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COMANCHE CAFE was first produced professionally
by Wynn Handman and Julia Miles at the American
Place Theatre in November, 1976; under the direction
of Barnet Kellman; with the following cast:

RONNIE ....vovvvninnnnnnn, Jane Galloway
MATTIE ................ Sasha von Scherler
Set design by Henry Millman; lighting design by

Eddie Greenberg; costumes by Carol Oditz; production
stage manager, Richard S. Viola.






Comanche Cafe

A near-empty stage. RONNIE, an attractive girl in her
mid-twenties, stands C.s. staring out. There are two
chairs D.L. MATTIE. an overweight woman in her forties,
sits in one of them. There is a bucker of potatoes beside
the chairs. During the play, both women peel potatoes.
MATTIE sometimes reads the paper.

Behind them is a bright expanse of sky and a distant
line of telephone poles. u.s. of them and right are many
small plaster statues like those seen for sale in front of
gas stations and cafes on country roads—dogs, rabbits,
ducks, and Dutchboys. The set represents the
Comanche Cafe, a roadside diner somewhere in
Southern Oklahoma in the late Nineteen-Thirties.
Gospel music is heard on a radio, fading out as the
lights come up.

RonnIE. 1 don’t see why we've got to work on
Sunday.

MarTiE. Why not?

RonNIE. I’d rather not spend my Sundays peeling
potatoes out in back of the Comanche Cafe.

Martie. I like working on Sundays. It’s not much
good for anything else.

RONNIE. You got a lot of customers here. We never had so
many at the Selpa Diner. But you're on the main highway.
Seems like the whole country’s on the move. Everybody’s
leaving Oklahoma. It’s this wind. Sometimes I think it’s
going to blow the whole town away. (Pause.) What else do |
have to do?

Martie. Fold napkins, wash tablecloths, and mop
the floors.

RonNIE. And we always have to peel potatoes?

MatTiE. On days when the cook’s too busy.
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RonnIE. We never had to at the Selpa Diner.

MatTiE. This isn’t the Selpa Diner. It’s a small
operation. Everybody’s got to pitch in.

Ronnie. How long have you worked here?

MartTiE. Fourteen years.

RonnIE. Fourteen years. That’s a lot of spuds.

MartTiE. It’s your first day on the job. You’ll learn
to like 1t. You get to meet all sorts of people here.

RonniE. Like who?

Marrie. In the morning you get the truckdriving
boys. They’re my favorites. They come in here with
their arms sunburned and they like their coffee and
pie. In the afternoons you get the salesmen. You'll
know them by their two-toned shoes and celluloid
collars and dirty jokes. And in the evenings you get
the farmers. They’re mostly worn-out men wearing
overalls. They order coffee and their meal’s a tooth-
pick. (She reads the paper.)

RonnNie. . . . Wonder what’s going to happen to me
here. Maybe I'll meet a man. Those truckdriving boys
sounded nice. (MATTIE laughs) What?

MATTIE Says here some woman in Tulsa took a snapshot
of God with a Kodak Brownie.

Ronnie. | don't believe in God. Ghosts, that’s what 1
believe in. Things are going on underneath all this, Mattie,
unbelievable things.

MATTIE. Bull.

RoNNIE. What’s more, 1 can foretell the future. Premo-
nitions they’re called. I always know if the water’s going to
boil or when the sun’s about to come out from behind a
cloud. And the other day | knew THE SHADOW was
going to be on before I ever touched the radio. No, [ don’t
believe there’s a God. But somebody told me once God was
a fat woman. She lives in a trailer down in Florida with her
cats and watches the sun go down. ...

MarTie. (Alertly.) What are you getting at?
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Ro~niE. Nothing. It’s just something somebody told
me once, that’s all. You ever want to travel, Mattie?

MarTie. What for? Everyplace is the same.

RonNIE. Every one of these cafes is the same. The
stools, the counter. Those old cakes on the counter
under those glass domes. If I can only get out of here—then
anything’s possible. Maybe I'll go to California and break
into movies.

Martie. Fat chance.

RoxnNIE. Lots of people have told me I could make
my living on my looks. How am I going to know
they’re wrong if I don't try?

Martie. There’s nothing out there. No matter where
you go, you always find out nothing looks like the
posteard. You go to Hourglass Lake, but the postcard
doesn’t show you how gray the water is, or how dirty
the sand. The postcard leaves too much out.

RonnNIE. Not if you’re in love. Then you don’t
notice the dirt. You ever been in love, Mattie?

MartTie. Nope, I've been a waitress for fourteen
years.

RonnIE. I've got to fall in love. Catch a man who'll
take me out of here so I don’t have to work.

MatTie I'll stay here at the Comanche Cafe. Without
work, everyday’s a day off—and everybody knows Sun-
day’s the worst day of the week.

RoxniE. I feel sorry for you, Mattie. You're going to
let life pass you by. There’s lots of men coming in here
every day. I don’t know why you haven’t caught

one. 'Course . . . I guess somebody like you isn’t
interested.

Martie. Why not?

Ronnie. Well . . . you don’t look like you would
be.

MarTiE. Let your hair down.
Ro~nNIE. Don’t worry, it’s not too late to the find the right
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man.

MatTiE. I'm not looking.

RonniIE. 1 understand. And in a way I envy you—
you've never been in love, but you’ve never known the
pain of losing someone. But anything’s possible.
(Pause.) Even for a fat woman.

MATTIE. So. You don’t think a woman like me can
get a man? I had a man come in here once who asked
me to run away with him.

RonnNiIE. I thought you’d never been in love.

MatTie. This wasn’t love. It was something else. He
came in here one Spring, a sort of pasty-faced boy
wearing a black hat. I'm so big I make most men feel
like Charlie Chaplin. He looked like him, but he
wasn’t afraid of me. He had a Kodak Brownie, too, and
all the time he was ecating he kept looking at me with
these sad, dark eyes. I said, you must like our cooking,
and he wanted to know if he could take my picture
because he said 1 had a beautiful smile.

RonNIE. So?

MartTie. So I let him. They developed it at the drug-
store and he brought it back the next day and showed
it to me. Right then he said he wanted me to go away
with him. He was short, but he had a way with words.

RonniE. T told you: anything’s possible.

Martie. I pinned up a note in the kitchen that
night and we left first thing in the morning. I thought
it was what I'd wanted to hear a man ask me almost
my whole life. If he’d said let’s go to a tourist court and back
I would have laughed; but when someone asks you to go all
the way to God knows where—well, who wouldn't go,
that’s the question. But in the end...[ came back to the
Comanche Cafe.

RonNIE. . . . Why?

Martie. You'’re young. You wouldn’t understand.

RoxnNIE. (Hotly.) I’'m not so young I don’t under-
stand a lot!
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Martie. You never had a man, did you? (Pause.)
Not yet.

RonnNiE. No. I never had a man yet; not in bed, if
that’s what you mean. There have been boys, some-
times. But I always lost my nerve. Or they did. I
guess you have. . (MATTIE nods.)

MarTIE. You don’t, know everything yet.

RonNNIE. I know chances shouldn’t be wasted. And
when I find the man I want, I'll go after him and I’ll
do it right. You lost him, didn’t you? This boy with
the Kodak?

MaTTIE. Yes. I lost him.

RonNIE. You did something wrong. I wouldn't have
lost him—not if I really wanted him. Maybe I've
never had a man, but I already know a lot about them.

Martie. How?

RonNIE. From the movies.

Martie. Movies aren’t like real life.

RonNIE. Sure, they're not real, bus men go for them,
too, so what’s the difference. Oh, but Mattie—Mattie—
tell me. What’s it like? Don’t tell me how you lost
him. But I've got to know what it’s like to have a
man, it's such a mystery to me. Is it beautiful?
(Pause.)

Martie. 'Course it's beautiful. (She tells the story
slowly, mysteriously.) When we started driving that
morning I thought, now I'm going to see all the things
I've heard about. I never thought it could happen to
me. I didn’t know where we were going, but 1 didn't
care. That first night we stopped at a tourist court
down in Texas. I remember everything about it—how
he hung his pants on the back of a chair to save the
crease. How the walls were thin as pasteboard. He put
his watch on the dresser and his hair was combed with
water. He came toward me and touched my shoulder.
I was shaking and trying not to show it. . . And then, after-
wards, we lay together. He smoked and told me the story of



10 COMANCHE CAFE

his whole life, and I could just see his face in the matchlight.
Through the window there were a few stars scattered in the
sky, like thumbtacks, and I remember that night there was a
new moon and it looked like a piece of broken saucer. . .
‘Course it’s beautiful. (Pause.)

Ro~xNiE. Sometimes I think I can’t wait until it
happens to me. Sometimes I think I’ll throw myself
at the next man who walks into this cafe.

Marrie. When we got up the next morning, he took
my picture standing in front of the car. I've still got
it. But then we drove down te Fort Worth, and the
romance began to fade. T began to wonder what I was
doing there, and if there wasn’t more to it than this—
just being on the loose. Being free. In the end I bought
a bus ticket and came back to work. I got here on a
Monday morning.

Roxnie. But . . . why?

Marrie. I found out I'm not made for love—I'm
made for work.

Rox~IE. Well, I'm not.

Matrie. Look at me. (Pause.) You're looking for
something. You think now it’s a man. But it’s some-
thing inside you—your ghosts. You're still young. But
one day everything’s happened. Then the night’s no
different from the day.

RONNIE. You could still find the right one. But anything’s
possible.

Martrtie. Even for a fat woman? Sure—I could
always go to New York and become an opera singer.
Wear pearls around my neck.

RonnNIE. But every woman needs a man. It’s some-
thing no woman can live good without.

MartTie. This woman can.

RonnNie. You've got to get out of here, Mattie!

Martie. Don't feel sorry for me! (Pause.) That's
how I felt about him. He was always smiling so serious
and saying it could go on forever. I was always wear-
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ing my best clothes, my scratchy gabardines. I couldn’t
get comfortable. I kept trying to smile back but I was
holding my breath like I was about to hear a sermon.
Sometimes 1 looked at my picture to remind myself
how happy I was. There I stood, holding my new purse
and smiling. Everything was covered with dew and
the sunlight was shining down through the boughs of
the trees so you could see it like pencils on the air,
shining pencils, Oh, it looked nice—-in the picture. But
I knew I couldn’t go smiling through the rest of my
life with a nice little Charlie Chaplin. Now—I got a
bed, and a sink, and a chair, and a window. What
more do I need? Everyplace is the same.

Roxnie. No.

MartTIiE. And so is everybody.

Ronnie. T'll never be like vou. (Pause.) There’s a
whole mysterious country out there, Mattie, and I'm
going to see it all. As soon as I can, I'm leaving. I'm
going to see Chicago and New York—the big cities up
North where everybody stays up all night long drink-
ing black coffee. Lifc’s more serious up there. I've
heard those all-night programs where people phone
in and talk about their problems. They’ve got a lot of
serious problems up there, that’s all I've got to say. I
want to sece Grand Central Station, the crossroads of
America, and the tallest buildings in the world. Sky-
writing floating on the clouds above the buildings all
day long. See Tin Pan Alley and Times Square and
newsboys everywhere you look and gangsters and
baseball players. People talk in newspaper headlines.
Everyplace is going out of business, and everybody
can be bought. Or I might go to California, where the
sun’s always hot and you can see the movie stars walk
into the drugstore and buy aspirin just like normal
people. I might go there—I might—there’s orange
groves and private eyes, and they say it never rains.
Or 1 might go down South, where people burn crosses
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on the lawns, and hide their idiot sons in the attic.
To Florida, where the hotels look like big white wedd-
ing cakes, and millionaires drive down the boulevards
with the top down, smoking cigars. Moonlight and
palm trees and waterspouts! Things I never saw before!
Or I might even go to Georgia, where nobody ever goes.
To the mountains, where it’s always raining cats and
dogs, and the hillbillies play their fiddles and drink
moonshine. They marry down there when they’re eleven
years old. You don’t know what you might do down
there! The rain pours down and there’s a house I
heard about where there’s no more law of gravity and
water runs uphill. Wonderful things! Wonderful things
all over America! And I’'m going to see them all. Just
let me be anyplace but here—in Oklahoma. (Opera has
been heard as she speaks, rising in volume. As she finishes,
it reaches a finale. The stage darkens.)



PROPERTY PLOT

2 bentwood chairs

Several small plaster statues like those seen for sale in f
of gas stations and cafes on country roads—dogs, rab
ducks, and Dutchboys

several potatoes

galvanized tin bucket

paring knife

newspaper

COSTUME PLOT

MaTTIE

gray Thirties waitress’ outfit
black shoes
seamed hose

RoNNIE

gray Thirties waitress’ outfit
black shoes
seamed hose
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Domino Courts
By William Hauptman






DOMINO COURTS was originally performed by the
Second Company of the Williamstown Theatre Fes-
tival in August, 1975: produced by Nikos Psachar-
poulos; under the direction of Barnet Kellman; with
the following cast:

FLOYD .. vvieniinennennnnns Jay Sanders
RONNIE .....ovvvnnvnnnnnn, Linda Varvel
ROY ..iviiiii it Josh Clark
FLo ........coiiiivninnn, Diane Patterson

DOMINO COURTS was first produced professionally
by Wynn Handman and Julia Miles at the American
Place Theatre in New York in December, 1975; under
the direction of Barnet Kellman; with the following
cast:

Frovp ............ciiiiiiina.. Guy Boyd
RONNIE .............. Mary-Elaine Monti
Roy ........ooiiiiiiin, Conard Fowkes
FLo.....cooiiiiiiiiii i, Regina Baff

This production was based on the original set and
lighting designs by Rich Eisbrouch; costume designs
by Carol Oditz; Production Stage Manager, Andrea
Naier.



DOMINO COURTS was subsequently produced by
Wynn Handman and Julia Miles at the American
Place Theatre in November, 1976; under the direction
of Barnet Kellman; with the following cast:

Frovp .........cooviivvnnnnn. Guy Boyd
RONNIE .........cocuuunns, Jane Galloway
Roy ........coviiiiiitt. Conard Fowkes
Fro.......... i, Regina Baff

Set design by Henry Millman; lighting design by
Eddie Greenberg; costumes by Carol Oditz; production
stage manager, Richard S. Viola.

PLACE: a tourist court in Southern Oklahoma
TiME: an afternoon in August, 1939
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SET DESCRIPTION

Bowl, 1939. A hot yellow room without realistic detail.
On the backwall are a window and a screendoor; but
the window has no glass and the screendoor no mesh.
Through them can be seen the black horizon of a bare
backstage. On the wall is a green fish on a brown
plaque. Most of the rest is painted on.

The interior o&a tourist cabin in the Oklahoma Dust

There is bed p. s. L. There is a vanity table b. s. Rr.
There is a starding lamp by the vanity and a standing
coatrack by the door. u. c. is an enclosed kitchen with
a pass-through and a row of shelves opening onto the
room. In the kitchen is an opening to another, unseen
room. There is a folded cardtable and four folding
chairs, one by the vanity, two on either side of the
pass-through, and one sitting on the rug in the center
of the room. In the foreground, on end tables, are two
black china cats.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

DOMINQO COURTS was inspired by several things:
by the prose of Edward Anderson’s Thieves Like Us,
a forgotten Depression novel that’s had two movie
versions; by a reunion with some of my oldest friends
in a cabin outside of Uvalde, Texas, in 1971; and by
a shoebox of old photographs my parents kept in the
closet, where I found unfocused sepia-tone snapshots
of them standing in front of a car in Tulsa, Oklahoma,
in 1939—a brown decade with soft outlines, a time
before I was born. It does not take place in the real
Oklahoma, nor is it about the real Depression. My
hometown is only ten miles south of the Oklahoma
border, and as a child in the early Fifties I can re-
member dust storms that blew so thickly they had to
turn on the streetlights at noon. DOMINO COURTS
takes place in my imagination; and Oklahoma, because
of its physical relation to my hometown, has always
been a dusty landscape without realistic detail hang-
ing somewhere above my head.
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