
The Yellow Journal
UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA

TheYellowJournal
FALL 2021

FORMER SCOOBY-DOO VILLAIN
“THE CREEPER” ACCEPTS APPOINTMENT

TO UVA BOARD OF VISITORS
CHARLOTTESVILLE, VA—President Jim 

Ryan announced today that the Creeper of 
Scooby-Doo will be the newest member of 
the Board of Visitors. 

“The Creeper will bring a wide range of 
corporate knowledge to the board, since 
he has a long history of disguising himself 
to rob his own bank,” Ryan stated. “He can 
offer us a lot of insight on how to increase 
one’s own private wealth while avoiding 
any fiscal or social accountability. Plus, he 
first aired on television in 1970, making 
him only 51, one of the youngest board 
members to date!”

Amateur sleuths Fred Jones, Daphne 
Blake, Velma Dinkley, Norville “Shaggy” 
Rogers, and their great dane, Scooby-
Doo, did not share Ryan’s enthusiasm. In 
fact, they were shocked to hear the news, 
and even more surprised at the lack of a 
reaction from the UVa community.

“I mean, Jeepers! He robbed banks and 
tried to kill us! Why should he have any 
say in the University’s policies?” Blake 
said.

However, as Dinkley began to conduct 
research on the BOV, the Creeper suddenly 
became the least of her concerns..

“Jinkies! The CEO of Dominion Energy 
is on the BOV?” she gasped. The rest of the 
gang immediately crowded behind her. 
“He didn’t even dress up like a monster to 
scare people away from their land when 
trying to build the Atlantic Coast pipeline. 
He just took it with eminent domain!”

The more they looked at the BOV 
members, the more concerned they 
became.

“Elizabeth M. Cranwell is a real estate 
professional? Like, zoinks, Scoob, half 
of the monsters we chase are real estate 
agents!” Rogers said. “Like, is she even 
doing anything about Charlottesville’s 
current gentrification and housing crisis?”

As a sense of hopelessness dawned over 
the sleuths, Fred Jones stood up with the 
confidence that only a blond white man 
can have.

“Listen up, gang. I have a plan,” 
Jones said. He then walked through an 
overcomplicated strategy involving dog 
treat bribery, using Rogers and his dog 
as live bait, and somehow covering a hole 
with leaves without any of them falling 
into it.

While student petitions, protests, and 
general outrage have failed to influence 
the BOV in the past, a giant, leaf-covered 
manhole has not been tried yet. However, 
in all likelihood, the BOV members will 
keep getting away with it, even with these 
meddling kids. 
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The multi-million dollar renovation 
of the Student Health building 
resulted in incredibly flattering 
lighting for Meditation Room selfies 
and convenient bathrooms for Walk 
of Shames back from Bond, but few 
people know about the Catholic 
church built deep within its bowels. 
The university was inspired to draw 
from the Catholic tradition after years 
of taking and appropriating religious 
practices and beliefs from a variety of 
Eastern traditions. 

I wander down hallway after 
hallway until I finally reach the 
bottom floor of the building. I see a 
high mahogany door opening into the 
nave of the CAPolic Church. Blue and 
orange votive candles glowed eerily 
in the dimly-lit room. Stained-glass 
icons lined the walls, a disfigured 
face sticking out in the sea of Biblical 
figures. A symbol of greed? Upon 
closer inspection, I realized it was a 
photorealistic rendering of Jim Ryan’s 
post-run face. On the side of the room 
stood the confessional. Inside, I saw 
that there was a cup holder, curiously 
branded with the Juice Laundry logo. 
I heard a sharp rap on the other side 
of the wall. 

 “Um…forgive me Counselor, 
for I have burnout. Since my last 
counseling session, it’s been—
well, I’ve never entered into the 
Mindfulness Non-Denominational 
Holy Room before,” I said. There was 

no answer. The welcoming space 
seemed to sweat with the tears shed 
by those who came before me. Not yet 
discouraged by the silence, I jumped 
into my soliloquy. 

My face was wet with tears, and 
my throat was raw after nearly 45 
minutes of confession. I bared my 
soul to this CAPS counselor through 
a wall that has somehow an even 
worse connection than my Zoom 
appointment on a spotty Eduroam 
network last semester. I slid open 
the door to my booth and stomped 
over to the other side. I toyed with 
the chipped handle, just to scare the 
shit out of them, and then abruptly 
whipped open the door. 

 The counselor’s side was empty. 
In lieu of a real person, there was a 
sticky note with a phone number 
for their telehealth line. Twelve free 
sessions per year!

mommy i rweally 
nweed ywour sweet 
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Do you not wish to 
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my chamber at this 
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Hey Nell! I am 
thinking about trying 
out for UGuides?

Thanks Nell! That’s 
exactly what I want! 

You totally should if 
you want to pretend 
to give a shit about 
UVA history and 
chase some good 
ol’ clout! It’s the 
perfect facade!  
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DAY 13—The fall activities fair has 
left me speechless. Everything at this 
school seems so accessible, as long as 
your application is perfect. I am sure 
that I will find a way to make this place 
home. My inbox is FULL of unread 
messages...How exciting! Everyone 
says that I will “find my friends” and 
“find my place at UVA.”

DAY 16 (A CAPELLA AUDITIONS)—
Just attended Rotunda sing and I 
think I am gonna give a capella a 
shot. Even though they’re singers, 
not dancers, I was really impressed 
by how they bounced in one spot and 
sometimes wiggled one hand. I already 
auditioned for the Hullabahoos, and 
before I could perform, they forced 
me to watch 10 hours of the four-
second clip of the Hullabahoos in 
Pitch Perfect. It seems like it is a lot of 
work, but I think I am ready to take it 
on. I’m spending all night listening to 
Pentatonix Christmas covers!

Day 17 (CHI ALPHA MUG PARTY)—
Woah! That was crazy. I’ve never seen 
so many people this hyped about 
mugs. Chai Alpha chalked around the 
dorms last week, and my roommate 
and I decided we should check it 
out. It was a little intense when one 
of the members threatened me with 
excommunication for standing next 
to a girl for too long, but at least there 
were root beer floats. 

 
DAY 19 (A CAPELLA CALLBACK/

SOCIAL)—Great News!! An a capella 
group called me back!!! They walked 
me into a desolate classroom, made 
me sing four Adele songs from 
memory, and ridiculed me until I 
burst into tears. They were really nice 
about it though! :) Then they asked 
me to come to a “very chill” and “very 
informal” party at their house that was 
“definitely not meant to wean out the 
weirdo losers.” There, they handed 
me a Honeycrisp Bold Rock and 
had me fill out a casual 40-question 
survey, with some questions about 
myself like “What divorce lawyer did 
your parents use?”

DAY 102 (CAV DAILY)—I decided 
to give journalism a shot. Turns out 
when you start, they force you to write 
a bunch of articles about food?

DAY 155 (RUSH)—I was stumbling 
down Rugby Road one October night 
when something caught my eye. My 
eyes were met by the glowing gaze 
of a giant skeleton atop the columns, 
squatting as if ready to pounce. As 
I lowered my stare, I saw colorful 
light bursting out of every window, 
illuminating the figures of costumed 
revelers in every room. I was in awe. 
Is this what a top-tier fraternity is 
like? My body lurched toward the 
house, magnetized by the mosaic of 
what appeared to be sheer beauty 
that had befallen lucky me. Suddenly, 
I was now in the middle of a crowd 
of partygoers, by the shouts of what 
could only have been a true alpha 
male. He was screaming, “GET IN 
A SINGLE FILE LINE, OR NONE OF 
YOU ARE GETTING IN.” This had to 
be top-tier. Was I in Heaven or Hell? 
Suddenly, I was hurled through the 
mob like a spitball and found myself 
completely disoriented in the middle 
of the house. Someone pulled me up 
onto a table, and I was hit by a cloud 
of cigarette smoke. A guy on the table 
offered me a bump—maybe I was a 
sigma in a crowd of alphas. I wanted to 
call mommy. Out of the darkness, I saw 
a group of modestly clad newcomers 
approaching with extended arms. 
It was Chi Alpha. They carried me 
back to my dorm and tucked me into 
bed, where they whispered sweet 
nothings all night about how I was “a 
Sinner in the eyes of an angry God,” 
or something like that.

DAY 255 (STEAM TUNNELS)—
My body was weary. My spirit was 
broken. I stumbled into steam tunnels 
in a depressive haze, got lost, and 
was down there for what seemed like 
days, weeks, months. Am still down 
there for what now seems like years, 
decades, millennia.
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If a nose breathes in a classroom but no 
one sees it, does it even make a sound? 
The answer is yes, obviously. 

Some students were less than thrilled 
when UVA made the decision to uphold 
its masking policy for vaccinated and 
unvaccinated students and faculty alike, 
mandating that masks be worn inside 
UVA spaces at all times. If you want to 
figure out who those students are, look 
around your classroom. Do you notice 
any students who stand out from the 
rest? Here’s a hint: their noses will be 
sticking out of their masks. But this 
non-compliance isn’t some political 
statement or silent rebellion against 
the oppressive fabric of the mask-
mandating regime. These enigmatic 
students sit next to us in class everyday, 
literally sticking their noses where they 
don’t belong. 

Whether they’re just clueless, 
stubborn, or smart enough to be 
contrarian, these nose-touting Wahoos 
are everywhere. According to some 
numbers, approximately 17% of the 
student body has gone to class with their 
mask below their nose at least once. 
The term “maskhole” was given to the 
non-compliant by millennials who had 
nothing better to do than come up with 
hashtaggable names in 

quarantine. But 
what do our 
maskholes have to 
say for themselves? 
These students can 
barely put together a 
sentence, let alone answer a question 
in an interview. But we spoke to one of 
these *sigh* nostril-heads to see just 
why they choose to boast their beaks. 

“If Elzinga doesn’t have to wear his 
mask correctly, why do I?” said that dude 
in your econ class who still confuses 
supply and demand. “Apparently nose 
air is the same as mouth air?” Slowly but 
surely, he’s learning. 

Here’s an analogy for you: let’s say 
you’re taking a math test and the first 
question on the test asks you to multiply 
10 by 10. Since you don’t care about the 
Honor Code, you go ahead and look at the 
test of every other student in the room. 
You see a common thread across all the 
tests: everyone put 100 as their answer. 
It would be pretty silly of you to answer 
with anything other than 100, right? But 
maybe putting 99 would let you breathe 
better. 

At the end of the day, if you’re going to 
expose your nose in class, at least give 
us something fun to look at like a nose 
ring or a booger.
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“Last spring, things got ugly. Nothing to sneeze at – and it was maybe our fault, maybe not. But 
it’s time to give back to the Charlottesville community.” 

This past weekend, the Inter-Fraternity Council (IFC) pledged to support mental 
health awareness efforts for the student body through the opening of their new mental 
health center, DAPS. One student leader involved in the creation of DAPS, who spoke 
on the condition of anonymity, explained, “it’s a 24/7 service offered at approximately 
30 locations, all off Grounds but definitely within walking distance.” When pressed for 
what these services entailed, IFC leaders emphasized that “brewskies and daps” were 
what students needed most to face the upcoming semester. 

In the aftermath of a mental health crisis spawned by months of social distancing, 
DAPS fills a critical void in mental health services. Student leaders have addressed 
several weaknesses in the current mental health infrastructure at the University. 
“Support sessions over Zoom?” The DAPS representative said, chortling. “We were the 
only ones willing to speak out about Zoom and meet in person. Also, we won’t just refer 
you to the Charlottesville community.”

DAPS centers are known for their focus on beverage-centric intervention. Booking a 
visit at DAPS is particularly easy for some UVA students as no registration is needed for 
females. UVA males must be on the list. DAPS is keen on focusing its services towards 
the UVA student body; high school students are largely excluded due to a minimum 
age requirement set at 18 for internal reasons, according to the DAPS representative.  
Offering his own support for the IFC “trailblazers and activists” who have founded 
DAPS, President Ryan in an Instagram story encouraged students to join him at the 
DAPS kick-off event, “Mellow Miller Monday.” 


