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LEXINGTON, KY- 
 
 This past Tuesday, UK 
Dining employees appealed an 
official complaint to Aramark, 
complaining that they have been 
having difficulties removing the 
emaciated (yet organically her-
bivorous) forms of dead vegans 
from the floor of Fresh Food 
Company.
 “We know that Ara-
mark’s priorities focus on incon-
veniencing students as much as 
possible,” said the janitor orga-
nizing the official complaints. 
“But we’re tired of scraping dead 
vegans and vegetarians off of the 
floor in front of the permanently-
empty vegan food station, and we 
want our bosses to take our dif-
ficulties into account before they 
go around advertising things  like 
vegan food options.” This state-
ment was met with cheers from 
other workers in the cafeteria, 
who were working together to 
peel several partially-mummified 
bodies from the cold, heartless 
tile floor.
 This should come as no 
surprise to anyone who regularly 
eats at Fresh Food Company, as 
it is common knowledge that 
the pride and joy of UK Dining 
is causing students to starve to 
death. On any given day, two or 
more rotting, skeletal corpses can 
be seen in front of the widely-ad-
vertised Vegan Foods station. 
 Said one student, “It 
just doesn’t feel like lunch if I’m 
not watching a couple of students 

Janitors Tired Of Prying 
Starved Vegans Off Floor

waste away slowly, while the vul-
tures in the rafters caw down at 
them, screeching of impending 
doom, you know?” 
 “It really reinforces the 
atmosphere UK Dining is go-
ing for,” agreed another student. 
“Watching students with specific 
dietary restrictions spasm on the 
floor due to a complete lack of en-
ergy just sets the mood for a good 
semi-healthy breakfast.”
 Most of the students 
who have wasted away and died 
while waiting for food have been 
found in such a state of mal-
formed decay that the university 
has been unable to identify the 
corpses. UK Dining officials re-
cently announced their decision 
to give up identifying the vegan 
husks, and instead plan to recycle 
them. The cooked vegans will be 
served right next to the explicitly 
non-vegan rolls that are always 
available in the vegan foods sta-
tion. 
 “If we can’t serve vegan 
food,” reported Aramark em-
ployee Fant Zapa, “we can at least 
serve vegans as food. It is a cruel 
irony, no? If the vegans mistake 
the new “vegan food” for food 
they can eat, they won’t starve, 
but if they notice, they’re forced 
to suffer, spending their last mo-
ments staring their mortality in 
the face, ensuring we never run 
out of ingredients!” 
 Fant Zapa then laughed 
manically and scurried back into 
his lair.

BY NADIA GEDDIT

WASHINGTON, D.C.- 
 The Associated Press re-
ported Tuesday on the significant 
progress that ISIS has been mak-
ing in a sur-
prising direc-
tion–upward. 
Apparently not 
satisfied with 
only spreading 
their extrem-
ism to the ends 
of the Earth 
like a virus, 
ISIS has de-
cided to spread 
it to the ends of 
the galaxy, like 
a space virus. 
This endeavor 
is officially 
known as the 
“ISIS Spaesh 
Program.” The program was, in a 
matter of weeks, able to somehow 
successfully construct a base they 
deem the Islamic State of Iraq-
and-Syria-and-Space Space Sta-
tion (the ISISSSS).
 Previously, the AP re-
ports, the Spaesh program has 
directly collaborated with North 
Korea for joint space projects. 
Remember those failed missile 
launches you’d hear about on the 
news all of the time? It turns out 
that they were actually massively 
successful self-destructing space 
probes developed to do exactly 
what they were intended to do. 
Successfully. Which they did, in-
tentionally,    with    an    utterly 
complete lack of non-success.
 Additionally, NASA–
which recently came under fire 
for its Saffire experiment–has 
decided to team up with the ISIS 
Spaesh Program. NASA’s project 
had involved combusting a probe 
in space “just because,” which 
aligns closely with North Korea’s 
motivations of “lol rockets,” so 

one can clearly see how ISISSSS 
officials found the potential alli-
ance to be an alluring offer. 
 “Our astronauts hotly 

debated having the Saffire exper-
iment on the ISS, but the astro-
nauts on the ISISSSS were quick 
to warm up to the idea,” said 
NASA spokeswoman, Iris Starr. 
“We know that there’s some hot-
stility between us, but we here 
at NASA hope that this revolu-
tionary scientific collaboration 
will help to defrost political rela-
tions.” Starr went on to describe 
how much NASA would be sav-
ing through this collaboration, 
since the Spaesh Program has 
much more relaxed safety codes 
than does the ISS.
 Spaesh program offi-
cials responded positively to the 
request. “We were very surprised 
to have the infidels contact us in 
regards to space travel,” said an 
anonymous Spaesh official, “but 
we could not deny that the op-
portunity was too lucrative to 
pass up.” Cooperative construc-
tion began immediately, after 
catching a mild amount of flak 
in negotiations. Now, approxi-
mately eighteen months from 
the project’s introduction, Spaesh 

officials are ready to launch their 
first joint mission with the US: 
S.T.R.A.I.G.H.T.F.I.R.E. (Space-
Traveling Rocket About Igniting 

Gas Hellaciously To 
Flamingly Inciner-
ate R Enemies). 
 However, much 
to the surprise of 
US officials, this 
wasn’t the kind of 
flagrantly flaming 
probe they were ex-
pecting. Alas, it was 
a flamingly homo-
sexual space probe. 
Adorned with glit-
ter and all manner 
of bright, flamboy-
ant colors, the probe 
was the Spaesh’s at-
tempt at fulfilling 
their homoerotic 

desires. “You see,” exclaimed a 
spandex-laden ISIS official, “when 
it comes to being gay, you simply 
can’t do it here on earth. That is 
unacceptable. Instead, we’re going 
to be gay in space, where it doesn’t 
count.” 
 There has been some 
squabbling from within the 
ISISSSS on the exact specifi-
cations of space non-gayness, 
however. “It’s not enough to just 
be in space,” a more conserva-
tive, loincloth-wearing official 
warned. “You have to make sure 
the rockets don’t touch.” Added 
a second official, “We really just 
want to blow ourselves anyway.” 
 
Authors’ Note: I bet you pre-
sumptuous little fucklets thought 
the probe was going to self-de-
struct, didn’t you? You should be 
ashamed of yourselves for assum-
ing such a conveniently ironic 
thing would actually happen.
 
Editors’ Update: The probe ex-
ploded.

BY JOHNTAVIUS CENA III 
& NADIA GEDDIT

Alas, finals are upon us like the 
proverbial end times. As the hell-
fire doth raineth down, we at The 
Colonel have 
scoured the land 
for the finest ad-
vice to aid you 
in your time of 
need. Behold it 
and be blesséd. 

• Relax, take a 
breather. Wait, 
not that long! 
Welp, now you’ve failed your fi-
nals.

• Take as long as you want to read 
this newspaper now, since you’ve 
now ruined your scholarship and 
thusly doomed yourself to a life of 
drug prostitution.

• Hit the books! Slam your fist 
against them and curse fate. Al-
ternatively, die.

• Visit the library. Not to study, 
but to compete for a high score 
in a rousing game of “How Many 

People Can You Smash With The 
Moving Bookshelves?”

• Hone your writ-
ing skills by filling 
out McDonald’s 
applications. Alter-
natively, write your 
own will.

• Take a break to 
go do some yoga at 
the Johnson Center. 
Nothing says “relax-

ation” like forcing your limbs into 
awkward and painful positions in 
a room full of sweaty strangers. 

• Collect your tears in a tiny glass 
vial and use them to add some 
semblance of  flavor to your meal 
from UK Dining. Alternatively, 
die of dehydration.
 
• Embrace the spirit of dead week 
by summoning a vengeful spirit 
from the great beyond to free us 
from our earthly torments. Alter-
natively, die.

BY HELL-LORD MCGEE

 

FRANKFORT, KY-
   
 Hello there, fellow Ken-
tuckians. As some of you may 
have heard, I’m your Governor 
now. I’d like to thank the hun-
dreds tens ones of supporters who 
showed up to vote me into office.
            Now, I’ve heard there have 
been some rumors stirring among 
you unwashed masses about how 
I was elected with “the lowest 
turnout in Kentucky history,” 
or something, and how I’m “not 
fit to govern,” or whatever. Well, 
those of you spreading these ru-
mors should have gotten off your 
asses to vote, instead of sitting 
around suckling on the teat of the 
government, like leeches with a 
particular affinity for cow nipples. 
Kentucky will not continue to 
support you moochers and your 

rampant teat-suckling. Under my 
rule, I will transform this state. 
Under my rule, Kentucky will 
metamorphose its bloated ud-
der into a huge pair of balls, like 
a caterpillar that folds itself into a 
cocoon, and emerges with a huge 
pair of balls.
            This state’s going to be much 
different now, that’s for sure. For 
too long, we’ve stuffed our bud-
get with superfluous programs 
like “healthcare.” For too long, 
we’ve provided a “safety net” for 
the “less fortunate.” For too long, 
we’ve given our citizens “educa-
tion” to “better themselves” and 
“more readily contribute to soci-
ety” and “know how to properly 
use quotation marks.”
            And why have we had to have 
these programs? It’s the poor’s 
fault. The people who, instead of 
paying for their own stuff, decide 

to just be poor instead. They’ve 
turned this great state into a sea 
swarming with poor people, like 
a bowl of M&Ms that’s swarming 
with poor people. So I’ve devised 
a solution. Instead of wasting any 
substantial amount of money on 
these “social services which are 
provided in literally every other 
first world country in the world,” 
or whatever, I have a fiscally re-
sponsible solution that, if we as 
Kentuckians agree to implement 
it, is guaranteed to work.
            Stop being poor. Just stop it.
See, I could have been poor, but 
then I just decided to not be in-
stead. Be like me: Not Poor. Pull 
yourself up by your bootstraps. 
Use your bootstraps. Bootstraps.
            Now, some people ask me, 
“Your Highness,” they say, “are 
there any social welfare programs 
you support?” And there are. Free 
bootstraps. Free bootstraps for 
everybody. To pull themselves 
up by. I want to send every poor 
person in Kentucky a free pair of 
bootstraps, just to say, “Hey, it’s 
your fault.” I want to make sure 
they know that. And I think that’s 
what America’s really about, you 
know? Making poor people feel 
bad.
 Oh, also, coal subsidies. 
We’re keeping those, of course. 
Okay, that’s all. Bevin out.

BY MATT BEVIN
TRANSCRIBED BY PHILLY LE’PHLUMPH

SURVIVING FINALS WEEK (OR NOT)

BEVIN: “STOP BEING POOR”

ISIS Spaesh Program a Booming Success



LEXINGTON, KY-
 
 This week’s UK Now email newsletter contained exceedingly exciting news—
the addition of new, affordable dorms built with UK students in mind. The project is 
going to include remodels of older dorms as well as several new buildings. Altogether, 
the new housing options are expected to accommodate 1500 new students. They will 
include additional parking structures, in-hall dining areas, and state-of-the-art wireless 
internet.

 “We just really wanted to do what was best for students,” said Resi-
dence Life employee Diana Glade. “All of us who work in Residence Life un-
derstand how much it costs to live on campus, and we wanted to make sure 
that there were affordable alternatives available.” This report was echoed in 
statements from staff throughout the UK administration later in the week.
Along with this news came the announcements that the university will begin steadily 
lowering tuition over the coming years, and that Aramark will be stepping down as the 
head of UK Dining.             
  BY NADIA GEDDIT

2 news

LEXINGTON, KY- 
 In an effort to save 
funds after the governor stran-
gled its funding like so many 
puppies, the University of Ken-
tucky will be removing all blue 
safety towers on campus. 
 “This is truly for the 
students’ benefit,” reported UK 
officials, most notably U. Kay 
O’Fishal. “The money saved 
from the removal will prevent 
the University from having to 
raise tuition next year in order 
to maintain Coach Cal’s huge, 

underground vault of money.”
 O’Fishal went on to 
elaborate: “Besides, UK is 
completely, undeniably safe. 
Absolutely nothing bad hap-
pens here. Nothing. Who told 
you bad things happen, huh? 
Who? WHO TOLD YOU?!?!” 
O’Fishal shouted, grabbing the 
collars of passing students and 
shaking them violently. Flecks 
of spittle covered the faces of 
the unfortunate undergrads 
staring into the swollen, red, 
Trump-esque face of the en-

raged official, whereupon 
our reporters quickly fled the 
scene, taking this as a cue that 
the official statement was over.
            It is the humble opin-
ion of this real and legitimate 
student reporter that UK does 
not need the blue towers. The 
UK students feel that this is 
the absolute safest campus in 
the country, which coinciden-
tally happens to also be the ex-
act view of UK officials trying 
to save money. Absolutely no 
sexual assaults occur on cam-
pus. Ever. No UK athletes have 
ever been punished for related 
incidents, because these gods 
among men never do anything 
wrong. And, of course, UK stu-
dents are perfectly happy with 
the state of things on campus 
and absolutely do not think we 
require increased security of 
any kind.
    “Also, there is no war in 
Ba Sing Sae,” the heavily-
breathing O’Fishal concluded. 

BY ROSALIND LAMB
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Student Sweats the Small Stuff New Origins of Humanity Revealed

UK TOO SAFE FOR SAFETY

MAMMOTH CAVE, KY- 
 
 Last September, the 
momentous discoveries of 
Homo Naledi and Australo-
pithecus Sediba rocked the an-
thropological world. However, 
a recent discovery by Paleoan-
thropologist Mitch Michaels 
has blown anthropologists away.
 Homo Naledi, re-
cently thought to be our 
first ancestor of the genus 
Homo, has been replaced 
by Michaels’ new discovery. 
 As evidenced by several 
fossilized remains discovered 
last month in Mammoth Cave, 
Kentucky, all of humanity actu-
ally began in a much different 
manner than originally thought. 
 These remains sent 
anthropologists worldwide 
back to the drawing board, 
disproving the idea that all of 
humanity emerged in Africa.
 This new discovery 

has been dubbed Homo Can-
nabis, a name inspired by the 
individual Michaels asked to re-
trieve the pieces. The site where 
Homo Cannabis was found was 
reportedly “dank,” “cramped,” 
and far from the visitor-acces-
sible paths of Mammoth Cave.
 Michaels, having just 
finished his fifth brownie of the 
day, had no way to safely inves-
tigate the crevice, and instead 
looked to recruit a smaller indi-
vidual to investigate the remains.
 Michaels’ first choice 
was a nearby infant named Jessica. 
However, according to Mi-
chaels, Jessica’s mother was be-
ing a “total bitch” and “said no.” 
 Michaels turned 
his attention instead to an-
other tourist, a gentleman go-
ing by the name of Slim Jim.
 Slim, apparently, was 
more than eager to aid in this 
anthropological endeavor. The 
anthropologically-inclined visi-

tor stubbed out his blunt on a 
nearby cave painting and shim-
mied down to retrieve the fossil-
ized remains of Homo Cannabis: 
a half-eaten piece of Swiss cheese 
and a dirty Styrofoam cup. 
 After he handed up 
the anthropologically-signifi-
cant cheese and cup, Slim was 
then unable to get back out of 
the small cave, but comment-
ed that he was “so excited for 
[his] chill new pad,” as it is “go-
ing to bring in all the ladies.” 
 As he settled into his 
new home, Slim happily re-
ported that his new digs already 
had a can of Diet Coke with 
backwash, as well as some dis-
carded sharps, so he would be 
set on groceries for the month. 
 Mitch Michaels ignored 
this commentary completely 
and began the arduous task of 
transporting the ancient remains 
back to his lab in a trailer park 
three miles from the cave site.
 Michaels plans to 
publish his findings as soon 
as he returns from his alien-
watching trip in Nevada. 
 As the interview con-
cluded, Mitch noticed a plastic 
fork across the street and excit-
edly added the twisted plastic 
to his findings, thus completing 
the skeleton of Homo Cannabis. 
 Michaels’ discovery 
simultaneously rendered the 
famous Leakey discovery of 
“Lucy” utterly obsolete and fi-
nally made his mother proud.

BY CHRIS P. BACON

LEXINGTON, KY- 
 Local junior Chad Frat-
hole spent entirely too much time 
today trying to find the perfect 
color to show off the most pos-
sible sweat during his workout 
today. His concerned roommate 
informed our reporters early this 
afternoon that Frathole spent 
a solid thirty minutes rifling 
through his t-shirt drawer before 
going to the gym. 
 “He kept pulling out 
a shirt and examining it, then 
putting it back. He was muttering 
stuff about it not being the right 
color or something. I don’t know, 
man. It was weird,” said room-
mate Dick Hull.
 When asked to com-
ment on these allegations, 
Frathole responded simply yet 
eloquently. “Well, y’know, I was 
looking for that perfect gray to 
show off the most sweat during 
my workout,” Frathole mused as 
he walked to the Johnson Center. 
“It has to be a very light color, but 

white is all wrong. So my Hol-
lister/Abercrombie/Aeropostale 
combo shirt is definitely the best 
one I own. It’s the perfect light 
gray.” 
 Frathole chuckled at the 
stupidity of lesser mortals’ choic-
es in workout clothes. “Y’know, 
some of these guys cut the sleeves 
off of their shirts! They’ll even 
make the sides almost completely 
open! That’s a lot of valuable 
surface area that could be soaked 
in sweat.” When asked what 
could possibly be wrong with less 
sweat being displayed, Frathole 
expounded, “I have to show off 
how much effort I put into my 
workout, ya know. Gotta show 
my dominance on the weight 
floor.” 
 We followed Frathole 
into the gym to observe his 
workout. As he almost-effort-
lessly deadlifted ten pounds, 
our reporters could not even get 
near enough to the sweat-soaked 
weightlifter to interview him 
further, as the sight of so much 

sweat im-
mediately 
summoned 
every female 
within a 
fifty-foot ra-
dius to fawn 
and swoon 
over
the burly 
Frathole.

BY 
ROSALIND 

LAMB

University of Kentucky Administration Makes Good Decisions
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FUN SUMMER HOROSCOPES

ARIES (March 21 - April 19)
You will plan a family trip to the beach. Unfortu-
nately, you will forget the beach ball, resulting in a 
tantrum from your younger siblings, vomit in the 
new car, and your parents’ inevitable divorce.

LIBRA (September 23 - October 22)
You will be standing in the middle of your child-
hood street. You will see your childhood beach 
ball rolling across the street like a tumbleweed. 
You will weep silently; weep for beach balls lost.

TAURUS (April 20 - May 20)
Your car will be full of beach balls tomorrow 
morning. Fret not.

GEMINI (May 21 - June 20)
It would be favorable for you to try a new hobby. 
Like playing with a beach ball, you water-toy-
hating animal.

CANCER (June 21 - July 22)
Do not have sex with your beach ball. It has crabs.

LEO (July 23 - August 22)
Ignore not, ye fool, the shadow lurking in the cor-
ner of your house. ‘Tis not your imagination. ‘Tis 
the beach ball of yore, that you spurned for a toy 
sand shovel in the second grade. Run, mortal.

VIRGO (August 23 - September 22)
Beware shopping, Virgo. You will see a beach ball 
and fall in love with it. You will not be able to eat. 
Or sleep. Your unrequited love for this unfeeling 
object will eventually seal your doom.

SCORPIO (October 23 - November 21)
Your boobs will be replaced with beach balls over-
night. If you did not previously have boobs, this 
may be even more of a surprise.

SAGGY TAURUS (November 22 - December 21)
Your car will be full of beach balls tomorrow 
morning. Fret not. Also, you are saggy.

CAPRICORN (December 22 - January 19)
I ask you for a hamburger. You awake as a beach 
ball.

AQUARIUS (January 20 - February 18)
WIIIIILSOOOOOOOOOON

PISCES (February 19 - March 20)
You will come out of the closet. This is because 
inside your closet there lives a man-eating beach 
ball. Congratulations, though. 

Local Writer Procrastinates Until News Story No Longer Relevant
COLONEL STUDIOS, LEXINGTON, KY-
 Turning in an article literal months past the date he said he would 
write it, one local journalist is complete shit and slid a barely-completed 
article full of typos under our editing room door, apparently under the 
impression that this would be received with gratitude and applause.
 The terrible writer’s beautiful and magnanimous editors fixed up 
the article, grumbling threats all the while, but the procrastinator waited 
so long that the news story is no longer even relevant, and can even be 
found in some history books, rather than the newspaper.

 “Yeahhh, I just got a little behind,” shrugged the anonymous and 
disgusting excuse for a journalist, whose name starts with “J” and rhymes 
with “Jeff.” 
 “I figured it’s called the ‘news’ for a reason, because it’s always 
new, right? Didn’t you write about Hitler in our last paper anyway?” Jeff 
asked, like the shit person he is.
 As of press time, the flawless, virtuous editors were deciding 
whether to fire Jeff or simply set him on fire to save time and effort.

BY ROSIE SUMMERS

King George Decides To Tax Patriots’ Shits
[LOCATION GOES HERE]- 
  In the latest missive sent from King George 
III by way of Royal Navy fleet, members of these 
thirteen colonies discovered that the shit of Patriots 
shall henceforth be taxed by the pound.  
  Loyalist shit, decreed the King, is good and 
pure, and needs not be taxed in this way, but the 
revolutionaries must pay seven pounds per pound of 
stool, for the foolhardy pa 

BY “RHYMES-WITH-JEFF,” WHO IS SHIT
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THE INTERNET- 

 #FreeTheBurrito. We’ve 
all seen the ubiquitous hashtag 
sweeping the virtual streets of 
Twitter, Instagram, and Face-
book, but what does it mean? 
It’s an inspiring statement reso-
nating in the hearts of burritos 
worldwide that struggle with 
body image and fat-content-
shaming. 
 In a world dominated 
by the skinny cheese roll-ups 
and Quesalupas of Taco Bell ads, 
no real burrito can measure up 
to the photoshopped models on 
the Qdoba billboards. So why 
not show off real burritos’ true 
beauty?
 This movement has 
done just that. Burritos every-
where have been posting unfil-
tered images of themselves, with 
the hashtag #burritobeautymat-
ters—and it’s gone even farther, 
with some burritos taking re-
vealing photos, trying to expose 
Instagram’s double standard of 
allowing burritos with male nip-
ples to be shown, while burritos 
with female nipples are seen to 
be too “risqué.”

 Said one mostly-naked 
burrito in the explanation of its 
latest pic, “#burritobeautymat-
ters. We have to rice up and show 
the world that the world of food 
has big problems—body image 
problems. Sure, we’re all incred-
ibly unhealthy for you, but that 
doesn’t mean that we should 
have unhealthy body image. I am 
who I am, and no expensive foil 
is going to change who I am on 
the inside: beautiful guacamole, 
pico de gallo, and mounds and 
mounds of pulled pork.”
 “My eight beautiful 
nipples deserve to be seen by the 
world,” explained one #FreeThe-
Burrito hashtag-user on Insta-
gram, explaining the saucy pic-
ture it posted, which was banned 
from the site due to the fact that 
the nipples in question were fe-
male in origin. 
 “It’s such a double stan-
dard, that all these food porn 
blogs get money from pictures 
of exposed food, but I’m not al-
lowed to post pix for free on my 
own social media? I’m queSO 
done with this shit. Fuck the pa-
triarcheese.”
 

 A counter-movement 
has started, of course, which ap-
pears to have been originated 
by nachos. Though the patri-
archeese is pervasive in its effects 
on our society, in no way does 
it oppress the common tortilla 
chip. 
 However, these chips 
have been exercising their na-
cho privilege and attempting to 
drown out the # burritobeau-
tymatters movement with their 
own selfies, accompanied by the 
hashtag #AllTexMexMatters.
 Luckily, most of the on-
line community has been ignor-
ing the counter-movement in 
favor of validating and relating 
to the struggles that burritos deal 
with in their daily lives. 
 It seems those tortilla 
chip trolls have been foiled again 
by these beautiful burritos, as 
they spread awareness and deli-
cious, gooey queso everywhere.
 Said one burrito about 
the movement, after winning a 
salty Twitter debate with a deli-
cious, cheese-smothered taco, 
“Well, that’s a wrap.”

BY ROSIE SUMMERS

#ALL BURRITOS ARE BEAUTIFUL

The Colonel presents... Fun With Unscrambling!!!
Wow! Fun puzzle time! Did you know that some of the great and wonderful student services on 
campus can be anagrammed to find secret messages to the students? Try it with the organizations 
below! For example, the University of Kentucky Federal Credit Union is abbreviated as UKFCU, 
which unscrambles to FUCK U! What a grand, positive message to send to all dyslexic students as 
they open their student email accounts! 

      UK BOOKSTORE * The OUTSOURCE * The PLUS ACCOUNT OFFICE * PANERA...oh wait.  

...none of the others actually unscramble to anything good. I just have a personal vendetta against 
the bank acronym. I will never let this go. Furthermore, I will never give it up. While we’re on the 
subject, I will never let you down. In conclusion: I will never run around, nor will I desert you. 
However, I will desert the fuck out of the stupid student bank that won’t even PAY FOR US TO PRINT 
THIS PAPER for some reason, because, I guess, that’s “not what banks even do”?! ...whatever, man.



  
Man seeking Virginal Man: Contact me for a blood sacrifice you won’t soon forget.
Heat seeking Missile: Serious requests only.
Man seeking Student: I’ve got a bible and a message about eternal damnation for you. 
Also, an erection, but not, like, a gay erection or anything, so it’s fine.
Lady seeking Bernie: The only thing that arouses me is the destruction of capitalism.
POT seeking Umbrellas: I just love to turn them inside out and break them. Please, I’m 
a simple building with simple needs. 
 

 

Make sure to stock up on all your warm knitted needs for those chilly summer nights, 
stud. Call Aunt Suzy at (646) 470-9139 to order your hand-knitted scrotum cozies 
(scrozies), areola cardigans, woody hoodies, fleece testicle receptacles, dongboggens, 
tit mittens (tittens), wool ass hats, butthole button-downs, and other nice, warm, wool-
en junk-coverin’ knitwear.

help wanted miscellaneous

Lost: One (1) ass. In good condition. Can be easily identified by “NO RAGRETS” tattoo 
on left buttock and beauty mark inside crack.   
Found: Seven emails from some Catchapluto guy. Please take them from me..
Lost: My dignity. If found, please contact me at Trump4Prez@gmail.com
Found: A broken umbrella, did someone lose this?
Found: Okay, like 5 broken umbrellas, Jesus.
Lost: My car. Last seen in K Lot. Also, I seem to have lost K Lot. Advice is appreciated.

me.

 
For Sale: My textbooks, please. They mean nothing to me now. 
For Sale: One (1) boyfriend, slightly used. He means nothing to me now.
Wanted: An elderly, wealthy husband, ideally on his deathbed, so that I no longer have 
to worry about passing my finals.
For Sale: University budget. Send all offers to sxybevin@ky.gov

lost and found personals
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Not quite sure what we’re trying to do here? We’re not either.
But we can tell you that The Colonel is a satirical publication that serves students, faculty, and staff at 
the University of Kentucky, as well as the larger Lexington community. 
 Check out our weekly newscasts on YouTube by scanning the QR code, and fol-
low us on Twitter or Facebook (@UKcolonel)! And check out our sister organization, 
Slugs of UK, on Facebook or Twitter (@SlugsofUK)! We doubt we exceed your expec-
tations, but we try our best not to suck too much...unless that’s what you’re into...?

 The recent lack of adequate autism 
vaccinations among the student body has caused 
several unexpected diseases to break out on campus 
this year. Measles and mumps both spread across 
campus like a tidal wave, albeit a tidal wave that 
would have been completely preventable had a 
sufficient number of us listened to modern science.
 But these were not the only diseases set loose 
this year. There is another, less-talked-about disease 
that has been running rampant throughout not just 
this campus, but also the whole of America this year, 
due to a stubborn inability to make rational decisions. 
This disease, of course, is known as the Trumps. 

What is the Trumps?
 Trumps is a neurodegenerative disease that 
spreads by word of mouth. Symptoms include, but are 
not limited to, constipation, nationalistic vomiting, 
shrinking of fingers, loss of hair, loss of friends, loss 
of dignity, unsightly blemishes on the Facebook 
wall, and unsightly blemishes on the dignity.
 One of the defining symptoms of Trumps 
is that victims’ mental faculties are so severely 
incapacitated that most people afflicted with 
it aren’t even aware that they have a disease. 
 To demonstrate this symptom, we asked 
one supporter (the technical term used by medical 
professionals to refer to the infected) how he was 
coping with his diagnosis. His response: “Well, I think 
that this...this is really just tremendous. It’s the best. It’s 
the best thing, I have it, and I’m the best. And everyone 
agrees. You know? I have these people call me, and 
they say, ‘Hey, you’re the best. You have the best, 

really tremendous ideas.’ 
And everybody agrees. 
It’s really the best. I have 
the best symptoms. They 
happen to the best people. 
I know the best people with 
these symptoms, really 
tremendous people. And 
I’m the best, you know?”
 
How do I know if I’m 
at risk of developing 
Trumps? How do 
I prevent it from 
spreading to me? 
 Like Sickle Cell, 
Trumps tends to manifest 
itself predominantly in 
members of one particular 
race: namely, in this case, 
Caucasians. Specifically, 
Caucasians who have little to no exposure to actual 
members of any other ethnic group, particularly 
Hispanics and Arabs.
 As such, the best thing to do to keep yourself 
from catching a case of Trumps is to associate 
with members of these races, and acknowledge 
that they are, in some sense, also people. 

What do I do if someone I know is affected 
by Trumps?
 Hearing that someone close to you has 

Trumps is, naturally, a rather shocking piece of news. 
Many people’s immediate response to this news 
is to feel some level of responsibility for what has 
happened. The first thing to do is recognize that, if 
someone you know has caught Trumps, it’s not your 
fault. Remember: you’re an American. Nothing can 
ever be your fault (unless you’re a minority of some 
sort, in which case, you know, it’s probably your fault).
            There is a treatment available for Trumps, but 
many victims of this disease will refuse to buy it even if 
prescribed, insisting instead that their doctor pay for it.

BY DR. PHILLY LE’PHLUMPH

A BAD CASE OF TRUMPS: Disease Identification And Prevention

colonel classifieds

 Recent advances in the field of genealogy 
have provided overwhelming evidence that shows 
Bernie Sanders, presidential candidate, was switched 
at birth with Clarence Edward Sanders, the alleged 
younger brother of Harland “Colonel” Sanders.
 Colonel reporters recently interviewed 
Makupa Histrie, one of the genealogy interns involved 
in the Sanders Project. “Well, the evidence we’ve found 
so far is just too insurmountable to surmount, so 
don’t even try,” she whispered aggressively, adjusting 
her tan trenchcoat and kicking an aggressive-looking 
rat off of her pants leg. 
 “Reliable sources agree that Bernie and the 
KFC mogul’s younger brother were born within days 
of each other in colonial America in 1720, in the area 
that would eventually come to be known as Brooklyn, 
New Amsterdam. It’s only natural to assume that 

they had to have been switched 
at birth. Hospitals then were so 
primitive, you know.” 
 An awkward silence ensued 
as Histrie excused herself for a 
good forty minutes to answer 
a phone call in hushed tones, 
in a language the reporter was 
unable to identify. “Yeah, and 
then taking into account that the 
babies would have had the same 
last name…I mean, there’s no 
way this didn’t happen!” Histrie 
then scurried through a hole in 

the deteriorating brickwork, but not before slipping a 
hundred-dollar bill into the interviewer’s hand. 
 In fact, the very scientific and not-at-all-
logically-flawed research done by Genealogy-‘R’-
Us inspired us to reach out to the Democratic-
Socialist himself. What follows is a transcript of our 
conversation.

Colonel Reporter: Senator Sanders, what do you have 
to say about the allegations you were switched at birth? 
 
Sanders: This just goes to show that you don’t have to be 
endorsed by Super PACs like Ted Cruz in order to have 
your own presidential candidate conspiracy theory. 

Colonel Reporter: Mr. Sanders, what evidence can 
you contribute to the rumors that you were switched 
at birth with the so-called younger brother of the 
inventor of Kentucky Fried Chicken?
 
Sanders: Well, you see, when the government is 
so corrupted by big business, truth is obscured 
almost entirely by injustice! The top one percent 
of chicken-themed fast-food corporations such as 
Kentucky Fried Chicken should not be entitled to 
all eleven whole herbs and spices! Corporations 
aren’t people! Corporations aren’t people!  

 However, the feeble chant of the Colonel’s 
younger sibling was carried away by a soft breeze, 
shortly before he himself was blown away, fluttering 
in the sunset like a frail, socialist butterfly. As of press 
time, it is unclear as to how Sanders’ new familial 
alliances will affect his stance on the correct eating 
etiquette of substandard fried poultry.

 Editors’ Update: Former Secretary of State 
Hillary Rodham Clinton has recently claimed 
relations to Rod Ham of Rodham’s Rad Ham, a chain 
of near-average butcher shops that are widely popular 
in rural northwestern Idaho. This claim seems to be 
somewhat contrived, however, as Rod Ham is not 
only a recent immigrant from Saudi Arabia, but also 
does not exist. 

BY KLIQUE BATES

When Genealogists Found This Searching Bernie Sanders’ Family History… They Couldn’t 
Believe Their Family Tree! Number Eleven Will Shock, Amaze, and PENETRATE Your BRAIN!!!


