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 CORRECTION: Last week the Yellow 
Journal reported on information released by 
the University Administration in accordance 
with the “Your Right to Know” initiative. 
The administration has since updated this 
announcement. The original email stated 
that a sexual assault occurred on March 
15th, on the 500 block of Rugby Road. The 
updated email states that the location of 
assault is “unknown, but definitely not near 
you.” The assault, which reportedly occurred 
somewhere between 7:30pm and 12:30am, 
took place somewhere in the vicinity of 
either Rugby Road, 14th street, JPA, or the 
Corner, in either an apartment complex, 
house, or lawn room. Basically, wherever 
you weren’t that night. 
 Theresa Sullivan reassured the 
University that “Students can rest assured 
that sexual assault is something that only 
happens far, far away. If it happened on 
grounds, we would tell you about it, wouldn’t 
we? Don’t even worry your pretty little 
heads about it. All you need to know is that 
two assailants, of a gender y’all don’t need 
to concern yourself with, assaulted a third 

person, maybe of a different gender, maybe 
of the same, maybe of no gender at all. I’ll 
never tell,” said Teresa Sullivan, miming 
zipping her lips shut and throwing away the 
key.
 “All we know for certain is that it 
wasn’t near you,” Executive Vice President 
and Chief Operating Officer Patrick Hogan 
said. When questioned as to where the assault 
occurred, he motioned to Google Maps and 
zoomed out. Hogan’s eyes drifted across the 
screen. “Around here,” he said, gesturing to 
the Western Hemisphere.
 Gibson went on to defend the 
Charlottesville police department for their 
hard work. “Do you see how hard that 
woman at that computer is working? The one 
in the glass room at the police substation on 
the corner? Look how hard she’s working to 
keep you all safe. Sexual assault? Not on our 
grounds!” He said, opening his sweater to 
show a Not On Our Grounds t-shirt.
 Students who still feel concerned 
are invited to peruse a colorful array of 
pamphlets, available in the Kaleidoscope 
Room in Newcomb Hall.
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 Citing the need to effectively 
switch codes in order to find a community 
at college, Second-Year Jonah Lopens 
told reporters that he is finding difficulty 
navigating between his identity as a queer 
man and as a member of a former slave-
owning family.
 “In college, it’s all about being 
able to blend in with any crowd you’re a 
part of. When I’m at QSU meetings, I’m 
all like, ‘Slay, betch!’ and ‘yass queen!’ 
But as soon as I get back to the frat house, 
I have to be all, ‘my family used to own 
people.’”
 “It made it really difficult when I 
was dating a black guy,” said Lopens. “He 
kept being like, ‘I need more from this rela-
tionship,’ and I was like, ‘you mean getting 
reparations for the countless hours of gruel-
ing labor, followed by a century’s worth of 
exploitative sharecropping practices, then 
another five decades of discrimination in 
education and housing, followed by a legacy 

of structural and explicit 
racism persisting to this 
day? No,’ I said. ‘I want to 
keep things casual.’”
 Lopens, who is ma-
joring in Commerce and 
Women and Gender Stud-
ies, says that he often has 
trouble switching codes 
depending on the situa-
tion: “Sometimes when the 
career director at the LGBT 
center talks about the value 
of human capital, I’m not 
sure if she’s talking about, 

like, human resources, or, like, the fungible 
resource of human sweat and blood that 
rocketed families like mine into the Southern 
gentry and sustained them until they were 
literally forced to stop. It makes for some 
awkward situations!”
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ONCE-POPULAR FIRST YEAR NOW 
DESTITUTE ALUMNUS

 GARFIELD, NJ 
- John Hellencamp, 25, 
relaxes in his apartment, 
leaning back in his chair 
adorned with a faded 
University of Virginia 
stadium blanket covering 
the hole a roommate’s dog 
chewed in it, eyes glazing 
over as he rhythmically 
swipes right on every 
Tinder profile he sees. 
 “It would be really 
nice to meet someone my 
own age around here,” 
John says, still staring at 
his phone. “Life’s just not 

the same as it used to be.”
 Rewind six years, 
where we can see our 
young John blissfully 
dropping friends, ignoring 
his girlfriend, failing to 
answer the phone when 
his best friend from home 
called, not a care in the 
world. Life was marvelous 
- the events never stopped, 
alcohol flowed generously, 
and the weed was exquisite. 
 Today, he spends 
his time updating the 
social media pages for the 
local real estate company 

he works for, ordering 
whey protein online, and 
thinking about going to 
the bar on the corner of the 
block where he lives, but 
he usually ends up falling 
asleep halfway through an 
“Always Sunny” episode.

Energy. Calm.
Turn to page 10 to take 

a quiz:

What is your 
name???
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 As she repeatedly asked for the 
location of coffee sleeves and the code 
for inputting credit card data, part-
time student worker Katie Lewis was 
reported to be underfoot at Fine Arts 
Cafe last Tuesday.
 “S’cuse me,” chirped Lewis as 
she stepped directly into the path of head 
chef Ryan Glowski, making a beeline to 
restock a mostly full container of ranch 
dressing packets.
 According to University sources, 
Lewis applied for a position at Fine Arts 
Cafe a semester ago. Currently, she only 
works once a week, “just until I figure 
out how to sign up for more shifts on the 
spreadsheet.” Lewis, who admits she 
has forgotten how to make a latte in the 
six days since her last shift, reportedly 
spent the first four minutes of her shift 
changing into her work uniform while 
standing in front of the refrigerator, 
during which time store manager Sheila 
Fairfield waited to retrieve a salsa jug. 
 “Katie is a sweet girl,” Fairfield 
told reporters as she dodged a blithe 
limb. “In the past few months I’ve seen 
her get accustomed to the… flow of 
things,” she continued, as she attempted 
to stop a stack of 16-ounce cups from 
toppling onto the ground. “There’s just 
a pretty steep learning curve here at Fine 
Arts.”
 At that moment, Fairfield slapped 
Lewis’ hand away as it approached the 
deep fryer.
 “Sorry,” reported Lewis. “I 
thought that was the sink.”
 Despite pressure from customers, 
many of whom have been scalded due to 

Lewis’ negligence, Fairfield defends her 
protegee. “She usually doesn’t forget 
her glasses, and she hasn’t started a fire 
in almost a month. I think she’s finally 
getting the hang of it.”
 Midway through folding a 
receipt, Lewis gave a start: “Oh my 
god, I forgot to stir the nacho cheese,” 
congealed after multiple hours into a 
solid prism. “Shit,” said Lewis. “I’ll just 
pretend I found it like that.”
 Not everyone is as accepting 
of Lewis’ negligence as Fairfield. “I 
ordered a bran muffin and she told me 
they don’t serve those here anymore,” 
said Lou Hippel (3rd year, CLAS). “ I 
know they still serve bran muffins. I can 
see them in the glass case.”
 “I’m going to be fully honest,” 
Lewis told reporters later. “I don’t know 
what a muffin is.”
 Lewis reportedly restocked 
packets of artificial sweetener while her 
phone slowly melted on the griddle.
 “Oh God, Sheila, I’m so sorry,” 
said Lewis, moments after spilling 
heavy whipping cream on her boss.
 “She earns the same hourly wage 
as full-time workers,” said Fairfield. 
“She deserves the same respect,” 
gingerly pulling her damp t-shirt from 
her skin while Lewis continued to 
apologize profusely.
 At press time, the workers and 
patrons of Fine Arts were breathing a 
collective sigh of relief as Lewis clocked 
out early to make it to her Dracula 
seminar.
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 After removing his Google Glasses, 
local futurist Dan disclosed to reporters 
that 3D printing is set to be “everywhere.” 
Absently flitting back and forth on his 
ripstick, Dan unveiled his vision for 
the future: “As datas get bigger and 
machines begin learning while quantumly 
computing in the clouds, the internet of 
things will allow for three dimensional 
printing to enter every facet of our lives. 
You’ll wake up in a bed whose frame has 
been digitally printed, go down stairs and 
drink a cup of coffee out of a 3D printed 
mug, kiss your 3D printed wife on the 
cheek, and head to work at the 3D printer 
factory in your Tesla, which is also 3D 
printed.”
 “We have all of these new  
universes now. Virtual reality is our 

REAL reality,” continued Dan, furiously 
swiping at his Apple watch. “3D printing 
has the capacity to bring the digital to the 
real world. Reality will be virtual and the 
virtual will be realized. The ramifications 
will be enormous.” Dan adjusted his fitbit 
to monitor his racing heart.
 In between sips of Soylent, Dan 
declared, “the owners of capital are going 
to capture more and more of the value 
added in the production of consumer 
goods. For the seed rounds, I’m offering a 
$500 convertible bond bearing interest at 
LIBOR +%5 with an option to enter a 10% 
stake in my startup. One lucky investor 
can help me print the future. Otherwise, 
you’re out of luck.” Dan proceeded to ride 
off in his knockoff Chinese hoverboard.

 3D PRINTING TO BE “EVERYWHERE,” 
PREDICTS DAN
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and Wall Doubles as 
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Little Brother Learns to 
Draw Anime
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 I recently gave my son, Jem, his first 
rifle, and I felt it was the time to teach him 
a valuable lesson. See, Jem is a boy, and a 
boy’s going to want to shoot at animals. It’s 
only natural. But he needed to know which 
animals were appropriate targets, and which 
were not. So I told him to shoot at blue jays, 
but not mockingbirds. Mockingbirds don’t 
do one thing except make beautiful music 
for us to enjoy. So I told my son it was sin 
to kill one.
 Fuck the blue jays, though.
 He looked at me a little confused. So I reiterated. “Fuck 
‘em. Shoot all the bastards you want, I don’t care. Pop ‘em right 
between the eyes. Make sure they’re good and dead, though, I 
don’t want none of them wandering off just lightly wounded.” 
Jem’s eyes got wide, and he said, “Cool!” And you know what? 
It is cool.
 I used to hunt blue jays in my backyard myself, growing 
up. Eventually I started setting traps for ‘em, put birdseed in 
a little cage where the door’d close when they went to get it, 
so they couldn’t get away. Then I’d toy with them a little bit, 
y’know, shake the cage real violent like, or throw lit matches into 
it or something, scare the bejesus out of them. Lord, how they 
squirmed.
 Eventually, after an hour or so of flailing, the birds would 
tire out. Then I would reach into the cage there and tear their 
wings off. I’d sometimes put them in front of my cat, Mr. Jingle 
Turds, and watch ‘em try to fly away with their bloody little stub 
wings. The panicked chirping, the raw terror they’d display as 
Mr. Jingle Turds started swatting at them with his gigantic paws.  

He’d beat ‘em up real good, the fuckers, until 
he started nibbling on ‘em. Pickin’ them apart 
with his sharp teeth. I trained him to go nice 
and slow, not eat ‘em all at once, so I knew they 
really suffered. And I’d just be sitting there, 
watching. Dick in my hand.
 I also made myself a little birdy guillotine, 
too. After Mr. Jingle Turds passed away, on 
account of I drowned him in a burlap sack, I 
started holding trial for the blue jays I caught. 
All day I’d hold court for the various crimes 
committed by blue jays--this is where I got my 

passion for the law, I believe--and if they were found guilty, and 
they always were, I’d stick their little head in the birdy guillotine 
and shout “OFF WITH HIS HEAD,” and then, THWACK!  My 
little birdy guillotine would chop it right off. Blood spurted onto 
the table. I did this until I was about 19 or so.  I kept the skulls in 
a baggy I still have today. I think I’ll throw some of them at Boo 
Radley next time I see him.
 When I told Jem all this he looked a little green around the 
gills. He didn’t think it was ‘cool’ anymore, I guess, and he said, 
“I think I’ll just shoot at cans or something,” and I yelled right 
into his face, “SHOOT THE FUCKING JAYS, JEM, SHOOT 
THE JAYS.” And he started crying but said he would. He became 
a man, then. Such is the Finch burden.
 See, there’s a lot of ugly things in this world. I wish I 
could protect my kids from them, but that’s not possible. And of 
all the ugliest things, the ugliest thing of all is the blue jay. So 
we have to take care of them. But remember: it’s a sin to kill a 
mockingbird.  

SHOOT ALL THE BLUEJAYS YOU WANT, BUT 
IT’S A SIN TO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD

Opinion Section-

By Atticus Finch
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 The height of human civiliza-
tion, the apex of our achievements, our 
glory, what we have poured our very 
souls and essences into, is, at heart, the 
pursuit of knowledge. Wars have been 
fought and lost in pursuit of this ideal 
- civilizations rise and fall according to 
the pulse of imagination. Yet more im-
portantly, more urgent to our common 
cause, and the very paradigm of our 
universe’s 4.2 billion years of existence, 
is the fact that I am very ignorant.
 God, I’m so glad to be so fuck-
ing dumb.
 All that shit up there? About the 
noble-pursuit-of-knowledge-in-order-
to-increase-our-lifespans-and-elevate-
humanity shit? I mean, that sounds cool, 
but it also sounds really tough. I didn’t 

even write that. I copied it all from 
some blog. Yeah, I’m dumb enough to 
plagiarize, and it feels so good.
 Why do I have to understand 
things like genocide and the gold stan-
dard? That sounds like a job for another 
person. Someone more… smarter. Not 
ignorant.
 Someone, say, who is not me.
 The other day I turned the televi-
sion on while I made dinner. While I 
diced some onions and set the broth to 
simmer, David Muir was in the back-
ground chatting about the weather, 
providing some comfortable ambience. 
Then, it happened - I looked up from 
my pile of freshly made tomato pesto 
and caught an image of a family in 
Lesbos, Greece, screaming for medical 

aid for their infant son’s life. The bitter, 
heartfelt empathy that bloomed within 
me was the first time I had ever shared 
a moment of humanity with another hu-
man being who wasn’t directly relevant 
to my life. Though I would never claim 
to understand Mother Theresa, I knew 
that in that moment I was the closest 
I had ever come to her divine loving-
kindness. I had the potential to follow 
her path, to whatever golden light it 
may have led me. 
 I turned that TV off and went 
back to preparing my meal. I suppose I 
could have made a change in the world. 
Maybe there’s something nice out there.
But I’m pretty comfortable right here.

THINKPIECE:“I’M THANKFUL EVERY 
DAY FOR MY IGNORANCE”

UNIVERSITY UNVEILS NEW 
GUIDELINES FOR STUDENT SAFETY

1. Check your horoscopes, they are always invaluable 
sources of helpful safety tips.

2. Wear a fedora. People will think you know self-defense, 
or own a really heavy vape.

3. Scream at people. They’ll see that you mean business 
and promptly leave you alone. 

4. If you have had too much to drink, voluntarily 
quarantine yourself in a vat of sand. 

5. Wear a helmet. 

6. Take Nature’s Own brand Ginkgo Biloba tablets. Your 
memory will improve 40% in at least two weeks. 

7. Never go outdoors. That’s where bad things happen. Nothing 
bad happens in your house.

8. Never go out alone. Make sure you have at least one hundred 
cavalry and a handful of bows-men with you when you go out. 

9. Buy a gun. 

10. Buy TWO guns

11. If you see a conflict in progress, 
remember the three D’s : 

Distract, defer, and devastating throat-punches

12. If you need to call for assistance, call 922. 
It’s better than the other one. 

13. Trust your instincts. If you 
feel threatened, follow your 
primal urge to spray your 

defense musk everywhere. 

14. Carry pop rocks with you 
at all times.

News in Brief

Berlin Wall Segment 
Does Nothing to Stop 
Spread of Capitalism 
on Grounds

KFC unveils new 
“Tub O’ Grease”

Graduate Student 
Expands Upon The-
sis, Beard

Man Votes for Ka-
sich With No Idea 
What Kasich Looks 
Like

DKE takes on Pledge 
Class Composed
Entirely of 
Syrian Refugees

3rd Year Brother Worried About Pos-
sible ISIS Agents

Safe Space Open to 
All Minorities Who 
are Black, Gay, or 
Black Gay
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MOM DAD’S BEST FRIEND BY DEFAULT
 With no other visible competitors, 
sources within the Wright family agreed 
that area man and father of three George 
Wright’s best friend was Deborah, his wife 
of twenty years.
 “Well uh, I guess mom is dad’s best 
friend,” their nine-year-old daughter Alice 
decided, after two seconds of deliberation. 
 “Dad clearly has no other emotional 
resources, no close personal relations, no 
community he belongs to,” said Wright’s 
17-year-old son Kyle. “He doesn’t even 
know how to cook for himself,” he claimed.
 Mrs. Wright accepted the title 
Thursday night at a brief reception held 
in their living room. “What an honor,” she 
said. “I figured it would go to his power 
drill.”
 This marks one of a series of such 
distinctions awarded to wives across the 
United States, many of whom were the only 
contestants in the competition.
 “Well, I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
Dad hang out with anyone else,” commented 
Kyle. “I think dad has another friend, like 
from college...I think his name was Jeff? 
Jake? I’m pretty sure that he had a dog 
and got divorced. I think he might be dead 
from drugs or something.” In addition to 
being George’s best friend, Deborah was 
also awarded the title of Dad’s Number #1 
Confidante, Dad’s Shoulder to Cry On, and 
Dad’s Wubby Bear.
  “I think Mom won because she’s 
seen dad cry,” youngest son Benjamin told 
reporters. “I did once, by accident, when the 

Nats lost. It was... unsettling.”
 “Of course she’s my best friend,” said 
Mr. Wright. “A wife is supposed to be your 
life partner, your best friend, your backseat 
driver, and your co-captain all wrapped into 
one. My father always said, if you marry 
the right woman, you’ll never need anyone 
else.”
 “What do you mean?” asked Mr. 
Wright at a follow-up interview. “Well, 
I guess I never thought about her dying 
someday. I guess I’ll cross that bridge when 
I get to it.”
 At press time, the position of Mom’s 
Best Friend was tied between that woman 
who would always send the family chain 
emails, and “you, sweetie.”

Trending 
Online 
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America’s Fa-
vorite Rascally 
Fraternity At 
It Again With 
More Libel Law-
suits

 In light of student outrage at the tuition 
increase this past spring semester, President 
Sullivan has announced the creation of the 
Special Budget Management and Fiscal 
Investigative Committee to explore ways the 
University can save money in its budget and 
reduce tuition costs for out of state students. To 
head this committee she has created five new 
deans offices: the Dean of Budget Oversight, 
the Dean of Fiscal Responsibility, the Dean of 
Fundraising, the Dean of Tuition Oversight, and 
the Dean of Budget Transparency. President 
Sullivan demonstrated her seriousness on the 
matter by stating that “the new Deans offices 
will come with full pay and benefits of all other 
Deans offices.” 
 Furthermore, each new dean will have 
three full-time assistant deans to help manage 
the workload of the committee. “I want this to 
show that I am fully committed to addressing 
the financial needs of our students in such tough 
economic times.”
      The tuition increase was voted on by the 
Board of Visitors last spring semester in response 

to the increasing cost of running the university 
within the past ten years. “We aren’t exactly 
sure why budget got so inflated”, said Senior 
Assistant Vice Dean for Student Extracurricular 
Activities Matthew Johnson while overseeing 
construction of a new $15,000,000 student 
activity center equipped with hot tubs and laser 
tag facilities.
      Speaking at the ribbon cutting 
ceremonies for the new football team lockers, 
President Sullivan remarked that “Mr. 
Jefferson’s university has and always will be 
a center for academic excellence; and the new 
committee will not in any way approve budget 
cuts or expenditures of any sorts that do not 
have an educational purpose.”
      The effectiveness of this new committee 
on budget oversight and the new deans has yet 
to be felt. However the university is confident 
that the five new deans will—in the new state-
of-the-art administrative building designed by 
Swedish architectural genius Gert Wingardh—
get down to the root of the University’s budget 
problems.

PRESIDENT SULLIVAN CREATES NEW 
DEPARTMENT IN RESPONSE TO TUITION HIKE
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 In the nippy 21 degree wind on 
Thursday evening, Officer Donovan of the 
Charlottesville police apprehended veteran 
Harry Newman, a homeless man, while 
neglecting to detain third-year George Hertz, 
who clutched his recent marijuana purchase 
and heaved a sigh of relief.
 “He was giving me all the typical 
excuses… ‘I can’t afford shoes’, ‘It was either 
sensible sneakers or food’....after a few years 
on the job you hear it all” explained Officer 
Donovan.
 Second-year Zach Radowski had just 
left his apartment when he saw the altercation.
 “I was at my place with a girl I had met 
at a party, she had drank way too much so I 
was gonna grab some bottled water and some 
extra condoms, when I saw Officer Donovan 
talking to some hobo. I’m glad there’s more 
law enforcement on the corner. Me and Becky 
feel a lot safer. What? Oh, sorry. Sarah.”
 “It’s a hard job, law enforcement,” 
said Officer Donovan. “But someone’s gotta 
do it.”

CORNER POLICE HARASS 
HOMELESS MAN

 Tensions ran high this afternoon as 
HackCville CEO Tace Grefflin called the 
employees of the local group to a round 
table discussion to clear up confusion 
about the organization’s purpose.
 “HackCville has woven itself into  
the very fabric of the Charlottesville 
community. Just think! If HackCville 
hadn’t been there to tear it up during 
the last TomTom Founder’s Fest, where 
would everyone have gotten their 
computer stickers?” exclaimed Grefflin. 
“But we’ve fallen completely off the map 
since then.”
 Addressing a boardroom of 
HackCville’s top minds arranged in a 
semi-circle of bean bag chairs, Grefflin 
outlined the priorities of the Albemarle-
county-based organization on one of the 
room’s massive whiteboards. 
 “We really need to have a uniting 
phrase,” stated Rhett Barn, an English 
Masters student whose specialization is 
too lewd to print.
 “Yeah, I agree!” Said Rishian 
Malhopatra (Third Year, CS), as he 
illuminated a light bulb with the merest 
touch of his fingers. 
 Silence fell over the boardroom 
as Grefflin cleared his throat. “The 
best motto, I think, is a single word. 

Hack!” Immediately, the room full of 
ethnically ambiguous free-thinkers broke 
out chanting, “HACK! HACK! HACK! 
HACK!” 
 “We have a lot of people here who 
say they have no idea what HackCville 
stands for, what it is we do, who we really 
are,” said Grefflin, pulling deeply from a 
clear bottle of small-batch craft whiskey.
 The employees expressed similar 
concerns. “When I started here, I 
thought ‘Hack’ was just an acronym for 
something.” 
 “It is an acronym,” corrected 
Vance Whiteson. “ It stands for Hacking, 
Accessing computers, Computer 
information, and Knowing how to Hack!” 
Vance proceeded to rollerblade away 
while mumbling something about a 
“mainframe.” 
 “I did not know that about the 
acronym,” said Grefflin. 
 Some of HackCville’s newest 
members shared in the confusion. “It’s 
hard because...at what point can we really 
say that Cville has been hacked?” asked 
Sanjay, the media intern, as he pulled 
the lever at the Dominion electric plant, 
shutting down Charlottesville’s power 
grid. “We just have to keep on going. We 
just have to keep hacking.” 

HACK CVILLE CEO INSISTS ON 
MISSION STATEMENT BY END OF 

WEEK

10 Things 
Only 2020’s 
Kids Will 
Remember

1. Emperor 
Obama’s 5th  
Term

2. Tasteful 
Discrimination

3.Passive-
Aggressive 
Supreme Court 
Rulings

4. North 
Dakota

5. What the “N” 
Word Means 

6. Blue Skies

7. My Mom Dying 

8. Lou Gehrig

9. Capitalism

10. The South 
Rising Again

THIRD-YEAR CARRYING TWO GRAMS OF 
WEED BREATHES SIGH OF RELIEF 
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 WHITE, GEORGIA: 
“Ok, let’s take a step back 
here,” said Carl Favolo, as his 
unconscious patient flatlined. 
“If we reevaluate our goals 
and pivot as a group, we can 
still create some value here. 
Technically, there are just as 
many cells in this body as 
there were a few minutes ago. 
We can make this work, but 
only if we work together!”
 The patient, 56-year-
old John Kiel, was slated for 
a double bypass, a surgery 
that usually lasts four hours. 
Favolo, the only surgeon at 

St. John’s Hospital in a town of 200, decided after the 
second hour that he would re-evaluate his priorities, citing 
“a lot of gross blood” and “icky, icky skin flaps.”
 “In order to truly surmount obstacles, we have to 
change the way we think, before we can change the way 

we surger. And I think Mr. Kiel would agree.”

 Kiel declined to comment.
 Citing mavericks such as “Madame Bovary’s 
husband,” Favolo argued that “free-thinkers like myself 
leave no paradigm unturned, no dogma unchallenged, no 
organ displaced in order to find the Gaul bladder.”
 “Gaul bladder? Gall bladder?” Favolo wondered 
aloud as he attempted to open Google on his Palm Pilot. 
“Well, you know what I mean.”
 “Okay, team,” he announced to secretary Diana 
Riveran, as he rolled up his sleeves to reveal finely tanned 
forearms, “there comes a time when you have to ask 
yourself if you’re gonna sit in the past or move forward. 
And today, we’re gonna move forward.”
 Holding down the receiver on Riveran’s landline, 
Favolo proceeded to take a long sip of chilled tap water. 
“Take a break, sug’.”
 “I am in awe of Dr. Favolo,” said Riveran. “He has 
had so many close calls, it’s gonna be a miracle to see 
Kiel come out alive!”
 “Oh, he’s definitely dead,” said Favolo. “But if we 
just flip the script, we can change how we think about life 
itself. It could be a good thing!”

SURGEON TAKES OUTSIDE-THE-BOX APPROACH 
FOLLOWING BOTCHED OPERATION
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 In Conference Room B in 
the Newark, NJ Radisson Hotel, an 
academic debate raged on between 
U.Va.’s own Virginia Atheists and 
Agnostics Club,  and the inventor of the 
Time Cube theory and self-proclaimed 
“wisest man on earth,” Otis Eugene 
“Gene the Raygun” Ray.
 “By the end of the debate, I 
really thought the atheists had done 
the best job. They totally eviscerated 
that schizophrenic guy,” commented 
Dale Marshall, 47, an employee of the 
Radisson Janitorial Crew.
 “Let’s just take this seriously 
for a second - you think that each 
day actually consists of four days?” 
asked Doug Schwitt, a card-carrying 
member of VAA. “If that were really 
true, why can we only see one of 
them? And how come I don’t have four 
birthdays? You’re asking us to believe 
in something based on your firmly held 
belief in it? That’s mad circular, and it’s 
not even called Time Circle Theory.” 
Schwitt then tried to draw a circle in 
the air with his hands but instead drew 
an ellipse.

 Gene proceeded with his 
presentation, referencing talking points 
he had scribbled on what appeared to 
be an ancient, tattered napkin. He 
mentioned that a day on Earth was 
in fact part of a system where  two 
major time forces join, and synergy 
creates two new minor time points we 
recognize as ‘Sunup’ and ‘Sundown’. 
Atheist Carl Bagley scoffed loudly and 
referenced the movie Interstellar.
 “I’m serious, you can’t take 
everything your teachers tell you for 
granted,” explained Gene. “That shit 
won’t fly in the real world. Have you 
ever seen an integral hanging out in the 
woods? It just ain’t natural.”
 “That’s what we call an ad 
hominem attack - against scientists. 
Your argument is invalid,” Schwitt 
proclaimed, a bead of sweat rolling 
down the bridge of his nose as his eyes 
squinted and his sphincter tightened. 
 Gene then continued to explain 
his four-cornered theory of Earth Time, 
using PowerPoint slides with pictures 
of himself to demonstrate his ideas. 
 “Come on guys, this entire room 

is devoid of logical thought,” Bagley 
spat.
 The small group of nonbelievers 
were later seen harassing an evangelist 
holding a street sign.
 “So brave,” cried out former 
VAA president Sanjog  Sharma, “So 
brave.”

ATHEISTS COMPLETELY DESTROY 
TIME CUBE THEORY
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