I’ve been shot. And here I lie in a pool full of my own blood.  However, in this case blood has been traded for something far more intangible.  They say that such happenings are bound to occur at least once in one’s life.  I guess I thought I was exempt, especially since I gathered myself to be a God-fearing and law abiding citizen.  I stand corrected.  Well, in this case, I lie corrected.  In a state of mental shock, I gather myself in order to contemplate on the series of events that led up to my current predicament. Oh, oh yes, now I understand.  Everything is clear now.  I am even aware of the culprit. Come to think about it, I don’t feel as cold as most victims allege.  I know that it sounds strange, but I feel quite the opposite.  I think that this is something that I’ll keep to myself.  I can’t blame my offender. He was only doing his job.  So I guess I’ll just lie here, contently, in my blood, because I’m guilty and I deserve to be here.  In this case, the end justifies the means.  
