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-=-=-=-=-=-

I blame Winterimage for this!

-=-=-=-=-=-

The young flower awoke to the rays of the warm Spring sunshine, presenting all that she is to Old Mother Sun.

She swayed freely and happily in the gentle breeze....until she felt slight stings, which grew only heavier as the breeze picked up- She was being RAPED! By a thousand, no many thousands, no MILLIONS, of tiny yellow pollen, all vying for her virginity!

She trembled and shook, screaming, "NO, NO! LEAVE ME ALONE! LET ME BLOOSOM AS I SHOULD!", all to no avail.

Suddenly, after the onslaught had died down, she realised she was no longer a virgin, as she felt her bud swelling to a bulb- She was carrying seeds of a new generation within her.

She cried, and cried, then cried some more, as her petals fell, one by one.

Soon, the chilling winds of Autumn would blow her tears away, as she began withering, releasing her seeds to the ground below, which on contact, immediately burrowed into the ground for shelter.

She perished, feeling alone and sad, in the Winter snow and freezing cold.

Come Spring, as the snow began to melt, new shoots sprouted up, a new happy generation, with fresh buds- They cherished the Sun's rays as Old Mother Sun warmed them. Soon, they will blossom.

Then one day, the young blossoming flowers bloomed in the warm Spring sunshine, only to feel the slight, but growing stings of millions of pollen, once more vying for the flowers' virginity, and again, hundreds of flowers scream in anguish as they're being raped, over and over again, by the tiny pollen!

And so, just as for thousands of years before, and thousands more to come, the annual defloration continues.

The End.
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