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Citing a much shared Virginia Advocate 
article asking the University community 
to wait for concrete details before 
accusing Virginia ABC officers of racism, 
cool-headed and analytical white students 
rallied at the Rotunda to urge caution 
on their peers. The impartial students 
emphasized the need to carefully examine 
the motivations of the arresting officer, 
and wait for irrefutable evidence of racial 
bias in his thought process before reacting 
at all or making any statement.

“I’ve seen the video and pictures, but 
it’s so unclear” said calm-and-collected 
rally-goer Clarice Montpelier, referring 
to the unambiguous footage of Johnson’s 
beating, “We might never know what 
really happened. Until we do, nobody has 
a right to protest--or object!”

“This incident probably has nothing to 
do with being black” added the always 
rational commerce student Scott Cannon. 
“Nobody should get angry, unless the 
arresting officer makes a public statement 
saying he is a racist and uses the N-word 
at least twice. They’d have to be non-

ironic N-words too.That’s what racism is.”

When asked whether such a direct 
statement would change their stance on 
the issue, some students were even more 
committed to finding the absolute truth. 

“Still, we’d have to wait for different 
facts,” stated Josh Gwinnet, who claims to 
have never leapt to a conclusion. “Like if 
this guy made any social faux pas towards 
the bouncer, or whether he acted like he 
didn’t deserve to be arrested...that’s really 
important” he added.

“I’m just mad that people are protesting” 
reported the sensible first-year Michaela 
Alberts. “Even if we have countless forms 
of institutional racism, in the context 
of centuries of de jure and de facto 
oppression, I need to do well on my orgo 
quiz!”

At the close of the interview, rally-
goers nodded in agreement with Alberts’ 
statement, noting that the incident had 
nothing to do with them anyway. 
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Citing the lack of space for painting 
messages about hardships afflicting 
the University community, students 
banded together to erect a second, 
more spacious “Gamma” Bridge this 
weekend. 

The new structure is to be used solely 

for horrific, violent, and tragic events 
that students are bound to face in the 
coming semesters. Situated directly 
beside the original, Gamma Bridge 
will leave Beta Bridge as a community 
message board for school spirit, 
advertisements and occasional racial 
slurs.

“[Gamma] is a great way to deal 
with painful events” reported 
Second-year Walter Keady, who 
receives the majority of his news 
from infrastructure. “It was all too 
confusing anyway!”

Other students agreed with Keady, 
stressing the bridge’s usefulness.
“Originally we wanted to write a whole 
new message for every suicide and 
murder at this school,” said First-year 
Angie Davis. But we figured it would 
be a lot more economical to keep the 
‘Rest in Peace,’ and just leave a blank 
space for the name. It not only saves 
room, but improves our turnover rate.”

The bridge is set to be unveiled 
following the University’s next 
tragedy, expected to occur sometime 
next week.

SECOND BETA BRIDGE CONSTRUCTED SOLELY 
FOR TRAGEDIES 

In an email from ODOS, Dean of 
Students Allen Groves applauded 
the University’s body of fraternity 
pledges for enduring a week, or 
in some cases more, of abuse 
and humiliation, ending their 
pledgeship. The message, sent to 
the entire student body, expressed 
the Administration’s admiration for 
the young men, whose semester of 
consistent hazing came to a close 
this weekend, several days after the 
prescribed initiation deadline. 

“Comb the egg yolk out of your 
hair and the wipe horseradish from 
your testicles,” began the email, 
referring to hazing practices shared 
across Rugby Road organizations. 
“Goats no more, you ate those raw 
onions, chewed the habaneros, and 
even crawled through the gravel 
obstacle course. You earned it”  the 
statement continued. 

Shifting from a serious tone, ODOS 
injected humor in order to express 
their appreciation, if not gratitude, 
for the newly initiated fraternity 
brothers. “Can you drive me to 
the Comm school? Can you mop 
up this beer?” Groves teased, even 
including an .gif file of an animated 
dip dog with the caption “hungry?”

Groves finished on a hopeful note 
however. “I’m just fucking with 
you. You guys don’t have to do that 
stuff anymore” he wrote, signing 
the email electronically.

Despite this message, pledge class 
group chats across Grounds were 
abuzz about whether or not their 
initiation was “real,” and whether 
or not they would still have line-ups 
at beach week.
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According to police 
reports, a small 
number of innovators 
have been flipping 
the script and 
shifting paradigms 
inside the Rotunda 
construction site. The 
Yellow Journal  would 
like to stress: this is 
extremely dangerous. 
The Rotunda is an 
active construction 
site with associated 
hazards.

In addition to 
the risk of personal injury due to 
scaffolding, trenches, and twenty-
foot excavations, entrepreneurial 
students pose a risk to themselves and 

the structure itself by 
thinking outside the 
box and pushing 
the envelope in the 
active construction 
site. Moreover, 
challenging norms 
and reverse-
engineering our 
world could also 
extend the duration 
of the restoration 
project altogether. 

Students are asked 
never to enter the 
construction site to 

rewrite history, dare to dream, or 
even brainstorm.

Fatass in Mirror Definitely Not Me

Mexican Children’s Cartoon 
Stumps Fourth-Year Spanish 
Major 

Virginia Gentlemen Remove ‘Rugby 
Road,’ ‘Kill! Kill! Kill!’ From 
Repertoire

MESSAGE REGARDING 
ROTUNDA TRESPASSING

Used condom Full of Interesting 
Stories

1. “If you want to know the taste 
of a pear, you must change the 
pear by eating it yourself. If 
you want to know the theory 
and methods of revolution, you 
must take part in revolution. All 
genuine knowledge originates in 
direct experience.”

2. “Tap tap tap tap tap”

3. “Kikikikik”    

4. “Communism is not love. 
Communism is a hammer which 
we use crush the enemy.”

5. “TAPTAPTAPTAPTAP”

6. “Political power grows out of 
the barrel of a gun.”

7. “Cheeep Cheeep Cheeep”

8. “Hoo hoo hoo” 
(trick question)

QUIZ: 
WHO SAID IT?

 
MAO TSE-TUNG 

OR 
A WOODPECKER?

New Corner Bar Includes BDSM 
Dungeon, Finally
 

Stairway to Heaven Keeps Eden 
Cripple-free

Man Seeking Trophy Wife Settles 
for Honorable Mention Wife

LGBTQ Center Now Just Grindr 
Account

Girl Unaware Conversation With 
Jefferson Society Officer A Chess 
Match

Bang Bus Downgraded to 2005 
Civic

In Attempt To Reach Youth, Gover-
nor Declares Virginia ‘A Website”
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Racing through the residential college’s 
many “portals,” Brown residents 
eagerly gathered around for the 
unveiling  of their long-awaited wall of 
chewed gum. Located in the college’s 
dining room in Newcomb Hall, the wall 
features over six thousand pieces of 
gum, which residents are free to look 
at, re-chew, or use to stick up fan art of 
their favorite anime characters.

The wall was designed by resident 
Corrigan Blanchfield, who was inspired 
by a piece of gum he found stuck to the 
bottom of a fold-out desk while he was 
playing Nerf Zombies in the Chemistry 
Building. 

“I thought, ‘what’s fun and zany 
like me and my friends?’ Aside from 
Jalapeno Cheetos, it’s got to be old, 
discolored gum like this piece here!” 
Blanchfield explained. “I think it was 
Orbit peppermint, but sometimes that 
one starts to taste like 5 Wintermint 
Ascent after you let it sit.” 

The wall’s uniqueness will be a 
“wonderful tribute” to the dormitory, 
according to Brown resident and acorn 
specialist Anna Burke. “We don’t leave 

our rooms too much, but when we do 
we like to have wacky, sort of nutty 
things around us” she added. “The gum 
wall is perfect for that!”

According to head RA Jack Halleman, 
non-residents will still be able to see 
the wall of sticky, multicolored mush, 
so long as they turn in an application. 
“Once we have all the applications 
for that semester, we’re gonna go to 
our reading room, pop open a bag of 
skittles, and get to work. As long as 
you’re not TOO weirded out by our 
questions, we think most students will 
be kooky enough to take a gander at ol’ 
gummy,” Halleman added.

With much pride, residents huddled 
around the new wall for several hours 
immediately after its debut, testing 
flavors, contributing new sticks, and 
making models with the fresher, stickier 
pieces. Once the dining hall closed the 
fun did not end, however, as residents 
flocked either to their Connect Four 
tournament or the debut of First Year 
Players Present: Godspell.

WOMAN COVERED IN 
PEANUT BUTTER RUNS 

10K FOR NO CAUSE 
WHATSOEVER



Reminiscing about middle school, 
third-year Randy Lauden declared last 
Tuesday morning just how much he 
missed defaming and delegitimizing 
unappealing things 
as “gay” or “queer”.

“I used to call tons 
of shit gay” Lauden 
claimed. “That was 
a super chill period 
of my life. But now 
I’m worried that if 
I call my retarded-
ass Spanish 
paper ‘homo’ on 
Twitter, I won’t 
get an internship 
anywhere.”

Lauden added that 
the last time he called his pledge 

brother a “gaywad” in public, a 
Qdoba employee glared at him “like 
[he] said something kinda fucked 
up.”

“It’s not like 
I’m calling gay 
people gay,” he 
clarified. “ But 
if my buddy asks 
me to watch ‘50 
First Dates’ with 
him, I should 
still be able to 
say ‘nah, that 
movie’s super 
gay’ or call him 
a ‘cock smoker,’ 
or a ‘butt pirate,’ 
or a ‘Nancy,’ or, 
anthing else...’”

MAN MISSES USING 
‘GAY’ AS PEJORATIVE

At an interview in her Long Island 
home, Jeanette Martin reported 
that she was, in fact, “not a crazy, 
suspicious kind of wife.” Martin 
stressed, however, that she was 
“starting to think [my husband] Roy 
is spending too much time with his 
Staten Island family.”

 “Don’t get me wrong, I understand 
that men need to have their space,” 
added the PTA member and mother of 
three. “But when Roy starts missing 
Long Island Roy Jr’s soccer games 
to attend Staten Island Roy Jr’s flute 
recital, then I know something is 
wrong.”

Martin, 43, said that there was a 
provision for second families in their 
prenuptial agreement. “I’m not like 
some other women, who let their 
husband pursue third and fourth 
marriages. I went to Smith, god damn 
it.”

“Sylvia Plath must be rolling over in 
her grave” she lamented.

Martin communicated her jealousy 
of her husband’s auxiliary family, 
with whom he started spending 
weekends this winter. “I’m not one to 
tie anyone down,” she conceded,  but 
could he at least try not to confuse 
the kids’ names?”

Appealing to reason, Martin 
expressed guilt for her jealousy, 
claiming “I shouldn’t complain. I got 
to name the kids in exchange for his 
keeping a separate wife, children, 
and dog. You may call me frigid to 
drive such a hard bargain, but hey, 
marriage is all about compromise.”

Closing the interview, Martin was 
able to take  comfort in knowing her 
husband was at least in a responsible, 
if ancillary relationship, demanding 
reporters not even get “[her] started 
on his Bronx Dominatrix.”

WIFE JEALOUS OF 
HUSBAND’S TIME SPENT 
WITH SECOND FAMILY

6 Dope Places 
My Buddy Teddy 

Showed Me

The Tedster 
Himself

1) This cool pile of lumber 
behind the abandoned 
construction site where he 
found two menthols once

2) A Vietnamese strip joint 
where they take off the 
nipple pasties in the back 
room and they play Russian 
Roulette for real

3) The other Home Depot 
where they sell paint-pens 
for cheap

4) The 7-11 further away 
than our 7-11 where his 
wrestling pal Zipper got 
arrested for asking that cop 
to buy him a Mad Dog

5) The playground where 
we tried dip and we kissed 
but it didn’t mean anything 
and it was just that one time

6) A dog park



Sustained Dialogue:

The FDA has approved ‘Palcohol,’ a powdered alcohol product, 
for distribution and consumption. What do YOU think?

“It’s a victory, but 
there’s still a lot of 
work that needs to 
be done to combat 
social stigmas about 
powders.”

“Does it make it any 
easier to get through 
the day?” 

Lynn Sanders
Politics Department

“As long as it gets 
me drunk faster than 
eating sand.”

Gina Somerset
Water Maker

Powdered Alcohol Wins Federal Approval

In the break room last Monday, company 
president David O’Hara realized that 
mid-level account manager, Chris 
Hutson, does not at all grasp the levity 
or brightness of a “fun” fact.

Indeed, after Emily Newman, Hutson’s 
deputy manager, shared that none of 
the members of The Beatles could read 
music, O’Hara noticed how Hutson 
chimed in with, “Wow, that’s crazy! 
Did you know that in 2014, the 9th 
most commonly requested Christmas 
present was a new father?”

Once the tension had settled and 
Hutson had left the room, employees 
commiserated about the manager’s utter 
inability to grasp the lightheartedness 

of the conversation they were having.  

 “Every time someone tosses a fact out, 
Chris just shares something incredibly 
depressing” reported Cameron Smith, 
Hutson’s co-worker of eight years. “He 
literally has no idea what makes a fact 
“fun.” 

O’Hara reported that his realization 
about Hutson’s ineptitude for light 
banter helped him realize why he hated 
talking to him. “I mean yesterday I was 
talking about my trip to the zoo, and 
Chris told me that bears in captivity 
often starve themselves to death. How 
do you finish out the day after hearing 
that?”

O’Hara is not the only one to notice 
Hutson’s ignorance of appropriate 
office small-talk. Mina Tavakoli, 
Hutson’s neighbor, found herself 
feeling worse about her life altogether 
after their conversations.

“I overheard him talking to a bartender 
last weekend. It seemed like they were 
having a decent conversation about the 
upcoming elections and then all of a 
sudden Hutson brought up that in the 
1800s Turkish women suspected of 
cheating were tied in a sack and thrown 
into the ocean. Are you kidding me?”

At press time, O’Hara  reported Hutson 
was, in fact,  not kidding, despite the 
“shit-eating grin on his face.”

LOCAL MAN DOESN’T SEEM TO UNDERSTAND 
CONCEPT OF ‘FUN’ FACT

Morton McManis
Groove Analyst



 News in Brief

Big Bag Of Guns Not 
Allowed On Airplane

Camel’s Hump 
Probably Full Of ‘Like, 
Miller Lite, Dude.’ 

Hot Local Singles 
Not Interested In You 
Though

Selecting Your Love
 The ideal girl has the following 
traits: A) cares about the environment and 
B) beats me up in a PetSmart parking lot.
 
Wooing Your Love
• The ideal pick up line will demonstrate 

to a babe your knowledge of philosophy 
and your appreciation of her womanly 
form. Don’t know anything about 
philosophy? Doesn’t matter, young 
squire! I’ve already composed some 
killer openers for you:

• “Hey, have we met before? Because I 
believe in eternal recurrence and I can 
deal with that great weight if it means 
eternally seeing you in that Judas 
Priest shirt. Amor fati? More like amor 
titty.”

• If she doesn’t get it, try,“When you 
look into the abyss the abyss looks at 
your titties.”

• If that doesn’t work, construct an 
enormous tit out of beer cans and 
scream “SLAVE MORALITY” until 
she gets it.

 
Courting Your Love
 Now that you have earned the love 
of a good woman, it’s time to take her out 
for a date she’ll never forget.

Fun date activities for couples:

• Piss on a ukulele. I spent five years 
learning to play twelve-string bass 
guitar with my incisors. My new 
ladylove and I will not tolerate a 
children’s toy in our presence.

• Develop a musical app that is superior 
to a ukulele in every way. Make sure 
it appeals to the market of people 
with weak gums and insubstantial 
personalities. Sell the app for millions 
of dollars. Use your millions to buy a 
million dollars’ worth of blood.

• Start a record label with your 
remaining funds and produce a doom 
jazz album for The Dionysiac Thirst 
Valley Ensemble.

• Drink as much goat milk as you can.
• Piss on a monument. This obelisk isn’t 

my king!
• Astral project into the center of the 

sun. 
• Steal a lion from the zoo. Who are we 

to decide which lions are slaves for 
our own amusement? Bonus points if 
the lion murders you. 

• Tell each other how you feel. What, 
are you afraid of your feelings? Those 
things can’t even rip your entrails out, 
you pansy-hearted wastrel! I fight 
my feelings every day in steel cage I 
welded with my bare hands. Tell your 
girl how much you care about her 
and then spit in each other’s mouths. 
Happy Valentine’s Day. Stay rancid.

LOVE TIPS FROM MC RAT HELL

White DJ Has A Thing 
Or Two To Say About 
Chief Keef

Toothpaste Cap 
Forfeited To Bathroom 
Pube-Corner

Man Completes Year-
Long Journey To Find 
Prostate

How Are We Spending Our Summer Internships?

60% - Sacrificing goats to god of executive 
printers KONICA 5570 

86% - Licking envelopes, labia

42%  - Stealing supervisor’s identity piece by 
piece 

Embezzlement 16$ 

Internships are an important (if tedious!) part of the college experience. 
Here’s how we’re spending ours:



Like many Jefferson Scholars at the 
University of Virginia, First year 
Justin Kaplan is grateful for all of the 
perks granted to him. The full-ride 
scholarship, priority registration for 
classes, the no-holds-barred fuckfest 
that takes place every March—each 
adds something valuable to the curious 
young minds of the University’s most 
prestigious undergraduates.

“I’ve been excited since Jeff Scholar 
Days on the Lawn,” Kaplan recalls. 
“My guide couldn’t stop talking about 
how meaningful her study abroad trip 
to China was after second year, or how 
nice it was to be exempt from mundane 
subject requirements, or how many 
earth-shattering orgasms she’d had at 
the previous Jeff Scholar Orgy a month 
prior.

The Jefferson Scholars Foundation and 
its “extensive enrichment program” 
have helped draw top students to 
the University since the program’s 
institution in 1980. Scholars gladly take 
advantage of the opportunity to craft 
their own major, study in the exclusive 
Jefferson Fellows Center, and to gather 
once a year in a grimy, sweat-laden, 
mosh pit of tangled limbs and bodily 
fluids, groping and grinding against 
indistinguishable partners without 
regard to gender or personal hygiene.

“I’m crafting my own ‘Humanitarian 
Issues’ major,” says third-year David 

Krenshaw, who chose the program over 
Yale and Stanford. “I really loved the 
freedom I was awarded to pursue my 
academic interests, and the total loss 
of identity you get when surrendering 
yourself to hours of utterly primal 
sexual stimulation. It really helped me 
learn to feel part of something greater 
than myself.”

Of course, many Jeff Scholars are shy 
about revealing their status to their 
fellow classmates. 

“It can be difficult,” says fourth year 
Phil Letsou. “All anyone thinks about is 
the fact that you’re going to school for 
free, and that every March, you get to 
participate in a ecstasy-fueled, coccyx-
shattering, Grecian bacchanalia of a 
sex spree with friends and strangers, 
sometimes wearing masks, hitting 
orgasm after orgasm until everyone 
lays, spent and sweaty, spooning with 
each other in sexual nirvana until 
sunrise.

“It can make people pretty jealous.”

JEFFERSON SCHOLARS EXCITED 
ABOUT ANNUAL ORGY

Continued in the B Section
I Did Not Build This Can-And-String Telephone 
To Listen to You Lie To Me, Martha (C3)

Incredible: You Won’t Believe How One Brave Man 
Finally Stood Up To Anansi The Trickster God (B12)

Marcel ‘Tearing Up’ French Class
Reminding the room that retourner 
in fact takes the auxiliary verb être 
instead of the conventional avoir, Peter 
Simonsen, known to his classmates 
and professor as Marcel, is reportedly 
“shredding” his FREN2020 section. 
Classmates lauded  Davis’ knowledge 
of participles, noun agreement, and 
irregular conjugations, claiming he 
“ripped” the most recent étape “like a 
perforated coupon” and “crushed” his 
end-of-semester oral examination.

Simonsen, who studied French 
throughout high school but failed to 
pass the CGAS placement test, is said 
to have “blasted” the last three quizzes 
and even turned in “straight all of” the 
homework. Above all, Simonsens’ fans 
are most eager to work with the student 
on the final video presentation, which 
Simonsen is projected to “fucking 
murderburger.”

Dustin Kaplan


