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In Crisis Situations The student who had once been a sniper always found a solution, especially in moments when everything seemed lost, but in that last moment when he avoided collapse, he liked to look his death in the face with the elegance of a man who grants himself this privilege of being calm and lucid in the face of nothingness. He had learned this on the front in missions in Syria, especially at Mount Onion, a fortress where two platoons of legionnaires had survived a prolonged siege by several thousand Shiites, the legionnaires being led by the legendary Colonel Le Loup-Gris, a name that was actually a nickname. He never knew this man's real name, although they continued to meet in Paris at the Hôtel des Invalides after they had gone into the reserves.

When it came to training, the colonel would whisper in his ear:

- Millions of devils, if you want to learn something, kid, when you hunt in a pack, pay attention to the gray wolf, Le Loup-Gris. Imitate what he does, kid. Learn, millions and millions of devils. Learn or die, but if you die, dress nicely when you meet the Lady with the Scythe, she is still a lady.

Now that so much time had passed since the missions in the Syrian desert, he actually realized that this elegance of looking at your end in the last shred of existence is actually the keystone of your own knowledge. If you don't know how to die elegantly, it means you haven't learned anything from life and there's no point in torturing yourself anymore. No matter what your education is, no matter how much money you've made, how many women you've had, if you don't know how to die, you're dumber than the darkness in a mine. Of course, there is nothing elegant about dying, but if it is about your own death, that moment when you look it in the eye is the supreme moment of your freedom as a human being. Remembering the moment when they arrived at the fortress that was actually a ruin, the legionnaire smiled, feeling the rhythm of the dunes and memories. They had just unloaded the machine guns and the ammunition crates from the camels, and suddenly, the entire area was filled with Shiites who were attacking from all sides, screaming, and the colonel, looking at the dunes, lit a valuable cigarette butt that he kept in his pocket during the march like a jewel, stepping among the ammunition crates, looking impassively at the horde of Shiites who were approaching from all directions in torrents and the machine guns who had put bullets in their barrels, waiting, they thought for a moment, looking at each other out of the corner of their eyes, that the officer was afraid or was already thinking about surrendering, which was absurd because the legion never surrendered. The bullets whistled closer and closer and more accurate. One bullet almost touched the colonel's face. He put his hand to his cheek as if he were shooing away a mosquito. Another hit a group of machine gunners and tore a strand of hair from the corporal's shoulder, who turned to face the colonel and stood there waiting. The waves of Shiites were so close that you could see their surprised faces because they were all looking at the colonel who was smoking carelessly as if he didn't exist, more like a hazy image emerging from the scorching dunes. But the colonel was thinking how the hell the Shiites were there waiting for them, where they knew they would come from. At one point the legionnaires had all turned their heads towards the colonel - the Shiites were still a few meters from the first palisade. They were all looking at the colonel, and anticipation had painted a layer of wax on their faces. Not one of them was looking away. Was he afraid or what? Did he want to surrender? But the colonel smiled at the embers in the cigar butt, took his revolver out of its holster and shouted at the top of his lungs: - Fire! And the machine gunners, surprised by the command, remained for an endless moment with their fingers close to the triggers, dazed by the adrenaline-filled, almost hypnotic anticipation.

– I said fire, millions of devils, shouted the colonel. Shoot with everything you have for millions of devils! Millions of insects, millions of lizards. Shoot! and aiming as if at a shooting lesson, he hit one of the Shiites in the first rows with a bullet right in the forehead. Only then did the legionnaires open fire in a desperate, almost physical way, as if they themselves were running after the bullets and directing them with their hands towards the targets, and the wall of Shiites stumbled in their run, struck at the root, then the strong gusts simply threw pieces of bodies into the air as if the Shiites had stepped on a minefield. After the first waves retreated, a silence spread over the desert like a marble slab over the bleeding and bullet-mutilated bodies, but the enemy was there, shocked by the firepower of the defenders, licking their wounds behind the dunes like a wounded hyena, trying to regroup and look for another attack option.

Just like back then on the front, at this moment in the student's mind a screen was unfolding on which the surrounding objects were arranged like a map in precise connections of distance and causality. Now he was in civilian life, trying to penetrate normality, only this normality was sinking him into chaos like a swamp. Sometimes he thought that it would be better if he had stayed on the front until a stray bullet took his life. Now in civilian life survival had become infinitely harder, bordering on impossible. But the Student took a deep breath, breathing lightly as if he didn't want to disturb the direction of a weapon, and examined the objects in the room he was in right now as if he were on the front on a mission.

On the front line, each object was there for a purpose, and the student instantly managed to perfectly appreciate its distance from other objects and especially from the scope that he had adapted to the weapon by bringing it as close as possible to the barrel, in such a way that he did not have to look up. As if the mind of a cyborg were displayed, a red thread starting from an imaginary scope hit this mayor in front of him who was smoking a cigar with a book in his hand. "He's on his lunch break, the student thought. There's no one else in the city hall. That's why he smokes in a public place because he knows that no one will bother him." The red thread in the student's mind spun numbers at its end with precision – there were no more than two meters and 35 centimeters between the student's eye and the mayor's right hand in which he held the book, then from the book to the Venetian mirror above the desk there were exactly 1 m and 40 centimeters, maybe 41. He calmly read with a smile the author and title of the book Charles Baudelaire - "Les fleurs du mal". Stunned, he saw his own adolescent face in the mirror, but with firm edges as if it had been cut in stone. Although he had driven more than 15 hours
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