
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Every Buffalo Dead – Fury, Children! Fury! 
 
a dirge 
 
 
by Kev Berry 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kev Berry 
kevberry1992@gmail.com 

516.305.9655 
kevberry.com 

 
Draft 1.3: July 10 2018 



Every Buffalo Dead – Fury, Children, Fury!      1 

Kev Berry © 2018 

EVERY BUFFALO DEAD – FURY, CHILDREN, FURY!  was commissioned and first 

produced by The Tank (Meghan Finn + Rosalind Grush, Co-Artistic Directors) as a part 

of The Fast and the Furious at The Tank in New York City on July 10, 2018. It was 

performed by Kev Berry. 
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Who 
Man our leader 
 
When 

Now 
 
Where 
America 
A dark theatre 
 
What It Looks Like 
A music stand 
 
He wears a black t-shirt and khaki shorts 
Shoes that have seen better days 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This play is for Sara 
 

-kb 
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* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   “There can be no keener revelation of a society’s soul than the way  
   in which is treats its children.” 
 
   Nelson Mandela 
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   Before the show 
   Quiet 
   Darkness 
 
   *** 
 
   Man there in the dark 
   And it is yes dark 
   Dark times dark lights  
   Jesus 
   This country 
   Jesus 
 
  MAN 
In a moment of desperation last night at the end of my shift 
I asked aloud on the street 
Quiet in the cool ten at night wind 
Walking to the subway after work I asked aloud on the street and to no one in particular 
Not that there was anyone around to ask in SoHo after the shops closed for the night 
I asked maybe to the sky to the universe to the God I’m not quite sure exists 
I asked 
Siri can you quantify how fucked we are 
 
Siri didn’t answer 
Siri didn’t answer me the whole way home 
Siri didn’t answer me during Queer Eye as I sipped my bourbon 
Siri didn’t answer me while I did my pushups before brushing my teeth before bed 
Siri didn’t answer me while I slept 
Siri answered me this morning with a CNN notification and a HuffPo notification  
Which only highlighted how yes how fucked how yes we are 
 
The children have escaped their trap 
The Thai soccer team 
For the past week it’s all we’ve talked about at work  
Wondering how they got in their 
Wondering if they explored any deeper into the cave to find a way out 
Wondering what the moment of panic felt like where they realized they were stuck 
Wondering if their eyes adjusted to the dark  
Wondering if they were able to find comfort in company 
Wondering if they’d make it out alive 
This last one was the big one yes 
Half of us in the office are Pollyannas 
Which means they’re not originally from New York so they don’t have a cynical bone 
Which means they knew just knew down deep in their heart of hearts they’d get escape 
The other half of us in the office the half with which I proudly identify are Assholes 
Which means we’re cynical pieces of shit without an ounce of hope to keep us afloat 
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Which means in the voids where our hearts should be beating with sympathy 
We knew they probably wouldn’t get out or that at least one of them would die 
And if not one of the kids then at least the coach who led them in there  
Without thinking to check the weather and ended up permanently fucking these kids up 
For the rest of their fucking lives if none of the kids die then at least give us the coach 
That fucker 
We Assholes knew in the black hole where our hearts beat that these kids would die 
And reality would give this not quite fiction I am performing in front of you a poetic end 
 
For the last week at work we’ve been driven crazy by this situation 
I’m gonna run to the bathroom but before I go does anyone have an update on the kids 
I’m gonna go on my break but before I go have the divers reached them yet 
I’m gonna clock out but can someone remind me how none of these kids can swim 
I’m gonna answer this e-mail but did you hear that Elon Musk is there now 
I’m gonna go make coffee in the kitchen but they’re taking the weakest kids out first 
I’m gonna go but how long of a swim is it underwater  
I’m gonna check messages one more time but how did they get the iPad there safely 
I’m gonna go but but but 
It’s all we’ve talked about 
These 12 trapped kids 
About how they all wanted khao pad grapow when they got out 
About how my manager said if he was in a cave for that long he would want a pizza 
About how he didn’t understand what your body goes through when it’s malnourished 
About how he also said that the Thai Navy doesn’t have good resources because 
I mean it’s Thailand how good can their Navy be  
About how he thinks Thailand is near Beijing  
About how we eventually realized he was confusing Thailand and Taiwan 
About how he doesn’t have a college degree and doesn’t really have a sensitive mind 
And this afternoon at a meeting when I brought up that they’d escaped the cave 
My Pollyanna and lowkey classist and racist by ignorance manager just looked at me  
And said Oh 
The excitement gone now that they’d gotten out 
 
For the last week at work while we’ve been focusing on these 12 trapped kids 
There remain thousands of kids trapped in Texas  
Or trapped wherever they’ve been moved 
And I don’t know what to do  
There doesn’t seem to be anything I can 
Do to help when I can’t afford a donation 
I struggle to make rent on time I just don’t plan 
I end up panicking praying for flotation 
But this is not about me no this time some how 
Who in God’s name would allow this to happen again and again tomorrow 
And tomorrow stuck for who knows how long in cages 
God it fucking enrages me  
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It fucking enrages me infuriates me that we rip these kids from their family  
And put them in cages and abuse them let their mothers have miscarriages from stress 
I don’t know if you saw that headline literally this morning but mothers are miscarrying 
The children they’re carrying across the border to birth into a better life 
And the ICE officers are ignoring these women and their unborn kids 
And the blood streaming down their legs as they scream and writhe in pain 
 
For the last week at work we’ve ignored this situation 
My manager the one who I mentioned before  
He told me it was too sad to talk about in the office 
And maybe it is maybe it fucking is maybe it is too fucking sad to talk about  
Kids being mistreated by government officials because of the racists running the country  
In the workplace 
My manager asked me not to talk about it in the office  
He played the Rum Tum Tugger on the first second and 10th anniversary 
National tours of Cats  
 
The kids in caves will be hailed as heroes  
Brave young men for getting stuck  
The kids in cages will be tried as criminals 
Illegal animals forever fucked 
 
It is wild to me fucking fucking wild  
That this soccer team the headline of the week  
Will live comfortably for the foreseeable future 
Or at least until the next group of miners or minors gets stuck in a cave 
And it is even more wild to me fuckinger fuckinger wild  
That these kids who should be the headline of the week are not  
And will live in discomfort and fear surrounded by strangers for that same foreseeable 
 
That’s how this all works isn’t it 
It’s the sensation of the week 
And the kids in Texas for a while were 
And this soccer team for a while will be 
And Clint Eastwood will make a movie about them starring them 
And then all of a sudden we’ve forgotten them 
Moved on to the next story  
Moved on to worrying about the new next NewNowNext story 
Moved on to the next viral video  
Moved on to the Supreme Court Justice 
 
The hardest thing these days might be finding a way to balance all of the anger 
Being angry and scared at all times is fucking exhausting 
I think about it in the shower  
Because that’s when I get the angriest  
Because it’s usually right after I’ve gotten out of bed 
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Which is usually right after I’ve checked my e-mail for the news and swiped away 
Notifications regarding a world being driven mad by its newest wannabe dictator 
How am I supposed to be angry about all of this all at once 
When every day provides new reason to ignore yesterday’s fury  
How am I supposed to get out of the shower 
Wipe the fog off the mirror 
Look myself in the eyes and honestly say myself that I’m doing enough 
 
It feels like they’re trying to Every Buffalo Dead us 
There’s this image going around 
An old photograph an old daguerreotype or something 
Of a man standing in front of an enormous pile of buffalo skulls 
Back in the day they would kill buffalo for the sake of killing buffalo 
The they in this situations being the Pioneers of the Old West 
Native Americans use every single bit of the buffalo body nothing is wasted 
The idea behind killing the buffalo was  
Every Buffalo Dead is Another Indian Gone 
It feels like they’re trying to Every Buffalo Dead us 
Spread our anger so far and so thin that we don’t have the resources 
To appropriately be angry at everything deserving of this new potent rage 
I do believe this rage we feel is a new type of rage not previously felt by those before us 
Every day is a dead buffalo  
Every day is another day wasted waffling 
Every day is another wondered aloud Why 
 
In a moment of desperation last night at the end of my shift 
I asked aloud on the street 
Quiet in the cool ten at night wind 
Walking to the subway after work 
 I asked aloud on the street  
And to no one in particular 
Am I doing enough 
Are we doing enough 
Are we completely fucked 
Siri are we completely fucked 
 
Well are we  
 
   The lights snap out 
 
   End of Play 
 


