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(615): Where are the bitches, because I got some condoms I need to use tonight.

(813): It’s 10:40 AM, and I leave tomorrow. So, I’m going to start drinking now.

(954): No turkey unless it’s a club sandwich.

(847): I thought the Boston Tea Party was a store famous for its teas dating back 
to the American Revolution.

(865): Most of the texts in The Slant are 615 or 865... That’s how you know that 
it’s us.

(813): I haven’t had a beer hangover since school started. It’s been a very 
liquorly year.

Nice try! The cop said I had the right 
to remain silent.

FelonFelon

Let’s just say I could use a 
scrub and a wash.

Daytona Beach

I inspected your room. 
Why is that picture of me over your 

bed so sticky?

Your RA

I went home. Watched TV; ate a lot 
of breakfast...

Slut

I padded my resume over break.

I got to second base with my sister!!

Kentucky Fan

Eric Massa

Just chilled.

Ice Cube

Have you ever been to a Navy 
birthday party? No one there has 
heard of being “forcibly fondled.”

What did you do over spring break?What did you do over spring break?

FelonFelon ASButtholeASButthole

What did you do over spring break?What did you do over spring break?What did you do over spring break?What did you do over spring break?

Edgar Allan Poe Speaks!  
By: Zach Wright
President, Dead Poet Society

With Versus recently interviewing the producer of 
Hot Tub Time Machine (way to go guys, maybe next 
time you can get someone notable from a real movie!) 
the folks at The Slant, meaning me, decided it would 
be a good idea to do an interview of our own.  Unfor-
tunately we don’t have the sort of pull that Versus does 
so we couldn’t get anyone importa-

“Wait, who the fuck is that?!” 
Two ghostly steeds kick down the door to my single, 

which is weird for a Saturday
“It is I, Edgar Allan Poe!”
I recoil in horror as Mr. Poe himself strides through 

the threshold to my room.  He smells like shit.  Like, it’s 
really hard for me to type right now.

“Why do you smell so bad?”
And with that simple question, my interview began 

with one of the greats, the morose bastard Edgar Allan 
Poe…

Me:  Thanks so much for coming.

EAP: No, problem.  I always enjoy helping out a 
friend.

Me: Yeah, you owe me more than one favor after 
Berlin.

EAP: (laughing) Don’t you be bringing up Berlin 
again!

Me: So, besides this interview, what brings you to 
Nashville?

EAP: Well, this adorable couple just moved into a 
house in Hillsboro with their new baby- so I figured I’d 
go scare the shit out of them.  You know, blood on the 
walls, eerie voices, and of course, planting thoughts in 
their heads of their daughter dating a black man.

Me:  That’s actually OK these days.

EAP: Really?

Me: Yeah, you’ve been dead a long time.  Ev-
eryone is pretty much fine with that now.  
Cool huh?

EAP: Yeah, I guess…

Side note: I don’t send Edgar a 
Christmas card anymore.

Me: Moving on- have you been 
keeping busy?

EAP: Yea, you know, I try to get out of 
the house, do a little writing here and there.

Me: Still writing horror?

EAP: Actually, the piece I’m work-
ing on now is about a cyborg with 
a urinary tract infection who 
keeps finding love in all 
the wrong places, 
with hilarious 
results.  I call 
it, “Crossing 

Streams.”

Me: That sounds terrible.

EAP: Well, I’ll admit it’s an acquired taste.  Obvi-
ously fans of my earlier stuff won’t be too enthused, 
but you can’t please everyone can you?

Me: Can you get rid of your ghostly steeds?  The 
one on the left hasn’t stopped going to the bathroom 
since it’s gotten here, and the one on the right looks 
like he wants to rape me.  He’s been eyeing me up this 
whole time, and it’s starting to freak me out.

EAP: Of course, how silly of me…

Edgar shouts “Streetcar!” “Desire!” “Away!” and with 
a wave of his hand his horses dissolve and flow into my 
closet right next to my Crest with tartar control.

Me: Thanks.  So, whom do you usually hang out 
with up in heaven?

EAP:  Well, if you can believe it, most of the original 
Harlem Globetrotters.

Me:  Most of them are still alive.  Did you just get 
that from Scooby-Doo?

EAP: No, what are you talking about…

Me:…

Edgar breaks down crying, telling me how he doesn’t 
have any friends, and how he’s, “Too much of a genius,” 
for everyone.  He’s a total crybaby, but what can you 
expect from an emo bitch.  I could never tell him that 
though.

Me: You’re kind of an emo bitch Edgar.

EAP: Yeah…

Me: Anyway, last question.  If you had some advice 
from beyond the grave for our readers out 

there, what would it be?

EAP:  Heaven is most-
ly games of Scrabble 
where everyone gets 
a triple word score ev-
ery time.  Like teiid is 
a fucking word…  that 
and a bunch of marzi-

pan… whatever that is.

Me: You didn’t make it 
in heaven, did you?

And with that a jet of fire bursts 
from my floor and engulfs Edgar, 

who cackles as he descends into 
the underworld once again.

Me: What a 
bitch.

Me: Yeah, you’ve been dead a long time.  Ev-
eryone is pretty much fine with that now.  

EAP: Yeah, I guess…

Side note: I don’t send Edgar a 
Christmas card anymore.

Me: Moving on- have you been 

EAP: Yea, you know, I try to get out of 
the house, do a little writing here and there.

Me: Still writing horror?

EAP: Actually, the piece I’m work-
ing on now is about a cyborg with 
a urinary tract infection who 
keeps finding love in all 

Me: Anyway, last question.  If you had some advice 
from beyond the grave for our readers out 

there, what would it be?

EAP:  Heaven is most-
ly games of Scrabble 
where everyone gets 
a triple word score ev-
ery time.  Like teiid is 
a fucking word…  that 
and a bunch of marzi-

pan… whatever that is.

Me: You didn’t make it 
in heaven, did you?

And with that a jet of fire bursts 
from my floor and engulfs Edgar, 

who cackles as he descends into 
the underworld once again.

Me: What a 
bitch.

And this is 
AFTER the 
photographer 
said “Smile!”
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Making banana pancakes

The luge

Holding hands

Drinking (Otherwise, you’re just 
an alcoholic)

Playing checkers

Tandem bicycling

Talking (If you’re by yourself, 
you’re just a crazy.)

Getting married

Assisted suicide

Sex 

TOPTEN
Activities that are better with a partner

I pride myself on being able to make 
friends with a decent variety of people who 
come from all walks of life. However, im-
plicit within such a variety, there is bound 
to be a lack of knowledge about “how the 
other half lives.” So, when one of my Jewish 
friends, one of my black friends, and I were 
attending a group meeting, they began dis-
cussing some of their misunderstandings 
of each other’s culture. By the end of their 
discussion, they had resolved to form the 
Black-Jewish Alliance (BJA), a coalition 
of students from the two largest minority 
groups on Vanderbilt’s campus who also 
have their own safe houses within the Van-
derbubble.

Yet--little did I know-- the members had 
been secretly meeting intermittently for 
the past several months in the Black Cul-
tural Center’s basement. The Ben Schul-
man Center for Jewish Life pressured their 
affiliate Grins Café into providing free PBG 
(peanut butter, banana, and granola) wraps 
for every meeting.

The BJA members chose Sunday, March 
14th as the date of their reveal from the 
depths of the underground, because it 
holds significance for both black and Jew-
ish students. The Jewish community chose 
the date to honor the birth of William 
Edward “Billy” Crystal who was born on 
March 14, 1948. Crystal has won Oscars, 
Golden Globes, and Tony Awards as an ac-
tor and comedian, and has even hosted the 
Academy Awards. He is most recognizable 
for his roles in When Harry Met Sally and 
City Slickers, his stint on Saturday Night 
Live, and as the voice of Mike Wazowski in 
the Pixar film, Monsters, Inc. Crystal is the 
model of a good Jewish citizen: funny, cre-
ative, successful, and knows how to handle 
his money with or without a pouch full of 
Jew gold.

The black community also chose March 
14th to honor the birth of their own Billy. 
William “Billy” Garland, born March 14, 
1949, is an American truck driver and a 
former Black Panther whose claim to fame 
was his ability to sire the child who came 
to be known as Tupac Shakur, one of the 
greatest rappers in the history of the game. 
Garland is the model of a good black citi-
zen, as he fathered a superstar while giving 

his son the space to find his creative abil-
ity and the freedom to hone it. Without 
Garland, Tupac would have never graced 
a mic, and the world would have been a 
much sadder place.

Despite their reasons of honoring their 
respective Billy’s, the BJA didn’t foresee the 
complications they would have by choos-
ing March 14th as the date of their grand 
coming out, as, unknowingly, quite a few 
other important historical events also oc-
curred on that day.

March 14th is well known as Pi Day to 
the Vandy Mathletes who assumed that the 
BJA was attempting to get into an intellec-
tual turf war with them. Ezekiel Johnson, 
the son of a black man and a Jewish woman 
and the current president of the BJA, had to 
step in and apologize to the Vandy Math-
letes for his lack of discretion, thereby pre-
venting them from resorting to launching 
the second Great Protractor War.

Ezekiel was then met with resistance 
from the Vandy Students for Timeliness 
(VST) who were honoring their Greco-Ro-
man deity on March 14th with the annual 
festival marking the beginning of Daylight 
Savings Time. VST members knew that 
their sacred one, George Vernon Hudson, 
the inventor of Daylight Savings Time, 
would not be happy if another group tried 
to infringe upon their spring holiday. In or-
der to avoid conflict, Ezekiel, in a moment 
of calculating genius, decided to collabo-
rate with the VST members and to abolish 
C.P. Time, or colored-people time, once 
and for all, thereby ending a long-standing 
cold war with VST.

However, Ezekiel was not prepared for 
this largest error. Unwittingly, he had for-
gotten about the immensely important na-
tional holiday occurring exactly one month 
after Valentine’s Day: Steak and Blowjob 
Day.

Though Vanderbilt students that are ei-
ther black or Jewish are encouraged to join, 
only those that are both black and Jewish 
can hope to be Executive Members of the 
group. Students that are closer to an even 
50% of both can attain the higher positions 
within the group, because it’s not discrimi-
nation, but association.

When the BJA tried to attract new mem-
bers on March 14th, it was instantly over-

whelmed by the interest of so many new 
supporters’ interest to join the club even 
from students who were neither black nor 
Jewish. Ezekiel scratched his head for a 
while as he tried to figure out the reason 
for such a majority interest in such a niche 
minority group. It wasn’t until student 
Brock Morningwood approached the table 
and desperately inquired, “Is this where we 
sign up for the B.J. Alliance? My girlfriend 
said she wouldn’t give me mine until I 
joined. She wanted to make sure I was part 
of the B.J. revolution.”

Ezekiel, himself a large supporter of 
B.J.’s, understood his fellow man’s plight 
and sympathized with the easily miscon-
struable advertising. He quickly found an 
old issue of The Slant, clipped out the re-
deemable coupon from its center spread 
for Steak and Blowjob Day, handed it to 
Mr. Morningwood and told him to present 
the coupon to his girlfriend.

As Mr. Morningwood clicked his heels 
and skipped across Alumni Lawn, Ezekiel 
realized how much money he could make 
for his group if, in exchange for their $10 
membership fees, new members could get 
one of the coupons. By the end of the day, 
he had accumulated over $80,000, enough 
money to produce another posthumous 
Tupac album and to buy a lifetime’s supply 
of latkes.

Formation of New BJA Organization Met 
with Confusion, Applause

By: Justin Barisich
Always Politically Correct... Always

As spring comes, the temperatures rise and daily 
life on campus begins to change a little. People 
sunbathe or study on the lawn, allergies attack, and 
the tights go in the drawer while the dresses come 
back out. However, along with all of the wonderful 
outdoor activities from August and September that 
seem to return, so do the visiting high school stu-
dents and their parents. No, not MOSAIC week-
end. These visits involve no shenanigans, hospital 
visits or even accurate information. What if the 
tours were a little more honest? Er, and quite a bit 
more cynical too. I believe they would go a little 
like this:

“Alright, first I’d like to thank everyone for visit-
ing Vanderbilt University! My name is Clay, and I’ll 
be your guide! I’m a sophomore in the School of 
Engineering, and let’s be honest, I’m a bit of a cocky 
jerk and don’t really enjoy showing you around. 
OK! With that being said, your glowing faces tell 
me that it’s time to start the tour!

After your wonderful orientation speech by 
whoever that was, we find ourselves at the Student 
Life Center. Over there is the Starbucks. That’s all 
there is, really. Not that there’s anything wrong 
with that… I mean, girls go a lot there, don’t they? 
I’m asking you, because they won’t let me over 
there anymore. 

Moving on! As you can see, we are in front of 
our varsity athletic facilities. If you’re going to see 
a football game, you will most likely not remember 
what the inside of the stadium looks like, so take 
it all in right now! If you enjoy basketball, then I 
hope you also enjoy games that are nerve-rackingly 
close and some serious March sadness. If baseball 
is more of your thing, then, well, you won’t have 
many problems finding a good seat! But please re-
member to be wary of the Vandy Fanatics. Their 
little club isn’t all that fan-friendly or spirited.

Now we’re stopping at frat row, better known 
as all of the poor decisions you’re going to make 

freshman year. Also of note are the Branscomb 
Dorms which is where we like to pay tribute to 
our tiki god. Every Thursday we like to sacrifice a 
pre-med and serve him up on a jerk chicken pizza. 
Ok, there’s not really much else to say, here. I’ve 
never lived over here; so I’m not going to sugar coat 
anything like some other guides might. It’s kind of 
dirty inside, but that’s really just a given. If you en-
joy a short walk to the parties rather than a brisk 
jog or a liver-busting shuttle ride, then you’re going 
to love this part of campus.

Over here is Alumni Lawn, which is one place 
that is not exactly going to assist you in becoming 
an alumnus, especially during Rites of Spring week-
end. Cole and Tolman hall are where kids go to es-
cape Kissam, yet are still disappointed. McGill? er, 
well, you can all go dorm spelunking for yourselves 
after the tour. 

Now we’re coming up to the Rand Dining Hall. 
Right here outside is where 90 percent of all ciga-
rettes are smoked on campus. Hey, do you people 
like nutritious food?  Well, you might want to start 
thinking about frequenting Harris Teeter. Odds are 
after freshman year, you’re going to eat at The Pub 
more than anything else which will most definitely 
contribute to your sophomore sixteen. Ok! Let’s 
go to the bookstore so we can give you a nice gray 
T-shirt! Hey, look at that; I’m wearing mine right 
now…

I bet a lot of you people are wondering about 
academics here. Well, I don’t really know too much 
about that, but let’s stop in here in Buttrick. This 
building definitely looks fancy, but I can’t really 
vouch for the classes they teach here. As you can 
deduce from the wall décor, all of them are about 
history of ferns and fernology. No, I swear those 
aren’t language classes going on right now. Would 
I lie to you?

Our next stop takes us to the engineering build-
ing. As you can see, it is the most rectangular build-
ing on campus, because engineers are very easily 
confused and are prone to complain. I myself once 

walked into the wrong dorm and went up to the 
third floor before realizing my mistake. 

Moving on, we’ve reached the much beloved Ste-
venson center. Does anyone here like math? Well, 
you won’t. In fact, you’ll hate it so much that you’ll 
change your major, and probably more than once. 
But if you’re like me and can’t stand writing papers 
and doing “research,” then engineering isn’t all that 
bad. Yeah, I failed a math class, but that just makes 
me more awesome than someone who hasn’t.

Now we come to what I’m supposed to sell the 
hardest to you to get you to matriculate: The Com-
mons. Ok, now, by a lot of luck and AP credits, I’m 
currently not a freshman, so I don’t really come 
over here much anymore. Most of my close friends 
lived on my hall last year, but unfortunately there’s 
a great disparity between qualities of rooms. Do 
you like being able to touch your passed out room-
mate’s ass with your nose as you try to get some 
sleep before your 8 o’clock class? Well then, let’s 
hope you end up in West or Gillette! Are caviar and 
a chauffeur service more of your thing? Stambaugh 
and North have that down pat. That big one over 
there? My class affec-
tionately knows that as 
Stank Ingram. 

Over yonder is the 
Commons Center 
which is home to some 
different yet almost 
equally bland kinds 
of food. I have to give 
them props for having 
variety, though. Just be 
warned that flank steak 
is always tougher to 
chew than you expect. 
Don’t worry though; 
there are plenty of 
microwavable White 
Castles at the munchie 
mart next door. Rest 

assured, though, you’ll have many memorable, 
or forgotten, moments in this Munchie Mart. It’s 
where alliances are forged and broken, where ap-
petites are satiated, and where awkward mixers are 
held.

Also on this side of campus are the Peabody Col-
lege of Education buildings. I’m going to try my 
absolute hardest not to make a crayon joke, but 
let’s just say I don’t think I can draw up such a sce-
nario.

Well, coming back full circle almost, we’ve ar-
rived over near Kissam… OK, moving on…

Great job, everyone, we’re back here at admis-
sions trying to figure out when exactly it was I 
started drinki- I mean, it’s time to leave! Now, I 
know we missed some things like the Rec Center or 
the Blair School of Music, but come on… They’re 
really far away… I’d just like to thank everyone 
again for visiting Vanderbilt today! Any questions? 
You guys seem confused, er, at least the ones of you 
that are still here.”

Campus Tours: Now Abiding by the Honesty Policy
By: Clay Christain
Truth in Advertising Specialist

Blow your horns; become a BJA unicorn! 

Papa Pac picked a peck of pickled peppers...

Mike Wazowski right before he changes 
into a green, bulbous cyclops. 

Makin’ potato pancakes....

And here’s another tour leaving Stevenson, the Asian sector of campus...


