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Valentine’s Sacrifice zf o

Oh daughter of the fertile soil
Born on somc distant, distant isle
Let me invite you to make a sacrifice /
&

To transport you beyond the confines of earth.

Come with me to the sacred hill [
That p yramid where life touches sk sl{ Q

hm the waters of Heaven is sti
And humanity may touch the divine.

th me lift i up into the above
3

tke a cand omg into the m ht
hose fuscous ger ¢
Burning slowly, steadily mto the clouds
Let me give unto the higher deity
The op % dcs;rocf that burns ftl'v-oo.gh our skin
o t t t .
Confusion s t::ﬁ:::c ariy " Reality
Was it lowe Com 1 find it odd
Wz it lust Come mtlttl;:tg‘:“;a&nb;i tfznr‘ tt;; that 1 sl:toluld remember
Was it payback Be absorbed in_the unity of the total the first time
be tonight the sole mistress of our divine 1 9P°l‘¢ the words
Few nights earlier of love
in a rage of inebriety Oh daughter, daughter of the sacred isle with the cadence of love,
%s o‘ wcrﬁs city await thee Like a ship in fog.
I ran my h?ncl C l‘s 9[131[ El“m Covf‘mi by sutch
it 1 mis
ort;::;bt‘ 3))" n‘at: ctsf SOOI ENERINES o SRty . that 1 lmow olf its
e oo Be the Gor g st t:;tiwd¢ , by the dtstant sound of
Red streams formed Oh daughter of the fcrttlz virgin spirit
as | clenched my mouth come be my sacrifice tomght And thc npplzs that
with the weapons - h ts bulk
o e against m
1 was thrusted Bwh - Tesiomd ascshga Y
or maybe pushed Yet, how clearly,
onto thc bed Like a torvential storm
or was it the floor that btalts
W b o Lingbs and rips :lras
¢ were bot trai rom my san
tears pou?d i ::,'y To Drf: Chang, With a Little Help Tﬁo | o
L ¢ exact moment
but was it t:::s of aleohol rom a Guilded Hawk 1 fiest spoke the wgrds
oe:tears o i 6 love is t[:Ot ashfo%liih Tofum
2 ta t a ¥
Ic':’n'f hed II :ﬁ:liot‘l:lw With youc:‘lrn;s tc:mcstu:inzatt‘t1 ish With dﬁ; cadence
or was it him In theatre, your presence overwhelmed. Gobd-bye
1 think it was you. Let me take you to the bridge.
Push the buttons’of my tactical consolc Graves
Then, let’s go to tﬂc

here you can touch my heart anc( soul.

If you're not atcful
Here atc the captain’s orders:

Throw your Magtc Cards to the wind.
smg a_song and say a prayer.
‘Cause I'm two months pregnant:
Scottic and 1 are having an affair.

Of course, the captain only
So go ahead, fee rmy brzalt ast'

On Stardate 402. 95

Let’s meet on Risa
To spcnd our time together
Domg what we otta!!!

Corn Bagel

Cute cupids by Nina




