education. I don’t have the qualifications now; I just need anything.”

As it turned out, finding “just about anything” wasn’t so easy, especially since bad luck didn’t let me go. I sent fifty different applications every day, but the phone remained silent.

Only after two weeks, I was called with an offer to work on sorting product elements in a nearby factory. I put on a suit and a blue shirt - because it is said that blue color has some effect and most entrepreneurs and politicians wear it. I put my only Gore-Tex jacket on top of that and headed to the meeting.

The sporty coat didn’t correspond well with my elegant outfit, so I took it off two blocks from the factory building and put it in a bag. A few steps later, I felt a smack on my shoulder. It was a flying pigeon that had released its droppings on me.

I cursed all the gods and was going to condemn them for several generations back and forth, but I got a little lost and looped because of my lack of knowledge about gods of all kinds. I was in a hurry.. I did not have a handkerchief. They were in the backpack, which I usually carried with me. So I appeared shitty and stinky for the interview.

“Lucky you,” the obese lady from the HR department tried to joke, but her crooked face suggested my candidacy would not be considered. “Unfortunately, we’ve already filled all the vacancies,” she said after a while.

“Then why didn’t anyone cancel the meeting?” I was outraged.

“I do not like your attitude,” she replied, “There are jobs in advertising waiting for rebels, but you do not have the proper education and skills for that. Please work on yourself.”

“And I suggest you practice your posture through gymnastics. It would be useful to lose a few dozen kilograms, so your spine can rest,” I answered.

Rarely have I been so nasty, but I felt that I had come to the end of allowing myself to be disregarded. I didn’t know this was only the beginning of more perverse events and my dignity and honor would be irretrievably lost.

“Goodbye,” she said. “At least I don’t have to wear a bird poo on myself.”

I felt that I had lost my voice due to emotions, so I couldn’t muster any retort, and the woman triumphantly watched my back as I departed. A few minutes later, the phone rang. It turned out that it was about a job in a call center. Unfortunately, my voice still has not returned to normal.

“Yes, I would be happy to work after hours,” I squeaked into the handset. 

“Unfortunately, your voice does not sound trustworthy. Is it a mutation? How old are you?”

“Temporary sore throat.” I tried to defend myself.

“You have a problem with your throat so early in the autumn? This does not bode well,” said my interlocutor and hung up.

“Fucking hell.”

“What’s the problem?” I heard behind me.

I turned around and saw a monk. I did not know anything about monk’s uniforms
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