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            1‘Mathias Enard is one of the best contemporary French writers, and his works – ambitious, erudite, multifaceted, surprising and unconventional – are always worth reading, because they always strike a perfect balance between the best that literature can offer: pleasure and knowledge.’

            — Javier Cercas, author of Anatomy of a Moment

            ‘All of Enard’s books share the hope of transposing prose into the empyrean of pure sound, where words can never correspond to stable meanings. He’s the composer of a discomposing age.’

            — Joshua Cohen, New York Times

            ‘A novelist like Enard feels particularly necessary right now, though to say this may actually be to undersell his work. He is not a polemicist but an artist, one whose novels will always have something to say to us.’

            — Christopher Beha, Harper’s

            Praise for The Deserters

             

            ‘With an unflinching depiction of civilization’s decline and its dystopic aftermath, Enard builds a great work of art from “the remains, the traces, and the great mourning of the future.” It’s a masterpiece.’

            — Publishers Weekly, starred review

            ‘A powerfully elusive meditation by one of Europe’s most challenging authors.’

            — Kirkus

            ‘By turns rich in searing detail and sweeping in its intellectual range, The Deserters threads together Europe’s weighty past with a darker elemental future. Mathias Enard, always masterful, creates a fiercely compelling dual narrative, surprising, glitteringly alive and unforgettable.’

            — Claire Messud, author of This Strange Eventful History 23
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            7‘I’d like my life to leave behind it no other murmur than that of a sniper’s song, a song to while away the time spent waiting. Regardless of what happens or doesn’t happen, it’s the wait that’s magnificent.’

            — André Breton, Mad Love 8

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               	Title Page

                  	Epigraph

                  	Perfecting the Shot 

                  	About the Author 

                  	Copyright 

               


         

      
   


   
      9
         
             

         

         
             

         

         The most important thing is the breath.

         Calm, slow breath, the patience of breath; first you have to listen to your own body, listen to your heart beating, to the stillness of your arm, of your hand. The rifle must become a part of you, an extension of yourself.

         Even before the target, the important thing is yourself. You have to organize the space, whether you’re on a roof, behind a window, anywhere, you have to control it, make the space your own. Nothing more annoying than a cat passing behind you, or a bird flying off. You have to be yourself and nothing else, eye on the scope, the metal arm stretched towards the target, to join it. From my roof I survey the sidewalks, explore the windows, watch people living. I can join them by pressing the trigger. It’s not simple, quite the contrary, it’s a difficult job that demands precision and concentration. People think only of the gunshot and the result of the shot. They don’t know that I listened to their heart beating through mine, that I held back all emotion, that I stopped breathing, just before pulling the trigger, as they say, but I don’t pull anything, on the contrary, I set loose a metal hammer that strikes a point of percussion that sets fire to powder that propels a projectile up to 1,200 metres and kills you. Or not. Sometimes despite making the best shot in the world there are imponderables, obstacles that stand between you and the target; a gust of wind can make the shooter’s weapon tremble imperceptibly, a noise in the street distracts you, an explosion or a car backfiring surprises you. But the shot itself is never the problem. I never shoot unless I’m sure about it. I don’t fire often. Some days I send a bird falling into the street after I’ve watched it wheel in the air for an hour, time enough to prepare, to foresee its movements, understand the motion of the air mass beneath its wings, judge its distance, its flight. 10Usually I aim at the wing and watch it fall, spinning, or else I try to graze the bird without hitting it, brush against it with a gunshot. And it falls all the same. When they’re high enough, some right themselves before reaching the ground, but most are shocked and crash down. It’s good training. No one can shoot as well as I can, because I don’t shoot often. Never more than ten cartridges a day. Not because I’ve set myself a limit. But because I only shoot when I’m absolutely sure of my shot. All the hard work comes before.

         I don’t know why, but I remember all my shots. I don’t confuse them, they’re all different. I only choose the difficult ones. At first, when I was a beginner, I played around like everyone else, but that was to hide my mediocrity. I only choose the difficult shots because the pleasure is greater. Those who don’t understand this and shoot at anything that moves are idiots.

         
            *

         

         I feel as if I’ve been shooting forever, but it’s been barely three years, and when I think back to the early days I’m ashamed. Everything can be learned. My first shot was a man driving a taxi, in the beginning of the war. I thought I hit him because the car went straight into a wall. I waited for the driver to get out, I trembled, I moved my rifle every which way to see if someone was coming to help him, I fired two bullets at random into the front-left door, obviously he wasn’t getting out and no one was approaching. I had tears in my eyes, I didn’t know what to do, I couldn’t even see the man bleeding because the roof of the car was blocking my view, I started to panic, positioned on my building five hundred metres away. It was the effect of the scope. I felt as if I were down there and I 11was no longer myself. I didn’t know anymore if I was the one shooting or the one being shot. I was afraid, so riveted to my rifle my eyelid wouldn’t shut. To make it more difficult there was a tall house to the right of the car, it hid the passenger door from me. Someone else suddenly came running over to my blind spot, I fired reflexively into the movement and obviously I missed him and hit the car, because I hadn’t yet understood that in the scope it’s hard to gauge the distances separating objects. I was forced to reload and I lost sight of the scene; panicking, it took a solid minute to find the car again between the buildings because I hadn’t paid attention to where I’d been aiming. I was sweating, it was hot, it was summer, the beginning of the war, and the sweat that was pouring from my forehead was preventing me from seeing through the scope. When I found the spot again I waited for a quarter of an hour but no one came out of the other side of the car. I was frustrated, I didn’t know if the man was dead, if it was me who had killed him or the crash. It was at that moment that I said to myself I was a coward, because I had chosen the most difficult shot, a man three-quarters covered by a car in motion. Deep down I think I wanted to give him a chance – and that is cowardice. Either you shoot, or you don’t shoot. You have to choose, or else you’re a coward. But I didn’t understand that until later.

         
            *

         

         In silence, I watch the city. You have to go all the way. Few can do this. They stop on the way, sometimes without meaning to, caught in the notch of the gunsight by a last-minute intuition. Everyone sees the blood and the pain without realizing there’s something else, a mystery trembling, a threshold, a rope bridge swayed gently by 12the wind. I hold myself there, in that instant. I live in the interval, between the action of the trigger and the arrival of the projectile. I vanish into the air, between myself and a sovereign other. This disappearance is fertile. It’s an immense pleasure, you must be worthy of it, you must know how to summon it.

         When I watched her, I knew she was afraid deep down. She could only see the result of the shot, death and all that follows. But everyone dies, what can I do about that? Now I feel her pulse with less strength and precision than I had through my scope, all I have is her body and she is fleeing away, her too-close face is almost disappearing. She can’t imagine the tension, the force, the desire behind the weapon. She can’t understand. Maybe that’s the fate of great artists, to be misunderstood. I have no idea.

         In the beginning of the war I had a Russian rifle that I didn’t really like, but it was the only one they could find for me. I didn’t even really know how to adjust the backsight, I had trouble hitting a motionless target a hundred metres away, which just goes to show. But I’m smart, so I learned. I adjusted that stupid rifle maybe two hundred times before I understood. And then after one or two months, when the fighting became widespread and they saw that I was an extraordinary shot, they gave me a real gun. In exchange, the officer who brought it to me asked me to kill someone who was allegedly flirting with his wife, a fat lady no one in his right mind would have wanted. A nice shot, with the old Russian rifle because the new one wasn’t adjusted yet. I got him right in the chest, just beneath the left shoulder, in front of his door.

         At the time, my only friends were my rifle, the sea, and Zak, in order of importance. I would spend hours looking at the sea from my roof. I’m not a romantic though, I’ve just always liked it. It changes colour, it moves or remains 13motionless. For instance, the first summer of the war it didn’t move at all, it could barely produce the occasional wave. It was a blinding blue all day and even at night you couldn’t hear the waves. Once we went to swim on the rock beneath the lighthouse, Zak and I, at night, the water was almost as warm as the air. It was like being in a bathtub. They were bombing the mountain and we were in the water, floating on our backs and enjoying the spectacle. We didn’t stay too long, because we were afraid of getting shot at by mistake like naked idiots in the water. But it was good, we could almost imagine it was cool when we got out. Afterwards we returned to the front and I climbed back up on the roof. I stayed, so to speak, all summer outside, my mother saw me only once or twice. She was already half-crazy, she didn’t understand anything. She just asked me if there was anyone left to kill. The neighbour who was taking care of her was afraid of me and I liked that. She called me a killer. To shut her up, I just had to look her right in the eyes while tapping on the metal of my rifle with my signet ring twice. Tap tap. Shut up. You know nothing. You need me to defend you. That’s what my rifle said. You hate me but you have to support me. It’s war, do I need to repeat myself? You’d rather it was someone else, some stranger up there on the roof watching you through his scope? Think of me like a guardian angel. She was more and more afraid. She said she’d heard people shoot at children in the school playgrounds. ‘Not me,’ I lied. I don’t know why I lied. But it was the beginning and no one had realized that everything had changed for good.

         Zak and I, though, had had a vague intuition of that change. Him especially. He had entered the war all of a sudden, without hesitating, the way you dive into water. You had to see him at the roadblocks, proud as a cock. 14He’d stop vehicles with a superior air, gesturing with his rifle; he always kept a car radio antenna in his pocket that he’d open up like a whip to lash anyone who resisted. His show-off side got a little on my nerves, especially with women – whenever he stopped one he’d become ridiculous, like a peacock or a flashy rooster. For me, roadblocks were a real ordeal that kept me from shooting and war. Of course they were necessary, we had to show that we were the ones who kept things in order, us fighters, and that we were keeping things safe. But it was a huge, exhausting waste of time, in the middle of traffic, with the sun beating down, we’d get worked up and end up taking out our nerves on some poor guy who didn’t have his papers on him, beating him senseless in the back of a truck or, if Zak was having a good day, leading off a ‘spy’, a bag over his head, for a trip to a basement from which he would not re-emerge. I admired Zak’s know-how the way an ignorant beginner takes everything he sees for a work of art. He was four years older than me, that was normal.

         
            *

         

         On 7 August, I turned eighteen. There was a ceasefire, I think, but not for me. I was shooting a little less because I was getting better, that’s all. In any case, everyone knew the ceasefire was a joke, just an attempt to gain time. I stayed on my roof. At night, I’d bring a bottle of alcohol and a pack of cigarettes. In the dark you don’t shoot much, of course, but I could see the shapes of fighters below, and I surveyed the city. I was looking for shadows.

         The best time is dawn. The light is perfect, not too blinding, no reflections. People rise to a new day and are less careful. For one or two seconds they forget that their street is partly visible from our buildings. At dawn I’ve 15made some of my best shots. For instance, that lady who looked so happy to leave her house, with her pretty dress and her basket. I got her in the back of the neck, she fell all of a sudden, like a marionette with its strings cut. That was in the beginning, people weren’t accustomed to it yet. Later, bullets became normal things, you knew where to go, where the danger lay. As if I were controlling a part of the city. It was both gratifying and frustrating, because the shots were becoming more and more difficult; as a result, I had to isolate myself from my comrades and spend more time training. In a way it was much better, because I was beginning to get tired of the roadblocks and the endless card games in the office. The officer who had issued me the rifle gave me free rein, my comrades didn’t ask questions; Zak came by once in a while to see me on my roof, to bring me a sandwich or just chat for a bit. He was a little jealous, I think, because he’s always been a bad shot. He was incapable of hitting a fixed target fifty metres away. His thing was hand-to-hand combat, knives, fists. You have to know your strong points and your weaknesses to make a good fighter. Zak was one of the best for ambushes. Everyone admired him.

         
            *

         

         It was then, right in the middle of summer, that my mother became truly crazy. She would emerge onto the balcony completely naked; she’d scream every night. She stopped washing herself because she was afraid of water. The neighbour didn’t want to come anymore because my mother would scratch her and made her life impossible. Every evening she’d put all the furniture from the apartment in front of the main door. First she’d slide the chest of drawers onto the tiles, then the sofa and chairs. 16Once I wanted to return home around midnight and I had to come in through the balcony. Her state worsened by the day. She couldn’t even feed herself on her own. She did very strange things, like sweeping the same patch of the tiled floor for four or five hours, following the patterns printed on the tiles. Or one day she remembered she had to cook and she put some casseroles on the fire with nothing in them. I had to tell the grocer not to sell her anything, because she’d buy, for example, five kilos of lentils, which she’d cook without any water until the smoke and smell made the neighbour come rushing over. I thought about killing her, to put an end to it, but I didn’t really try. We should have sent her to the asylum, but it was wartime, so there were more crazy people than ever and no room anywhere.

         That’s how I met Myrna. I’d already seen her around the neighbourhood, but I didn’t know her. It was the grocer who said to me:

         ‘You should hire someone at your place, for your mother. Someone who can be there all the time, because she’ll end up causing a disaster.’

         I didn’t really see what kind of disaster, but I said:

         ‘Yes, maybe. But I don’t know who would accept the job. She’s crazy, it’s hard work. And I can’t pay much.’

         ‘There’s Myrna. She doesn’t have anyone anymore. She’s looking for work.’

         ‘Who is she?’

         ‘The electrician’s daughter.’

         I knew the story of the electrician, like everyone, but I didn’t know he had a daughter. He had been picked off by a mortar shell in his shop a few weeks before. They had found a mixture of human remains and half-burnt radios and televisions.

         ‘She’s not married?’ 17

         ‘She’s fifteen, at most.’

         At first I didn’t know what to think, because if a fifteen-year-old girl took charge of my mother and came to live at my place, the neighbourhood would talk. But at the same time, they were all afraid of me because they knew I was a fighter. First, I set aside the business of Myrna, more out of laziness than anything else. I’d go to the house two or three times a day to see how my mother was doing, and that was it. I didn’t know how to get her to eat. She was getting visibly thinner. And she was refusing to talk to me. She didn’t quite remember who I was, I think. It should be said that I was always dressed in khaki, at the time. With the cartridge belt and everything. For weapons I carried just an automatic and a knife. It was better to be armed all the time, you never knew what could happen. And also it was like a uniform: if you carried a prominently displayed gun, then you were a soldier. Most of the fighters had a Kalashnikov, but I didn’t. First of all because it shoots poorly and second because a handgun makes you look important. Like an officer, in a way. The problem with my rifle is that with the stand, the scope, the binoculars, it’s all so cumbersome.

         So it was around the end of autumn that I made up my mind to hire someone to take care of my mother, because I had too much work. Fighting had resumed on the front, especially at night, and there were some nice shots to make. I had found an American flash hider that was adapted for my rifle, and I was invisible in the dark. It’s bad for precision, but you never shoot very far, at night. I was looking for shadows, waiting for them to shoot, and I’d immediately stop them with a single cartridge. It’s crazy how an assault rifle lights up. The guys had no idea, they were in the dark under cover and still had themselves picked off. 18

         Daytime, streets, passersby; nighttime, destroyed and abandoned houses, shadows. I didn’t have time to stop at home, and I was a little anxious about my mother. From time to time, I wondered what kind of shambles I’d find when I went back. When you do physical and intellectual work at the same time, you’re under constant stress, you need to rest when you go home, without having to clean up after a madwoman who only recognizes you once in a while. What’s more, I was well aware that she must have felt alone, and that without anyone to talk to the situation could only get worse. Especially because the neighbours were beginning to get fed up. So, after an exhausting week (there were storms, we were half-soaked all the time) I go home. I’d taken basic precautions when I left, unhooked and shut off the gas canister, etc. Water wasn’t a problem, because there wasn’t much and she was terrified of it. I go home, and I don’t see anyone. I don’t know why, but the first thing I thought of was that she was dead. There was no one and no particular disorder, and I said to myself that she had died during the week. Since I was completely exhausted, I stretched out on the bed and fell asleep right away, still dressed. They could bomb as much as they liked, I was sleeping. I woke up a good twelve hours later. I was hungry, so I went downstairs to eat something, and it was the grocer who shouted to me as I went by:

         ‘Hey, your mother’s at the hospital.’

         ‘Is she dead?’ I asked.

         ‘What? No no, why? She’s fine I think. Ask your neighbours.’

         Right, that’s a new one. I was supposed to go back to work that night. I went to the office to say I couldn’t come because my mother was in the hospital, and went to ask the neighbours where she was, they looked at me as if I was as crazy as she was and I went to find her. There was 19nothing wrong with her, of course, the doctor told me she was having fits of delirium, that she had to take some medicine to calm down, that she couldn’t be on her own because she wasn’t eating. That’s when I thought of the girl Myrna that the grocer had told me about, so I wouldn’t have to worry. Too bad that it was all going to cost money, but I needed calm in order to concentrate. And also, it would be nice having someone make something for me to eat when I got back. Since the beginning of the war, I’d been eating nothing but sandwiches or dishes my friends brought over. I brought my mother home, she was completely drugged with the medicine they’d given her at the hospital, and I went down to talk with the grocer.

         ‘It can’t go on like this,’ I said to him. ‘I’m finally going to hire someone to stay with her. You think this Myrna would agree?’

         ‘Maybe. I’ll ask her when she stops by. I’ll send her to your place, how long will you be there?’

         ‘Till tomorrow morning.’

         ‘Fine, I’ll tell her to stop by to see you tonight.’

         I explained to the neighbours that I was looking for someone to stay with my mother and they seemed relieved. She shouts every night, that’s why they sent her to the hospital. As if we didn’t have enough problems already, the neighbours said to me.

         Myrna came over at around six o’clock. She seemed even younger than her age. She looked like a child, though she didn’t seem lost or shy. She looked me straight in the eye.

         ‘I’m Myrna. The grocer downstairs sent me.’

         ‘Yes, I know. Did he tell you why?’

         ‘He told me it was to take care of a sick lady.’

         I explained the situation, that I had to be away for a long time and that there had to be someone to look after 20the house and my mother, to do the cooking, housekeeping and all that. I was truthful, I told her it was no joke since she was completely crazy. Myrna asked if she could see her, and I brought her to my mother’s bedroom. She was sleeping.

         ‘She looks young,’ she said.

         And then we talked about money. I told her how much I could give her a week for shopping and everything, and how much I’d give her for herself. She thought for a second, she said she wanted to try a week at first to see.

         ‘OK. You can move into the third bedroom.’

         That’s my brother’s room, but he emigrated a long time ago without ever sending news. Then I went to introduce her to the neighbours, they looked at her with pity, I didn’t know if it was because of the story of her father or because she was going to be staying at my place. Both, probably. They told her she could stop by and visit whenever she liked. I thought for a bit about going back to the front right away, since she was there, but I said to myself that the first night I might as well stay with her. She went to get her things right away before it got dark, and came back with a little suitcase. We sat out on the balcony, the weather was heavy, still stormy; we could hear bombing. She was very dark, with olive skin. She almost had a woman’s body but she had a little girl’s smile, a pleasant face. She was anything but talkative. She seemed to like me. I asked her if she was afraid of me, she looked at me and shook her head, no, she wasn’t afraid, that was obvious from her eyes. Everyone was supposed to be already in the stairway because the bombing was getting closer, we were on the balcony, I was trying to see if she was afraid or not. She was trembling from the surprise of the explosion, but nothing else. It was time to go in. I had set up the bathroom as a shelter, because it looks 21onto the rear of the building, towards the next building a metre away, and since there are two more floors above us, there’s no danger of a direct hit. It’s pretty safe, and for explosions I set up sand bags that I brought back from the front. I showed her how to bring my mother there. She was completely drugged and didn’t even wake up. It was coming down harder, boom, boom, boom; I put out the gas lamp, lit a candle, and we went into the shelter while the building shook at each impact. Myrna said nothing, the candle was making pretty shadows on her face. She wasn’t afraid. My mother was sleeping on the camp bed. I asked Myrna if she was hungry, and without waiting for her reply I quickly went to find a tin of sardines and some bread from the kitchen. We ate in silence, the explosions made her jump but she forced herself to eat, maybe to show me that she wasn’t afraid. Then the bombing got a little farther away, it was seemingly over for the night. I went out onto the balcony to look at the street, in the distance two cars were burning and that was all. Now the bombs were falling further off towards the sea. I thought it would be better to have her sleep in the shelter with my mother for tonight, because she was a child and she was my responsibility. I took her mattress and told her it was better for her to sleep in the bathroom tonight, she understood that with me she had nothing to fear, and I watched her fall asleep. I stayed awake for a while and then I went to go to sleep in my room. I was happy to have her there.

         
            *

         

         When I woke up the next morning, she was already deep in conversation with my mother. Or rather, my mother was talking nonsense like always, and Myrna was laughing and doing housework. I asked her if everything was 22OK, she said, Yes, no problem. I left her some money for shopping, explained to her how the sandbags had to be put back in front of the door to the shelter in case it started up again, and that if the neighbourhood was getting badly shelled, they should go into the staircase with the neighbours. She told me she understood. I told her I’d try to stop by again that evening, and I left. She told me to be careful, and I gave her a wink.

         
             

         

         I returned to the front, and took my position behind my improvised aiming slit; I was supposed to be surveying a passage through which they could try to infiltrate. A calm morning. I shot a cat tightrope-walking on a piece of rebar and a poor old crazy guy who was running towards our lines in his shirtsleeves. I thought it better to kill him before he stupidly revealed our mines.

         Then we had to

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   

OPS/images/9781804272640_cover_epub.jpg
 PERFECTING
| THE SHOT

MATHIAS ENARD

Fitzcarraldo Editions






OPS/images/logo_online.png
Fitzcarraldo Editions





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Praise


   		Title Page


   		Epigraph


   		Contents


   		Perfecting the Shot


   		About the Author


   		Copyright





  

