f You ever sit in bod af night ing to ileep,
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stomach like Flubber on speed Well, that, in CE Yoy
don 't know, is love (or oo much ginger in the won tan
¥oup). Love is a strange thing. It i+ an emotional
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o chew you up in. After g0 many ri through the
mealgrander, Just can’'i get any mushier o fin
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keep comin back for more. In's like one of those
inflatwhle - T punching bags... i keeps

It"s entirely counter-
intuitive bat it's also very real. It seems that regardiess
of how porwerful our engines of mtionality are, we
cannad escape the tractor beam of love,

S0 what do we do aboat it? Hmm... well, suck
it up! hnt;whnhvulﬂh}rmldluﬂ,ﬂu;
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