Opening Number:

(Sam)

(Note: the numbers in parentheses denote the stanza in the music to which the lyrics correspond)

[Lights dim.  Jake offstage is heard in a low, monotonous, almost British accent saying, repeatedly, 'take your seats, take your seats, take them now, take them please find those seats take your seats your seats your seats.  Marc joins saying basically the same thing in the same tone but slightly out of phase.  Eventually the words become so montonous, the two are saying the exact same thing 'take your seats.  seats. seats. seats. seats.'  Finally they stop.  2 seconds of silence are then broken by a booming 'WAKA WAKA!'  Then an explosion noise with the picture of the atom bomb going off on the monitors.  Instantly the lights come on full blast and the opening song begins with the full ensemble on stage.  Sam stands center stage in some kind of shiny suit with a top hat and cane.]

Sam:

(1)

Welcome one, welcome all       

We've just made it, through the fall

And whether you're big or whether you're small

in the minds of your peers

(2)

We want you to join with us,

as we contravene your trust

through this cobbled omnibus

thats called forget the year.

(3)

There is food and drinks galore (get wasted - points)

Not so fast, cause we've locked the doors!

(1)

theres no escape! theres no escape!

so you'll just have to celebrate, 

with our twisted comedy, 

to forget the year!

(2)

we'll try not to denigrate,

if you promise we'll dissertate

and move on to matriculate 

to post doctoral tiers

(3)

its going to be like junior high,

when you were just that nerdy guy,

but this time, please try not to cry

(4)

So raise your hands to toast your glasses

to write this thing, we failed our classes,

so in return, we'll roast your asses,

But it don't mean a thing if it ain't got that swing … damn it ...stop...dance time

[SHITTY TAP DANCING – no music but shitty tap dance recording]

[music comes back in to full by ramp up]

(5)

so we can make you laugh,

but tommorow we're your research staff,

make the plots, make the graphs, make those things

ts the only time of year

when alls to do is drink

FORGET THE YEAR!

[music finale's]

[jake: take your seats.]

[cue into first sketch]
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