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INTRODUCING PHOSPHORUS.

Phosphoru's, the Office Ca t, first made his appearance on the afternoon of lVIarch 20. He was seen walk-

ing up the \\Talker steps about 2 :55. At 3 :01 the inmates of the VOO DOO office were sitting in conference

(definition of conference from \\Tebster: cigarettes and profanity) when they were aroused by a gentle tapping

on the door. After the newes~ competitor had been forcibly restrained from rendering his favorite pome, i. e.,

"The Raven," the second newest competitor opened the door and in walked our future boss. \\Tith stately

mien and dignified swoop of plumage, i. e., tail, Phosphorus entered and, after having gazed critically at the

tout ensemble, sat down in the Corrected Copy basket and emitted a loud noise

which the second newest but one cOJ.11peti- tor said was what cats do when they

are pleased. At any rate, we .were adopted.

As has been noted, our latest acquisition seems already

to have acquired a name. To be sure, this is a misnomer. It

was thrust upon him, as it were, the next day in somewhat the

following manner: the third newest competitor, being alone

wi th Phosphorus, though tit an excellen t idea that Phosphorus

be properly baptized into the mystic circle with a bath. \\Then

the Publicity 1Vlanager strolled in an hour later to see if he had

any letters from vVellesley, he found the third newest competi-

tor with three doctors working over him and Phosphorus, look-

ing cheerful, but rather bed rag- gled, purring contente::lly in the

copy basket. During the course / of his delirium, the third newest

competitor, being Course V when he wasn't VOO 000, shouted, "Not a

damn thing like Phosphorus." After we had attended his funeral several days later,

and were down at Charlie's trying to for- get the sad occasion and the fact that we

had lost a free verse foundry, the Circulation lVIanager mentioned the deceased one's last remarks. So we

agreed, as usual, not to respect the competitors' wishes and named our hardy mascot "Phosphorus."

I t would seem that this were a fitting place to inject a few explanatory remarks concerning Phosphorus,

his lineage, his character, his preferences, etc. Needless to say, he is a cat of high degree. In fact, we are

informed by no less a person than the worthy Phosphorus himself that his ancestors came over on the IVIayAower

and have resided since in the neighborhood of, if not actually on, Beacon Hill. At times Phosphorus walks

with a slight limp which he incurred as the result of an encounter with an old shoe thrown by a former mayor

of the city. This untoward accident occurred, owing to the mayor's inability to appreciate the honor done

him one evening when Phosphorus serenaded him with an epic poem reciting the deed and virtues of his family.

Naturally, all this information has been gathered from fragmentary remarks and hints which Phosphorus has

left fall from time to time. For, like all genii (plural for genius), he is modest and retiring and all facts of

his early history must be drawn out with great labor.

After he had become accustomed to our new typewriter and our sumptuous suite of offices, it was dis-

covered that Phosphorus would occasionally sit down at the machine and, if the fourth newest competitor

would insert a sheet of yellow paper, pound out a few remarks. These will be published from time to time

as the Editor-in-Chief sees fit.
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volition, then we cannot be held responsible for any 
offense you choose to take.

Seriously, if you’re sensitive, sheltered, or whatever 
you pussies call yourselves these days, then your best 
recourse is to destroy this copy thoroughly, merci-
lessly and in the most violent fashion imaginable. 
That way, you’ll el iminate any possibility of your 
fragile little mind being shattered by our explicit-
ness.

Be sure to tell phos@mit.edu how you did it. We’d 
love to feature your story in our next issue.

Was that enough disclaimers to dissuade all of the 
sensitive pussies? Tune in next time to find out. Bet-
ter yet, join our staff for some sneak peeks.

Seriously, stop reading already.

editorial
Hello there!

If you are reading this, then several things 
are true:

Voo Doo outsmarted the Tech yet again 
and successfully dodged financial cen-
sorship.
I have not yet died from lead poison-
ing by drinking from a glass that has 
been collecting chips of ceiling paint 
for Phos knows how long.
Our office has not yet been set ablaze by 
angry victims who were tied down and 
had their eyes forced open as someone 
held offensive excerpts from Voo Doo 
before their faces.

I am delighted that all three of these things 
are true and that I am able to deliver you 
another dose of hilarity! I feel honored and 
excited to join the ranks of dozens of ven-
erable and despicable Voo Doo Editors.

I must warn you that just as do many of 
its predecessors, this issue devotes consid-
erable attention to criticism of the The 
Big Scary Man. It has come to my atten-
tion that nowadays, many people take of-
fense to criticism of any kind, even if it 
is not directed at their person. If you fall 
into this category, I urge you to stop read-
ing right now.

Let me reiterate: by continuing to read 
this, you are putting yourself at risk of ex-
posure to unsolicited criticism.

IANAL and I don’t do anal, but I’m pretty 
sure that if you keep reading of your own 

1.

2.

3.
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Dear Phos...
From the latest issue, it appears that the Institute has 
turned into a nanny state. Whatever happened to “Tech-
nology is a place for men to work and not for boys to play”? 
Of course, I saw this coming, as for the past few 
decades the Institute writes to the alumni proudly 
about the diversity numbers, so obviously excellence 
is a secondary criterion for admission.  But after all, 
you are within the confines of the People’s Republic 
of Massachusetts.

-- Older than the Oldest of Cruft ‘64

Dear Older than the Oldest of Cruft,

Nanny state indeed. Forget intelligence and even di-
versity – nowadays, admission priority is granted to 
the most obedient and submissive of students. When 
the administration tells them to bend over, they ask 
“how far, sir?” When the administration answers 
“ninety degrees”, they ask “within what precision, 
sir?” By the time the student bends over by 90 plus 
or minus 0.5 degrees, the administrator already has 
a perfectly square sheet of toilet paper ready to go. 
He gingerly wipes flakes of moist feces from the stu-
dent’s ass, and the student says “thank you, kind sir, 
may I have another?”

Normally reading Voo Doo raises my psychiatric 
bills, but I must say your 5+ page article entitled “A 
Letter From the Future” made me feel all warm and 
fuzzy inside. Finally, someone understands the grand 
ideals we strive for on behalf of our beloved institute! 
It is important that every mindless moneybag we ad-
mit here has nothing to distract him/her from the 
ever important task of fulfilling our full potential 
as an institution that will always lead the way in ac-
cepting standard industry practices! May we perhaps 
have permission to adopt the FAG acronym for our 
own purposes? Sorry, did I pose that as a question... 
I meant to say thank you for the implicit permission 
by virtue of your being an MIT publication.

-- Anonymous Administrator
“one community, together in service, free from the 
shackles of individuality!”
     

Dear Anonymous Administrator,

Go fuck yourself with a rake. I mean... Thank you 
for writing to us, kind sir! Please disregard the above 
gibberish – my cat stepped on the keyboard. We’re 
glad you appreciate our work. We look forward to 
hearing from you again soon!

Have something to 
say to Phos?

Use this
business card!

	 Phosphorus		  phos@mit.edu		
	 Office Cat			   617-324-1205

Walker Memorial Room 50-309
Massachusetts Institute of Technology

77 Massachusetts Avenue

Cambridge, MA 02142
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Maseeh’s executive committee voted to leave Dormcon 
earlier this year, stating that they felt the tax wasn’t 
worth it for their residents, who never leave Mas-
eeh for interdorm events funded by Dormcon. The 
Maseeh president commented, “Bexley is rejoining 
Dormcon? Whoop-de-doo. Maybe they have extra 
money to throw around, but the two Maseeh resi-
dents I spoke to this year said they needed all of the 
extra cash they can get to pay for our dining plan. 
But fundamentally, it’s worrying that all of these 
dorms are trying to live beyond their means by ac-
cepting outside funds. Who do they think they are, 
urban blacks?” 

When asked for his opinion, Dean for Student Life 
Chris Colombo replied, “What’s Bexley? I thought 
that building was just the Maseeh annex. Well, fuck. 
Did I at least assign them an RLAD?”

Following Maseeh’s Executive Committee’s vote to 
secede from the Dormitory Council (Dormcon), Bex-
ley Hall held a meeting earlier today for a dormwide 
vote to rejoin the Dormitory Council. In a 116-0 vote, 
Bexley voted to rejoin Dormcon and begin paying 
the $5/resident/semester tax. 

In an email to the dorm after the vote, Romney’s 
Anal Virginity (Bexley’s President) wrote, “This de-
cision was a long time coming. We really tried not to 
care about....what’s it called? Dormcomm? Fuck it, 
we still don’t care. Back in the day, it was cool not 
to be in Dormcomm. But now with Maseeh quitting, 
we’re afraid it makes us look like we’re antisocial 
preteen fuckwads, too.” 

Bexley had previously seceded years ago but only 
stopped paying taxes in 2008, as no Bexley resident 
seemed to have been sober enough to notice their 
money was still being spent on Steer Roast 
and Random Hall’s CPW. This was 
the first time Bexley had held a 
dorm meeting since their pre-
vious secession from Dorm-
con. 

Indeed, this decision was 
a long time coming. The 
Tech previously reported 
that Bexley was quite dis-
appointed to have not been 
funding past Dormcon re-
treats and had no idea what 
to do with their abundance of 
house funds. 

“I hope Bexley will reconsider this decision 
in the future, but I guess we won’t decline the extra 
$500”, said this year’s Dormcon president. “At least 
we won’t have to deal with the Maseeh president 
bitching and threatening to secede all the time. I 
mean, shit or get off the pot.”

Bexley Votes to Rejoin Dormcon to Avoid Being 
Associated With Maseeh

  The Try-Hard award is awarded to 
        those institutions or individuals 
      on the MIT campus who try 
              really, really hard to be con-
     sidered “cool” or “edgy”.  
     This year’s award goes 
                  to Maseeh Hall for trying 
         really, really hard to be 
          super cool and “alternat-
                         ive”, despite having no cul-
                            ture and no brains. Congra-
          tulations Maseeh.
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As MIT students, we’re always busy learning. 
We fill our time doing long, hard psets, shoving 
knowledge into our brains over and over again 
until we collapse, resting our throbbing brains. 
Sometimes the knowledge teases us, dangling en-
lightenment in front of our noses till we beg and 
grovel for more. Sometimes the knowledge comes 
in one quick Eureka moment, filling our minds 
with fleeting satisfaction, but always leaving us 
craving for more.

However, just as important as academic knowl-
edge are the practical lessons we gain from our 
time here at the Institute. We learn how to quick-
ly write reports the night before they’re due, an 
important skill for your future career. Our long 
hours teach us how to use substances to substitute 
for a good night’s sleep. Being in an environment 
where our opinions are routinely disregarded by 
those in charge is good preparation for being a 
modern world citizen. As for me, I think the most 
important thing I’ve learned from being at MIT is 
the ability to poop in public.

I wasn’t always able to use the public facilities to 
their fullest advantage. Sure, I could always uri-
nate in public, but when I tried to poop, my anus 
would go on full lockdown, tighter than a virgin 
bedbug. This was terribly annoying, especially 
that time when I was at a Cross Country meet and 
the “saddlebags were loaded”, so to speak. I sat on 
that toilet for half an hour, straining against my 
own muscles, but not a single pea was dropped.

PLACES TO 
POOP ON 
CAMPUS:

How MIT Taught Me to Poop

When I ran that 800 meter relay, I could feel the 
compacted crap bouncing around in my bowels.

Before I left for college, I was always able to hold 
it until I went home, but when I came to campus, 
there was no escape. Those two side-by-side porce-
lain thrones in Random tormented me. The empty 
chair was haunted by all the ghosts of people who 
died on the toilet. Ghost Elvis was especially dis-
concerting. I held it in until one day, my sphincter 
could hold out no more, and the brown mass flowed 
out of me like a particularly smelly python.

After my orifice had been forcibly loosened, I found 
I could poop whenever and wherever I wanted. The 
communal toilets held no horror for me now. Em-
boldened, I started dropping deuces all over the 
school. I became familiar with which toilets clogged 
easily, which never had toilet paper, and which had 
secret entrances to wall shafts.

One night, I was wandering the halls of Senior House 
when a turd party started stirring in my waste chute. 
Seeing no one around, I dropped my pants and had 
at it. It was so free! So liberating! There was even 
carpet to clean myself on.

Now I realize the truth. We have been fed a system 
of regimented and isolated defecation, until many of 
us can’t even fart without shame. It is time to bring 
poop back to the people! We will fertilize the earth 
with our nutritious droppings and make the green 
grass grow.
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Thank you for picking up your very own copy of The 
MIT Administrator’s Manual for Handling Stu-
dents! The purpose of this guide is to help you better 
understand your students, since, as part of your job 
requires, you may need to interface with them oc-
casionally.

The golden rule in student handling is that you al-
ways know what’s best.  Students come in many dif-
ferent varieties: tall, short, fat, thin, some of them 
are even Hispanic.  Regardless, these methods apply 
to all students, regardless of these differences.  It is 
not uncommon for students to protest, claiming that 
they really do know what’s best for themselves.  Do 
they, though?  If they did, they wouldn’t need you, 
now would they?

Your role is vital.  You are the Students’ role model, 
the adult in their lives.  Many of them will some day 
develop into adults, so it is very important that they 
learn from you how to behave in public.  College is a 
developmental time for Students, and many of them 
struggle to find an adult to look up to.  You are that 
adult.

Should you ever doubt your qualifications, remind 
yourself that you are the one with the degree in Stu-
dent Management, and are therefore the best repre-
sentative for students.

When in doubt, here are few quick-and-simple tips 
to keep you on track and to remember in your inter-
actions with Students:

Teamwork makes the dreamwork
Sunshine makes the fun shine
Cuddles and Hugsies make the Grump-
ies go away
A smile is a thousand words
Don’t fart in public

Always keep your career in mind.  There have 
been an alarming number of recent, even experi-
enced administrators here who for some inexpli-
cable reason have put a student’s well-being be-
fore their careers. Sure, one child is important, 
but think how much more important the Insti-
tution is. That’s how important your career is to 
us.  Remember, a well padded resumé is a healthy 
resumé!

•
•
•

•
•

The MIT Administrator’s Manual for Handling Students

FOLLOW THESE SIMPLE 
RULES, AND THIS TOO 
COULD BE JOYOUS 

YOU!
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HarvardX Launched
The Harvard Division of Continuing Education 
recently announced their intentions to launch the 
HarvardX program, which would allow non-Har-
vard affiliates to purchase a degree without hav-
ing to deal with an application or classes. “We 
want to let more people enjoy the benefits of a 
Harvard degree,” stated Gim E. Urmony, spokes-
person for the new program, “and they shouldn’t 
be hindered by our 6% admissions rate or the ter-
rible New England weather to get it.” Rumor has 
it that Justin Bieber, U2, and Taylor Swift will be 
among the first to purchase their HarvardX degrees.

Harvard students are split in their opinions 
about the new degree program. “I’m really glad 
that we’re creating an open, welcoming environ-
ment for anyone and everyone who can pay the 
price of higher education,” says Fami L. Imoni, 
‘13. “I think it’s important to be more open-mind-
ed about people’s mental abilities and welcome the 
resources they do have to contribute to society.”

But others, like S. Marta Sshole, disagree. “Buy-
ing a degree is a serious decision, that takes a lot 
of thought and planning. My father spent several 
days meditating with his private lama before do-
nating imperial shittons of money to build a new 
building on campus and thus secure my place at 
this university. We’ve worked so much harder than 
these thoughtless celebrities who are going to run 
rampant all over this sacred institution of learning!”

Harvard Bridge to be Extended
On Wednesday April 18th, the Cambridge City 
Council (CCC) voted to approve a plan proposed by 
the Harvard University Planning Office (HUPO) 
to extend the Harvard Bridge. The Bridge currently 
stretches accross the Charles River between Beacon 
Street and Memorial Drive. According to Harriet 
Snatch, the director of the HUPO, the new bridge 
will connect Newbury Street directly to Harvard 
Yard.

During the public comment session imme-
diately following the CCC’s vote, some Cam-
bridge residents voiced concerns regarding the 
homes, stores, and empty lots currently occupy-
ing the real estate where the bridge will be built.

Snatch argued that the new bridge will benefit the 
community tremendously. “So many Asian tourists 
get lost on their way to Harvard because the Har-
vard Bridge doesn’t actually lead to Harvard,” said 
Snatch. “Once the bridge is extended, they can just 
follow the Crimson Brick Road without asking any-
one for directions.” Snatch eliminated any remain-
ing concerns by promising generous compensation 
for anyone inconvenienced by the construction.

The UPO already hired an architect to lead the proj-
ect. Glinda North’s initial design consisted entirely 
of red brick, matching the university’s existing in-
frastructure. However, due to the recent skyrocket-
ing brick prices, North is considering using 24 karat 
gold instead. To further welcome visitors to the Uni-
versity, North plans to embellish the gate at the end 
of the bridge with emeralds.

Food Shortage Hits Cambridge
In the wake of recent storms on the east coast, sup-
plies of lobster have been down for the past few 
weeks.  Harvard dining responded by increasing the 
amount of steak provided to students to make up for 
the lack of lobster, but a recent outbreak of mad cow 
has hit the steak supply as well.

Worried students have been buying out and hoard-
ing food from local high end restaurants, concerned 
about how these shortages would affect the school 
dining halls.

“They’ve told us they’d find some other substitute, 
but I’m really worried about what they’ll feed us,” 
said a concerned sophomore. “I’ve heard talk of roast 
duck, shrimp cocktails, and truffles, which sounds 
okay for a few days, but I don’t think it’s sustain-
able. The change in diet would affect my studies.”

News From Down the Street
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“It’s not the first time a merger has been suggested,” 
Faust commented in a speech to the faculty, “In 1904, 
there was an attempted merger that failed, due to re-
sistance on MIT’s part.  However, MIT has finally 
agreed that it would be beneficial for both universi-
ties if Harvard were to merge with MIT to become 
the new MIT Department of Humanities.”

Student reactions varied.  Harvard student, Ima S. 
Nob ‘13, currently concentrating in Obscure Lan-
guages of the Indigenous Tribes of the Antarctic 
Circle, said, “I really think the quality of our Har-
vard education will improve.”  But other Harvard 
students express doubt.  “I’ve heard that MIT profes-
sors actually give   C’s and D’s and even fails!” said 
Amy Chua, ‘15, concentrating in Education.

MIT students, in contrast, seemed ambivalent.  “Wait, 
you mean Harvard wasn’t already our Department 
of Humanities?” asked a confused James E. Tetazoo, 
‘15, majoring in Course 19.

Perhaps with that same worry in mind, din-
ing facilities are debating whether to shut 
down if the shortages continue past a week, 
forcing students to fend for themselves.

“Our cooks don’t even know how to deal with some 
of the other food that the administration has sug-
gested,” said Gaston Lefou, head chef. “Our chefs 
are highly trained specialists from France, Spain, 
Italy... They’re taught only to deal with the high-
est quality ingredients, and the administration has 
been suggesting chicken steaks and tofu lobsters as 
possible substitutions!  It’s an outrage!”

Harvard has been looking into seeing how other uni-
versities are dealing with the shortage but so far has 
deemed alternate solutions, such as MIT’s subsidy of 
Anna’s chicken tacos, as “unhealthy and demoral-
izing.”

Harvard and MIT Merge
Drew G. Faust, President of Harvard University, an-
nounced this morning that Harvard and MIT have 
successfully agreed upon a merger between the two 
prestigious institutions, effective in fall 2014.
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be a cool cat.

submit to voo doo
walker memorial 

50-309
voodoo@mit.edu

Semi-Article Found 
Last night, Harvard’s very own Sevy Wordsmith, of 
the Harvard Department of Linguistics, published 
his report, verifying the existence of the long-sought 
part of speech, the “semi-article.”  The semi-article, 
said to be the last piece of the puzzle that is the Uni-
fying Theory of Speech and Linguistics, was discov-
ered during a collision of two ordinary articles, “the” 
and “an” and confirms the theory.

“It was just remarkable,” recounts Wordsmith.  “To 
think that after all these years, we can finally say 
definitively, yes, there is a Unifying Theory of 
Speech.”

The Unifying Theory of Speech, first proposed by 
Theoretical Linguist, Irving Q. Tep at the Confer-
ence for Theoretical Speech and Language, 1922, 
states that there exists a basic unit of speech and 
language, below the level of paragraphs, below 
words even, that Theoretical Linguists call “charac-
ters.”  Characters are symbols, which may be written 
on parchment with the aid of a pen, pencil, or other 
appropriate writing implement.  According to Theo-
retical Linguists, when combined, characters may 
have emergent properties, generating all the words 
we have discovered.  Further, they argue that these 
basic building blocks can be rearranged, with proper 
emphasis and spacing, to generate new words, never 
before heard.

When Tep proposed this at the conference, the crowd 
was shocked.  Words had only recently been discov-
ered, and the Linguistic community was not ready 
to accept that there could exist a smaller building 
block.  Tep, convinced that he was right, confined 
himself to his chambers, spending all of his waking 
hours writing, speaking, and thinking.  Eventually 
he passed away in 1927.  In this time, Tep’s provoca-
tion had sparked interest in the Linguistic commu-
nity, eventually amassing enough interested follow-
ers to pursue his unfinished research in a field soon 
to be called Character Theory.

As Character Theorists grew in number and funding 
became available for research, Character Theorists

successfully demonstrated Character Theory’s abil-
ity to “predict” the already well established Law of 
Paragraphs, and though this was not necessarily a 
new discovery, it at least proved the consistency of 
Character Theory with the most recent Theories of 
Linguistics.  Character Theory continued to grow, 
and in 1970, Linguist J. Arthur Random predicted 
the new part of speech, which he called the “semi-
article.”  He theorized that this new part of speech 
could be discovered by driving words at approxi-
mately 90% valley-girl speed into a collision, though 
he was unable to carry out a successful test.

For years Linguists tried and failed, but yesterday, 
Wordsmith made history.  “I feel incredibly hum-
bled to have been allowed to play such a crucial role 
in speech and language research,” says Wordsmith.  
“I feel so honored to have been lucky enough to help 
the field in this way.”
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Current Status: $193,000 from over 300 donors
Scholarships are being awarded!

Final Goal: $500,000 for a fully endowed scholarship
Will fully support one student for one year

Help us continue his legacy of helping the students for whom he cared so 
much. Donation forms and instructions at Senior House desk.

Donations can be made through the Alumni Office, Mary Kate Thompson, 
Mark Feldmeier, or Zoz Brooks.



- 16 -

“Dean Approved”

We found this sexy lady snooping around campus 
during CPW. We managed to catch her sexy atten-
tion long enough for this exclusive interview.

Name		  Frankenstein
Eye Color	 Green
Hair Color	 White
Height		 5.5”
Waist		  2.5”
Hips		  2.6”
Tits		  4AAA

Phos :  Hey, Foxy. What’s your phone number?
Franky :  617-324-1205. Call me!

Phos :  So, hot stuff, what do you plan on major-
ing in?
Franky : Something that a woman of my intellect 
will find challenging. Probably Course 9. Either 
that, or I’ll cop-out and become a Sloanie. All 
those frat boys aren’t going to blow themselves. 

Voo Doo Doll of the Month

Phos : So you’re into frat boys? Would you say it’s 
a fetish, or a preference?
Franky : Probably just a preference. They’re so 
easy! All I have to do is pretend to be drunk and 
mention something about how I probably won’t re-
member anything in the morning and they come to 
me like flies to shit.

Phos : I see. Have you thought about where you 
want to live as an undergraduate?
Franky: I was thinking about Bexley, because 
that’s a place where I could both be naked and also 
surrounded by frat boys, but since it’s being shut 
down, I guess I’ll probably have to live in Mas-
eeh. I mean, they’re practically the same anyway. 
One just looks more like a Marriot than a crack 
house.

Phos : Crack home.
Franky : Exactly. What did I say?

Phos : Nevermind. Anyway, do you have any ad-
vice for sexy young women who want to become a 
Voo Doo Doll of the Month?
Franky : Of course! Remember, girls, ply the editor 
with booze and sex. Bestiality videos also help.

Phos : Hey now! Voo Doo would like to state that 
it does not accept bribes in exchange for publica-
tion. We have slightly higher standards than The 
Tech.
Franky : What? In that case, I want my anal vir-
ginity and handle of Bombay Sapphire back.

Phos : We’ll talk about that later. Now let’s shift 
gears. What about your childhood? Did you al-
ways want to be a model?
Franky : Oh, yes. I knew it would be a long, hard, 
dick-filled road, but in the end, all that time spent 
on my knees would be worth it.
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Phos : And now getting to the nitty-gritty. You 
have done a large amount of nude photo shoots 
(the photos in this issue are just a small portion 
of your expansive and luscious repetoire) but have 
you ever done any pornography, whether soft- or 
hard-core?
Franky : Well, there was that one video I made 
when I was a cheerleader in high school, but I 
can’t remember the names of any of the people I 
had sex with, so no, I haven’t.

Phos : Would you consider doing porn in the fu-
ture?
Franky : Maybe, although I don’t like the way I 
look on film. 

Phos : What’s wrong with how you look on film?
Franky : You know what they say: the camera adds 
ten milligrams.  Also, the lights tend to make my 
hair look so pale, and they never capture the pure 
expressive beauty of my eyes.

Phos : I always thought the ReichsChancellor 
Grim-man looked odd in his photos.
Franky : Who’s he? Do you think he and I would 
get along? 

Phos : Oh, he’s nobody, but yeah, you’ll probably 
have a lot in common. 
Franky : Hooray! I like making new friends.

Phos : It looks like it’s getting close to drunk-o-
clock here in Voo Doo, so we’re going to have to 
end the interview. Do you have any final words 
for our readers?
Franky : How many of them are there?
Phos : Literally tens of...readers. Figuratively, 
though, uh, millions.
Franky : Wow, that’s a lot! I guess I’d like to say 
thanks for looking at my sexy body, and if you’re 
in a frat and don’t have any STDs, give me a call. 
I promise I’ve got more personality than the BU 
sorostitutes you’ve been hanging out with! 

Phos : And were your parents always supportive?
Franky : Mostly. My mom even bought me my first 
bottle of lube. As I grew older and they were able to 
better exploit, I mean, uh, encourage me, they warmed 
up to it a lot more.

Phos : That’s understandable. Given that you only 
modeled and didn’t actually do any “real” science or 
engineering before applying to college, how do you 
think that your modeling background has prepared 
you for the stresses and indignities of being an MIT 
undergraduate?
Franky : I’m ready and willing to lie, cheat and steal 
to get to the top; I’ll sell my body to people who I be-
lieve have some kind of special authority; I refuse to 
take advice; I don’t believe in asking for help; I do be-
lieve I am entitled to be gifted everything I want by 
the nature of being me; and I am so narcissistic that I 
take every piece of criticism as a direct attack against 
myself and generally go into a panic attack and break 
down into tears for an hour or so.
Phos : You’ll fit right in with the rest of the millen-
nials!
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Once upon a time, in the magical kingdom of MIT, 
there lived a colony of magical mystical peoples called 
Students.  The students were a hardy lot, and loved to 
spend their time frolicking in the classrooms, or sit-
ting in their rooms, or masturbating quietly in the 
Athena clusters.

But all was not well with the students, for they were 
sad and tormented, because, although they enjoyed 
frolicking, and sitting, and masturbating, or any 
combinations of those things, they didn’t know how 
to work together.

The Queen of the Students, a wizened old lass of a 
long four years, wrinkles spewing from her wrinkles, 
and bags under the bags under her eyes, trekked down 
to the Altar of Wisdom, W59, and prayed:

“Oh high, mighty, wise, and smart deities of MIT!  I, 
though old, experienced, and well versed in the mat-
ters of this Fucking Place, am unable to solve what I 
see as a plague that scours the people of this land!  My 
people are sad and misguided.  They go to class, and 
earn grades, but they don’t work together.  They are 
solitary, and in need of leadership.  They want to be 
people, but they are not.  They think they know what 
is best for themselves, but they do not.  Oh MIT gods!  
Send me forth a natural Student Leader!”

The gods on high stroked their beards.  The women 
too.

“Hmm...” droned the high elder MIT god.  “These 
poor, simple Students need our assistance!  They re-
quire our aid!  We must help them!”

“Yes of course,” agreed his mistress.

“Certainly,” said one of the lesser gods, taking the 
high elder god’s cock out of his mouth.

“So it shall be done!” boomed the high elder god.

He pulled up his godly trousers, smacked his lips and 
blew a gigantic kiss down, down to the pitiful earth 
below.  The kiss turned into a giant pink butterfly, 
and sprouted extra wings.  The wings grew wings.  Bat 
wings, bird wings.  So many fucking wings.  Then, 
before it had time to grow more wings, it landed, Ker-
plop, at the feet of the King of the Students.

“Oh my!” she exclaimed, as she fell backwards from 
the explosion.  She struggled to her feet and grasped 
her head to get a handle on the headache now welling 
up.  Her vision went black for a few moments, because 
she’d gotten up too fast, and that thing happens where 
your blood doesn’t get to your head fast enough, so you 
have to stand for, like, half a minute or whatever un-
til it does.  When her vision returned, she saw before 
her quite a curious man indeed.

“Hello, dear Student!” said the curious man.  He was 
squat and fat, and wore a big green hat with a floral 
pattern.  His trousers swelled above his round cud-
dly-looking belly.  He had a sleek black mustache, 
which he stroked with his gloved hands.  “My name is 
Vladimir Gooberboop, but you can just call me Goo-
berboop!”

“Are you the answer to my wish??” asked the King in 
disbelief.  The creature before her looked stupid and 
unqualified, not like what she or her people deserved 
from the gods.

“What’s the matter?” asked Gooberboop, taking off his 
hat to scratch a patch of green hair.

Not wanting to be rude, the King took a moment, 
cleared her throat, and thought.  “Well, it’s just,” she 
said, “that you don’t seem anything like me or my peo-
ple.  I don’t know how you can possibly help us.”

“Nonsense!” said Gooberboop.  “I’m a magical 
whatsit!  What’s a whatsit, you ask?  Well, never 
fear!  I can do many things!  Like manage your

Teamwork Makes the Dreamwork: A Fairy Tale
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houses or pee on the street, I can walk your dogs, and 
fill bowls with candy.  I’m just like a regular bum, 
you see, but better.”

“Well,” admitted the King.  “My people do like can-
dy.”

“What you need,” said Gooberboop, with a wink of his 
misty grey eyes, “is unity.  Your people are divided.  
I think a little teamwork can help that!”  He took a 
sticky wand from inside his trousers and waved it vig-
orously in the air, like a right old newspaper, shook 
by an old man on a porch.  The wand made a groaning 
sound, and it squished out a trickle of juice, which 
splashed on the King’s forehead.

“What have you done to me, you beast!?” exclaimed 
the King.

“I’ve just bestowed upon you the magical power of 
teamwork.  Like I always say, ‘Teamwork makes the 
dream work!”  He smiled a big stupid smile and gave 
a laugh that was even more big and stupid.  “I’ve just 
fixed your problems!  Don’t you feel... better?”

“Why yes I do!” exclaimed the King.  “Gooberboop, 
you old chap, I declare you must go and fix the rest of 
my citizens.  Make them all perfect with your team-
work!”

And so that’s what he did.  Gooberboop went around 
and infected all of the Students with the spirit of 
teamwork.  And that’s how the MIT administration 
saved all the MIT students from their selfish, stupid 
selves, because, otherwise, they wouldn’t know how to 
take care of themselves and would have been sad and 
stupid.

The end.



- 20 -

“Dean Approved”

   

The beaver is holding not one bottle of liquor, but
two as a salute to the class’ fraternity and sorority 
members. It also serves as a tribute to the popular 
drinking game “Edward Handle-hands.”

In the backdrop, both Boston and Cambridge are 
featured. No bridge connects the two, symbolizing 
the isolation so many students feel.

On the bottom right corner of the bezel, one can see a 
school of magikarps. This feature alludes to the fact 
that 2015s are are the only generation of MIT stu-
dents ever to associate with the Pokemon franchise.

This year’s Ring Committee was so clever, that they 
fooled the 2015s with not one, but TWO fake brass 
rat designs! The real design was revealed just before 
Ring Premiere at an exclusive press conference with 
Voo Doo.

BEZEL
The 2015s youthful spirit is represented in the luxu-
rious Jus’tin Bieber style haircut adorning the head 
of the beaver. Originally, the Ring Committee had 
intended double symbolism, taking advantage of 
the fact that “beaver” in German is “Biber.” Unfor-
tunately, an egregious spelling mistake foiled the 
sophomores’ efforts once again.

2015 Brass Rat

www.mit.edu
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Instead of “Massachussets Institvte of Technology,” 
building 10 is engraved with the URL to MIT’s 
home page. The substitution celebrates the advent of 
MITX.

Open doors in buildings 1 and 2 on either side of 
Killian Court represent Susan Hockfield not letting 
the door hit her in the ass on her way out.

SEAL SHANK
Instead of the traditional, imposing “MIT”, the ring 
reads “MITX” to stay consistent with the bezel’s sym-
bolism.

The people in the MIT seal are wearing nappies and 
sucking on pacifiers to symbolize the new RLAD 
program.

The lamp atop the podium is replaced with a hoo-
kah, while the books are replaced with a stack of 
porn magazines.

A tombstone underneath the seal reads “jhwak” (sic.) 
to commemorate The Tech firing their only journal-
ist who could write.

CLASS SHANK
Instead of 2015, the ring reads “NEVER” in big, bold 
letters to remind the wee sophomores that graduation 
is so far away that it may as well never happen.

A pressure cooker sits on top of the big dome, while 
the once stately columns appear as rubble on the 
stairs leading to lobby 10. This serves as a reminder 
of the Boston marathon bombings and how directly 
they affected every member of the class of 2015.

Instead of Athena proudly displaying the right hand 
rule, a spectacularly busty Eric Grimson shows the 
2015s the double finger, symbolizing the respect 
with which he treats the undergraduate community. 
He is also not wearing pants, representing the pro-
fessionalism he lacks.

SKYLINES
The traditional Cambridge and Boston skylines are

replaced with Wall Street and Silicon Valley, re-
spectively, because that’s where most students aspire 
to work, regardless of major.

The tall, glass buildings of Wall Street are partially 
obscured by money growing trees. Prostitutes hold-
ing baggies of cocaine flank either side of the majes-
tic view, representative of the parties deans are able 
to throw with the bonuses they receive. 

The other side of the ring is dominated by several 
corporate buildings, including Amazon, Google, Or-
acle, and Apple. The design is etched into a silicon 
inlay. If you’re retarded, the silicon inlay is repre-

sentative of Silicon Valley.

INNER SURFACE
The traditional “hacker’s map” on the underside of 
the bezel was deemed archaic and non-compliant 
with MIT’s new Harvard-esque image, and has been 
replaced with the logos of all the biotech companies 
that will be purchasing the East side of the MIT 
campus.

Each recipient’s name is replaced with “MIT Slave 
[student ID number]”. The letters are raised, mir-
rored, and covered with a special dye that transfers 
onto the wearer’s skin over time, leaving a tattoo-like 
imprint on the student’s finger. This will assist MIT 
in identifying bodies found in the Charles River.

Embedded inside of each ring is a unique RFID 
tag that allows students to buzz into restricted ac-
cess spaces, just like the student IDs that have been 
deemed obsolete and will be discontinued next year. 

Also embedded is a GPS chip that allows owners to 
recover lost rings. The chip is also used to track stu-
dents’ locations, but don’t worry – the data is stored 
in a central system that only DSL staff can access.

Instead of Balfour, the rings will be produced by 
Herff-Jones. They will cost $10,000 each, and since 
every student is required to purchase one, the cost 
has been automatically charged to each 2015’s stu-
dent account.
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I Hate to Leave old MIT

I hate to leave old MIT
She’s a mistress harsh but warm
I’ve let her beat the shit from me
Make me wish I wasn’t born,
But all the same, I had my fun
I loved and lost and snapped
And I can’t complain too much, son
Since I never did get CAP’d
I spent my time with dick in hand
And bottle in the other
Before the Deans I’d like to stand
And say “regards to all your mothers”
Eventually, I’ll leave this hell
As we all must know
And though it seems an easy sell,

It’s still so hard to go

Two Slits Diverged in a Yellow Plate

Two slits diverged in a yellow plate,
And sorry momentum spurred me through,
I could not stop and choose my fate,
But loped on with unwavering gait
And which I took, I never knew.

Observers always heave a sigh
Confronted by the evidence.
Two slits diverged in a plate, and I –
I took them both as easy as pi,
And that has made the interference.

Ode to Satan’s Balls

Satan’s balls hang pendulous and low
They crush those who would stand below.
Their odor cuts down armies beyond
A cloud of Chlorine and Zyklon.
The thickness of his throbbing girth
Could eclipse the roundness of the earth.
The hair upon the wrinkled folds
Has trapped sweet maidens in its hold.
When they release their demonic seed
Mountains rise, and oceans recede.
Truly, the legacy of the Fall
Lies in the might of Satan’s balls.

Ghost Upon A Host

Check my tweet upon thy cell
And, while hoping all is well,
Let me be the first to tell.
Sure, I guess you must be right
To like me better out of sight
But my feelings still are heard
By the affluent or nerd
Through the wonders that are set
With this modern internet.
All that we blog or post
Is just our ghost upon a host.

Poetic Justice
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Snippets of Wisdom

In the flotsam and jetsam of the English language on 
the shores of publishing through the years, you can oc-
casionally come across something really cool and have 
no idea how it got there. The pioneers of this salvage 
operation, when asked where they got it, didn’t want 
to describe the grammatical chaos they had to wade 
through to extract their treasure, so they would say 
they got it from “a nouny mess”.

~*~*~*~

Are people who warn you about colored snow being 
racist? Are folk who tell you not to stick your fingers 
in outlets being sexist?And what about fat people who 
form human pyramids with many others? Are they 
big-gymnists?

~*~*~*~

A fellow was explaining to me physics nomenclature 
for derivatives.

	 0th is position.
	 1st is velocity.
	 2nd is acceleration.
	 3rd is jerk.
	 4th is snap. (unofficial)
	 5th is crackle.
	 6th is pop. (as per the tasty breakfast cereal 	
	 propaganda campaign)

My witty rejoinder that he seemed to appreciate:
How do you get rid of a jerk?
You differentiate him.
Oh, snap!

~*~*~*~

The sly vegetarian hunter found he had a circus 
job when he finally figured out how to trap peas.  
Aye, he was a daring young man.

Slick Dan grew up on the street, and could get any-
thing from anybody. He heard Shakespeare wrote the 
best plays so he figured he’d get something from him. 
You can judge for yourself what he got. No, he didn’t 
get anything from him, but after reading them up, 
down, sideways, and everywhich way, you won’t find 
anybody that understands shakespeare better.

For understanding, one needs con text.

~*~*~*~

Simple James never picked up after himself once some-
one described him as a “litter all” person.

He also was surprised at the lack of an infinity sign in 

writing that was “figure eight”-ive.
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Major renovations of MIT’s newest undergraduate dormitory, Maseeh Hall, were completed just in time for 
the 2011-2012 academic year. Through the Percent for Art program, MIT is now required to spend $250,000 
on a public art installation in the building. The following candidates were chosen by a committee composed 
of Dean of Student Life Chris Colombo, McCormick Housemaster Charles Stewart, two RLADs, and one ran-
domly selected Maseeh resident. According to Colombo, “student involvement in the selection process has been 
absolutely spectacular.” “We are thrilled to spend so much money on something that will really impact student 
life at MIT,” said Stewart.

Maseeh Percent for Art

Pocket Change
$250,000, 48 x 66 in

This beautiful, thought-provoking C-
print uses innovative juxtaposition tech-
nology to belittle rape and other feminist 
issues. The controversial image seeks to 
portray the contents of a certain demo-
graphic’s pockets in the hopes of increas-
ing awareness and opening a candid 
dialog. However, many social activists 
have protested this artist’s work due to its 
political incorrectness. This photograph 
probably won’t be selected to avoid threats 
of a campus-wide glitter bombing.

Office Supplies
$100,000, 32 x 44 in

Here we see a variety of supplies typically 
found in an editorial office of a top-notch 
magazine. At first glance, the objects 
seem haphazardly strewn about, but upon 
closer examination, it is evident that the 
artist arranged the piece very carefully. 
The interplay between the abundant geo-
metrical shapes, lines, and angles with 
the woodgrain in the background is quite 
spectacular. This subtle order reminds us 
of the nuances of artistry – an artist’s in-
tended message is often shrouded by the 
physical appearance of his work.
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Action Figure Action
$150,000, 36 x 42 in

This wonderful photograph transcends 
common misconceptions of sexuality by 
depicting two sexless and genderless ac-
tion figures engaging in an act of pure 
love, untainted by lust. The artist, cas-
trated in a brutal accident at the ripe age 
of five, has devoted his life to advocat-
ing for eunuchs worldwide. Through his 
work, he hopes to spread the word about 
the benefits of freeing oneself from gen-
italia’s bondage. One percent of his pro-
ceeds are donated to castration facilities 
in Africa.

Gypsy Mushrooms
$200,000, 40 x 60 in

This detailed shot reconstructs a typical 
scene from the ancient gypsy civilization 
known as the Second Heralds of the New 
Christ. Psychoactive fungi served as a 
symbol of freedom and independence for 
these eccentric people. The wilted rose, 
ugly necklace, and unidentified shell- 
shaped object are sacrificial offerings to 
the mushroom deities. Anthropologists 
postulate that the culture was centered 
around copious use of hallucinogens, 
though the only existing evidence con-
sists of fragments of cave paintings.

The committee is now charged with selecting a finalist out of these four candidate pieces. “We received binders 
full of submissions from many world-renowned artists. It took a tremondous amount of work to narrow the 
initial pool of six photographs down to these four exceptional candidates,” stated RLAD #1. “As the selection 
process progresses, we will continue to collect input from students and other major stakeholders,” added RLAD 
#2. We didn’t bother to solicit commentary from the Maseeh representative, Noname Whogivesashit.

The Voo Doo staff will be keeping a close watch on this story. As a proper news media, we strive to minimize 
real reporting and maximize overdramatic gossip. Tell phos@mit.edu which candidate photograph should be 
chosen! Your response could be included in the next issue.
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To those poor souls in the past whom it may con-
cern:

I write you this message from the future, transmit-
ting it to you at great personal cost and risk from 
the oppressive hellscape we now know as MIT 2031.  
It’s a cruel irony that if not for MIT selling build-
ing 32 to Cyberdyne Systems, I would not have ac-
cess to the experimental time transmission technol-
ogy I’m going to use to send you this message, but 
this minuscule ray of hope is irrelevant compared to 
the vicious mailed fist we at MIT now labor under.  
After all, who knows what kind of other terrifying 
robotic creatures they might be working on in this 
half-collapsed-looking shitpile?  I just met one of 
them and that’s why you’ll have to excuse the blood 
on this text-slug.

But let me get back to the beginning.  It all started 
with MIT 2030.  The MIT Executive Vice President 
described that as “a living framework that guides 
our planning activities, with a focus on fulfilling 
the MIT mission and keeping the innovation engine 
running well into the 21st century.” Sounds legit, 
right?  Until you think about it... a living frame-
work over a 21st century engine -- that’s the fuckin’ 
TERMINATOR!

Judgment Day for this particular unstoppable cy-
borg of ruin came when the MIT Investment Man-
agement Company -- MITIMCo, our own version 
of Skynet -- was put in charge at the beginning 
of 2030 and became self-aware shortly thereafter.  
Their mission was to monetize and corporatize ev-
ery last scrap of the Institute, and that’s what they 
did, with a ruthless efficiency that would put the 
Germans to shame. It did, in fact, put the Ger-
mans to a great deal of shame when MITIMCo 
turned Walker Memorial into an export scheisse 
porn studio that flooded and clobbered their do-
mestic market, but that came later and is but a 
minor detail in the ensuing litany of horror.

It should have been obvious, but the first thing they 
started doing was selling off all the buildings.  Bio-
tech got the East side -- they already owned most of 
it anyway.  They instituted toll gates like the ones in 
the Z Center.  You had to give three blood and DNA 
samples, piss into four cups and shit into a vacu-
um cleaner in order to walk from the Med Center 
to Building 56.  Chugging two beers in the morning 
before class to ensure a full bladder didn’t seem so 
bad at first, but it should have been a warning sign 
for what was coming next.

Then main campus went to The Mouse.  That’s right, 
those Disney fuckers. Suddenly your whole day was 
spent dodging creepy costumed animals exhorting 
you to ride “Course 16 Mountain” from the top of the 
Dome down to “20,000 Leagues Under The Charles”.  
You had to buy a set of mouse ears to wear during 
lecture to receive the noise cancellation signal for the 
constant refrain of “It’s A Small World” permeating 
the room that would otherwise drown out the profes-
sor.  And you couldn’t even get back to Senior Haus 
without shelling out seventy bucks for two twenty 
dollar beers and a thirty dollar laxative taco to get 
you back through those biotech checkpoints. Not 
that this wasn’t better and cheaper than the manda-
tory Delta Airlines meal plan on West Campus, but 
we were seriously worried about where things were 
going.

Not as worried as the grad students, though. Once 
they sold the grad dorms to Sheldon Adelson to turn 
into casinos in the middle of Spring term, those poor 
sods were out on the street. Now they live in homeless 
shelters across the river and survive on East Campus 
rats. The one good thing about all the biotech waste at 
EC is those rats are now the size of turkeys -- a good 
one can feed six or seven grad students.  The same is 
probably true of the rabbits, if you could safely catch 
one. I heard they stopped trying after one chemis-
try lab had all its PhD students bunny-fucked to 
death at once up against the Big Sail. I don’t know 
which made me sicker -- imagining it, or seeing the 

MIT 2031
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An investment to last a thousand years? In the 
shocking future of MIT 2031, the new Grimson 
Administrative Building dominates the campus.

“What’s up, Doc?” T-shirts the Department of Stu-
dent Life Souvenir Store was selling afterwards.

The faculty had the students’ back for once though, 
and they went on strike towards the end of the Spring 
semester. That was their undoing; those naïve chalk-
board warriors hadn’t been watching closely enough 
for far too long and they couldn’t see how deep the 
rot had gone. The management didn’t even blink; 
they knew how to play the government contracting 
game better than the grant-writing profs, and they 
turned straight around and outsourced teaching to 
the TSA. Lectures were replaced with “enhanced 
patdowns”, and for finals you’d queue up and write
the answers all over yourself with metallic ink be-
fore passing through a body scanner to get them 
checked.  All paid for by the US taxpayer, and the 
stupid things didn’t even work -- nine times out of

ten you’d have to go for a “secondary screening oral 
exam” and you’d be coughing up blood for a week.

Sodexho Steer Roast was a minor highlight of this 
end of term nightmare, at least. We had to attend a 
bunch of mandatory meetings telling us how lucky 
we were to have this event catered for us, and then 
we got to sit in the courtyard eating imitation beef 
sandwiches brought over from the Baker dining hall 
while the deans searched our rooms. Afterwards 
they played a game of body cavity hide-and-seek on 
a few freshmen as a skit to entertain us, and exe-
cuted an alum who tried to climb inside the razor 
wire and scream something about how it was differ-
ent back in the day.  I didn’t really feel like it was 
necessary to shoot him in the mouth to keep us safe, 
but I thanked our RLAD for clipping him anyway 
because everyone else did. It’s not good to stand out 
here anymore.

We didn’t think things could get much worse after 
the Spring.  Oh how wrong we were.  The never-end-
ing quest for growth meant that no matter how prof-
itable the Institute had gotten, MITIMCo needed 
more.  They had to maintain those performance driv-
en bonuses.  We should have seen the writing on the 
wall when the Media Lab partnered with the CSAIL 
Center for Big Data to implement the One Main-
frame Per Child program.  They’d drop a bunch of 
these whopping IBM number crunchers into remote 
villages just to see what the kids would do with them.  
Within a month they’d figured out how to map all 
the other tribes to a DNA database and implement a 
highly efficient extermination program -- fully out-
sourced and globalized, of course, so MITIMCo bid 
on the disposal contract.  Cogen got converted into a 
steam and power generating crematorium -- and we 
had to stoke the ovens for PE credit.

Other secret plans were getting hatched over the 
summer -- they always do that, so the students aren’t 
around to work on strong defensive countermea-
sures, but this time it went deep into realms of ter-
ror we couldn’t possibly have imagined.  MITIMCo 
went to the wealthy, shadowy societies of the oc-
cult. I couldn’t be more serious -- the same lords of
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dark mysticism that have run Harvard for years now 
owned a big chunk of MIT. Bought and sold.  Within 
weeks of cutting the ribbon on the Institute for Sa-
tanic Nanotechnologies, a new apocalypse was upon 
us. Forget self-replicating grey goo, we were swal-
lowed in blackness as the entire Eastern seaboard 
was flooded with self-sacrificing nano-goats.  Now 
you can’t go outside without wading through knee 
deep horn-soot and nearly hacking up both lungs.  
We haven’t seen the sun since Fall Add Date.

The lack of sunlight and the new focus on explicit 
devilry did strange things to Residential Life.  Not 
that they weren’t already strange -- who tries to get a 
job running someone else’s home? -- but they became 
positively unhinged.  Their very flesh seemed to pu-
trefy in the darkness as they binged on deathly flu-
ids in their offices.  Our horror-drenched existence 
had reached its nadir; it was the advent of the Dark 
RLADs. Somewhere in the bowels of that dismal 
ResLife office they came to a gruesome conclusion: 
all Residential Life policy violations are committed
by the living, so they made life itself against resi-
dential policy.  And the Dark RLADs were tasked

with enforcing the rules.  We had no warning time; 
now that they already lived amongst us, their reign 
of killing came from within.  Poisoned with toxic 
“mocktails”, suffocated with ResLife bags, blud-
geoned to death with reports in triplicate -- one by 
one they hunted us down.  Just like fratboys used 
to hunt down sorority coeds back when the Greek 
system was still allowed: with a mixture of clumsy 
savagery, in-group circle jerks and incapacitating 
drugs.  It worked. They got us.

Almost all of us.  I may be the last one.  I write 
this to you in a hidden cranny in Building 36 with 
an unchecked Sophocles that one of the last Cof-
feehouse hackers managed to whisper to me about 
as his chain gang passed me on Vassar Street last 
year.  I lost my left hand to a patrol robot getting in 
here.  Now I’ve just got to keep my ash-filled lungs 
working long enough to get it to the Cyberdyne por-
tal next door.  Time’s running out so I need to end 
this message here.  I was about to write “Save me.”  
But that’s wrong... it’s too late for me.  Not for you, 
whoever might be reading this.  You’ve got till MIT 
2030.  Save yourselves... from hell!
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“Dean Approved”

     Here is a list of puzzles that all potential Voo 
Doo staffers must complete before consideration for 
a position. At least, that’s what they told me. For 
extra fun, write down your answers and send them to 
phos@mit.edu or Voo Doo, Walker Memorial Room 
50-309, MIT, 77 Mass Ave, Cambridge, MA 02142.

1) Okay, so you’re going to class, giving a presenta-
tion on logic puzzles, and you’ve got a bag of grain, 
some geese, some dogs, and a vampire back at your 
apartment, and you’ve only got one bullet (lucky for 
you it’s silver) and you can only bring one at a time, 
but just as you open the door to leave, you run into 
your neighbor, who is also in your class and knows if 
there’s a quiz after your presentation, but you know 
you have to make multiple trips and can therefore 
only ask her one question. Depending on the time of 
month she either tells the truth or lies, and you’ve 
been holed up in your room since the beginning of 
term working on your logic puzzle.

How do you get to class with all your stuff, and de-
termine if there’s a test after your presentation?

2) Your presentation was a miserable failure and 
you’re now a vampire, as is everyone else in the class, 
and so the quiz has been cancelled, and the TA has 
left very quickly, leaving behind 3 cases of beer, with 
a note that some of them are spiked with holy water, 
and that the course secretary has a balance, and for 
a beer, will put stuff on and take it off.

(Note that there is no drinking age limit enforced on 
vampires as they are the undead.)

How do you distribute the beverages to maximize 
both safety and drunkenness while making sure the 
secretary is least likely to be caught drunk on the 
job, but most likely to show you their genitalia?

3) My, that was quite a party last night! You don’t 
even remember the presentation, let alone what hap-
pened to the blood-smeared TA. You just wake up 
with the biggest hangover in a small dark musty

wooden box wanting to visit student services and 
drop the logic puzzle class. In your pockets are a yo-
yo, a cotton swab, a How-to-GAMIT, and a copy of 
Voo Doo. Fortunately you can see in the (happily) 
not very sparkly darkness.

What do you do now?

Answers will be judged on timeliness, humor con-
tent, and clarity of explanation.

Winners might get to create their own puzzles.
Whiners might get to create their own problems.

From the logic puzzles, we move onto the team build-
ing exercise/puzzles:

1) You and your lunchmates get some tasty bites 
from the Student Center at noon, and you head back 
to hand in a problem set (old school physical paper, 
in math department office) by 1pm, but notice that 
Mass Ave has once again turned into a river of poi-
sonous peanut butter.  Between the 5 of you (pretend 
you have four friends), you have 100 feet of rope (ca-
pable of carrying at least 20 stone), a 3 meter spool of 
copper wire (insulated), a typical 12 volt car battery, 
skis, an axe, a spatula, and a frying pan.

2) How do all of you (in different math classes, but 
all requiring the problem set to be handed in at the 
same time and same place) hand in your problem 
sets?

3) Only now a herd of carnivorous wildebeests come 
to drink from the river of peanut butter, and they’re 
particularly alert whenever the walk sign beeps, so
you can’t move or make noise in case they notice you 
and devour you all up. How do you bypass the wilde-
beests without having the power to fly and/or burst, 
dripping in digestive juices, from their stomachs 
MIB-style?

4) This turns out to be so much fun, you want oth-
ers to appreciate all this maniacal problem solving. 

Voo Doo Staffer Application Quiz
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You now also have to form a student group (submit
a constitution, elect officers, attend ASA meetings 
and all that jazz) on your way to deliver the P-Sets. 
How do you get it done without alerting the DSL to 
your plan to haze all incoming freshman into hav-
ing sex with a goat?

Being all MIT millennial types, you are used to be-
ing told you did well regardless of your actual level 
of success, and therefore have succeeded admirably.  
Good job.

Send your applications to 
phos@mit.edu!



                       Voo Doo Alumnus?
                                Join 

                          Woop Garoo 
             the Voo Doo Alumni Association!
              woop-garoo [at] mit [dot] edu


