Thought of a Moment

i dreamt tomorrow

a fence, a wall

infinite was above

me, below.

people had tea

at the top, and

talked of

porcelain and

parsley.

but something

spoke, on the

fence of clouds,

a sentence never

spake before.

the tea spilled

and cakes rained

on people

below.

i dreamt I was

astride the fence,

freud’s martyr.

there is no high,

no low.

the world glides by

on two dimensions.

and I, me love 

them both.

