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DEAD MODERNIST AUTHOR MARCEL PROUST 
APPEARS AS GUEST JUDGE ON DRAG RACE

LOS ANGELES—Popular reality television 
competition RuPaul’s Drag Race shook up 
their usual format last week by bringing on 
a guest judge whom, clearly, many viewers 
had secretly been waiting for. 

The competing queens entered the set 
expecting to be greeted by RuPaul and 
some sort of sitcom star from the 2010s 
or something, but instead the reanimated 
corpse of 20th-century Modernist author 
Marcel Proust sat behind the table, striking 
his signature sickening pose. He was more 
ready than ever to judge the challenges, 
which were French-themed in his honor. 

When asked how his perspective would 
affect his judging style, Proust’s still-intact 
mustache quivered and he responded, “I’m 
probably too old now—but I’m not meant for 
a world in which women hobble themselves 
in dresses that aren’t even made of cloth.” 
Thanks, Marcel! In a polyester-poisoned 
world, this view is a breath of fresh air. 

His judging technique proved to be 
unique as well. When queen Ivy Profen did 
a lipsync as the Eighth Arrondissement, 
Marcel said, “A delicious pleasure had 
invaded me, isolated me, without my having 
any notion as to its cause.” The viewers 
at home definitely had a notion as to the 
cause, since Ivy’s glimmering recreation of 
the river Seine stuck in the mind’s eye, but 
that shy scoundrel Proust played coy. 

To Ivy Profen, RuPaul said, “In today’s 
challenge, your French... toasted. And on 
the runway... you really Proust yourself, 

mama. Con-drag-ulations, you are the 
winner of this week’s challenge.” Indeed, 
we will involuntarily remember this serve 
for seasons to come.

However, not all competitors received 
Proust’s praise. “The flowers that people 
show me nowadays for the first time 
never seem to me to be true flowers,” he 
cryptically said to queen Lexi Preux, who 
had flopped in her lipsync as the trite and 
boring Mona Lisa. 

“Diva Da Vinci wasn’t even French, 
hunty,” RuPaul chirped in support of 
Marcel. “Your stream of consciousness... 
flowed. But your timing... was lost on us.” 
Roop paused for dramatic effect after this 
thrilling allusion to Marcel’s famously long-
winded novel.  “You are safe.” 

To queen Ella Tonin, who went home 
this week after a horrid puppet recreation 
of World War I trench warfare, Marcel 
had a biting remark armed and ready, 
acknowledging Ella’s unfortunate urge 
“to thirst for something other than what 
we have... to bring something new, even 
if it is worse.” This shade proved to be too 
much for Ella, who sashayed away from the 
decrepit corpse judge without even a word 
from RuPaul. 

When asked if this appearance would 
kickstart his own reality tv career, Marcel 
simply replied “Reality takes shape in the 
memory alone, hunty,” and left us gagged 
as he returned to the necropolis from 
whence he came. 
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BLIND CORNER
14TH AND UNIVERSITY—Are you tired of not knowing how to act at the 

blind-turn-slash-truck-stop on the Corner? Do you stumble over your words, 
embarrassed and peeing a little, while your rival pedestrian walks away 
unscathed? Well, look no further, because we at The Yellow Journal have crafted 
a list of tips to help you turn the corner on awkwardness. 

• Yell “CORNER!”
• Grab their hand and do an impromptu palm reading
• Turn around and say “Whatever, loser”
• Grab the top of their head, pick them up, and relocate them to a more 

convenient location 
• Send them to the dust bowl
• Slide around the corner like you’re sliding into home
• Seduce them, fall in love, and ride off into the sunset
• Burst into tears and yell that your day has already been so bad, and this 

just made it so, so much worse
• Run full speed around the corner, tackling anyone in your way
• Throw them across the street like a shot put.
• Hold them by their waist and kiss them passionately
• Throw a balloon full of champagne at them so they get a little in their 

mouth, but not even a whole sip 
• Dump him, girl!
• Take your ass to 7 Day and get yourself an OK Energy Drink™
• Turn around and chase them on all fours
• Cropdust them
• Launch them into orbit with a swift kick in the pants!
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THE AMPHITHEATRE—UVA’s much-
beloved “Food Truck Friday” just got 
a little bit spicier. It’s every first-year’s 
favorite day of the week, but not for the 
reason it has been historically. What 
once used to be the only chance for the 
University’s hatchlings to dine on food 
with substance and flavor has turned 
into a day of festivity, merriment, and, 
for some lucky ducks, love.

After the unprecedented hype 
garnered by The Cocky Rooster, the 
newest addition to the UVA Food Truck 
Family, representatives of UVA Dine 
sought to strike while the iron was still 
hot and throw another truck with a bird 
gimmick into the mix. Enter The Slutty 
Duck, the only food truck on Grounds 
that serves all-day breakfast (but only 
during lunchtime). Their hot ticket 
item is the “Duck Egg Double” (pictured 
below), an open-face breakfast sandwich 
with two duck eggs sunny-side-up and 
topped off with the truck’s “Special 
Slutty Sauce.”

Students just can’t seem to get 
enough, and UVA Dine has chalked it up 

to a win: “It gets protein into their diets, 
and that’s what we’re all about! Healthy 
eating is at the forefront of our minds. 
Nothing else. Nothing else at all,” one 
representative said.

But it’s not just the scrumptious 
sammies that get the “U-th” (Yeah. 
That’s short for UVA Youth. Deal with 
it.) lining up by the hundreds on Friday 
afternoons. Some have come to seek out 
a personal connection with the Slutty 
Duck herself, Dolores (pictured above).

“It’s just in time for Valentine’s Day,” 
said one lucky single whilst engulfed in 
Dolores’ warm and feathery embrace, 
“I thought I’d be all alone, but now I 
know I can always count on Dolores to 
brighten my day and lift my spirits.” He 
then stuck a fiver in the mascot’s bikini 
top, walking away with a love-struck 
glimmer in his eye. Love and romance 
might be uncertain as we approach the 
Valentine’s season, but one thing’s for 
certain: everyone is head over heels for 
this red-hot lovebird.
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CENTRAL GROUNDS—National news 
vans converged in the plaza outside of 
Newcomb Hall this morning as third-
year student Ken Billings emerged from 
the dining hall following a grueling 
twenty hour stretch within its confines. 
The story picked up coverage overnight 
as Billings posted a YikYak saying that 
he was “trapped in FFC” and to “please 
help there isn’t anything edible in here.” 
Despite pleas to university officials, 
there was nothing that could be done; 
a group of Ambassadors attempted to 
use their sturdiest soldier as a battering 
ram, but was unsuccessful given that 
the glass barriers of the cafeteria were 
built to withstand point-blank nuclear 
blasts in the midst of the Cold War.

While the world waited with baited 
breath for Billings’ emergence, Ken 
courageously conquered countless 
obstacles which came his way. He later 
recounted his experience to reporters:

Billings (5’3”): Well, you see, it all 
started when I went to the dining hall for 
breakfast Tuesday morning. I waited in 
line for my daily cheese and mushroom 
omelet, then settled into my favorite 
nook: the interior of the milk dispenser. 
You won’t hear it from me, but once you 
get past the breakfast rush, it’s quite 
peaceful in there, and the staff never 
looks there until the next morning.

Anyways, after my omelet, I’m usually 
fine to nourish myself from the hole in 
the whole milk bag till the dinner bell. 
This time, however, a new, overzealous 
worker decided to reload the milk bags 
early, unknowingly tossing three bags 

one after another right on top of me. I 
quickly realized I couldn’t move, and 
even worse, the volume at which The 
10 Spot kept blasting classic hits from 
the 2010s was at once refreshing and a 
death knell. You won’t hear it from me, 
but in the Newcomb milk machine, no 
one can hear you scream. 

Anyways, by the time I was able to 
drink enough of the milk to escape, it 
was well past close. I stumbled to the 
windows, throwing chairs and TVs to 
no avail. My phone had long since died, 
so I knew I was going to have to rough 
it out. I searched behind the counters 
for anything I could eat, but there was 
nothing there. There wasn’t anything 
in that labyrinth that you could find on 
the food pyramid—only pain. I looked for 
meals— nothing. I looked for morsels— 
nothing. I looked for crumbs— nothing. 
As it turned out, the only thing in the 
entire facility with any nutritional value 
was the Brown College resident who has 
to keep guard of their dining room each 
night. You won’t hear it from me, but I 
ate him. Anyways, I–

It was at this point that Mr. Billings 
was herded off by dozens of medical staff 
members for intense psychological and 
emotional therapy sessions. Ken’s family 
has asked for no further questions from 
the press, and university officials have 
stated that they are taking this situation 
as an opportunity for serious reflection 
and pondering. At press time, Ken 
Billings was last spotted being ushered 
into a van at a gas station in New Mexico. 

STUDENT TRAPPED IN NEWCOMB 
OVERNIGHT SHARES HIS STORY
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TOP CLUBS TO JOIN FOR THE JERKERS
Here’s a list of clubs you should join 

if your only hobby is jerking off. We’ve 
put together this list through exhaustive 
first-hand experience.

The Jefferson Society
Maybe you were enticed by the 

fancy banner hanging outside of the 
West Range, or maybe you just love 
to hear yourself talk. Either way, 
you sat down to interview for the 
prestigious debating society and found 
a surprise—every single one of your 
white male interviewers whipped their 
metaphorical dicks out and decided that 
they know more about microbiology 
as politics majors than you do as a 
microbiology Ph.D. student. You battled 
their questions with ease, answering 
each ethical quandary with the classic 
finisher, “because woke.” Now you’ve 
reached the ultimate stage—the 
Podium—and get to pull your own knob 
every Friday night in front of probies 
that aren’t allowed to leave. While this 
is purely metaphorical nowadays, I’m 
sure the 80s in JeffSoc was a more 
literal time. 

Hullabahoos
You’ve seen those robe-wearing, 

lady-loving, Pitch Perfect-featured boys 
strutting towards McLeod Hall on a 
random Wednesday night while begging 
for your money. And while you may 
think their friendly back rubs during 
a performance are signs of support 
during a member’s solo, the robed 
singers actually have mysterious back 
peens–that’s why they don the robe, they 
need to hide that performance boner 
from view! If finding pleasure with your 
homies runs right down your alley, trot 
down to the random lawn room where 
they hold auditions and sing your heart 
out. But make sure to have a fraternity 
brother or cousin in the group to hold 

your spot—you wouldn’t want the group 
to have real singers, would you? 

Zete 
It’s full of those regular guys from 

your high school. But now, they’re in 
Zete, so they’re cool. What else would 
they need DoorList for, but to invite a 
chosen group to their Jerking Off Party? 
Actually, that’s how you get into the 
function. You have to yank it at the door. 

Trigon Engineering Society
After the Trigonnorhea incident in 

the early aughts, Trigon Engineering 
Society has never been the same. The 
society and their ostensible rival Theta 
Tau, another engineering fraternity, 
are in disagreement about which group 
came first. Engineers talking about 
coming, in any context, seems foreign 
and weird to us here at The Yellow 
Journal. If you can take a second away 
from pumping your pythagoras, you 
too can chalk e-way and fraternize with 
other people in UVA’s worst school.

The Yellow Journal
You have to apply to this one and 

have somewhat of a sense of humor 
in addition to your love of choking the 
chicken. Here at The Yellow Journal, we 
do a lot of sucking of our own dicks. I 
mean, comedic writing is the second-
least likely reason you’d ever get laid. 
The first, of course, being that you’ve 
already beat off today.

Outdoors Club
Umm. Wayyyy too many trips where 

they sleep in small little tents. Hmmm… 
that’s suspicious. 

Chi Alpha
Need we say more? This is the first-

joined club of eager first years. Why? 
Because they want to jerk off probably. 
What do you think is in the mugs at Mug 
Party…?
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