


Editor's Comments
Unlike the other numerous rush materials that 

you have received, this book isn't meant to tell you 
anything about life at TEP, except perhaps indirectly.  
Instead of inflating our chests and boasting of a social 
program that would make the Sunset Strip look boring, 
meals fit for King Louis XIV, a cum. GPA of 4.8 (most 
recently attained in 1957), and our high bowling 
scores, we've tried to produce something that will drain 
your mind of its seething turmoil of esoteric facts and 
fill the void with marshmallow fluff.  If you want all 
the usual distillations, skip ahead to page 14.  
Otherwise, sit back and indulge in some silliness.
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will give you 
something fresh to read, hopefully something to laugh 
at, and definitely something to fold into paper 
airplanes at your orientation events.  We think it gives 
a pretty good idea of what we're all about.  Stop by 
during Rush and meet us in person!

Edited Comments
We, the writers of this, the twenty-second 
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, 
would like to point out the gross inadequacies present in 
both the person and the performance of the feeble-minded 
incompetent who outrageously styles himself our “editor.” 
This pathetic excuse for a proof-reader is under-qualified 
to comprehend even the plainest writing of imbeciles, and 
it is utterly absurd for him to make the arrogant claim that 
he has the Caesaristic privilege to edit the resplendent creations of 
those whose intellectual abilities far outweigh even his most asinine 
aspirations.  Our so-called “editor” manifests his incompetence by 
failing to grasp the complicated cruxial role of muffins, the para-
symbolic post-deconstructionist manifestation of elevators, and the cosmic 
significance of the number twenty-two. Furthermore (as if elaboration were 
necessary), he has constantly rejected our earnest efforts to publish (for your 
extreme aesthetic appreciation) high art, favoring instead thie mire of imbecilic 
grade school humour, which we scripted merely as a sardonic statemnet about the 
rapidly decaying morés in this post-Joycian cultural morass.  In light of his abject attitude, we are 
forced to throw up our hands (on the allegorical plane, of course) in avid frustration, and retreat to the 
comforting quiescence of a café somewhere, far from the vapid vacuity of our editive idiot.  The 
complete absence of meta-symbolic acuity in thes crassly commercialized �
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�
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 overwhelms the auric 
balance of sould and Spiritus Mundi within our sensitive psyches.  Dear reader, we warn you now, just as Dante was warned at the gates 
of Hell, “Lasciate agni speranza voi ch'entrate.”





�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

�

 

!

"

#

$

%

&

�

"

'

$

(

#

"

)







* + *

, -
.

+

+ / *

,

once upon a time near a sandcastle farm north of ronamona va there was a tree now this was no 
ordinary tree but rather a grand tree of old which some might even call an elder uber tree lord 
now ordinarially this would be no big deal but one day a small band of teps were walking 
along the path right by where this tree stood as they walked by the tree grumbled mightily and 
the teps jumped in surprise having certainly not expected a tree to talk to them why hello there 
mr tree said the tep leader david honig what an amazing being you are i have never seen a tree 
so big and tall and wonderous it makes my eyes hurt with joy the tree replied why hello little 
one my name is phil i have been here for many many years and this is the first time ive ever 
heard a reply so wonderfully courteous would you like to join me on a nice walk through the 
stream why yes that sounds most dandy said mr honig as he climbed up to the trees lower 
branches i would love to take a walk with a gentletree so grand so the tree walked down the 
road and this was no ordinary road but a beautiful stone path made with tiny tiny stones put 
together in the most beautiful patterns butterflies rainbows and even a flask of 
dichlorobenzene floating in the breeze to the side of the road was a patch of garden where 
there were growing the most wonderful vegetables carrots broccoli and even gummi bears 
along with two bunnies with their wittle baby bunny too now the tree looked and grinned at 
david as he watched aah you see them too i see yes i love bunnies and butterflies yes i see 
them david said to the tree i love to pet them and play with them and let them nibble on my 
bread at this the tree was quite confused for you see he had never petted a bunny before being 
quite too slow to catch them so he asked david to bring the bunny to him david got down from 
phil and went to the bunnies slowly and happily whistling and holding a most scrumptious 
piece of lettuce in his hand as the bunnies saw him come closer they recognized him as a 
friend and bounded over to hug him and nibble on his bread david took the pretty bunnies back 
across the path to phil of whom the bunnies were quite afraid oh dont worry phil is harmless 
said david as he lifted the bunnies for phil to pet phil took his looooong fingers and started to 
pet the mommy bunny and seeing this abuse the daddy bunny became quite irate phil now you 
listen stop that right now its not proper for you to pet my wife like that phil looked at the 
daddy bunny and harumphed quite well as he picked up the daddy and ate him right there 
david exclaimed why phil that was certainly not right at all youre a tree a vegetable why would 
you eat a bunny for lunch to this phil replied that he would never eat a plant for that would be 
like cannibalism you see so as he grinned ferally he ate david and the mommy bunny right 
there but he didnt eat the baby bunny right then he pretended to be friends with the baby and 
then ate him later on because hes mean like that
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Dispensing for the moment with our usual 
penchant for odd humour and caustic sarcasm, 
we should say we are roughly 22 friends who 
help each other through the hard times and 
enjoy with each other the good times. We cook 
tasty meals for ourselves, do our problem sets, 
and have a low house bill.  We are fiercely 
independent, and in that vein, do not go to MIT 
when we need help- we solve our own 
problems.  This offers us a huge amount of 
freedom that you can't have in any dorm at 
MIT, from being able to paint our walls 
whatever color we like, to being able to build a 
new room when we get sick of the ones we 
have.  We believe very much in friendship, 
brotherhood, cooperation, and respect.  Every 
individual has the ability to speak for our house 
as a whole.  We value personal freedom and 
individuality, yet (surprisingly often), our 
common beliefs allow us to get incredible things 
done.

We know that it's often hard to figure out what 
makes any group different from any other at 
MIT, dorm and FSILG alike.  Try to look 
beyond orientation and into what each house 
will look like after orientation.  I believe that 
tEp offers a huge amount that you can't get 
anywhere else, and wouldn't live anywhere else 
for the world!  See you during Rush!




