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The Virginian Out Of 
Vienna Lager: Amy 
Walls Inconsolable

We’ve all ben there, ladies, amiright? You’re hanging with your girls, just a couple of 
dirty bitches having a wild time. You’re young, you’re free, you all have IUDs. Then— 
it happens. A man walks up to you. He dares to look you in the eyes. He holds out a 
hand —the kind that’s only seen the inside of a Zyn tin and untuned guitar strings. 
Disgusted, you shrink back, bare your teeth. You stop yourself. You’re a lady, not 
some common trollop. Surely there’s a better way to escape this awkward situation...
1. “My hands are super wet right now!”

It’s true. They are really wet right now. God served you the perfect 
excuse on a silver platter. You’re done. Why are they wet? Doesn’t 
matter. The look of confusion on his face will keep you fed for 
months. Girl, you won. 

2. “I come from Footloose-town.”
A time to laugh... and a time to weep. A time to mourn... and there 
is a time to dance. Just not now. Now is not that time. 

3. “Sorry, my polycule isn’t accepting new members.”
You’ll need a few friends for this one, but it’s guaranteed to make a 
splash. Be sure to throw a few smooches in there to really seal the 
deal. Just not too many, this guy is REALLY into lesbians. 

4. “Ok!” And start doing the choreography from “A Chorus Line”
Don’t pretend like you don’t know it. If you’re reading this, you know it. You should do it. 
Right now. Do it, you stupid little idiot. Do the dance. 

5. “The last time I danced, my dad died in a car accident.”

This is NOT TRUE. Your dad is at home, just sittin’ in a lumpy chair in your living room. He’s 
probably watching “Yellowstone” with some BIG ASS headphones on. He’s eating a ginor-
mous salad. Truly a salad that is bigger than any other salad you’ve ever seen before. He 
says he’s “decided to try out Keto.” Why would you want to try Keto, dad? You’re gonna give 
yourself low bone density. Do you want bone fractures? Also, you literally chew tobacco, since 
when were you such a beacon of health? Who do you think you are, Jesus? Newsflash, Jesus 
died. Get over yourself. 

Or, you could just dance with him. What’s the worst that could happen? You dance, 
have a few drinks. You start going steady. He meets your parents, they like that he 
comes from a “good family.” Years pass. He proposes –you have a June wedding: 
lavender and cream. Surprise! You’re pregnant, and it’s a boy. You move to the suburbs. 
You start to grow apart. You’re both so busy that you don’t have time to be intimate 
anymore. The kids move out. You rekindle the flame. One day, you get a call. It was a 
heart attack. You visit his grave every Sunday. You bring daisies, his fav- Oops, too 
late. He’s making out with another girl. It’s okay. He was kind of an uggo anyways. 

God Speaks To Me 
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Says Is That Clem 
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Minutes

STOP PASSING THE BALL

SHOW AND TELL?

STILL HAVEN’T RECOVERED

PUT. THE. PENCIL. DOWN.

STOOPING LOW

I AM THE CHOSEN ONE

HER MAJESTY’S TRAGEDIES



“I Just Lost So Much Money”: 
Betting Pool Over History 

Professor’s Sexuality Implodes 
With Buzzer-Beater Wife Reveal

I Have Ingested Magma That Is Lower 
In Temperature Than Bodo’s Coffee
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HEARTBREAKING: Tariffs Hit 
Ticket Resellers The Hardest

A thunderous sound was heard 
around the University early Friday 
morning as the strained restraints 
that have long harnessed the 
Rotunda’s dome to the Earth finally 
snapped. The Rotunda was erected 
only a few short years after the 
founding of the University and is often 
identified as one of the University’s 
most important symbols. However, 
historical documents released after 
the dome took off indicate that the most 
difficult and resource-consuming 
task for both the original builders of 
the University and every successive 
administration has been keeping 
the building together. “Past Rotunda 
renovations, often publicly focused on 
frivolities like ‘fixing a leaky roof’ or 
‘building a women’s bathroom,’ have 
in fact been coverups for attempts to 
keep the dome from wandering off,” 
said University President Jim Ryan in 
a press conference Friday afternoon. 
The president, who was wearing a 
t-shirt emblazoned with “THE DOME 
MUST ROAM,” continued, telling 
reporters that ”now that it’s gone, we 
can reveal the incredibly complicated 
system of pulleys, levers, and other 
simple machines that have allowed 
the Rotunda’s dome to remain 
tethered to our Earth.”

Ryan, who gave his press 
conference from inside a massive 
300-feet deep compound dug under 
the Rotunda, gestured widely at what 
was behind him, saying “look at it! 
It’s like the Mines of fuckin’ Moria!” 
The cave, whose walls were covered 

with shaky wooden platforms and a 
bizarre number of ziplines, was built 
with the express intent of housing 
the Rube-Goldberg-machine-esque 
contraption that held the dome in 
place. The apparatus, first designed 
by Jefferson in 1825 after five other 
domes had escaped, was tenuously 
held together with rope, wood, and 
heavy rocks that weighed the dome 
down and kept it from shooting off into 
the great unknown. “Despite many 
past attempts, we were never able to 
introduce steel cables, metal clasps, 
or other advancements made possible 
by the Industrial Revolution to the 
structure, as these would cause the 
dome to react violently,” said Rotunda 
Dome Retention Head Connor Centric, 
who stated that despite the apparently 
docile and unmoving nature of the 
dome to outside observers, “that thing 
wanted out–bad.” 

The dome, which had reportedly 
made it past Neptune by 6:00 PM 
Friday, is unlikely to ever return to 
Earth due to what experts have called 
“some weird fucked up version of 
gravity that only it possesses.” The 
now roofless Rotunda has led to some 
pressing questions for those in the 
administration, with many wondering 
what comes next. “It took a lot of 
manpower and a lot of money,” said 
Centric, “and a lot of people straight 
up died. Truly, a countless number of 
workers supervising the thing. And 
it still got away. Fuck me, man. I’m 
getting fired. This was my entire job. 
Fuck.” Some faculty, such as Professor 
of Geometry Bob Oblong, offered their 
input, with Oblong stating that “my 
formal recommendation would be 
that we stop half-assing it and just 
go for a full sphere. Or… I don’t know. 
An oval, maybe.” The University was 
officially noncommittal when asked 
whether the apparently massive 
amount of the budget for retaining the 
dome would be redirected in the wake 
of its launch, but at one point during 
the press conference, President Ryan 
mouthed “Daddy needs a new pair of 
shoes.”

THERE IT GOES: ROTUNDA DOME BREAKS 
FREE OF RESTRAINTS, FLIES INTO SPACE
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 SHANNON LIBRARY UNVEILS NEW ‘SMUT 
SECTION’ IN AN ATTEMPT TO INCREASE 

LITERACY ON GROUNDS
This Sunday, visitors to Shannon 

Library will be delighted to see that 
the Graduate Student Lounge has been 
renovated into a state of the art “goon 
lair.” This is part of the University’s 
initiative to promote reading (for 
pleasure) among the student body. 
Shelves are lined with classics of the 
genre, such as “Fifty Shades of Grey” 
and “Ice Planet Barbarians,” as well 
as more niche titles, like our personal 
favorites, “My Dark, Brooding 
Boyfriend is Actually a Werewolf, and 
We Make Sweet, Sweet Love, But Not 
In A Bestiality Way” and the sequel 
“Ok, So Maybe In A Bestiality Way.” 
The library has also invested in a 
physical archive of that weird shit you 
read on Wattpad in middle school.

We interviewed student Gizmo 
Miller to gauge reactions to the shift. 
“I mean, my girlfriend’s all into that 
‘Booktok’ shit, so I’m sure she’s 
happy,” he said. “It’s just that, ever 
since she started reading, I think 
our relationship has gotten a little 
strained. She keeps calling me her 
‘gay little boyfriend,’ and saying stuff 
like ‘OMG, you’re such a bottom.’ 
Look—sometimes the lid on the pickle 
jar is really tight, and just because I 
can’t get it open on my first few tries 
does NOT mean I’m a bottom. I’m 
straight. And a Republican. Whatever. 
The more she reads, the more time I 
have to play die with the boys. Am I 
right? Haha.”
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OW WOW...
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Rid Of The Clown In My 
Room

“The Fix Is In”: Integrity 
Of Puppy Bowl Called 

Into Question After 
Discovery Of Falsified 

Neutering Records

Girl, Help! This Third-
Trimester Bitch Is 

Kicking My Ass At AFC 
Underwater Zumba!

YJ POLITICS: Joe Biden 
Perfectly Preserved 
After Accidentally 

Stumbling Into Walk-
In Beer Fridge

OH NO: You Just Broke 
Mom’s Favorite Vase, 

And I’m Telling

YJ COMPLAINS: Girl, I 
Know You Wrote That 
Smut About Me, And 

My Curl Pattern Is 2B, 
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FLAP THAT UVULA, 
WHITE BOY: 

Lots Of Dead Air 
During Classmate’s 

Presentation

CLASSIC FREUDIAN EXCUSES 
FOR THE OVERLY-HORNY

New “Baldwins” Series 
Under Fire for Forcing 
People To Learn About 
Alec Baldwin’s Home 

Life

OPINION: Open-Heart 
Surgery Seems A Lot 
Easier Than Closed 

Heart Surgery

SPELL ICUP: BOV 
Receives Anonymous 
Hate Mail Requesting 

Disgusting Act

 Let’s face it. You did it. You told your roommate you’d be down to fuck. You’ve 
been slightly hinting for weeks (your room was NOT that cold), and you were able 
to hide under the art of subtlety, but it happened. You goofed it. You said it out loud.
 In times like these, we look to our lord and savior. The man whose ideas 
haunt the hallowed walls of this university. The man who we all know too well: 
Freud. Utilize Freud’s methodology in order to get out of this jail, guaranteed. 

Penis Envy: “Oh no! My circumcision went sideways. Now the stress of not having  
     a full penis is weighing me down, but my actual penis definitely isn’t.” I don’t
     know… I guess I just wanted a penis just like his. 
Repressed Subconscious Sexual Desires: “It’s either I flirt with you or your
     girlfriend. Pick one.” Or both! #bi 
Id, Ego, and the Superego: “I said that because of my primitive, unconscious Id. I
     can’t control that, Robert!”
Psychosexual Development: Parts of this cycle include “the anal stage” and “the
     genital stage.” Make the joke yourself.
Oedipus Complex: “Dude, I swear I thought you were my mom! btw pay me back
     for Wingstop.” 
Thanatos (Like Thanos. Neat!): The desire for death and self-deprecation. “I’m
     sorry man, I always mess everything up. Nice guys do finish last.” 
Freudian Slip: What if we called Sigmund the daddy of Psychology instead? 

Okay. That’s all. Now it’s time to pout because lesbians are able to have roommate 
sex successfully (ie. Wicked.) 

JIM RYAN TO BE REPLACED BY BOSS BABY, 
BIG (AND SMALL) THINGS COMING

 On Thursday, the Board of 
Visitors made the executive decision 
to replace UVA President Jim Ryan, 
effective immediately. The incoming 
president, 20th Century Studios own 
Boss Baby, has a lot to do to gain the 
trust of the student body back. “It’s a 
tall order,” he says while sucking on 
his thumb like it’s a cigarette, “but 
if anyone can do it it’s me. I’m the 
fucking boss baby”.  

 In the days following the 
announcement, UVA students have 
taken to the streets to protest his 
arrival. Marching in front of the 
rotunda with signs reading “You’re 
Not the Boss of Me” and “Can He Even 
Read?” The UVA police have yet to step 
in, probably because they’re too busy 
changing his diaper and chewing up 
his food for him like he’s a little bird.

  

“When I said anyone could do 
his job, I didn’t mean a baby,” says 
frustrated 4th year Grace Applebaum. 
“Just because he’s wearing a suit 
doesn’t make him qualified to run all 
of UVA.” No one knows what policies 
Boss Baby will be putting in place 
as of yet. When asked what he has 
planned, he said “goo goo gaga, bitch. 
And if you don’t like it, grow up!”
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“You Still Die”: Despite 
What Media Would Have 
You Believe, Going Over 

Waterfall In Wooden Barrel 
Does Not Increase Survival 

Rate

Emery Parker Rates Her 
Yellow Journal Tenure 4.5 

Stars On Letterboxd

Leaked Text Messages 
Reveal Trump Family 
Has Separate Group 

Chat Without Eric In It

OH BROTHER: Dipshit 
Son Stuck In Well Again

Gavin Newsom Defends 
Decision To Welcome 

AI Version Of Pol Pot To 
Podcast

YJ POLITICS: Hillary Clinton 
Used To Be Hot. What 

Happened?

YJ ENTERTAINMENT: 
Drawn And Quartered 
Jerry Seinfeld’s Head 

Placed On Pike

Youngkin Demands Bert 
Ellis Resign From BOV After 

Failing To Meet “Posters-
Torn-Off-Student-Doors” 

Quota For 2024

OPINION: My Liege, Would 
I Ever Lead You Astray?

I LIVED IT: Bus Queefed 
On Me While It Drove Past

YUCK: Brandon’s Mom 
Packed Him Broccoli

Uhhhhhh....Now What Is 
THAT For?: Your Girl Just 
Showed You Her Newest 
Sex Toy, And It Bears An 
Eerie Resemblance To 
Your Childhood Teeth

I’m a generally normal guy, right? I 
work at a pharmacy - as a cashier, not 
a “pusher” - and I’ve got a smoking 
hot girlfriend. I don’t want for much in 
this world. I also engage in some arts 
and crafts on the side. It’s a hobby, 
sure, but also a business. I make 
scarecrows for local farmers. The 
scarecrow has always been alluring 
to me. A thing pretending to be a man 
who sometimes has a bird land on 
him. I feel like that, sometimes. I’m 
sure you do too.

Now, what do you need to make a 
scarecrow? Exactly. Hay. And it’s hard 
to buy just a scarecrow’s worth of hay. 
Basically, it’s gotta be bulk bought by 
the bale. And I don’t have bale of hay 
money. I don’t make that kind of hay. 

So what do I do? I go to the racetrack. 
I put on a horse mask. I wear brown. 
And I wear hoofs. I’ve been doing this 
for years. Never any problems. I buzz 
the gate, they see my horse face on 
the camera, they let me in to the horse 
door, and I start shoving hay into my 
pants to take home for later. Simple! 
Sometimes, one of the guys even gives 

me an apple, or a sugar cube. That’s 
primo. I like that.

I was hoping for the same this time. 
Little guy comes up and waves an 
apple in front of me. I know this story. 
I recognize him. It’s Manuelo. He’s 
nice. Generous with the cubes. I’m 
hungry, so I follow him. Suddenly–
and I swear, I’ve never seen anything 
move as fast as Manuelo did here–he 
swings up and he’s on my shoulders. 
He’s strapping up a saddle. Next thing 
I know, he’s whacking me with a 
riding crop! What’s going on!

So now, here I am. I’m in Lane 7. I’m 
visibly shorter than the horses next 
to me, who are named “Flup Dipsie” 
and “Heartless Joe,” because they’re 
actually horses, and I’m 5 foot 9. Plus, 
I’ve only got two legs! I don’t even know 
how I got this far. I think Manuelo has 
it figured out, because everytime he 
digs his heels into my ribs I make a 
very human sound of pain, but at this 
point it’s too late. They announced my 
name as “Dixon Suxem.” That feels 
inappropriate, right? Don’t kids bet 
on this? 

I WENT TO THE RACETRACK AND 
PRETENDED TO BE A HORSE FOR SOME 

FREE HAY. NOW, I’M IN LANE 7 AND A 
LITTLE MAN IS ON TOP OF ME



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

satirical publication?

We recruit semesterly— inquire at 
yellowjournalapp@gmail.com 
or www.yellowjournal.lol 

INSPIRING: I’m Greening 
Out At The Tabling Table For 
Tablers

Old Navy Marketing 
Campaign Encourages 
Bravery, Whether You’re 
Fighting Cancer Or Dyslexia

TWINK-POCALYPSE NOW: 
DKE Intramural Basketball 
Team Disbands After 
Overwhelming Loss To “The 
Buzzer Beaters And Bottoms”

“Why Is Everyone Shakespeare 
All Of A Sudden?”: Friend 
Doesn’t Understand The Word 
“Indignant.”

“We Think We Pretty Much Got 
Everything”: Scientific Field Of 
Biology Announces They Will 
Stop Looking For New Stuff

Frosty? Is That You?: 
Amorphous Blob Of Salt, Sneet, 
And Piss Slinking Towards You

FOURTH YEAR ADVICE:
PARTING WORDS FROM SCURRILOUS YOUTH

Enjoy this issue? You can tip your journalists on Venmo @Yellow-Journal

I KNEW It Was Good!: Joke 
Begrudgingly Lands Upon 
Sixth Retelling

YJ SEX ADVICE: Fingering A 
Girl Should Have The Same 
Motions And Sounds As 
Playing With Slime

Girl, Help! My Imaginary 
Boyfriend Just Came Out As 
Gay

MOVING ON: Roommates 
Totally Not Talking About How 
You Accidentally Airplayed 
Porn To The Living Room TV

Yeah Girl. We Can All Tell You 
Forgot Deodorant Today. No 
Need To Slyly Check.

YJ REACTS: Ha Ha

     We, the fourth years at the Yellow Journal, have commented on the happenstances 
of this here University for however long we have held membership with the Journal. 
We’ve been burdened with intimate knowledge of this university, and tbh girl, our 
back hurts! Listen here, and listen closely. Closer…closer…CLOSER!


