String Theory Video Skit:

Skit:

[Scene opens in wood paneled room with fireplace (UChicago math department has this room). Narrator sitting by fireplace in leather chair, wearing Hugh Hefner-like garb or similar (pipe, robe or fancy jacket, ascot tie: http://samablog.robsama.com/images/ascot.jpg, etc), music from masterpiece theater playing or similar. Maybe reading book ("dealing with being awesome"; "why not everyone can be amazing like you (me)".]

Narrator: Hi, I'm perfect infallible human being and String Theorist James D. Bagner, but you can call me Dr. D. Bag. In reaction to increasing backlash and scrutiny from the little people, uh, I mean rest of the physics community regarding String Theory's ultimate predictive power, we've decided to settle the issue once and for all. [change shot angle?] Through focus groups, in partnership with Sterling Cooper advertising, we've learned that asking you to comprehend our beautiful theory is like trying run ____ on an apple IIE [lame, pompous chuckle]. So with great patience and divine insight, we've dumbed down our precious theory of everything, and put it to practical use for, hu-hum, the rest of you.

[scene cuts to living room. Guy sitting on couch watching tv, feet up on coffee table. beer bottle on coffee table. Narrator stands in foreground facing camera.]

Narrator: Take for example this poor soul. Let's take a look at how string theory can utterly change his life.

Guy on Couch: (exasperated) Man, what am I gonna do? like, my beer. It's like wayyy over there. Uhhhh. 

[magical chime plays, long string in the shape of lasso appears in his hand. Guy's face lights up in amazement. Guy lassos beer, then yanks way too hard and launches beer at the wall behind him. Bottle shatters against wall, beer flies everywhere and soaks the guy.]

[shot cuts to guy wringing out beer from his shirt into his mouth.  guy looks at camera with a huge grin]

Guy on Couch: Thanks String Theory!

[Narrator walks into frame, giving lame smirk]

Narrator: Are you taking notes applied physicists?

[scene cuts to tennis courts. Narrator walks next to court, wearing new lame outfit: lame sweater (yellow or similar) over shoulders with sleeves folded together, salmon polo shirt, kakhi shorts, loafers. A good tennis player across courts makes awesome serves, and tennis balls blow passed poor tennis player standing near camera.]

Narrator: Tired of always coming in an ego shattering last place to your peers at your saturday country club tennis matches? well worry no more simpletons.

[magical chime plays as shot cuts to good tennis player hanging from noose made of string on side of court (or just tied with ropes to fence), while poor tennis player serves balls to no one on the other side of the court]

[shot zooms out a little bit to include narrator who is smirking]

Narrator: Can your theory do that?

[scene cuts to quadrangles. narrator is walking and camera tracks him from the side. narrator talking to his side with his head turned toward camera]

Narrator: And so you see, we string theorists have mastered not only the realm of the abstract, but that too of the every day & practical. And we believe these breakthroughs will bring an end to the standard experimentalist colloquium question, (in mocking voice) "meh meh meh, what about shmapplishmations?" Applied physicists as we know them today will soon be a thing of the past. And in their place, an elite, all knowing and powerful ruling class of uber competent string theorists [lame chuckle].

[Right as he finishes his last line, he walks super hard into the flagpole and passes out on ground. camera hesitates for split second, then points at dead narrator on ground. Camera guy slowly sets camera on ground while pointing at narrator, then camera guy runs off in the distance.]

Camera Guy: (Yelling)  I'M FREE!!!

[END]

