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July 23, 2014


Dear Applicant,

For over forty years, the Wallace Community College Fine Arts Department has impressed Wiregrass area patrons with professional quality productions. The College takes pride in the professionalism it brings to every aspect of each show. 

This year, the Wallace Fine Arts Department will open its 43rd season with the Broadway musical hit, Grease.  Please note this is a musical theatre production. Acting, singing and dancing will be required. This production on November 20-22, 2014 promises to attract one of our largest audiences. We will also be performing a high school matinee on Wednesday, November 19 at 9:30 a.m. 

Enclosed you will find detailed information concerning auditions. Auditions are scheduled for Wednesday, July 30 at 1:30 p.m. in Bencze Theatre. Please bring your script copy, the COMPLETED application form and professional attitude! The audition process will take approximately two minutes for each applicant. The process is listed as follows:
· Submit application form (is attached in packet)
· Perform the designated pages listed in this packet for your most desired role (each role is labeled)
· Sing one a capella song no more than one minute (can be from Grease, Broadway shows, musical theatre, etc.)

The directors may require readings for additional characters, if desired. Please take note that if you receive a part the show, you will be required to take a Theatre Workshop Course or Music Workshop courses. Both of these courses will serve as our rehearsal time on Tuesdays, Thursdays and five scheduled Fridays. Please do not register for these courses until the cast list is posted.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Thank you in advance for your participation in the Wallace Community College Theatre Department and your investment in the future of performing arts in the Wiregrass area! If you have any questions, please feel free to contact us at the emails listed above.


Sincerely,

Claudia Bryan, Savannah Granberry			
Directors


	
GREASE CHARACTER DESCRIPTIONS
Females

SANDY - Danny's love interest. Sweet, wholesome, natural, cute "Sandra Dee of the "Gidget" movies. Strong singer. Mix/belt voice to D.

RIZZO - Leader of the "Pink Ladies.” Tough, sarcastic and outspoken but vulnerable. With unconventional good looks. Strong singer. Mix/belt voice to C.

FRENCHY – A dreamer. Good natured and simple. Heavily made-up, fussy about her appearance – particularly her hair. Can't wait to finish high school so she can be beautician. Mix/belt voice to B.

MARTY – The "beauty" of the Pink Ladies. Pretty, looks older than the other girls, but betrays her real age when she opens her mouth. Tries to act sophisticated. Strong singer. Mix/belt to Db.

JAN – A compulsive girl. Loud, pushy with the girls, but shy with the boys. Strong singer. Mix/belt voice F to C#.

PATTY - A typical cheerleader of a middle class American public school. Attractive and athletic. Aggressive, sure of herself, given to bursts of disconcerting enthusiasm. Catty, but in an all American sort of way. Twirls a baton. Dancer.

CHA-CHA – A "blind date.” Made to look unattractive. Takes pride in being "the best dancer at St. Bernadette." Strong singer. Mix/belt voice low G to C.

MISS LYNCH - An old maid English teacher. (Sings Alma Matter)

Males
DANNY - The leader of the "Burger Palace Boys.” Well-built, nice looking, with an air of cool easy-going charm. Strong and confidant. Strong singer E flat to B.

KENICKIE - Second in command of the "Burger Palace Boys.” Tough looking, tattooed, surly, avoids any show of softness. Offbeat sense of humor. Strong singer Baritone A to F#.

DOODY - Youngest of the guys. Small, boyish, open, with a disarming smile and a hero-worshipping attitude toward the other guys. Plays the guitar. Strong tenor to A with additional falsetto.

ROGER – The "anything for-a-laugh" stocky type. Full of mischief, half-baked schemes and ideas. A clown who enjoys putting other people on. Strong singer. Tenor to A

SONNY – Italian-looking, with shiny black hair and dark oily skin. A braggart and wheeler-dealer who thinks he's a real lady-killer. Baritone G to C.

EUGENE – Class valedictorian. Physically awkward with weak eyes and high-pitched voice. An apple polisher, smug, and pompous but gullible. Dancer.

VINCE FONTAINE – Typical "teen audience" radio disc jockey.Slick, egotistical, fast-talking. A veteran "greaser." Non-singing role.

JOHNNY CASINO – A "greaser" student at Rydell who leads a rock and roll band and likes to think of himself as a real rock "n” roll idol. Baritone G to E

TEEN ANGEL – Good-looking falsetto voiced matinee idol type. Singer who would have caused girls to scream and riot back in 1958. Strong singer. Tenor E to high E.
Ensemble Members (will be placed by directors)

Wallace Community College
Grease Audition Form
BRING COMPLETED FORM TO AUDITION
PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT IN BLUE/BLACK INK

Role you are most interested in.___________________________________________________________
Name _______________________________________Date of Birth:_____________________Tshirt Size:___________
Address_____________________________________________________________________
Home Phone __________________________ Cell-Phone_____________________________
E-mail ________________________________Current GPA (required) _________ACT/SAT __________
High School Diploma:________________________________________________ Year:_________________________
College major:______________________________________________ Are you currently enrolled at WCC?__________
What other outside activities/clubs are you involved in at WCC or in community? _________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Are you involved in any other extra-curricular activities?_____________________________________________________
Will you be employed while attending Wallace?___________________________________________________________ 
List of theatre experience to include (acting, student directing, set design, technical experience). Please list year with activity.____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
List of musical experience to include (chorus, show choir, music lessons). Please list year with activity __________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
List of dancing/choreography experience to include (musicals, private lessons, dance team). Please list year with activity____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Honors/awards:_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Attach
 headshot here

Would you be willing to cut/dye your hair for given role?________________
Will you accept another role given by the directors?___________________
List any work/personal conflicts for the show dates, November 19-22, 2014:

____________________________________________________________

List any work/personal conflicts for rehearsals T/R 1:00-4:00.

____________________________________________________________
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40 GREASE Ac;g

Soxny. 1 thought she was one of the cafeteria ladies. (The
guys crack up.) 0'““"

CHA-CHA. (Standing near EUGENE.) Hey, did you come here to
dance or didn’t ya? ino

Eucenk. Of course, but I never learned how to do this dance.

Cra-Cia. Ahh, there’s nothing to it. I'm gonna teach “ball-
room” at the CYO. (She grabs EUGENE in dance position.) Now,
one-two-cha-cha-cha! Three-four-cha-cha-cha-very-good-cha-cha-
cha-keep-it-up-cha-cha-cha . . .

EuceNE. You certainly dance well.

CHA-CHA. Thanks, ya can hold me a little tighter. I won't bite
cha, (CHA-CHA grabs EUGENE in a bear-hug. Music ends, and
kids applaud.)

Jounny CasiNo. Thank you. This is Johnny Casino telling you
when you hear the tone it will be exactly one minute to “Hand-
Jive” Time! (Excited murmurs and scrambling for partners takes
place on the dance floor as the band's guitarist makes a “twang”
sound on his “E" string.)

EuceNE. (To CuA-CHA.) Excuse me, it was nice meeting you.

Ciia-Ca. Hey, wait a minute . . . don’tcha want my phone
number or somethin’?

EUGENE. (Over by Patty.) Patty, you promised to be my
partner for the dance contest, remember?

Patty. That’s right. 1 almost forgot. (Ske looks longingly to-
ward DANNY as EUGENE pulls her away.)

DanNy. (Walking over to Rizzo and KENICKIE.) Hey, Rizzo.
I’m ready to dance with you now.

Rizzo. Don't strain yourself . . . I'm dancin’ with Kenickie.
 en1cKIE. That's airight, Zuko, you can have my date. (He

) Hey, Charlene! Come 'ere.

A-CHA. (Walking over.) Yeah, whattaya want?

How’'dja like to dance this next one with Danny

. The big rod of the Burger Palace Boys? 1 didn’t
‘saw me here.
CHA-Ca a dismayed look.) 1 didn’t. (CHA-
md in ecstasy.)
 alligators, here it is. The big one . . . (Drum
ve Dance Contest. (The kids cheer.) Let’s
Mnxi'n:dup our own Miss Lynch. (The
in plays a few chords of Rydell
comes up to the mike.)
you, Clarence. (All the kids break up. 7
s “the finger.”) Whenever Ig‘u
.) Before we rd to
‘the Tropics.” 1 think we
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ACT I GREASE 49
DanNy. Yeah, T know . . . but . . . (Suddenly.) . . . Hey,
you ain’t goin’ with another guy, are ya? s
Sanpy. No. Why? anllv
DaNnNy. (Taking off his high school ring.) Err . . . oh,
. nothin’ . . . well, yeah . .. uh ... ahhh, (Has trouble#z

removing ring—runs ring through hair and it comes off.) 1 was
gonna ask ya’' to take my ring. (He holds out the ring.)

Sanpy. Oh, Danny . . . 1 don’t know what to say.

Danny, Well, don’tcha want it?

SanDy. (Smiles shyly.) Uh-huh. (DANNY puts ring on SANDY’S
finger. She kisses him lightly.) :

DanNy. I shoulda gave it to ya’ a long time ago. (They kiss.)
1 really like you, Sandy. (They kiss again. DANNY getting more
aggressive and passionate as the kiss goes on.)

Sanpy. Danny, take it easy! What are you trying to do?
(SANDY squirms away from him.)

DanNy. Whattsa’ matter?

Sanpy. Well, I mean . . . I thought we were just gonna—you

know-—be steadies.

Danny. Well, whattaya’ think goin’ steady is, anyway? (He
grabs her again.) C’'mon, Sandy!

SaNDY. Stop it! I've never seen you like this.

Daxny. Relax, will ya, nobody’s watchin’ us!

Sanpy. Danny, please, you're hurting me. (DANNY lets go and
SANDY breaks away.)

DannNy. Whattaya’ gettin’ so shook up about? I thought I
meant somethin’ to ya.

Sanpy. You do. But I'm still the same girl I was last summer.
Just because you give me your ring doesn’t mean we’re gonna go
all the way. (SANDY opens the car door, gets out.)

Danny. Hey, Sandy, wait a minute. (Sanpy slams car door on
DaNNY's hand.)

SANDY. I'm sorry, Danny . . .
DANNY. (In pain, falsetto voice.) It’s nothing!
~ Sanpy. Maybe we better just forget about it. (SaNpy gives
GNY kis ring back. When he refuses, she leaves it on car kood.

.) Hey, Sandy, wh ? Y %
I?MMud:ae:ch 3

Look, Sheila! The full moon is behind

out wugﬁl&)

oo § r™

PicColLLAGE
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SCENE 6

SCENE: SANI_W runs on with Pom Poms, dre:& in a green baggy
gym suit. She does a Rydell cheer.

SanpY. sanﬂ
Do a split, give a yell

Throw a fit for old Rydell

Way to go, green and brown

Turn the foe upside down. (Sanpy does awkward split. DANNY
enters.)

DanNy. Hiya, Sandy. (SANDY gives kim a look and turns her
head so that DANNY sees the Band-Aid on her ear.) Hey, what
happened to your ear?

Sanpy. Huh? (She covers her ear with her hand, answers
coldly.) Oh, nothing. Just an accident.

DanNy. Hey, look, uh, I hope you’re not bugged about that
first day at school. I mean, couldn’t ya tell I was glad to see ya?

Sanpy. Well, you could’ve been a little nicer to me in front of
your friends.

DanNNY. Are you kidding? Hey, you don’t know those guys.
They just see ya talkin’ to a chick and right away they think she
puts . . . well, you know what I mean.

SanDy. I’'m not sure. It looked to me like maybe you had a new
girl friend or something.

DANNY. Are you kiddin’! Listen, if it was up to me, I'd never
even look at any other chick but you. (Sanpy bluskes.) Hey, tell
ya what. We're throwin’ a party in the park tomorrow night for
Frenchy. She’s gonna quit school before she flunks again and go
to Beauty School. How’dja like to make it on down there with
me?

Sanpy. I'd really like to, but I'm not so sure those girls want
me around anymore.

Danny. Listen, Sandy. Nobody’s gonna start gettin’ salty with
ya when I'm around. Uh-uhh!

Sanpy. All right, Danny, as long as you’re with me. Let’s not
let anyone come between us again, okay?

PicColLAGE
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'A:‘"'\’{-mv':‘“};iiwm’ﬂ a drag. Hey, you wanna sit here?
chick, Hey .Mn:‘lmn c}?"’,(;n , and Frenchy's bringin’ that new
Drucker? : ¥ who'd ya get for

Mawty, Yeah, what a drag. He keeps m

JAn, For real” He never tried nothin’ with me!

Mant v, Huh, You want my coleslaw?

'!‘V?N‘ i Il see if 1 have room for it. (JAN takes coleslaw.)

Rl’:’;'vr""t‘y.hkizio. over here! (Rizzo enters carrying tray.)

220, Hey, hey, hey! Hey, where’s all the guys?

Jan. Those slobs. You think they'd spend a dime on their
Iunch? They're baggin’ it,

Rizz0. Pretty cheap. (Lights fade on the cafeteria, come up on
Roorr and Doovy sitting on the school steps.)

Doovy, Hey, Rump, I'll trade ya a sardine for a liver sausage.
: R‘:;'.r.ui. 1 nlin't eatin’ one of those things. You had ’em in your

ce box since last Easter,

I)n’nmr. Nah, this was a fresh can. My ma just opened it this
morning,

» Rocer, You mean your old lady dragged her carcass out of
ed for ya?

Dooby. Sure, She does it every year on the first day of school.

(KENICKIE enters.)

Kunickie, Hey, where ya’ at?

Rocenr, Hey, Kenickie. What’s happening?

Doovy. Hey, Kenickie, whatcha got in the bag? I’ll trade ya
half a sardine,

Kenickie, Get outta here with that dog food. I ain’t messin’ up
? stomach with none of that crap. (KENICKIE pull_s a-pack of
ostess Sno-Balls out of the bag and starts unwrapping it.)
‘Rookr, Hey, Knicks, where were ya all summer?
scxix, What are you, the F.B.I.?
senr, | was just askin’.

sx1e, 1 was workin’. Which is more than either of you

.

ds can say
xr, Workin'l Yeah? Where?
1z, Luggin’ boxes at Bargain City.

Nice job!
AK. , cramit! I’'m savin’ up to get me some wheels.
only reason 1 took the job.
‘You gettin’ a car, Kenick?
py. Hey, cooll What kind?

i don’t know what kind yet, moron. But I got a
1 out, “Greased Lightning”!
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8 GREASE E“genem 1
others. Looking over these familiar faces real¥” takes me back to

those wonderful bygone days. Days of working and playing to-
gether, days of cheering together for our athletic teams— Yay,
Ringtails!—and days of worrying together when examination time
rolled around. Perhaps some of those familiar faces of yesteryear
are absent this evening because they thought our beloved Miss
Lynch might have one of her famous English finals awaiting us.
(To Miss LyncH.) 1 was only joking. (70 Audience.) However,
the small portion of alumni I notice missing tonight are certainly
not missing from our fond memories of them . . . and I'm sure
they’d want us to know that they’re fully present and accounted
for in spirit, just the way we always remember them. (School bell
rings—*“Chuck Berry” guitar run is heard. The GREASERS are re-
vealed in positions of laziness, defiance, boredom and amusement.
They sing a parody of the Alma Mater as they take over the
stage.)

GREASERS.
I SAW A DEAD SKUNK ON THE HIGHWAY
AND I WAS GOIN’ CRAZY FROM THE SMELL
'CAUSE WHEN THE WIND WAS BLOWIN' MY WAY
IT SMELLED JUST LIKE THE HALLS OF OLD RYDELL
AND IF YA’ GOTTA USE THE TOILET
AND LATER ON YOU START TO SCRATCH LIKE HELL
TAKE OFF YOUR UNDERWEAR AND BOIL IT
'CAUSE YOU GOT MEMORIES OF OLD RYDELL,

IN, RYDELL, THIS PAIN, RYDELL
INE RYDELL GAVE ME?

: T
AN, RYDELL, HAD SEEN RYDELL
RN GREEN AND DISAPPEAR
RYDELL, DEAD DUCK, RYDELL
LL, RIGHT HERE!
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Kenickie,
ACT IT GREASE 47

Doopy. What time is it? y
SoNNY. (Looking at his watch.) Hey man, it’s almost five after

c'mon, let’s split.

KeNickie. Give 'em another ten minutes. mhell
happened to Rump?

SoNNY. Who cares about Dumbo. Who'da ever thought Zuko'd
punk out on us.

Kenickie. Nice rumble! A herd of Flaming Dukes against
you, me and Howdy Doody.

Doopy. Hey, I heard about this one time when the Dukes pulled
a sneak attack by drivin’ up in a stolen laundry truck. That
really musta been cool,

SoNNY. (Suddenly.) Hey, you guys, watch out for a cruisin’
laundry truck. (SoNNY and KENICKIE fense up looking around—
Dooby stares blankly. RoGER comes charging on in a Jrenzy, with
a car antenna in his hand and shouting.)

RocGEer. Okay, where the hell are they? Lemme at 'em! (Look-
ing around.) Hey. where's Zuko?

SonNy. Well, look who's here. Where you been, meat ball?

Rocer. Hey, bite the weenie, moron. My old man made me
help him paint the damned basement. I couldn't even find my
bullwhip. T had to bust off an aerial.

SonNY. Ha, whattaya expect to do with that thing?

KENICKIE. (Grabbing ROGER’s antenna and imitating a news-
caster.) This is Dennis James bringing you the play-by-play of
Championship Gangfighting!

ROGER. (Grabbing antenna back.) Hey, listen, I'll take this
over any of those tinker toys!
~ Kenickie. Oh, yeah? O.K., Rump, how ’bout if I hit ya over
the head with that thing and then I hit ya over the head with my
~ lead pipe and you can tell me which one hurts more—okay?
~ Rocer. Okay. C’'mon and get it! C’'mon, Kenickie! (He holds
wt the antenna. As KENICKIE reaches for it he lashes the air
' KENICKIE'S head and almost hits SONNY behind him.)
vY. Hey, watch it with that thing, Pimple Puss!

R. Hey, whatsa matter, LaTierri, afraid ya might get hurt

wv. Listen, Chicken Fat, you'e
und the neigh

 PicCoLLAGE
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20 GREASE

SanDY. Oh, that’s okay. I don’t mind.

glzzo. }éey, II’I:j téetlyou never had a drink before, ejther g.

ANDY. Sure I did. I had some ch lin’

.o me champagne at my cOyfin’siwes
Rizz0. Oh, Ring-a-ding-ding. (Hands her wine. SANDY sips wine

cautiously.) Hey, no! Ya gotta chug it. Like this! (R1zzo takes a

big s’lug from the bottle.) Otherwise you swallow air bubbles and
that’s what makes you throw up.

JAN. I never knew that.

Marty. Sure, Rudy from the Capri Lounge told me the same
thing. (SANDY takes a slug from the bottle and holds it in her
mouth trying to swallow it.)

Jan. Hey, Sandy, you ever wear earrings? I think they’d keep
your face from lookin’ so skinny.

MarTy. Hey! Yeah! I got some big round ones made out of
real mink. They’d look great on you.

FrencHy. Wouldja like me to pierce your ears for ya, Sandy?
I’'m gonna be a beautician, y’know.

JaN. Yeah, she’s real good. She did mine for me.

Sanpy. Oh no, my father’d probably kill me.

MarTY. You still worry about what your old man thinks?

Sanpy. Well . . . no. But isn’t it awfully dangerous?

Rizzo. (Leans down to SANDY.) You ain’t afraid, are ya?

Sanpy. Of course not!

FreENCHY. Good. Hey, Marty, you got a needle around?
(FRENCHY rummages in dresser for needle.)

Marty. Hey, how about my virgin pin! (MARTY reaches for her
Pink Ladies jacket and takes off “circle pin” handing it to
FRENCHY.)

JAN. Nice to know it’s good for somethin’.

MarTy. What’s that crack supposed to mean?

Jan. Forget it, Marty, I was just teasing ya’.

MagrTy. Yeah, well, tease somebody else. It’s my house.
(FrENCHY begins to pierce SANDY’s ears. SANDY yelps.)

Frencay. Hey, would ya hold stilll

Marty. (To the rescue.) Hey, French . . . why don’t nh.n

you
mymmmpMyomhdy’dHﬂm“m“M

Py ARt
PicColLAGE
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[
ENE: Lights come up on the singing of the Rydell Alma Mate
ree people: Miss LyNcH, an old maid Englis
v ho leads the singing; PATTY, former high scho
er and honor student [now a professional marrie
career woman)] and EUuceNE FLOrCzYK, former class val
dictorian and honor student [now a wvice-president of a
advertising agency]. There is a large sign trimmed in gree

and brown behind them that reads: “WELCOME BACK
RYDELL HIGH, CLASS OF ’59.”

ALL.

AS T GO TRAV'LING DOWN LIFE’S HIGHWAY
WHATEVER COURSE MY FORTUNES MAY FORETELL
I SHALL NOT GO ALONE ON MY WAY

FOR THOU SHALT ALWAYS BE WITH ME, RYDELL

WHEN 1 SEEK REST FROM WORLDLY MATTERS

IN PALACE OR IN HOVEL I MAY DWELL

AND THOUGH MY BED BE SILK OR TATTERS

MY DREAMS SHALL ALWAYS BE OF THEE, RYDELL
(EUGENE, PATTY and Miss LYNCH enter.)

THROUGH ALL THE YEARS, RYDELL

AND TEARS, RYDELL

WE GIVE THREE CHEERS, RYDELL, FOR THEE

THROUGH EV’'RYTHING, RYDELL

WE CLING, RYDELL

AND SING, RYDELL, TO THEE.

(As the songs ends, Miss LyNcH introduces EUGENE and then
takes her seat.)

Miss Lyncu. Thank you. It is my pleasure at this time tg
itroduce Mrs. Patricia Simcox Honeywell, your class yearbook
and Mr. Eugene Florczyk, class valedictorian and today
ident of “Straight-Shooters” Unlimited, Research and

Miss Lynch, fellow graduates, honored guests, and
7
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leaves the party. The group urges nim 10 Stay. RIZZO, HPSCs, 269
looking after him.)
SoNNy. (Coming over to Rizzo.) Hey, Rizz, how’s tricks?
Look, if you ever need somebody to talk to . . .
Rizzo. All of a sudden you think you can get alittle. Get lost,
Sonny.
Doopy. Tough luck, Rizzo.
Rocer. Listen, Rizz, I’ll help you out with some money if you
need it.
Rizzo. Forget it, I don’t want any handouts.
FRENCHY. It ain’t so bad, Rizz—you get to stay home from
school.
Jan. Hey, you want to stay over tonight, Rizz?
Rizzo. Hey, why don’t you guys just flake off and leave me
alone? (There is an awkward silence.)
JAN. It’s getting late, anyway—I guess it might be better if
everybody went home. C’mon, let’s go! (JAN pushes SONNY.
Dooby and FRENCHY exit.)

MarTy. Hey, French . . . wait up! (MARTY gets her purse,
whick is near R1zzo, avoiding eye contact. Rizzo glares viciously
at her.)

ROGER. See ya, Rizz. (ROGER looks at her @ moment and exits.)

SonNy. (To Jan.) Tell her I didn’t mean anything, will ya.
(He exits. Rizzo begins to clean up.)

JAN. Just leave that stuff, Rizzo. I'll get it.

Rizzo. Look, it’s no bother. I don’t mind. (JAN exits. SANDY
collects her record player and purse.)

SanpY. I’'m sorry to hear you're in trouble, Rizzo.

Rizzo. Bulll What are you gonna do—give me a whole sermon
about it?

Sanpy. No. But doesn’t it bother you that you’re pregnant?

Rizzo. Look, that’s my business. It’s nobody else’s problem.

Sanpy. Do you really believe that? Didn’t you see Kenickie’s
face when he left here? (Rizzo furns away.) It’s Kenickie, isn’t
it? (Awkward pause.) Well, I guess I've said too much already.
Good luck, Rizzo. (Ske starts to leave. Rizzo turns and glares at

s Goody-Goody! Who do you think
hy crap! Since you know all
o here tonight? You just

PicColLLAGE
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ACT T GREASE patwso

VINCE, RoGER and Doopy form lines as DANNY and PATTY come
through center.)
ParTy. I can’t imagine you ever having danced with Sandy like

this.
DaANNy. Whattaya mean? "ince

PaTTY. 1 mean her being so clumsy and all. She can’t even
twirl a baton right. In fact, I've been thinking of having a little
talk with the coach about her.

DaNNy. Why? Whatta you care?

PATT.Y. Well, I mean . . . even you have to admit she’s a bit
of a drip. I mean . . . isn’t that why you broke up with her?
DaANNY. Hey, listen . . . y’know she used to be a halfway

decent chick before she got mixed up with you and your brown-
nose friends. (DANNY walks away from her. PATTY, stunned, runs
to the punch table. KENICKIE walks up to Rizzo.)

Rizzo. Hey, Kenickie, where ya been, the submarine races?

KeNIckIE. Nah. I had to go to Egypt to pick up a date.

Rizzo. You feel like dancin’?

KeNICKIE, Crazy. (He starts to dance off with Rizzo.)

EuceNE. It's been very nice talking to you, Betty.

Rizzo. Yeah, see ya around the Bookmobile. (CHA-CHA moves
to EUGENE, hoping EUGENE might ask her to dance, as band con-
tinues. SONNY gets up and crosses dance floor.)

Doopy. (Dropping out of the stroll line.) Hey, Rump, let’s go
have a weed.

RocGeR. Yeah, O.K.

JAN. Oh, Roger, would ya get me some punch?

Rocer. Whatsa matter? You crippled? (Doopy and ROGER start
off. JAN sticks her tongue out at ROGER. Doopy and ROGER bump
into SONNY.)

Vince. (Doing cha-cha with MarTY.) I'm Vince Fontaine. Do

ur folks know I come into your room every night? Over WAXX,
that is! I’'m gonna judge the dance contest. Are you gonna be
in it?

Marty. I guess not. I ain’t got a date.

Vince, What? A knockout like you? Things sure have changed
since 1 went to school . . . last year. Ha-Ha! (MarTY stares at
him dumbly for a few seconds, then starts laughing. Dooby,
SonNY, ROGER and DANNY are drinking and smoking in corner.
CHA-CHA is dancing around EUCENE at bench.)

Dooby. (Pointing to CHA-CHA.) Hey, ain’t that the chick

 Kenickie walked in with?

SonNy. Where?

~ Doopy. The oneﬂ;:eickin’ her nose over there.

.S ’SONNY. lh‘t" b‘bY. P“ L

~ ROGER. Jesus, is she a gorillal cColLAGE




