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ubURBAN Stories

subURBAN Stories

Minimal set. Approx-
imate running time: 80 minutes.

How well do you know your neighbors?
s , a piece of documentary theater, uncovers the se-
cret histories of six neighbors—three black, three white—who live
side by side in an idyllic, integrated suburb. The voices heard in this
play all come from people who escaped to suburban homes, each
bringing with him or her personal histories of anger, pride, violence
and hope. Keith, a buttoned-down black professional and amateur cy-
clist, survived two near-death experiences at the hands of racists. His
wife, Nancy, is a white free-spirited child of the ’60s whose first mar-
riage was to an abusive motorcycle gang member. Victoria is a black
woman who has achieved success as a marketing executive despite be-
ing raised in a St. Louis ghetto and enduring forced busing and who
flirted with a radical Back-to-Africa movement in the ’70s. Her teen-
age daughter, Latonya, struggles to find her own identity in a middle-
class school where kids glamorize the “thug” lifestyle. Patsy is a 70-
year-old white woman who romanticizes the good old days in New-
ark, before the city was burned in the race riots of the 60s. Steve, a
white artist raised in Manhattan’s housing projects, has exiled himself
to the suburbs after being alienated from the mainstream New York
art scene. He takes his belief in the superiority of “primitive” cultures
to a bizarre and surprising extreme. The intensely personal stories in

—based on interviews with real individuals and all
told in their own words—will surprise and shock audiences and leave
them wondering what secrets their own neighbors might have buried
in the past. May be performed as readers theatre.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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All Rights Re served
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ments on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri -
als:

“Sub UR BAN Stories was pre sented by the New York
In ter na tional Fringe Fes ti val, a pro duc tion of

The Pres ent Com pany.”

“Sub UR BAN Stories was de vel oped with the sup port of the
Com mu nity Co ali tion of South Or ange/Maplewood.”
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Sub UR BAN Stories was pro duced as part of the 2006
New York In ter na tional Fringe Fes ti val and was staged at
New York’s Cen ter for Ar chi tec ture in Au gust of 2006.
The pro duc tion was di rected by Tom Conklin, light ing and
set de sign were by Fred Kinney and Carrie Yacono. The
cast fea tured:

André Blake, Hunt Block, Ami Brabson,
Louisa Cabot, Lisa Riegel and Reilly Brooke Stith.
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CHAR AC TERS

KEITH. . . . . . a black pro fes sional, an am a teur cy clist, 40s

NANCY . . his wife, a white free-spir ited child of the ’60s,
in her 40s

VIC TO RIA . . . a black woman, a mar ket ing ex ec u tive, 50s

LATONYA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . her teen age daugh ter

PATSY . . . . . . . . . . . . . a 60- to 70-year-old white woman

STEVE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a white art ist, 50s
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PRO LOGUE

(Lights up on an empty stage. The ac tor play ing STEVE
co mes on stage car ry ing the stools to be used by the rest
of the cast. As he sets up the stools and un furls the set
dress ing, the ac tor ad dresses the au di ence.)

WHITE MALE. Wel come to the ’burbs. The sub urbs. It’s
the Amer i can ideal, don’t you know. A house. A lawn.
A two-car ga rage with an SUV and a bas ket ball hoop.
Good schools, Whole Foods. Safety and sta bil ity, all in a 
con trived com mu nity. Now, just for the re cord—the
word “sub urb” it self is a con triv ance, de rived from the
old French “suburbe.” Which means, lit er ally, “be neath
the city.” But y’know, I think that’s too judg men tal. I
mean, we’re not ar ro gant French snobs, are we? Our
sub urbs aren’t be neath the city. It’s more like they’re…
sub or di nate to the city. Yeah. Sub. Ur ban. If you think
about it, if you ex am ine the sit u a tion, then you see that a 
sub urb lies in re la tion to a city as the sub con scious re -
lates to the con scious mind. It’s an ephem eral place,
where mem o ries are bur ied.

(STEVE fin ishes set ting up the stage.)
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WHITE MALE. Now, about this play. It’s writ ten by a
white guy, and is based on in ter views the white guy con -
ducted along with a black woman. The char ac ters you
are about to meet are all real peo ple. You are go ing to
hear their life sto ries, told in their own words. The main
thing they were asked to talk about was their views on
race. Their ex pe ri ences with mem bers of the “other”
race. At the time they were in ter viewed, some eigh teen
months ago, they were all neigh bors, hap pily liv ing
within a few blocks of each other in a beau ti ful, idyl lic
lit tle sub ur ban town. (Beat.) Sub. Ur ban.

(Lights out.)

YOUNGER WHITE FE MALE. First move ment:
WHITE MALE. “This town.”

(Lights up on VIC TO RIA.)

VIC TO RIA. When we moved here? It was like we were
Ozzie and Har riet. When I first saw the vil lage—it was
beau ti ful. I knew up front that it was a di verse com mu -
nity be cause my realtor had told me that. When we
moved in our neigh bors be hind us baked us a cake. The
neigh bors across the street bought us a bot tle of cham -
pagne. We were the first peo ple of color on the block.
Such a warm re cep tion. (Qui etly em bar rassed.) It was
al most too much, you know.

(Lights up on PATSY.)
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PATSY (proud as can be). This town? This is how you
want it to be. Peo ple from other towns, they read about
it, like the arts, and the way Christ mas is set up, I mean, 
ev ery town does n’t have that. Yeah. I re ally love this
town. (Chuckles.) In fact, on my old street, they used to
call me the mayor. They used to say, “If you wanna
know any thing, just go to her. She’ll fill you in.” I
mean, I re ally love the town. (Sharing a se cret.) And it
re ally hurts me when I see things go ing on, if you know
what I mean. It just hurts me, to, you know, to see it,
like… (eyes VIC TO RIA, gives thumbs down, whis pers)
…go down.

(Lights up on KEITH.)

KEITH (no non sense). I pro vide so lu tions. Net working
hard ware so lu tions, for cor po rate cli ents—I don’t want
to men tion who they are, but they are usu ally fi nan cial
in sti tu tions. I was born and raised in Queens, New York. 
Liv ing here? Compared to liv ing in the city? (Thinks it
over.) It’s a to tally dif fer ent ex pe ri ence. It’s more…ru ral 
out here. It’s more up per-mid dle-class com pared to
where I was from. And…it’s green here. That’s why we
moved here. It’s just for space…just for space.

(Lights up on NANCY.)

NANCY (bub bly). When my hus band and I first came here, 
we had been look ing in Westchester for a house. We
never got the warm and fuzzies out of those neigh bor -
hoods. Up the Hud son line, up the Hud son River. And
when I stepped off the train here, I got a nice and warm
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and fuzzy feel ing. Right here. Right in this town. I did -
n’t want to come to Jer sey. My hus band had to force me 
to come to Jer sey. When I got here, and saw all the dif -
fer ent col ors of peo ple, just act ing nor mally—In di ans,
Asians, black, green, pur ple, white, ev ery thing—liv ing
to gether, and it was n’t a big deal, ev ery body just liv ing
to gether—it was…it was… (Big sigh and big smile.)
Nice.

(Lights up on LATONYA.)

LATONYA (sassy). Now it seems like, since the more mi -
nor i ties are com ing into the town, the more Cau ca sians
move out. I mean, just lookit the way the town’s set up!
On the one side is where you see more of the mi nor i ties. 
Then you go like, to the other side—big ger, nicer
houses. Gas street lamps. All these back yards. Tramp-
o-lines. And it’s just like our streets—since I live on the
other side—our streets are like, smaller. The houses are
smaller. Two-fam ily and all. But, like, now, you see
more Af ri can-Amer i cans mov ing into those nice places.
But it seems like, the more we move in, the more Cau -
ca sians move out. (Thinks it over for a beat.) To even
better places, prob a bly.

(Lights up on STEVE.)

STEVE (la conic). We moved here in ’94. We had a loft in
Tribeca, lived there for twenty years, right near Ca nal
Street. Which is no trees, no na ture—just truck ex haust
fumes, and at that point it re ally was n’t built up at all. I
liked it. I liked the des o la tion of it. We had a big, huge
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loft—but it only had win dows in the front. Our neigh -
bors who took the back half of the loft, they were both
dy ing of AIDS. All of their friends were dy ing of AIDS. 
That, with ev ery thing else go ing on there, made it feel
like it was time to get out. We looked at a bunch of
houses, and found this one that looked sort of beaten up
and lonely. And of course, it was to tally made out of as -
bes tos, my fa vor ite ma te rial… (Beat—de cides to share
some thing.) The real prob lem I have with our town? It’s
that you’ve got a lot of in cred i ble peo ple here. But
there’s noth ing in cred i ble about the town. It seems like
peo ple just stay in their houses and sort of…hide.

(Lights out.)

WHITE MALE. Sec ond move ment:
OLDER BLACK FE MALE. “Ev ery thing goes through

stages.”

(Lights up on NANCY, KEITH and PATSY.)

NANCY. I grew up in Ar i zona. Ar i zona was the melt ing
pot. “Melting pot,” as in, all kinds of white peo ple lived
there.

KEITH. I grew up in St. Al bans, Queens. It was pre dom i -
nantly black. I guess when I was very young it was
more in te grated. And as the older folks moved out, the
com mu nity changed, so it be came pre dom i nantly black.

PATSY. Like now, if you men tion that you lived in New -
ark, peo ple of to day, that don’t re ally know New ark,
they say— (Stage fright.) “Oooh! You come from New -
ark?”
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NANCY. Ar i zona was re ally Donna Reed coun try. You
know what I mean? It was “ig no rance-is-bliss” coun try.
Ev ery one has the same car, the same hairdo, ev ery -
body’s the same. No one is ex posed to any thing dif fer -
ent. Not mov ing—keep ing per fectly still—that’s the goal 
down there.

KEITH. In St. Al bans there are some very, very large
homes. Duke Ellington lived there. Louis Armstrong.
James Brown. Ar thur Prysock—my sis ter grew up with
his son.

PATSY. When I was a kid, we lived in a nice—it was a
reg u lar neigh bor hood-neigh bor hood. Ev ery body knew
ev ery body. We had the first TV in the neigh bor hood, in
our house. When they first come out, my fa ther and
mother saved all the Roo se velt dimes, and that’s how
they bought their first TV. And we were the only ones
in the en tire area to have one.

NANCY. To have the mall re ally close to your house.
That’s the goal down there. It’s kind of like Stepford
Wives coun try. It’s the dull est place I’ve ever been to.

KEITH. St. Al bans was a de cent neigh bor hood. But, you
know, there was the good side, there was the okay side,
and then there was the go ing-down hill side. We were
some where in the mid dle.

PATSY. We had gangs of peo ple over watch ing TV. Like
when my fa ther come in from work, he had to plow
through all the kids watch ing the Lone Ranger, and
Hopalong Cassidy and all. And of course, my broth ers,
they had their cow boy out fits on. They had their Roy
Rog ers hol sters, and guns, they had the hats, and as it’s
play ing on TV, they’re— (Firing six-shoot ers.) “Boom!
Boom! Boom!”
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KEITH. My mom still lives at the same house. I was talk -
ing to her to day, we were talk ing about how ev ery thing
goes through stages. Crime used to be worse there. Like
when I was in my mid-teens. This was the early ’70s.
The gangs were the big thing. It was kind of a weird
time, be cause…I could n’t go any where! My par ents
were like:

OLDER BLACK FE MALE. You’re not leav ing the street.
KEITH. “I’m four teen years old!”
OLDER BLACK FE MALE. You can’t leave!
KEITH. “Whaddya mean? I can’t leave the street?!”
NANCY. Now, I’m very sur prised at teen ag ers around

here. At how they talk. You go into stores, like Whole
Foods, which is an ex pen sive store, and I see the kids
work ing the check out are ac tu ally rude to the cus tom ers!

PATSY. When we were there, our school, it was very,
very, way ahead of its time. They had a bowl ing al ley.
They had a bar. A real bar! In the school!

NANCY. I would never act like that when I was grow ing
up! I was a good girl. I knew how to act. There’s some -
thing to be said for that. Here? Just to tal rude ness, with
ev ery other word be ing, you know… (Stage whis per.)
“Fuck.”

PATSY. I mean, that bar was n’t open to us. It was a Cath -
o lic school. Saint Columba! Get that straight.

KEITH. The whole thing is—the gangs, back then, they’d
try to re cruit you. I mean, they were so bold, they knew
where I lived, they’d knock on the door and say, “Keith
needs to come out, we need him to join our or ga ni za -
tion.”

PATSY. My brother, my brother that got killed, he worked
in the school’s bowl ing al ley. His fin gers were al ways
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banged up, ’cause the boys had to set the pins up. That
was a very good school. My other brother, he grad u ated
as pres i dent.

KEITH. The gangs were n’t sell ing drugs, or any thing. Back 
then, there were no guns. There were knives, but I never 
heard of any body get ting stabbed. It was mostly fist -
fights and just, you know, brag ging rights.

PATSY. Now, my fa ther—he got kicked out of that school, 
back when he went there. Be cause of mouth ing off.

NANCY. The dis re spect. That’s what I’m sur prised at. Just 
the to tal dis re spect. Like, go ing down town on a Fri day
night, go ing down the street and there’s a bunch of
kids—black, white, pur ple, green—and they’re in the
mid dle of the street! And in stinc tively, I don’t want to
drive around them. I want to drive through them. And
that’s pretty weird.

KEITH. The gangs now a days, what are they? The Crips
and Bloods. To them—it’s a way to make money.

PATSY. My brother grad u ated as pres i dent, which made
my fa ther very proud. He said:

WHITE MALE. I got kicked out. But my son? Grad u ated
as pres i dent.

NANCY. It’s not that I want to run over the kids. But I
don’t want to have to go out of my way to avoid them.

KEITH. There was no mak ing money back then. The gangs 
were n’t about money. It was just a power thing.

NANCY. It’s a power thing. It’s that teen age thing. I guess 
when I was grow ing up I was to tally a crazy teen ager,
too.

PATSY. My broth ers and me—the three of us went there.
Yeah. Saint Columba.
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NANCY. I wanted to party and stuff. But we were quiet
about it.

PATSY. We had our reg u lar cliques, we hung on the cor -
ner at night.

NANCY. We were n’t out in the streets!
PATSY. Saint Columba. It’s gone now. The church is still

there.
KEITH. Gangs back then—it was all just ter ri to rial…
NANCY. We’d go off to party in some body’s house. Se -

cretly…
KEITH. That was my per cep tion…
PATSY. I’d love to go see the old neigh bor hood, but…
NANCY. Hanging out in the streets was not cool.
KEITH. And I wanted no part of it.
PATSY. But I’m afraid.

(Lights out.)

BLACK MALE. Third move ment:
OLDER WHITE FE MALE. “A whole dif fer ent world.”

(Lights up on STEVE.)

STEVE. I was raised in a pro ject in Manhattan, in Hell’s
Kitchen, a low-in come pro ject. It was prob a bly eighty-
 five per cent black. There was no Lin coln Cen ter at that
time—it was all ten e ments. It was mostly black and
Puerto Ri can. And as you went fur ther to the south, it
was Hell’s Kitchen. Irish. Hard-nosed Irish work ing
class. My fa ther—he grew up in the Bronx. He was Jew -
ish, and worked in the post office. My mother was kind
of an Irish mix—she lived in the Bronx, too. No ed u ca -
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tion, or any thing. My fa ther spe cial ized in sleep ing. He’s 
the only per son ever got fired from the post of fice.

(Lights up on VIC TO RIA.)

VICTORIA. I grew up in St. Louis. From the time I was
born up until about fourth grade we lived in what would
be considered a ghetto area. Three-story walk-up in St.
Louis. My father drove a truck and my mom worked in
a factory. Then, when I was in fourth grade, my father
was working three jobs—one in the day, one at night,
and one on the weekends—to get enough money so that
we moved to an all-white area.

STEVE. When I was six years old, I’d be out of the house
at eight in the morn ing. There was no pa ren tal su per vi -
sion. It was a neigh bor hood of kids mak ing up their own 
games and mak ing up their own en vi ron ment. It was
much more in ven tive than what you find to day. You
know? We or ga nized our own base ball teams—it was
the kids from the front of the pro jects ver sus the kids
from the back. We went to an empty lot, we made it into 
a field. The al co holic that slept on the cor ner was the
um pire for that day. It was like…us ing the re sources of
each other to cre ate.

VIC TO RIA. At our new home—it was like a whole dif fer -
ent world. I had not seen man i cured lawns and trees—it
was just in cred i ble to me. We lived in a two-fam ily
house. We lived down stairs and the black fam ily that
owned the house lived up stairs, and we were the only
black fam i lies on the block. It was like a dream. It was
like be ing a “Lil Ras cal.” It re ally was! We put to gether
lit tle shows and sold lem on ade. Our neigh bors were very 
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ac cept ing. Neigh bor hoods usu ally are when there’s only
one or two black fam i lies. Be cause that’s no threat.

STEVE. In the pro jects you can find ev ery kind of kid.
You have kids that are art ists, you have kids that are
car pen ters. You have kids that’ll do just about any thing.
Like for in stance—we had three or four kids that would
climb high things. That was their thing. And there were
kids that swal low things. That was their show. Swal -
lowing money. ’Course there were neg a tive things, too.
One time they did tie me to a foun tain and left me there. 
You al ways get kids who get in cred i bly stu pid ideas.
But the ba sic feel ing I had was that it was very, kind
of…po etic. For in stance, there were these four guys that
used to be on the cor ner all the time. Al co holics, that
lived on the cor ner. My mother said not to talk to them.
But of course, they al ways stopped the kids on the
street. And they’d say—

BLACK MALE. You ever see a pussy?
STEVE. Stuff like that. Or—
OLDER BLACK FE MALE. You ever hear of Soc ra tes?
STEVE. Then they’d start ar gu ing with each other.
BLACK MALE. What’re you tell ing the kid about Soc ra -

tes?
OLDER BLACK FE MALE. What’re you tell ing him about 

pus sies?
STEVE. It’d start a big ar gu ment be tween them. And then,

there were the sto ries. The ru mors and the sto ries. For
ex am ple. There was a guy who had a hunch back.
(Hunches over.) His arm was all twisted up, like so…

BLACK MALE. You see that guy?
STEVE. “Yeah.” I was like, eight.
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