
vii

CON T E N T S

Dramatic Monologue as Beatriz Ferreyra    3
On a List of Games That Buddha Would Not Play, Number 1  

[He Abstains from Robbery]    4
Need    6
The State That Replaces Religion Doesn’t Want to Adopt  

a Dog with Me    7
Dramatic Monologue as Laurie Spiegel    8
American Horror Story    10
Dramatic Monologue as Johanna Magdalena Beyer    13
Dramatic Monologue as Wendy Carlos    14
Briny    15
Hyperpersonal Dramatic Monologue as Holly Herndon    16
Dissection    17
Response to a Tracklist from God Quarantining  

with His Ex    19
Ars Poetica    21
Dramatic Monologue as Mira Calix    22
On a List of Games That Buddha Would Not Play,  

Number 18    23
Batshit    26
Bottom    27
Scorpion W2    28
False Pink Reds Translate No Good Wins    31
On a List of Games That Buddha Would Not Play    32
Manifold    34
Dramatic Monologue as Pauline Oliveros    36
Colony    37



viii

Dramatic Avowals as Sophie    38
Keeper    39
Farewell My Cucumber    40
Incline    41
Shine    42
The Pits    43
Dramatic Monologue as Clara Rockmore    44
Fare    45
Dramatic Monologue as Suzanne Ciani    46
Dramatic Monologue as claire rousay    47
Morel    48
On a List of Games That Buddha Would Not Play,  

Number 12    49
Dramatic Monologue as Annea Lockwood    51
Chinese Remainder Theorem    52
If Neo Has a Belly Button Who’s on the Other End of  

the Umbilical Cord    54
Dramatic Monologue as Maryanne Amacher    56
Capsicum Chinense    57
Dramatic Monologue as Delia Derbyshire    59

Acknowledgments    61



Stem





3

Dramatic Monologue as Beatriz Ferreyra

This is some decomposed music. This
is some double. O great

and terrible pressing! Submerged
in the memoriam swamps

I want to catch your thin neck full
bodied breath in the blue

funeral vase, your death
masked. This is like that

satanist music where they
play it backwards. So I’ve heard.
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On a List of Games That Buddha Would Not 
Play, Number 1 [He Abstains from Robbery]

Once I watched a screen-ready trilogy
of deer graze my front yard

in Iowa, only by the blobbed bulbs
of their eyes in the dark.

In the dark, our eyes have the rods to see
only in black and white.

A triad: a father, son, and some
downed spirit. Forgiven in trespass.

I need to stress
the pacifist element here.

I did not see the deer frozen
in the middle of the road

nor strike one with my car
because I am not a white poet

writing about the same deer
for two centuries.

Even if I had struck, my car is not
a Volvo, evolved to survive

striking a full-grown moose,
ramming its legs full-speed
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and getting crushed by its body, for
Swedish and Canadian drivers

only. For even if I had killed it,
my non-existent gun is not

a Glock, intelligently designed to fire even
if the muzzle

is stuffed with sand. That’s only “merciful
bullet” in McGuffin.

You share your hazing rituals
about panicking and grabbing

a picnicking doe, set
in concrete. A kettlebell of a deer,

when the ask was to bring back gnomes.
True story, staggering

as Sisyphus under his boulder of faith
in privilege. The most stressed

test: where to leave the carcass
in the dark frat-house basement. How to care for

the metallic scratches it left on your brother’s car.
Which mechanisms are built to survive.

Here we go, you’ll say, the race card
I’ve never played. Here’s to the poem of gray areas

I’ve never written. Here
we’ve bitten the bullet.
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Need

Your right knee is a haunted staircase.
Your left is a spring-breaking

island. Your knee is a moving
snowplow. Your kneecap is a Mona Lisa

fridge magnet. Your knee linkage
unlike a shrimp tail.

Your leg skin is an ice-ray
Chinese lattice design. Recursive shape

grammar. Your left
kneecap is the black leather Star

Wars helmeted special edition
Mr. Potato Head. The antihero. The reflex.

Hammer it and the knee’s ear falls off
to no response. There, there—




