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“Your hair looks... nice.”

“Shoes, OMG, SHOES!”

“What’s your major?!”

“OMG, get excited!!”

“SMILE!!!”

*Awkward silence*

“Yeah, -insert noun-!!

“Like, ummm, what do you like?”

*sobbing*

“So... how was your break?”

TOPTEN
Phrases Said During Sorority Rush

This was not my idea. I didn’t 
want to do it; I didn’t know anything 
about it. I’ve said it before, and I’ll 
say it again: I did not plan to start 
this university. Yet, for some rea-
son, it has my name neatly engraved 
in stone.
    Moreover, it was my money that 

was used to start it, so this uni-
versity is indubitably mine. I shall 
do as I wish, and as long as you 
are students, faculty, staff, Kissam 
Hobos, RAs or starving McTyeirites 
of this university, you shall obey 
my commands.
    I want to dispel an egregious 

myth.  I never actually died; I was 
erected as an idol to be worshiped 
on a grassy synagogue where Friday 
night music explodes out of Kissam 
windows, the cursed Kirkland bell 
tower crashes every wretched hour, 
and Vandy Van headlights glint against 
my bronzified eyes that gaze inter-
minably through West End traffic.  
I endure the weekend ritual of get-
ting vandy-lized when they mask me 
with pagan Halloween spirits and force beer 
cans into my dignified hand. But seriously, natty 
light?  I prefer a proper man’s Cognac. Please 
do not confuse me with a commoner a.k.a. a 
member of the class of 2013.
    Even though the commoners of 2013 are 

the lesser of four evils, they still have below 
adequate intelligence. The sophomores, I’ll let 
them pass. But the juniors and seniors?  It 
amazes me that these people manage to dress 
themselves and tie their shoes every morning. 
They will make a good working class alongside 
the commoners. Able hands are often as use-
ful as able minds.  
    This year, the groveling proletariat com-

moners of 2013 will attempt a class revolution 
to replace the elite sophomores--who were 
once labeled as the smartest, brightest and 
most accomplished class in Vanderbilt history.  
However, this uprising is doomed to fail; iso-
lated into their own commune, they’ll be lucky 
if they graduate before the fall of mankind: 
2012 (as prophesized by reliable before-com-

mon-era sources). The plebians are going to 
need to move much faster as the sophomore 
class has already mobilized; the 2012ers are 
the harbingers of Judgment Day. 
    And what is it with this fascination with 

Greek Life? Back in my time, we were proud to 
be Americans, not Greeks.  Yes, they birthed 
Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, clay pottery, 300  
Spartans and democracy, but even democracy 
is quite useless without national unity and a 
strong leader to tell people what to think. Sure, 
they invented the epic Homer, but they also-
covered themselves in olive oil, wrestled naked, 
and championed pederasty. On second thought, 
I love Greek life! The connection with Greek 
culture is self-divulging.  Each time we unfurl 
democracy’s vestigial wings, we glimpse this 
perverse imagination. 
    I was more or less peaceful in my pet-

rified catatonic state, but recent events have 
prompted me to leave my rest and take an active 
position. I have seen this firm go from bad 
to worse. The endowment has shrunk con-

siderably, money has 
been squandered on a 
group of ungrateful 
class of common-
ers, and aside from 
an annex of a Nurs-
ing School here and 
there, I have not seen 
any sort of expan-
sion. Let’s be clear, 
from the very begin-
ning this was a bad 
idea. Whose hare-
brained idea was it 
to start a non-profit 
corporation? Non-
profit? What kind of 
a business model is 
that? It just says 
in the name that it’s 
not going to make any 
money!  
 I still have a 100% 

stake in this compa-
ny, and it is time to 
expand. If you are 
looking to become a 
partner, find me by 
my West End avenue 
pedestal. We may be 
issuing an IPO very 
soon, so the time to 

buy in is now. 

Sincerely,

Cornelius 
Vanderbilt

Cornelius 
Speaks: 
Musings From 
the Grave


