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	I know what they can do. I know they will come after me. They would not be truly who they are, brutal and merciless, if they don’t. They surely will. But I surely do not care, at this point in my life that I have found a goldmine. Oh… Can I ever leave this mine for anything else? Not until the sun jumps down from the sky. I thought I had found joy in my life. I had thought my mission was a source of the very height of joy I could have before I slipped into the warm and cozy cradle I was told martyrdom would reserve for me. Now I know I had all along been blind, naïve and insensitive to the fact that life is a fat Christmas Santa Claus with a huge stockpile of goodies, which it can just throw into the hands of anyone, without the person having to sweat one bit for it. Life! How can I show you my appreciation that has filled me to the brim? How can I thank you enough? How can I prove to you that I am eternally grateful for your gift, a gem that has illuminated the darkness that used to be me, a rose flower that has beautified the portrait of ugliness, hatred, strife and malevolence that was me? I will even worship you all the days of my life if you demand that of me, for warming up my life that used to be the thick of winter, with your rare gift that arrested me. You have chosen to shower your abundant blessings on me in France. I thank you so much, even though you met me ugly, devilish, and with an insatiable appetite to spill innocent blood in broad day light. Thank you for bringing me the greatest gift of all. Now I know it is really the greatest of gifts. 

