
He Imagined Her

Thou the Fire and I the Sacrifice
- Wellen Smith 

He imagined her terrible as well as beautiful 
an angel of death as well as of mercy, the daughter of no god, 
an incense in the skies pleading for him as well as a fury 

imagining herself wronged, disrespected, ignored and taken for granted, 
her altars cold and empty, imagining him by his own account 
falling for something as stupid as passion now and then.


