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EDITOR’S DISCLAIMER! The writing within this publication is not news and is not 
based on any facts!  Quotes within stories were not actually spoken by anyone. 
This is the product of anonymous students with too much time on their hands. 
This is meant to be taken as humor.  Please do not take any offense. Besides... 
when have words ever hurt anybody?
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Mock Crash Portrays Perils of Pregnant Driving

Page Six

Nye Releases Suspect List of Dana Prophet Writers

What Is ‘THE VOICE’ Complaining About Now?
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I am a valedictorian.
I should feel superi-

or to all other people at 
Dana Hills, whom I now 
refer to as sub-students, 
but I don’t.

That’s because there 
are 100 of us.

I make up exactly 1% 
of the valedictorians. 
How is that supposed to 
make me feel special?

I am only happy when I 
am told how much better I 
am than everybody else.

Though I am attending 
a prestigious university 
and have no trouble pay-
ing for it with all of the 

scholarships I’ve been 
awarded, i can’t help but 
want more.

There should be less 
than 100 valedictorians.  
There should be harder 
GPA requirements.

A 4.0 is nothing nowa-
days.  I didn’t have to try 
that hard.

I walk around with my 
nose in the air because of 
how smart I know I am.  I 
see everyone else as un-
derlings, not worthy of 
my gaze.

I’m kind of mad I didn’t 
win an achievement award 
this year.  I’ve won so many 

already, but I really want 
to win one of each type of 
award.

Why don’t CSF or NHS 
give me a plaque for com-
pleting my requirements 
each year?  I need recog-
nition for my hard work.  
Otherwise, i can’t brag 
about my accomplish-
ments when people ask me 
about the plaques I have 
hanging on my walls.

Maybe only the top 
person should be the 
sole Valedictorian...that 
makes sense.  Oh wait, 
that’s not me!

-THE VOICE

By Everybody

Since the first issue of the 
Dana Prophet was released, Princi-
ple Dr. Rob Nye and his investiga-
tors have been working endlessly 
to unveil the super secret identities 
of the masterminds behind the no-
torious underground paper.

Seniors Andrew Mitrak, Kyle 
Mansfield, and Michael Ricketts 
are suspected by Nye of found-
ing the Dana Prophet. Allegedly, 
the three of them came up with 
the ideas, wrote the stories, pho-
toshopped the images, laid out the 
pages using Adobe Indesign, and 
printed about 300 copies of the 4-
page newspaper at a local Staples 
on paper sized 11x17, splitting the 
fees amongst themselves. 

According to Nye’s investiga-
tion, they distributed the paper at 
school on a Friday morning before 
their zero period classes, slipping 
copies under the doors of various 
teachers’ classrooms throughout 
the school.

Their motive for creating the 

It is around every prom season 
that America hears tragic stories of 
students losing their lives, or worse, 
their cars, due to irresponsible preg-
nant drivers.

People have accepted the fact 
that teenage girls are going to get 
pregnant; Mock Crash’s purpose is 
to ensure that once girls get preg-
nant, which they are sure to do, they 
do not drive.

Mock crash depicted a scene of 
innocent drunk students driving only 
“a couple blocks to get home” whose 
lives were needlessly taken from 
them by a careless pregnant driver.

The event, attended by upper-
classmen (evidently the only ones 
at risk), was sponsored by the Heinz 
ketchup company, who provided 
the make-up, and MAP (Mothers 
Against Pregnancy).

“Pregnancy is the worst STD a 
teenager can get,” said a MAP rep-
resentative, “It’s bad enough when 
girls get pregnant, but it’s unforgiv-
able when they get behind the wheel 
and endanger the rest of the world.”

A resident expert explained how 
pregnancy impairs driving: “We all 
know how distracting a baby can be 
while you are driving. Now imagine 

THE DANA PROPHET

how much more distracting it is if 
that child is inside of your body.” 

The pregnancy expert contin-
ued, “We all know that women are 
just bad drivers already. It’s in their 
hormones to be bad at driving. Those 
hormones are twice as noticeable 
when they are pregnant. Remember: 
double the hormones, double the 
danger.”

If pulled over, pregnant driv-
ers are subject to police performed 

pregnancy tests, which are meant to 
ensure that the officer has stopped 
a pregnant woman, and not just a 
fatty.  An estimated 45% of Ameri-
can female teenagers discover they 
are pregnant through these tests each 
year. 

Parents across America are re-
assuring their children that “If you’re 
out at a party, and you get pregnant, 
don’t be afraid to call me to come 
pick you up.”

On the inside...
Dozens of Dana Point 
houses go down in 
flames as all local 
firetrucks are on call 
at Mock Crash.
-Pg. 4C

news publication has yet to be de-
termined, but most speculators 
agree that it is probably just be-
cause they have nothing better to 
do with their time.

Nye’s investigators believe 
that due to the high price of print-
ing, and their lack of ideas, the 
three founders were forced to re-
cruit more staff members, none of 
which happened to be girls.

Allegedly, new staffers includ-
ed Bryan Devore, David Tannin, 
Steve Krahulik, and two juniors 
(unnamed for their own protec-
tion). With the extra staffers, they 
could finally afford 501 copies.

Nye’s investigators deter-
mined that many of the authors’ 
pseudonyms represented their real 
names. 

To explain: I am Lord Nathan 
Wickers is an anagram for Andrew 
Nicholas Mitrak, I am Lord Denny 
Jakes Elf is an anagram for Kyle 
Jordan Mansfield, Raven B. Rodey 
is an anagram for Bryan Devore, 
and Steve is an anagram for Steven 
Krahulik.

iPods, cell phones, 
homework, and for-
gotten nerds, among 
top items recovered 
in locker clean-out.
-Pg. 13

Nye suspects that after the 5th 
issue was released, the staff be-
gan recruiting and training more 
juniors, who have the opportunity 
to carry on the torch of The Dana 
Prophet to future generations.

The theory Nye’s investiga-
tors came up with sounds convinc-
ing, but the findings completely 
contradicted the statements of the 
suspects in question.

When asked about his alleged 
co-founding of the Prophet, Kyle 
Mansfield defended, “I don’t have 
time to write for the Prophet. My 
time’s consumed playing Super 
Smash Bros. Brawl.”

Andrew Mitrak also rejected 
his association with the Prophet, 
stating, “Why would I hang out with 
those guys. They’re all comic book 
reading, Nintendo playing, girl re-
pelling nerds. I don’t like them, and 
I don’t like the Prophet.”

Either Nye’s investigation 
yielded bad information, or else 
these guys are too cowardly to take 
responsibility for their own cre-
ation.

“It’s better than the regular newspaper!”    -The Paper

The End...?

Students back from 
Baja share stories 
about their trip!
-(This story has been 
withdrawn due to the 
fact nobody cares.)

Graphics 
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Every day, innocent drunk drivers, like those portrayed in Mock Crash, are hit 
by wreckless, pregnant maniacs who are not fit to drive a car.

By Lord Nathan Wickers



Page Two Page Five

JOIN   THE   REVOLUTION!       WWW.MYSPACE.COM/THEDANAPROPHET

Murray & Horning Solve the Mysterious Case 
of the Missing Rocky Road Ice Cream Survey:

“What are you doing this summer vacation?”

“I’m going to build 
houses in Mexico so 
I can tell everybody 
what a good person 
I am.”

-Nicole Hannouche

“Every girl I can 
get my hands on.”

-Rory Weinell

“I’m going to help people 
in Darfur so I can finally 
get some street cred.”

-Meggan Weinell

It began just like any other 
morning for assistant principal Rocky 
“R-Dog” Murray.  He woke at 5 am, 
shaved off his facial hair (which im-
mediately grew back), drank two 
raw eggs mixed with a Redbull, and 
did his typical   morning work-out 
routine: wrestling the chained bear 
he keeps in his backyard.

It was when he arrived at Dana 
Hills when everything went wrong.  
He entered his office to find the door 
to his mini-fridge ajar.  He looked 
inside, and to his horror, discovered 
that his tub of Rocky Road ice cream 
was missing.

Naturally, this shock set off 
Murray’s animal instincts, and he 
pounded his fists into his desk re-
peatedly, picked up his chair, threw 
it at his window, and unleashed a 
deafening roar swearing his ven-
geance upon the perpetrator who 
had stolen his much desired Rocky 
Road ice cream.

“What’s wrong R-Dog?”
It was Murray’s long-time part-

ner in justice, assistant-to-the-prin-
cipal Tim Hornig.

“Oh Timmy, something horri-
ble has happened,” explained Rocky, 
“It’s my ice cream... It’s gone miss-
ing!”

“Not the Rocky Road!” La-
mented Tim, “It’s your favorite! 
Who would do such a thing?!”

“I don’t know yet but by golly, 
I swear I’ll find out by the end of the 
day and bring the thief to justice,” 
pledged Rocky.

“This sounds like a mystery,” 
said Tim. “Well count me in! Let’s 
follow the clues and bring this guy 
to justice!”

After putting on their trench 
coats and whipping out their handy 
magnifying glasses, the two AP’s 
began combing Murray’s office, 
looking for clues.

They found many “lost” iPods,  
a loaded revolver missing one round, 
and a severed human foot wrapped 
in a brown paper bag; nothing they 
could connect to any foul play.

But then they finally found 
some hard evidence: a pizza crust.

“There’s only one man who 
is notorious for wasting delicious 
pizza crusts: Activities Director Ken 

Nedler!” Exclaimed Hornig.
So the two raced to the ASU 

room, praying it was not too late to 
stop Nedler from finishing the Rocky 
Road ice cream.

R-Dog kicked down the ASU 
door, oblivious to the fact that it was 
unlocked.

The room was dark except for 
a single light which shone on Ken, 
who was hunched in the corner, 
shoveling scoops of Rocky Road 
into his face.

“Stop what you’re doing!” ex-
claimed Rocky.

“Mr. Murray... How nice of 
you to stop by,” Nedler said calmly,  

“I’m gonna train the 
Jigglypuff I caught 
during the infestation.”

-Molly McCarty

Baja Kids: Not 
the People You 
Once Knew
By Gee Off The Hard Way

“I’m going to hire illegal 
immigrants to work at 
my  chain of street corner 
lemonade stands. After 
monopolizing that industry 
I will run the other stands 
out of business. Take that 
little girls!”

-Dylan Marsh

“Like nothing even matters now that 
Baja ended. My life can now be seen in 
three sections: that time before Baja, Baja, 
and post-Baja. Enlightenment only comes to 
those who experience the Baja.” This was an 
actual quote taken from a ‘Baja Kid’ three 
days after the Baja Field Study ended. 

‘Baja Kids’ repeat these kinds of nos-
talgic, embellished Baja quotes like they are 
pull string dolls, but have you ever taken 
time to ponder why every student who takes 
part in the Baja Field Study comes back a 
enfatuated with a weeklong trip and tries to 
make you feel inferior/stupid for not partak-
ing in Marine Ecology?

Ever wondered why suddenly, on a 
lonely Saturday night while you’re stalk-
ing people on Facebook, you see pictures of 
students of the Baja field study experiencing 
unworldly ecstasy? 

There is a number of possible theories 
that explain the change in both personal-
ity and appearance of the Baja kids, though 
most of these have been dismissed as con-
spiracies.

These theories include that the baja kids 
were replaced by almost identical androids 
implanted with memories of embellished 
beach stories, or that they were brainwashed 
by excessive amounts of radiation that gave 
them a “totally rockin’ tan,” or that they 
joined a cult, gained a new outlook on life, 
and drank poison-laced kool-aid that was 
only strong enough to kill a part of them.

Though the veracity of these theories 
has yet to be proven, not a single one has yet 
been disproven.

“Before my friend left me and went to 
Baja, we were cynical and basked together 
in our miserable, uneventful lives,” sobbed 
one lonely soul. “Now he’s always looking 
for the good things in life, and going to bon-
fires, and having fun with other Baja kids. 
He’s not the same person he once was. I just 
want my friend back.”

Now available in paperback!

wiping off an ice cream moustache, 
“I knew you’re missing ice cream 
would lure you to my humble do-
main.”

“We have you outnumbered 
two to one,” said Murray. “You have 
nowhere to run.”

“That’s where you’re mistak-
en,” Ken explained, “That is not Mr. 
Hornig, but one of my minions.”

Mr. Murray turned his head and 
saw that Nedler was right: The man 
he thought to be Tim Hornig was ac-
tually an ASU minion. At no point in 
this chain of events was he with his 
friend Tim Hornig.

“Wow, how did that one get 
past me?” Rocky asked himself, “I 
thought I would have been able to 
tell my life-long friend Tim Hornig 
from a deformed, mangled minion.”

Nedler monologued, “You see, 
I have built an army of minions to 
overthrow Nye’s regime. I’m tired 
of being back in the shadows. I’m 
tired of being powerless. I knew you 
were the only admin strong enough 
to stop me. That’s why I devoured 
your ice cream. You see? I know 
you’re secret: it is from Rocky Road 
ice cream that Rocky Murray de-
rives his power. With you powerless, 
nothing can stop ASU from running 
Dana Hills. MWAHAHAHAHA!”

Murray was worried. He had no 
power. He couldn’t fight an army of 
minions. Dana Hills was doomed.

Just then, the real Hornig 
crashed through the wall riding a 
triceratops! He took out a Super-
soaker water gun and sprayed it all 
over Nedler.

“I’m melting! I’m melting!” 
Nedler screached.

The screaching turned into a ro-
botic beep. It was an alarm. It was 5 
am. Rocky Murray woke up. It was 
all just a dream. Murray never ate 
Chinese food for dinner again.

‘Treasure’ [CONT. FROM ISSUE 2, PAGE 2]...Mr. Speidel’s optomism.


