IF THIS IS HEAVEN…
(Tune: “Dancing Cheek to Cheek”)
(Brief context if you are not a Teter NSO veteran: Every hour, orientation assistants would herd 40+ new students into the Teter NST and make them sit crammed together on benches until advisors called their name.)

Teter!   I’m in Teter!
Just one day’s enough to make a person shriek.
And I may not get the lunch break that I seek,
‘Cause there’s forty students sitting cheek to cheek.

Summer….Orientation…
An endurance test that isn’t for the meek!
You repeat yourself until your voice grows weak,
And if SIS goes down, you’re up Shit Creek.

Oh, I’d love to climb up mountains,
And scale the highest peaks.
But it looks like I’ll be stranded here
Advising for six weeks.

Heck, I’d love to use the bathroom,
Have a chance to take a leak.
But until the third week of July,
That prospect’s looking bleak.

SURRENDER!  Just put your hands in the air,
Give in to despair,
And roll in your chair…to…

Teter…[WHIMPER] I’m in Teter…
Where the tempers sometime rise to fits of pique.
And I might as well be speaking ancient Greek
To those forty students sitting cheek to cheek!
