
Reading #1        Crowd scene; feature for nerdy DENNIS. 

 

CHAD:  Hi Folks.  So where am I? 

A:  Never mind, where are you?  WHO are YOU? 

CHAD:  Ma'am, the name is Chad.  And I'm just a rovin' roustabout with a song in 

his soul and a love for the ladies.  (A woman faints.)  Happens a lot.  She'll be fine.  

Anyway, while I was rovin', my bike started makin' this jiggily-wiggily sound.  Not 

good.  I need a mechanic. 

JIM:  My daughter's a great mechanic. 

B:  Her name's Natalie. 

DENNIS:  (Madly in love)  Natalie..... 

CHAD:  Wow, a female mechanic. 

C:  (Yelling off)  Hey Natalie, some great-lookin' guy needs a mechanic! 

DENNIS:  Uh, excuse me, sir, my name's Dennis, hi, how are ya.  Anyway, you'd be 

doing me a big favor if you didn't spend a lot of time with Natalie. 

CHAD:  Why's that? 

NATALIE (entering):  What are you shoutin' about?  I was under a Chevy. 

CHAD:  Hi there, I'm Chad and I need you. (Pause.  Natalie is awe-struck.)  You see, 

my bike's makin' this jiggily-wiggily sound. 

D:  There's not a motorbike she can't fix! 

E:  Hey, you're wearin' blue suede shoes! 

F:  Nobody step on 'em! 

NATALIE:  Oh, Dennis, look at him!  Couldn't you die? 



DENNIS:  Not really.  And girls like you don't fall for guys like him.   

CHAD:  Hold on!  Is that a jukebox on the porch? 

G:  Roustabout, that old thing hasn't worked in years. 

CHAD:  A jukebox not workin'?  Folks, I've seen this before - broken-down jukes, 

broken-down people - (looks at somebody) - unsatisfied women.  Looks like I got 

here just in time. 

DENNIS:  Just in time for what? 

CHAD:  Time to make you people live a little.  Ain't like there's a law against it!  

DENNIS:  Actually, in this town, there is.  Our mayor, she recently passed the 

Mamie Eisenhower Decency Act. 

CHAD:  The what? 

H:  No public necking - 

J:  No tight pants - 

K:  No loud music! 

CHAD:  Well, I'm gonna have to do something about this. 

NATALIE:  Oh, Chad, you're the greatest! 

DENNIS:  (Suddenly feisty)  That's it!  Hey, Mister Roustabout, I got a bone to pick 

with you!  I think you're full of bunk!  That's right!  Bunk.  Mister song in your 

soul?  Ha!  Face it.  You're nothing but a big, good-lookin' juvenile delinquent!  

(Pause)  You're going to kill me now, aren't you? 

CHAD:  No, I'm just happy you're showin' signs of life.  Now listen up everybody!  

You see the spirit in this funny-looking little man?  Well, you all gotta get that 

same spirit!  No public necking?  Then what's the point of living? 

L:  I like to neck! 

 


