Finale - The Galaxy Song

(Marc, Sam, Bobby)

[Sketch opens with a student working himself to death on a problem sheet.  He's violently scribbling away at ideas that aren't manifesting into anything.  Finally he's had enough crumples the paper and begins to break down crying.  I professor (dignified by a big black turtleneck) sees the poor student and tries to console him]

Professor: Hey, whoa don't take it so seriously. Its just a problem sheet.  Nobody expects you to do every problem on every sheet.

Student: [gaining control of his emotions] I know….but I just feel so overwhelmed… not just by this…

Professor: Ok…well by what then?

Student: by ALL THIS [guestures to books on the table, sheets strewn everywhere, the audience]  By all this knowledge.  All these intelligent people.  I mean I can think of at least 3 people in my class that are at least 100x smarter than I am, each class has at least 3 of those people and theres at least 100 schools… but all that doesn't even matter because if you just compare any of those people to the smartest professors, we all look stupid.  Theres just always somebody smarter…I mean all this [pointing to the problem sheet]…all this just seems so pointless… I just feel so insignificant here.

Professor: [laughs].  Yeah well, if you REALLY think about it, things are way way worse than that.  Maestro….

[Cue Montey Python Galaxy Song]  

Professor [Singing]: 

Whenever life puts you down, with a frown, and work seems tricky or tough seem.

When other students are stupid, obnoxious or daft

[professor is given a top hat and cane]

and you feel that you've had quite enoughhhhhhh [long sustain]

Just remember that you're standing on a planet that's evolving

And revolving at nine hundred miles an hour,

That's orbiting at nineteen miles a second, so it's reckoned,

A sun that is the source of all our power.

The sun and you and me and all the stars that we can see

Are moving at a million miles a day

In an outer spiral arm, at forty thousand miles an hour,

Of the galaxy we call the 'Milky Way'.

[Professor passes the top hat and cane to bob wald from previous sketch]

Our galaxy itself contains a hundred billion stars.

It's a hundred thousand light years side to side.

It bulges in the middle, sixteen thousand light years thick,

But out by us, it's just three thousand light years wide.

We're thirty thousand light years from galactic central point.

We go 'round every two hundred million years,

And our galaxy is only one of millions of billions

In this amazing and expanding universe.

[at this point the song has a brief instrumentation interlude a chalkboard is wheeled out with a different grad student writing equations on it.  Wald comes up and slashes one of the equals signs and crosses out another equation.  In walks an experimentalist in a lab coat who crosses off another equation.  The student walks off stage crying.  In walks Johnny Roz who erases the entire right hand side of an equation and replaces it with the right answer and takes the cane and top hat from wald]

The universe itself keeps on expanding and expanding

In all of the directions it can whizz

As fast as it can go, at the speed of light, you know,

[immediately a nerdy student in argyle vest and bow tie comes on stage holding a copy of gravitation saying 'Actually professor the speed of expansion-.'  JR shoots him dead with a pistol from the prior sketch and just keeps on singing without interruption.]

Twelve million miles a minute, and that's the fastest speed there is.

[passes top hat back to original professor]

So remember, when you're feeling very small and insecure,

How amazingly unlikely is your birth,

And pray that there's intelligent life somewhere up in space,

'Cause there's bugger all down here on Earth.

Professor: So, did that put things in perspective for you?

Student: It took what like 400 years to write that song? 

Professor: About that.

Student: oh. [gets up]

Professor: Where are you going?

Student: To sleep.

