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How does this other woman dream
and does it seem
a secret place
of cloud-swept lace?

Where do the roads go down below?
Awake, I know:
in sleep’s ravine
I’d miss this scene.

If it were me how could I sleep
where shadows keep
a path of me
across each tree?

https://www.christiancentury.org/contributor/cleo-griffith
https://www.christiancentury.org/archives/vol121-issue16

