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! I don’t know what sort of audience would want to watch Clybourne Park. I don’t 

know what sort of turbulent mind would understand this, let alone pay $15 for it. 

Clybourne Park is, in a word, a mess, a clunky, misshapen and grossly miscalculated 

play that is so shoddy and haphazard that Darren Aronofsky’s The Fountain makes 

more sense than this.  

! Set up as a prequel/sequel to the highly-revered Lorraine Hansberry play A 

Raisin In The Sun, Clybourne Park begins in a small house in 1959, where a couple is 

coping with the suicide of their 19-year old son and with the fact that a black family 

wants to move into their neighborhood. Fast forward to 2009, where the house is now a 

crumbling disarray of graffiti and vandalism. The original inhabitants are gone, but the 

roots are still there, as a white family now wants to move in to the house in a 

predominantly black neighborhood, discovering the suicide note of the son who killed 

himself 50 years ago. 

! Sounds like a strong setup for a compelling drama, I know, but it needs to fit in 

the context it was originally made for, otherwise it falls into complete shambles. The 

very first problem with this production is that we are given half of what we were 

supposed to be given: the performance I went to only showed the first act of the play. 

That means that we’re given the 1959 portion of the production and expected to read it 

like its the full thing, revelations and all. Since we’re only given half of a production, all 



we can give is half of a response. How would you feel if J.R.R. Tolkien went halfway 

through The Hobbit before deciding to cut it off? 

! How does the first act hold up at least? Terrible. At its best, it is a loud, obnoxious 

and overly dramatic homily preaching about guilt, segregation and post traumatic stress 

disorder. At its worst, it’s William Golding’s Lord Of The Flies. If it’s in the middle ground, 

it’s both. 

! There’s many problems that I find with the first act of Clybourne Park. Perhaps 

the biggest one is that without the second act to support it, there’s no clear theme or 

focus that it’s trying to attain. In the first half of the act, Russ (Gary Hoeffler) and his wife 

Bev (Catherine Babbit) are packing up to move out of their house, all while struggling to 

be happy with themselves and get over the suicide of their son Kenneth. If I went into 

this as a cold viewing, with no background information to support myself with, I would 

have said this movie was about couples struggling with the idea of guilt and grief. Only 

by reading the Playhouse pamphlet was I made aware that Clybourne Park was a 

commentary on race and society’s perception of such. The play didn’t support this 

theme until the topic of race was brought up more than halfway through the act. 

! The actors are fine, but not perfect. Characters interjected with bits of dialogue 

here or there, sometimes messing up their lines due to either late or early line delivery (I 

could hear Hoeffler slip up a few times with Babbit). Dialogue bits were even more 

monotonous, with conversations ranging from the origins of neapolitan ice cream to how 

you pronounce the names of Moscovians.  

! Perhaps the best performance of the show came from Meredith Alvarez, who 

played a deaf pregnant wife named Betsy. Alvarez was articulate as Besty, a 



performance so accurate in its portrayal of the audibly impaired that a few members of 

my audience questioned whether she was actually deaf or not. The part I find most 

genuine about her performance was how inoffensive she was about it. Alvarez didn’t 

seek out to satirize, exaggerate or even parody her performance as the deaf Betsy. 

There was a certain sweetness to her, a charming and calming bit of innocence that is 

trying to understand the world around her, even though she’s always surrounded in a 

cloud of confusion. Her performance definitely lent a more true perspective into the 

world of the deaf, and was without a doubt the highlight cast member of the night.  

! There was one other scene that truly struck me, and that was when actor Jacob 

De Hoyos came out for a flashback sequence of Kenneth, showing us a tragic scene of 

him writing his suicide letter only minutes before he killed himself. This was a great 

scene that peered a little deeper into the mind of a mentally disturbed man that lent a 

better perspective into him and his situation. Even then though, what does that offer the 

play as a whole? It lends no conversation on the topic of race, no statement to make 

about our society and the labels that we place on people. Without the second act, we’re 

left in a loop, a loop that the first act did a great job getting us into in the first place. To 

put it in the words of the production’s director Matthew Byron Cassi, “Nothing has 

changed.” Tell me about it. 


