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SPAGHETTIFIED was commissioned and first produced by The Jane Roe Players (Ben 
Firke, Artistic Director) as a part of their Altered State series, #1: Texas Plays at The 
Cobra Club in Bushwick on May 3, 2017.  
 
The Tank (Rosalind Grush + Meghan Finn, Co-Artistic Directors) then presented the 
play 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 May 4, 2017.  
 
Both presentations were performed by Kev Berry. 
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Who 
A man 
An abortion 
 
Both the man and the abortion are played by a single male performer 
 
Where 
Texas sorta  
A stage with a microphone 
 
When 
Yesterday 
 
What It Looks Like 
A stage 
There’s a music stand with the script 
And a microphone 
    
Notice 
Barrel through 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For those who don’t have a choice 
 

-kb 
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   “I notice that everyone who is for abortion is already born.” 
 
   Ronald Reagan 
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   *** 
 
   A vast indeterminate space 
   Texas sorta 
   A stage with a microphone 
   And Man is there 
   Takes us in for a second 
   And speaks 
 
  MAN 
[This play takes place in Texas 
The Orange Terror Cycle 
Part 5 
Spaghettified]1 
I had a dream I met an abortion last night 
We were in a vast indeterminate space 
Not unlike a theatre 
[Or some the back room of a biker bar deep in an outer borough] 
But with wind and dirt 
And heat 
A prairie 
A desert 
A theatre 
And the abortion was there in front of me 
About as far from me as you are 
Much bigger than you’d expect 
Not the size of an actual 
Abortion no 
That would be tiny 
Smaller than your than my fist 
A floating Tinkerbell of botched flesh and blood 
No this was larger 
Not the size of a fully grown adult either 
A Benjamin Button sculpted in obsolete afterbirth 
That would be macabre 
The abortion I met in my dream 
Was the size of a young cousin of mine 
About twelve or eleven 
Somewhere in the range of  
Being too old for Barbies  
And starting to roll their eyes 
But still too young to realize their mom’s an alcoholic 
The wind blew 

																																																								
1 Bracketed text was only performed at the Cobra Club on May 3, 2017, and should not 
be performed in future performances. 
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There in the vast space 
And the sun shone 
The sky the brightest blue 
And there in front of me 
Bloodied flesh stood sat kneeled  
Bloodied flesh bloodied there in front of me in this  
Dream I was having in the vast indeterminate space 
And the abortion looked at me 
Its barely formed eyes staring deep into my spirit 
And it raised its not yet there eyebrow 
A single glance as if to say 
 
   Into the mic now 
 
You guys fucked up didn’t you 
I blame you 
You were one of those people 
Who voted for his opponent 
But didn’t fight for shit 
Stuck a bumper sticker on your laptop 
Called it activism 
Bought a canvas tote 
Called it social change 
Hung a poster in your room and posted a pic online 
Captioned it Tomorrow’s America 
When all you were doing was fashion 
What is it now 
A trimester of the way in 
Three months 
One hundred days 
And what 
Do you need a laundry list 
A laundry list of his sins 
As recently as yesterday 
Two days ago  
It was deemed unnecessary to 
Let Girls Learn 
Which seems to be a distraction 
From the apparent honor he would feel 
To meet with North Korea’s evil head 
Which seems to be a distraction  
From the Civil War what’s up with that 
Which seems to be a distraction from 
From 
From  
The  
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Just the disrespect 
When you’re a star you can do anything 
My mother was not afforded the same opportunity as you 
The same education 
The same understanding of the way her insides worked 
And nor was her mother 
And her mother before her 
But the one thing they were all taught all the way down 
Was autonomy 
Look 
My family was backwater backwoods 
Not quite hillbillies 
Just a few IQ points away 
They read large font print books 
But their fathers and mothers knew know now 
All the way back 
That to exist as a woman  
In the here and now 
Across history 
Meant means is to be  
Constantly on the defense 
And so the women of our family 
Are in complete control of themselves 
My mom had a choice 
She made a choice 
And then I met you 
And here we are 
When you’re a star you can do anything 
They let you do anything  
Did you 
Did you do anything 
Are you doing anything to stop it 
Besides 
Posting funny clickables off the internet 
Satirizing the damn near reign of terror  
In which you’ve found yourself entombed 
The other day 
I was talking to another man 
In another dream 
And he argued back at me 
He hasn’t really done anything yet 
We are watching the American government at work 
His checks 
The Capitol’s balances 
It’s not so much that he’s done anything 
And he has 
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He has done far too much  
It’s that his braggadocio 
And his ego 
And his morning shits 
Where he opines his opinions 
From the safety of his BlackBerry  
And sends them across the universe 
Frat bros think they can do no wrong 
What’s the worst that’ll happen 
You’ll get six months 
And let off in three for good behavior 
All for twenty minutes of action 
He’s a frat bro 
His ego  
Causes us to live in fear 
Fear of being bombed by another country 
Because he threatened them via a fucking tweet 
Fear of being bombed in retaliation 
After a violent attempt at wiping out the enemy 
A promise he made on his campaign trail 
Fear of an uprising from within 
Maybe this one’s not a fear so much as a hope 
Fear of an uprising from within 
When those who supported him for so long  
And still do 
Wearing his hats and his sweatshirts 
As if the money is going to a better America 
And not directly into his own pocket 
I mean fuck 
Release the fucking tax returns 
Fear of an uprising from within 
When those who still remain on his team 
Realize they’ve been duped 
It seems like it shouldn’t take a genius to see what’s going on 
Apparently it does 
Apparently it requires an a level of intelligence that provides  
More than basic human function 
He is a terrorist 
The 45th President of the United States of America is a terrorist 
Terrorists don’t necessarily kill 
They cause us to live in fear 
In terror 
Worried of what will happen next 
Horrified that we could be blown up at any moment 
I have visions of growing up 
And going to a park on a river  
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Or walking down the boardwalk at the beach 
Someone looks up and says  
Wow look at that military helicopter 
And then the chopper drops a bomb right out of its bottom 
Which then torpedoes right for me 
The boardwalk is in smithereens 
As I run away from the epicenter of the blast  
A seemingly permanent ringing in my ears 
And then there’s a blast behind me and I gasp out of the day dream 
I didn’t have these visions until he swore on the Bible  
To not only serve himself 
But also to fuck up this country 
I won’t even have the chance to exist in this world 
With those sorts of fears for myself 
I fear these fears for others 
He is a terrorist 
And his weapon of choice is 
His ego 
His ego 
Has deemed climate change fiction 
Has killed children in the Middle East 
Has denied those same children entrance to this country 
Has erased civil rights in the face of religious freedom 
Has denied the Jews their history 
Has separated families 
Has golfed 
Has lied about his predecessor 
Has returned us to a world where polluted water is the norm 
Has refused to use his inside voice 
Has shut down art 
Has shut down feeding the elderly and infirm 
Has shut down children’s education 
And has somehow even managed to threaten Canada 
I mean Canada 
You know what 
I am glad that the man down that pitch black alley 
That the doctor in that hick clinic 
Stuck his fist where I grew 
And gave a firm yank 
That I was spaghettified 
As the not fully formed me not me 
Was vacuumed out into the void 
That is the world outside that warm womb room 
Because the world you complacently created 
Is not a world in which I’d idly grow 
You think you fucked it up for me 
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But you really fucked it up for you 
Because you’re the ones who have to keep living in it 
While me and others like me 
Are untimely and unhealthily ripped 
Because  
Desperate times call for desperate measures  
When a room of old men  
Decide the gorgeous vessel within which I began 
Is not greater or equal but lesser than 
You guys fucked it up 
You guys fucked it up 
 
   Off mic 
 
All that the abortion said 
In a single glance 
All that  
The abortion made another face 
As if to say 
And one more thing 
An inhale to fill its tiny lungs 
To continue berating me 
But as happens in dreams 
They end 
And I jolted awake 
The blare of my clock radio 
Filling my headspace with the morning’s gossip 
[Who wore what to the Met Gala 
Somehow more talk about Ellen coming out twenty years ago 
Concern over the results of last night’s Dancing with the Stars] 
But I couldn’t shake as I stretched and yawned 
That something would need to change 
I showered and dressed 
Grabbed my coffee and my keys 
My phone 
I locked the door behind me 
And went to work 
 
   The lights snap out 
   Silence 
 
   End of Play 


