Your title here
A.B. Author
Address of your Institution
Abstract
[bookmark: _GoBack]This is where the abstract should be placed. It should consist of one paragraph and give a concise summary of the material in the article below. Please, preserve the style of the headings, text fonts, line spacing, figures, and bibliography to provide a uniform style for the proceeding volume. For each part of the proceeding, a specific style has been defined. Therefore, please use the style « Section » for Sections, the style « Subsection » for Subsections, and the style « Proceeding body » for the text.
All files (.doc or .pdf) should be sent by the 11th of November 2013 by e-mail to gvannoni@apc.univ-paris7.fr.

Sample text. Section 1


In Moscow as soon as he entered his huge house in which the faded and fading princesses still lived, with its enormous retinue; as soon as, driving through the town, he saw the Iberian shrine with innumerable tapers burning before the golden covers of the icons, the Kremlin Square with its snow undisturbed by vehicles, the sleigh drivers and hovels of the Sivtsev Vrazhok, those old Moscovites who desired nothing, hurried nowhere, and were ending their days leisurely; when he saw those old Moscow ladies, the Moscow balls, and the English Club, he felt himself at home in a quiet haven. In Moscow he felt at peace, at home, warm and dirty as in an old dressing gown.
Section 2
It was clear and frosty. Above the dirty, ill-lit streets, above the black roofs, stretched the dark starry sky. Only looking up at the sky did Pierre cease to feel how sordid and humiliating were all mundane things compared with the heights to which his soul had just been raised. At the entrance to the Arbat Square an immense expanse of dark starry sky presented itself to his eyes. Almost in the center of it, above the Prechistenka Boulevard, surrounded and sprinkled on all sides by stars but distinguished from them all by its nearness to the earth, its white light, and its long uplifted tail, shone the enormous and brilliant comet of 1812--the comet which was said to portend all kinds of woes and the end of the world. In Pierre, however, that comet with its long luminous tail aroused no feeling of fear. On the contrary he gazed joyfully, his eyes moist with tears, at this bright comet which, having traveled in its orbit with inconceivable velocity through immeasurable space, seemed suddenly--like an arrow piercing the earth--to remain fixed in a chosen spot, vigorously holding its tail erect, shining and displaying its white light amid countless other scintillating stars. It seemed to Pierre that this comet fully responded to what was passing in his own softened and uplifted soul, now blossoming into a new life.

Section 3
Pierre's way led through side streets to the Povarskoy and from there to the church of St. Nicholas on the Arbat, where he had long before decided that the deed should be done. The gates of most of the houses were locked and the shutters up. The streets and lanes were deserted. The air was full of smoke and the smell of burning. 
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Figure 1 Insert your caption here
Now and then he met Russians with anxious and timid faces, and Frenchmen with an air not of the city but of the camp, walking in the middle of the streets. Both the Russians and the French looked at Pierre with surprise. Besides his height and stoutness, and the strange morose look of suffering in his face and whole figure, the Russians stared at Pierre because they could not make out to what class he could belong. The French followed him with astonishment in their eyes chiefly because Pierre, unlike all the other Russians who gazed at the French with fear and curiosity, paid no attention to them. 
Subsection
At the gate of one house three Frenchmen, who were explaining something to some Russians who did not understand them, stopped Pierre asking if he did not know French.  Pierre shook his head and went on. In another side street a sentinel standing beside a green caisson shouted at him, but only when the shout was threateningly repeated and he heard the click of the man's musket as he raised it did Pierre understand that he had to pass on the other side of the street. He heard nothing and saw nothing of what went on around him. He carried his resolution within himself in terror and haste, like something dreadful and alien to him, for, after the previous night's experience, he was afraid of losing it. But he was not destined to bring his mood safely to his destination. And even had he not been hindered by anything on the way, his intention could not now have been carried out, for Napoleon had passed the Arbat more than four hours previously on his way from the Dorogomilov suburb to the Kremlin, and was now sitting in a very gloomy frame of mind in a royal study in the Kremlin, giving detailed and exact orders as to measures to be taken immediately to extinguish the fire, to prevent looting, and to reassure the inhabitants. But Pierre did not know this; he was entirely absorbed in what lay before him, and was tortured--as those are who obstinately undertake a task that is impossible for them not because of its difficulty but because of its incompatibility with their natures--by the fear of weakening at the decisive moment and so losing his self-esteem [].
Acknowledgments
Please, insert your acknowledgments for funding bod- ies etc. here.
Referencesx
	[bookmark: Tol69]1
	Tolstoy, Lev N. "War and Peace", Journal Name, Volume, Page, 1869.


x

image1.jpg
" Extreme Universe Laboratory
Second annual
MOSCOW GRB CONFERENCE

r. " GAMMA-RAY BURSTS
EW MISSIONS TO NEW SCIENCE

October 7 - 11; 2013

www.exul.ru

Scientific Organizing Committee.

Gﬁrge F. Smoot
Mikhail 1. Panasyuk
Tsvi Piran

Pawan Kumar
Kevin Hurley

Neil Gehrels
Anatoly F. lyudin -
Vladislav I. Osedlo
Bruce Grossan

alswﬁyn Institute of Nuclear Phjsics
Lomonosov Moscow State University,
. Leninskie Gory; 119991, Moscow, Russia

P




