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IN LIKE A LAMB OUT LIKE A LION was commissioned and first produced by The Tank 
(Rosalind Grush + Rania Jumaily, Co-Artistic Directors) as a part of their performance 
series The Fast and the Furious: Rapid Responses to Current Events at The Tank in 
New York City, on March 12, 2017. It was performed by Kev Berry. 
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Who 
A man 
 
Where 
A hazy space 
 
When 
Tomorrow 
 
What It Looks Like 
A stage 
He’s in jeans and a t-shirt 
There’s some red light barely there 
Otherwise a dark stage 
There’s a music stand with the script 
    
Notice 
Barrel through 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Antarctica 
 

-kb 
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   “Failure is simply the opportunity to begin again, this time more  
   intelligently. 
 
   -Henry Ford 
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   *** 
   
   It’s dark   
   Parta night where the sky looks rusty 
   Bleed up from the streetlights 
   Or the nuclear reactor down the way 
   Parta night where it looked liked this during the day 
   You’d be worried a tornado was coming 
   Sepia almost 
   Not quite 
 
   And there’s Man 
   We can barely make him out 
   Through the haze the fog the smog the night 
 
   Wind or maybe silence 
 
   He speaks 
 
  MAN 
We always run into each other 
Strangest places don’t we 
We do 
And each time we’ve met 
You learned a little more about me 
About my fears 
And anxieties 
Yes ladies and gentlemen 
This play assumes prior knowledge 
But if you haven’t met me 
I’m just a Man  
And that’s all you need to know 
And I swore  
I swore I swore I swore 
I would keep telling these plays 
Until the day I didn’t have to 
And we all know what that day is 
I hope we do 
At least 
I didn’t think I’d have to keep being 
Vulnerable  
With you 
For this long 
I can’t  
Believe 
That this Cycle 
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Persists 
And here we are 
You probably can’t tell 
Through the fog  
The haze 
The smog 
The dark 
That we’re out in the country 
Not the country like The Hamptons 
Or northern Westchester 
But real country 
Prairie typa country 
Typa country where I’d realistically not  
Feel safe 
Walking down the country road  
The dirt road 
This time of night 
Do they still have dirt roads 
Are dirt roads still a thing 
Out in Bumblefuck 
But 
This is a play 
And so here I am 
Out in Bumblefuck 
Out on this dirt road 
In a t shirt and jeans 
At the end of winter’s stretch 
Comfortable 
Comfortable in a t shirt and jeans 
At the end of winter 
The last time I performed one of these plays 
Not dissimilar to the one you’re watching now 
I sent the script to my father 
Who told me 
My writing in this project 
Isn’t exactly subtle 
Comfortable in a t shirt and jeans 
At the end of winter 
Everyone is so lackadaisical about this weather 
It’s so nice 
It’s so gorgeous out 
Shorts in February 
I’ll take it 
Are you fucking kidding me 
Are you fucking kidding me 
The world is dying 
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Animals are dying 
I read some clickbait the other day 
That suggested we are teetering wildly 
On the brink of the next mass extinction 
And it’s not a will they won’t they situation 
It’s a they will situation 
They will go extinct 
Three out four species 
I’m 
I’m sorry 
I  
You guys are woke or whatever 
I’ve just been 
Thinking a lot about this 
That’s why I’m out here 
On this walk 
In the middle of the country 
Normally this time a year it’s  
Different 
The wind effortlessly whipping the snow across the flat plain 
The air so cold 
The snow snaps underfoot 
I’d like to tell you a story 
There was once 
A God 
He wasn’t one of your regular gods 
Wasn’t one of the regular gods  
The spiritual here among us believe in 
There was a God 
And the God created a planet 
And it was lovely 
And it was designed to ebb and flow 
And that was what made it perfect 
Its fleeting moments of perfection  
Were balanced out by  
Fleeting moments of total and complete lack thereof 
With the spaces in between 
Filled in 
By the mortar of imperfection 
The god slowly started to  
Populate the planet with 
Creatures not unlike birds 
Creatures not unlike fish 
Creatures not unlike humans 
And they were all incredibly beautiful 
And they were all incredibly perfect 
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And the planet this God had created 
Began to thrive 
And the God was happy 
And then somewhere down the line 
One of the birdlike creatures became jealous 
Of another birdlike creature’s plumes 
One of the lizards saw a set of scales he wanted 
Instead of his own 
Jealousy fueled the planet 
And suddenly 
There was a race 
To see who could sport the biggest plumes 
The most beautiful set of scales 
The biggest house 
The God looked at the planet 
From his perch 
Wherever Gods sit 
And he looked at the other Gods 
And asked them what he should do 
One of the other Gods suggested he simply  
Snap his fingers to fix the problems 
He was after all 
A God 
The first God said no 
He wanted them to learn a lesson 
Another God suggested he get rid of the bad eggs  
Down on the planet’s surface 
God said no 
That was equivalent to the first  
In that no one learns except the dead 
A fourth God suggested 
The reverse 
Teach the bad eggs their lesson  
By removing all but the bad eggs 
Leaving them alone 
To confront their misdoings 
A final God  
The youngest of the Gods 
A little girl 
If we had to portray her in acrylic 
She would be painted as a little girl 
She looked up at the other Gods 
And said 
Instead of simply destroying them 
To teach them a lesson 
She said 
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Why don’t you give them the tools 
To destroy themselves 
And so the God gave them  
The tools they needed  
To destroy themselves 
And so 
They did 
But not with bombs and guns 
But by allowing themselves  
To suffocate themselves 
To slowly let the planet’s sky  
Turn red in the haze of the night 
As moonlight filters and refracts  
Through an atmosphere 
Poisoned by their narcissism 
And the good among them 
Fought those spewing shit to the sky 
As they always had 
And those spewing shit to the sky 
Looked at one another 
Shrugged their shoulders 
And said 
It’s not all my fault 
But before falling asleep at night would wonder 
Is it 
And the space in between 
Filled in by the mortar of ambivalence 
Whispered to themselves 
Someone else will make the change  
That’s inconvenient for me to make right now 
Someone else will walk 30 blocks to work every day 
Just to decrease the own carbon footprint by just that much 
Someone else will use a reusable water bottle 
Someone else will 
Someone else will 
Someone else will 
Someone else will 
And then when it was time 
And the God felt merciful 
He snapped out the lights 
The only time I am ever sure there is a God 
Is times like this 
Late at night 
Walking home from wherever 
In college it was walking home from 
The Stables 
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A party house about two miles from campus 
The road to which ran alongside railroad tracks 
Deep in the North Country Woods of upstate New York 
I never explored these woods until it was my senior year 
And there was no time left 
To see the silent beautiful woods for what they were 
A respite from 
Everything 
Nowadways 
Sometimes 
To find God and to find Hope 
I walk 
As far uptown as my legs can muster 
Starting at work  
In the Financial District 
And by the time I get to the mid50s along the river 
My legs are giving out 
But I keep going 
Eyes aimed at the sky 
And then 
When I get somewhere between the 70s and the 90s 
I turn around 
Exhausted 
And walk back down 
To Penn Station to go home 
Usually around the Intrepid  
Is where I turn off 
Wander onto one of the piers 
And try to find the stars 
Try to find the Gods peering down at me 
I don’t see them 
I wonder if they are upstairs 
Playing poker 
Watching reruns of classic comedies in syndication 
Playing baseball 
Do the Gods pass time via American pastimes 
And sometimes 
On days like today 
Walking down this bumblefuck road 
In jeans and a t shirt  
Comfortable 
In the middle of winter 
As the world around me  
Slowly destroys itself  
By the hand of Man 
In jeans and a t shirt 
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Embracing the warmth  
As if we’re not going to die any minute 
On days like today down this bumblefuck road 
And I look up  
Through the red haze  
Hoping for eye contact 
Hoping for validation 
Hoping for a pat on the back 
Hoping that poof it’ll all be okay 
Hoping that 
But no 
I get down on my knees and pray 
I say 
We get it 
I get it 
We’ve fucked up 
This thing that was perfectly imperfect 
We fucked it up 
So please 
Just snap the lights out 
 
   He looks up 
 
   A long silence 
   A long silence 
   A long silence 
 
   Darkness 
 
   End of Play 
 
 
 
 
    
 


