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THESE WINGS WON’T FLY: ASADO 
TIGHTENS TO-GO POLICIES

THE CORNER — An endless line of 
patrons winds along warm wooden walls 
as students attempt to enter Asado. The 
establishment, popular among students 
for its “Marg Mondays” and discount wing 
nights, recently bolstered enforcement of 
its strict anti-takeout policy. In an effort 
to squash attempts to abscond with boxed 
wings or stuffed burritos, Asado announced 
a  partnership with the U.S. Transportation 
Security Administration (TSA), beginning 
a wide-scale adoption of their infamous 
strategies to stop people from taking things 
places.

“They reached inside my butthole, man,” 
said Herc Litorous, third-year. “Something 
about a ‘cavity search’? But my dentist 
appointment isn’t until next month…” she 
trailed off, staring into the distance. “I’m 
not sure which was worse, losing my wings 
or discovering a new kink.” 

Students reacted with dismay. “My tried-
and-true method of slurping an entire 
margarita into my jowls like a chipmunk 
hoarding food for the winter didn’t pass the 
new measures,” lamented seasoned fourth-
year Colin O’Scopy. “The ASS man [Asado 
Security Service] on staff made me hold my 
mouth open so he could sip the sumptuous 
substance straight out of my gaping maw 
through a teeny tiny cocktail straw. Not a 
single drop was spilled that night, but I left 
downtrodden and sullen as fuck.” 

Yet one should never underestimate the 
creativity of college students on a budget. 
Our reporters saw customers pointing at a 

nonexistent eagle in the distance, tricking 
their server into turning around for enough 
time to rappel a fifteen-count wings basket 
with buffalo sauce out the second-story 
window to a middleman below. 

Asado’s unconventional new policies are 
impressively thorough. “They’ve started 
checking us at the door too,” complained 
Connie Tainer, a pitiful second-year. 
“When they found the Tupperware I tried 
to sneak in, they gathered the entire staff to 
collectively spit in it while chanting ‘secret 
sauce.’ Guess I’ve lost that plastic bastard 
forever. Worst of all, they wouldn’t even let 
me leave with my to-go box of leftover spit!”

In other news, Roots is now offering 
nachos loaded with bacteria-ridden—erm, 
barbecue-ridden—tofu and could use help 
offloading bowls of this shit. You can totally 
take that to-go.

Lil Nell
ECONOMIZING THE TRUTH 
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BALZ TO THE WALLZ

Dear readers,
This issue of The Yellow Journal was produced in the immediate aftermath of the 

attack that took the lives of our classmates Devin Chandler, Lavel Davis Jr., and D’Sean 
Perry. Our hearts go out to the victims, their families, and everyone close to them.

We’ve asked ourselves if jokes are appropriate or welcome while our community 
collectively processes such a massive tragedy. We decided to continue publication for 
this semester in hopes that this silly journal could help bring people together—whether 
that happens by laughing with us or at us. Either is okay.

Throughout all the hurt we have been feeling, we in The Yellow Journal have found 
great comfort in this comedy. We hope you do, too.

With love,
The Yellow Journal



JPJ ARENA — “The players have 
been a-fooling around, and I’m not 
sure they know the rules of the game 
anymore,” said UVA men’s basketball 
coach Don D. Donne. The team had 
been practicing hijinks and crazy 
schemes leading up to the new season, 
when, much to their chagrin, the NCAA 
released a statement condemning 
their wanton disregard of what 
NCAA Athletics Director Dee Z. Nuts 
describes as “the rules.” 

“Why would anyone think this is 
allowed?” Nuts ejaculated, pacing and 
pulling her hair. “Last season, they 
tried to sneak two extra balls onto 
the court under their point guard’s 
shirt, assuring all who asked that 
they were just his ‘bouncing, beautiful 
boy-breasts.’ But mid-game he whips 
out his balls and proceeds to play 
H.O.R.S.E. with his teammates.”

The counterfeit buxom boy, Trey 
Pointer, seemed unmoved by the 
allegations. “Listen, me and the boys, 
we’re just having fun out there. A 
couple of guys, some goofs and gags 
up our sleeves, and a pocket full of 
dreams and stink bombs… Well, that’s 
just what the good ol’ game of B-ball is 
all about, y’know?”

Coach Donne, who was in the room 

when The Yellow Journal received the 
statement from Pointer, interjected, 
“For the record, that is not what the 
game is all about. It’s mainly about 
one (1) basketball and some dudes just 
chucking those fuckers at some funny-
looking goals.”

No one is certain what the future 
holds for UVA men’s basketball, but 
one can be sure that there will be a 
significant decline in tom-foolery and 
a steady drop in party-rocking. No 
more human pyramids made up of 
the shortest teammates so they can 
finally dunk, no more body-painting 
to camouflage into the floors, and 
absolutely no more fast-breaks; that 
shit is unfair. 
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QUIZ: WHICH UVA CRYPTID ARE YOU?
UVA has plenty of freaks attending in the daytime, but it 

also has its fair share of night-dwelling creatures. Take this 
quiz to find out which Grounds gremlin is most like you!

What’s your idea of a fun date?
a) Hike!
b) Pretending to be mermaids in 
the AFC pool
c) Hiding underneath Virg tables 
and snarling at passersby
d) Studying in Clem... while 
playing footsie ;)

What’s closest to your major?
a) Podiatry
b) Envi Sci and Medieval Studies
c) Political Philosophy, Policy, 
and Law
d) Media Studies (I live in the 
DML)

Which secret society are you a 
part of? (We won’t tell)
a) Hot Feet (IMPs)
b) Knights of the CIO Leaders 
Round-Table
c) Raven Society
d) The Ankle-Biters

What’s the first thing you do 
when you wake up in the morning?
a) Lumber, wiggle my toes, and 
hide behind a tree
b) Take a loooong bath and look 
up swords on Etsy
c) Google “what does quorum mean” 
and stare at the wall, trying to 
recall my past life
d) Rub my hands together and 
plot exactly how to ruin as many 
students’ days as possible

I have feelings for you.
a) For lil’ old me??
b) You have not the time for 
such trivial attachments. God 
has a mission for you. He is 
calling, and you must answer.
c) Sorry, I have a Constitutional 
Convention meeting to get to 
where I’ll definitely be in 
attendance. Definitely. Don’t ask 
me what we discuss or do there. 
File an informed retraction and 
get back to me.
d) Hrwretrectsnarlreecttik!

Tally up your responses! What was 
your most common answer?

MOSTLY A’S: Littlefoot

MOSTLY D’S: Clem Stairway Goblins
MOSTLY B’S: Lady of the Dell

MOSTLY C’S: Missing Honor 
committee members

Not to be confused with his bigger cousin, this 
lil’ guy lurks behind columns and other head-assed, 
Classically-inspired architectural fixtures around 
Grounds. He’s a bit shy, but legend has it that he gives 
a scrumptious pedicure the night before Founder’s Day 
every year to a “very special and polite” student he 
deems worthy.

They are but a shadow—a memory. They must be ghosts, or 
even poltergeists. What else explains the committee’s 
inability to ever reach quorum or accomplish anything? 
These students, if you’re lucky, can be found drifting 
around the fourth floor of Newcomb wearing split-V 
Honor quarter-zips, but somehow thinking Teresa 
Sullivan is still President of UVA.

Dwelling at the bottom of the Dell Pond, the Lady 
dispenses swords, mechanical pencils, elfbars, and 
other treasures to passing first-years and anyone 
else who could use a pick-me-up. Does she enjoy the 
construction of the Contemplative Commons right next 
to her home? Let’s just say she voted for Marianne 
Williamson in the 2020 Democratic Primary and leave 
it at that.

Got your ankles! Ever wondered why
you feel dragged down while climbing 
back up the Clemons stairs after a 
long night of “brainstorming” on the first
floor? Well, you may have had a run-in with 
these little miscreants who live underneath the steps. They 
find unimaginable joy in grasping the legs of lethargic 
students and destroying their confidence and sanity one 
gnarled finger at a time.
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Rotunda Set Ablaze in Botched 
Gender Reveal
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CHARLOTTESVILLE — There is a 
thirst arising in the UVA community, 
and not for pitchers or actual hydration. 
This desire can be quenched only by 
serious journalism.

“I don’t know, dude, it feels like stuff 
just happens, like, all the time,” says 
fourth-year Hugh Janus. “And I feel like 
someone should keep track and tell 
people that it’s happening.”

Janus is not alone in his longing. Artie 
Cull, a third-year in the College, has 
brainstormed an innovative solution to 
this problem. “Yeah, it’d be super cool if 
UVA had a school newspaper. Didn’t we 
have one a while ago, called the Wahoo 
Weekly or something? The Cavalier 

Courier?”
These names did not ring a bell, nor 

were The Yellow Journal’s historical 
researchers able to find any trace of 
such a paper.

Igne Sufferabelle, a second-year, 
agrees. “I’m in Indieheads, so I feel like 
I need a music section somewhere that 
tells me what everyone on Grounds is 
listening to, just so I can avoid it.”

With no proper news outlet reporting 
on-Grounds happenings, students 
have resorted to informing themselves 
through outlets such as UVA Twitter, 
condescending emails from ODOS, and 
a 140-year-old blind man in an E-Way 
steam tunnel known as “the Oracle of 
Olsson.”

Salsa Hall, an opinionated Jeff Soc 
exec member, is concerned. “I need takes 
that some would consider ‘uninformed’ 
and ‘completely reductive.’” Hall hopes 
that a student publication could service 
this burgeoning need. The tension 
builds as our quivering student bodies 
are unable to embrace the big hard facts 
of our world today. We can only hope 
that a self-righteous group of students 
will come forward to lead the charge in 
student journalism.
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               The Bag I first licked
                                                    Went something like this
                    Squeezing the neck, I first
                                        Tasted the left…    While stroking the next
                                  I found it abhorrent…   The right one, a poor scent
        Recoiling my tongue…       I winced at the thing that hung
  Overwhelmed and done…        I turned my head, starting to run
          But before long, a revelation…  A new feeling at the wrinkly relation
         “By God, that was so pure…”     A profound internal freedom for sure
          Looking again at the Bag…        I knew I couldn’t resist another drag
                      Holding the left near my ear… And wetting the right with joyous tears
                       I licked fervently like at war… Fearing when licking would be no more
  I licked that shit like a lollipop..    Sucking as if it were a gumdrop
                            After hours, I had to stop…      The hair started to erode on top
                                      I bid it farewell…                      Leaving it felt like hell
                                           Thank you                                     My sweet Bag

YJ TRIES POETRY AND SUCCEEDS:
“THE BAG I FIRST LICKED”

Glen Pumpkin Unveils New 
Fall Themed BOV Appointee 
With a Pumpkin Spice Flavor 

of Bigotry
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BROWN COLLEGE — Students were 
shocked on Tuesday as a real life time 
traveler emerged from Brown College’s 
enigmatic outdoor elevator. Covered 
in translucent goop and hailing from 
the far-off year of 20XX, Elonmusk 
Bezosson arrived with a dire warning: in 
his vaguely distant future, our beloved 
University is no more than a blue-orange 
Orwellian dystopia.

Bezosson painted a bleak picture of a 
university where students cling to even 
their most basic rights. They are ruled 
by the Borg of Visitors, a hegemonic 
oligarchy of C-suite oil executives and 
money-hoarding wealth management 
gurus who meet annually to institute 
tuition hikes. “Most of them have no clue 
what day-to-day life at UVA is like,” he 
said. “Also, they can serve lifetime terms! 
So, what the hell are they ‘visiting’? Not 
UVA, that’s for sure. Visiting something 
implies you’ll be gone soon.”

The cruelty and oppression doesn’t 
stop there. Students of 20XX must 
exchange scarce digital “credits” 
for even the most basic goods and 
services, Bezosson explained through 
that futuristic pan-American drawl so 
distinctive of the mid exety-exes. Once 
students exhaust their precious few 

credits, they must subsist entirely off of 
barely-edible gruel served from the New 
Newcomb Sustenance Center.

Harrowingly, he recounted how 
students enter the horrific Lottery in 
order to enroll in classes. Should Fortuna 
(cruel goddess she is!) condemn them to 
a subpar Lottery spot, their academic 
careers are surely doomed to fire and 
brimstone. Worse still, a tiny fraction of 
students known as the Sloche Scholars 
are able to bypass this infernal Lottery 
entirely. And what allows one to receive 
this coveted designation? “That’s the 
thing—no one has a goddamn clue,” 
Bezosson cried to our reporter. “Some of 
the most insufferable people I know are 
Sloche Scholars. There’s no justice.”

Finally, in what could be his most 
disturbing report yet, Bezosson told 
of the Emissaries, the neon-clad 
mercenary force that function as the 
eyes and ears of the tyrant Borg of 
Visitors. “They prowl UVA Floors—that’s 
what we call Grounds in the future—
lurking around every corner,” he 
recalled, shivering. “Their garish regalia 
can be spotted from a mile away.” And 
what do these shadowy Emissaries do? 
A dumbfounded Bezosson shook his 
head in disbelief. “Absolutely nothing! 
‘Emissaries’ to what?! They just … stand 
there … watching.”

At that chilling note, Bezosson began 
experiencing obscene bouts of flatulence, 
which he explained is a symptom of 
being outside of his own time for too 
long. Before he departed, he yelled for 
the crowd to “heed [his] warning” before 
being sucked up the Brown outdoor 
elevator—like margarita up a straw.
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CHARLOTTESVILLE – Local bagel 
shop Bodo’s has released a statement 
announcing a new addition to their 
menu: the pap schmear. “We want 
to bring to light an issue that weighs 
heavily on us,” spokesperson Ava Cado 
said. “People with cervixes are at a 
significantly higher risk of cervical 
cancer than people without cervixes.” 
Along with the announcement, Bodo’s 
unveiled a new logo and updated menu 
to reflect the change. Head chef Biel 
Ti revealed that the team has been 
working for months in partnership 
with UVA Gynecology on perfecting 
the recipe. “We kept veering too salty 
or too bitter, but we finally made 
something that we can really hang our 
hats on.” From quality ingredients to 
careful measuring and mixing, Ti tells 
us it’s something to get excited about.

Bodo’s regulars report having mixed 
feelings following the announcement 
earlier this week. Second-year Sam 
Mitchy shared her dismay at the new 
item’s ingredient list. “Couldn’t it have 
been vegetarian? I get the idea, but 
they didn’t have to add cervical chunks 

into the actual schmear,” she argued. 
Fourth-year Vul Vahaver disagreed; 
they appreciated the ingenuity–and 
the reminder to make an appointment 
with their OB/GYN. “I’ve been dragging 
my feet for months, but the tub of 
cream cheese in my fridge stares me 
down every morning, and it’s really 
motivated me to take action.” 

According to the official statement 
from Bodo’s, this is exactly the kind 
of awareness they wanted to raise 
with the introduction of their new 
concoction: “Sometimes, the urgency 
doesn’t hit until you’re sat down for 
breakfast and the smell of preventative 
health hits your feeble nostrils.”

BODO’S BAGELS INTRODUCES 
PAP SCHMEAR

Gastro-Economics: The 
Opportunity Cost of 

Shitting Yourself in Public

Hey Nell! You wanna 
grab some coffee 
tomorrow?

Wow Nell! I didn’t 
know you were so 
passionate! 

Sincerely saying you 
like the pumpkin spice 
latte is cringe, ironically 
saying you like the 
pumpkin spice latte is 
cringe, sincerely hating 
on the pumpkin spice 
latte is cringe, ironically 
hating on the pumpkin 
spice latte is cringe, 
making jokes about 
any of these things is 
cringe and apologizing 
for being cringe is 
cringe, not vocally 
acknowledging you’re 
being cringe is cringe."I Never Realized 

How Pretty He 
Was": Jim Ryan Puts 
Glasses On, Then 
Takes Them Off In 
Effort To Improve 
Public Opinion



APPLY!Want to write for UVA’s only
(and oldest)

satirical publication?

We recruit semesterly — inquire at 
yellowjournalapp@gmail.com 
or www.yellowjournal.lol 
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Year Tells All About Her 
Intimate Relationship With 
the Fine Arts Cafe Bathroom 
Sink Water Pressure
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Friend Todd

Cursive-Voiced USinger Comes 
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Wahoo-WOAH NELLY: A 
Naked Photo of Cav Man 
Reveals The Mascot’s Other 
Impressive Sabre

   HEY GIRL WHO, 
WHEN SHE LOVES, LOVES HARD, 

He is just not that into you. 

Now that’s a girl: helped.

Q.

A.

      DEAREST NELL,
I need your help. I’m having troubles 
with my boyfr—I mean, this guy I 
sometimes hang out with.

One night, he grasped my hand, gazed 
into my eyes, and said, “I’m just a boy, 
standing in front of a girl, asking her 
to love him.” He throws those kinds of 
romantic lines out casually, like they 
aren’t the most genuine, original lines 
I have ever heard in my life. “If you 
jump, I jump, Rose!” he said one night. 
The adorable nickname made me 
smile and we made impassioned love 
for several hours. With each tender 
yet mildly unsatisfactory thrust, he 
told me that he wanted to paint me 
like a French girl. But after all he had 
confessed, he did not let me stay the 
night.

Two weeks trickled past without so 
much as a whisper from him, but in his 
defense, he’s really busy establishing 
his food Instagram. Then, at 2 AM, 
he texted “lmao u up?” and I beat my 
high school cross-country personal 
record racing to his house. When I 
arrived, he told me that there had 
not been a moment where he hadn’t 

thought of me and swept me into his 
arms. When I said I missed him too, 
though, he was reticent.  “Oh, that’s 
kind of intense,” he said, and stopped 
honking my boob.

This all came to a head last night. We 
loved fiercely and with friction…so 
much friction, in fact, that the rubber 
broke. Without hesitation or fear, he 
escorted me to the Corner CVS to pick 
up a Plan B. Ever the gentleman, so 
I thought, until it came time to pay 
and he was nowhere to be found. 
My vanishing knight…wherefore art 
thou?

Girl, Help!     
Sincerely,

Girl Who, When She Loves, Loves Hard

You’re welcs,
Nell


