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on a train. my dog, he licked each 
puppy on the head once and each 
puppy went woof! and each of their 
woofs was a different note and it 
sounded like this: woof woof woof 
woof woof woof woof woof woof. 
then i read you an excerpt from a 

travel magazine and you woke up. 
 

we walked together along the rusted 
rail and concrete steps that led us 
deeper and deeper into the sewer 
system. we walked over a few small 
sheet metal bridges and took a ce-
ment spiral staircase, very narrow, 
until we reached a wide space that 
held the entrance to the cave, which 
was guarded by an enormous fence 
with a door on it. we paid thirty five 
dollars and walked in. the music was 
really loud. our friends were there on 
mushrooms. the lights were flitting 
in curving shapes over the bulbous 
walls of the cave. i felt like i was in 
the end of a dusty and crumpled 
spoon. 
 
i gave myself over to the imp of 
dance that lives in me and tries its 
best, and you danced too. our friends 
came over to us and held our hands. 

after an hour i forgot what street i 
lived on and what i did for a job. i 
forgot what my major was in col-
lege. if anyone asked me what it was 
i wouldn­t know. i realized suddenly 
that the nine puppies i had seen in 
my own dream were a premonition 

of dance, and i blazed bright like an 
exploding pen. 
 

when the music ended, i could sud-
denly hear the gentle rushing of wa-
ter from the nearby river des peres, 
which was as deep underground as 
we were, and as we clambered back 
up toward the dawn on the surface of 
the world, through a slot in the con-
crete i saw it: the body of the river 
des peres, which is well hidden. it 
glistened and flowed like no river i 
had ever seen in the woods or down-
town. it was turning, always turning, 
sticking with itself in the dark. i 
stopped looking at it and didn­t tell 
anyone I saw it. i passed through the 
wind back to my house. you sat on 
the edge of the bed and you said 
what am i going to dream about to-
night? i said i dont know but i hope 
it­s puppies. 



 

 

they lifted up the mississippi and put 
the river des peres underground. 
 
i kept hearing about these raves, 
these cave raves that you crawl 
through a sewer to get to. i told you 
let­s go to a cave rave, these above 
ground raves have grown tiresome to 
me. you said okay, but you said you 
keep having these dreams. bad 
dreams you­ve had since you were a 
kid, when you were 13 and watched 
too much doctor who. you were 13 
and you started thinking that if we 
really ever left earth to go to the stars 
or even to mars on a spaceship, as 
soon as we left the gravitational pull 
of mother earth we would lose the 
things that are important: kindness, 
friendship, love, 
because the plan-
et is the one that 
gives us those 
things. 
 
in the dream 
you­re on a 
spaceship, the 
first rocket to 
mars, and the 
whole crew has 
turned into a gag-
gle of unfeeling murderers, killing 
each other and themselves, far apart 
from nature, and you don­t feel any-
thing either except the evils of outer 
space. your hands are bloody. ®it just 
wouldnt work out all nice like it does 
on doctor who¯ you said. the next 
night you would dream about mil-
lions of spaceships around a distant 

planet turning toward an alien sun 
and flinging themselves into it one 
after another, the ships disappearing 
behind the wicked corona and char-
ring black, then disintegrating into 
nothing. 
 
in the hours before the magical cave 
rave, i told you to sit in my wooden 
chair. i gave you a book full of words 
that my friend had printed for me and 
i told you to whisper the random 
words rhythmically ² clock portent 
cooperstown vigil drain drama liquid 
cutter ² while i paced around the 
chair in a circle, occasionally touch-
ing your forehead lightly with the 
dangled end of a string. eulogy fist 
fraternize catskills purchase fake 

emergence ² you 
read for twenty 
minutes or so. then 
i told you close the 
book and keep talk-
ing. you closed the 
book and kept talk-
ing ² disc crema-
tion dialysis cotton 
cube nightstand ² 
until your voice 
faded away and i 
said okay, you­ve 

been hypnotized, now listen: im the 
doctor, the doctor from doctor who, 
and let me tell you, space is fun, sci-
ence fiction is exciting, everyone 
loves going to space, rocketing up 
into the infinite stars. and maybe in-
stead you should dream about what i 
dreamed about last night, which was 
my dog giving birth to nine puppies 
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1. my home  éééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

2. two thunders ééééééééééééééééééééé. 

3. looking up cosmic brownie on urban dictionary  ééééé... 

4. my social security number ééééééééééééééé. 

5. 2girls  éééééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

6. this particular habit  éééééééééééééééééé 

7. the highway  ééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

8. myspace  éééééééééééééééééééééé... 

9. world war four  éééééééééééééééééééé.. 

10. jungle chain  ééééééééééééééééééééé 

11. freyaõs poem ééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

12. double think?  éééééééééééééééééééé. 

13. is sex funny?  ééééééééééééééééééééé 

14. the body of the river des peres  éééééééééééé. 

15. the dog with the wooden leg  ééééééééééééé... 
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