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The Occult and Bizarre Events: Volume I, Issue V 

Foreword 
[Aaron Lerner] 

The time has come, and the final issue of the term and of volume 1 is here! It is 
issue five, and the theme is The Occult/Bizarre Events. Perhaps you have seen a ghost, or 
a flying saucer? Maybe you are wondering if tarrow cards work at all, or how those 
weird psychics somehow always mess up? Or how can some interesting people even 
believe in that stuff? Is there any truth to the Occult and other strange phenomena’s?  In 
this issue of the WiesAss, some of your questions may be answered. In the following 
pages, alephs in Simon Wiesenthal AZA # 2524 will tell their stories, and express their 
views about the truth behind these mysteries of the world. Also in this issue is 
Wiesenthal in the Future Chapter 3: The King of the Flakes! Or, just read on to see what 
other amazing things your brother alephs have put in the paper. So keep reading, and 
enjoy the amazing articles and accounts written by your brother alephs! 

 
Fraternally submitted with undying love for Simon Wiesenthal AZA # 2524, 
                                                                           

                   I remain aleph Aaron Lerner.                          

Let’s Get the Basics: Bizarre and Occult Vocabulary 
 [Omer Zach] 
 
Bizarre: something weird or that you didn’t see coming 
Occult: any knowledge pertaining to supernatural forces; the opposite of science 
Weird: something out of the ordinary; pertaining to something occult or bizarre 
UFO: an “unidentified flying object”; anything observed flying that cannot be identified 
Alien: a living creature from another planet; immigrant 
Pentagram: a five-sided shape commonly associated with religion and satanic worship 
Magic: the practice of anything bizarre or weird 
Paranormal: "any phenomenon that in one or more respects exceeds the limits of what is 
deemed physically possible according to current scientific assumptions."1 
Anomalous phenomena: something that breaks the laws of science 
Witch: someone capable of engaging in paranormal activities or of performing magic 
Witchcraft: the practice of magic or the engagement of paranormal                                                                                                                                                             
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Divad and David had been running down El Camino for miles, trying to get to Los Altos High School as fast 
as they could. They realized that they were running to slowly, so they jacked a motorcycle from a hell’s 
angle gangster and drove away before they heard gunshots coming in their direction.  
 “Sucks for him!” laughed David as Divad began cracking up. They drove at 80 miles an hour, as they 
finally reached Los Altos High School. Divad and David entered the abandoned school; their steps were 
the only sound in the dead silence. David pulled out his radioactive dagger and Divad pulled out his magic 
sword for protection. Eventually, they came upon a large field, and saw a shack behind the bleachers. They 
approached cautiously, and peered in. They saw a ladder leading down to a small black room with a 
cauldron in the center surrounded by three old women. They realized they had found the three gorgon 
sisters. 
 “Rae, I want the eye! Let me see!” 
 “No Good! You just had it! You are not fair!” 
 “Rae, let me have it you keep on stealing it from me!” 
Divad and David looked at each other and laughed quietly. “David, I have a plan”, said Divad. 
 “What”, said David. 
 “You should take out your dagger and send out radioactive signals to distract the sisters while eye 
dive in and take their eye. We will take the eye hostage until they tell us the information we need.” 
 “Good idea.” 
 Slowly, David crawled down and began waving his dagger. 
“My sisters!” yelled Rae, “I smell some tasty visitors! It has been so long since we have last eaten!” Right as 
Rae reached up to grab David, Divad Nilloh dove in and snatched the eye from her hand. They both 
climbed up the ladder extremely quickly. 

 
“Our eye!” Yelled Rae. 
“How will we be able to see? Give it back you thieves!” yelled Man. 
 Divad said ‘If you want our eye back, you must give us the information we need!” 
 “What would a young lad like you want from a few poor old ladies”? Asked Rae. 
 David yelled “We demand that you tell us what we must do first in order to induct ourselves into 
AZA so we may defeat the Nifty Empire and re-build the great organization! If you tell us we will give you 
your eye back!” 
  Rae responded. “Muahahaha! So you want to know? It will be a dangerous quest for you young lad, 
and we do not give away secrets. But we shall in exchange in for our eye. In order to be inducted, find the 
last aleph, defeat NiFTY and USY, and re-make AZA, you must re-forge the sword of a thousand truths! 

This sword has been broken into three separate parts!!” 

Wiesenthal in the Future Chapter 3: The King of the Flakes! 
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The handle, the blade, and the truth diamond! These three pieces have been 
scattered throughout the universe and it is nearly impossible to find them! First, you 
must fine the handle. To do that, you must retrieve it from the king of the flakes! 
Muhahahaha!” 

     David said “Not the King of the Flakes!” 
Rae replied, “Yes, the king of the flakes! Take this magic scroll and read it in 

your closet! That is all we can tell you. Now give us back our eye!” 
Divad Nilloh handed Rae the eye before he and David dashed away as fast as 

they could. 
 They ran to their motorcycle, and drove away at 300mph. They raced 

down El Camino while exchanging gunfire and sword fighting against Rae Good and 
Man’s minions. They both killed one of the demon minions each. 

“I am wounded! My head”, said David 
“I’ll treat it. Mala zoo Kimbari!” said Divad, as he healed David’s head. 
As soon as they got to David’s house, they ran into his room before the 

demon minions could catch up. They raced into his room and closed the closet 
behind them, just as the demon minions pushed down the front door. 

“Hurry up!” Said Divad. 
David took out the scroll and spoke the magic words: “Shoolombi shok, Abra 

Cadabra, Szt Szt Flake!” 
Right then, a black whole appeared, sucking them into the realm of the flakes as 

they screamed. As they got sucked through, Divad and David noticed that they 
had landed in a jail cell. They were in a damp, dark, unpleasant cell. Outside the 
cell, they noticed two small brown insect men with wings and magic spears, 
which read the word “flake”. Divad tried speaking to them. The guard struck 
Divad with the spear, which made it so he couldn’t tie his shoe for a day 
because of the flake essence on the spear. After a day in the jail cell, Divad and 
David were told they were going to be taken to the King of the Flakes. They 
were released from their chains, and then marched into the most beautiful 
palace they had ever seen. 

 

The Flake Palace 
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 As they were being marched, huge crowds of the flake people threw flake balls, 
laughed at Divad and David, and were definitely not very nice. “Szzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzt! Flake 
Flake!” Is what the flake people said.  

Eventually, David Hertzel and Divad Nilloh were stopped in front of the drawbridge 
to the castle. The drawbridge was lowered, and they were marched inside. Inside, they say 
beautiful tapestries of the strangest things they had ever seen. 
There were pictures of flake men fighting the strangest beasts, and all that was written 
on the tapestries were combinations of the simple phrase ‘Szt’ and ‘Flake’. The castle 
walls were gold and white; it was like walking inside the palace of Versailles, except 
everything was just one big flake. There were beautiful marble floors, and the ceilings 
were painted red and gold. It was truly magnificent. 
Already, Divad and David felt like they were about to flake out on something. The flake 
atmosphere was already taking effect on them. They even felt like they were forgetting 
where they were, but they still knew because the radioactivity of the uranium dagger was 
keeping their minds on track. 
They were then marched right before the throne room. Then, a tall human came out and 
introduced himself. 

 “Greetings, young warriors. My name is Lag Natfak, and I am one of the few beings 
in this world that can speak English. I am top advisor to the king, you shall not know the 
kings name until you enter the throne room. The king is very powerful, and can speak 
English, but does not feel like it because he is that flakey, so I translate for the great king. 
The doors will now open, and you will be free to march in as you like. If you wish to speak 
to the king, address him, and I will serve as a translator.” 
 Then, the doors opened, and inside was the largest room the two boys had ever seen. 
There was a golden throne, and golden decorations. There was so much, it is so hard to 
describe the sheer size and beauty of the throne room. It was so great, it was a giant 
flake! 
David and Divad slowly marched into the throne room, with their armor hulking and 
moving as they walked robustly. In the background, they heard strange music, 
trumpeters, and a whole parade set up for their arrival. When Divad and David looked 
up, they saw the king of the flakes for the first time. 
Then, Lag Natfak announced “All Hail King Szt Flake DII! SZZZZZZZZZZZZZT 
Flake!” 

 There was then cheering in the background, as the flake king looked upon the 
crowds. 
  There was cheering in the background, until the king of the flakes waved his hands. And 
everyone was silent. He then said in a big flake voice while shoveling corn flakes down his 
throat and drooling on himself, 
“SZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ
ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ ZZZZZZZZZZZtttZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZT! 
I’..m  (while stumbling on his words and spitting chewed up cornflakes everywhere as he 
spoke because that is what flakes simply do) FLAKE!” 
    Divad and David started walking up to the throne; with the Black Samurai’s armor 
clanking as he walked. The flake king motioned them to stop, and so they stopped about 
20 feet in front of him. Lag Natfak and King Szt Flake DII began whispering to each other, 
and then Lag Natfak told Divad and David the following while: “The king of the flakes has 
spoken! Since you have disrespected the flake king, he will now turn David Herztel into a 

flake! SZZZZZZZZT!”  
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ZZZZZZZZZZZT!!!!!!! I’m a FLAKE!  

 

David Hertzel. Right before the lighting hit David, Divad Nilloh screamed 
“NOOOOOOOO!” and jumped in between David and the lighting, pulling out his magic, 
glowing black katana right as it was struck by the lighting. The lighting twirled around the 
katana, creating magical blasts inside the room. Divad was struggling as David was lying on 
the ground; sweat was dripping on to Divad’s armor as the flake king was saying 
“SZZZZZZZZZZT!” and the flake people around them were beating their sticks all 
together saying “flake, flake, flake…” This all lasted about five minutes, until the king 
decided to withdraw the lightning. Divad then collapsed on the ground, panting from 

exhaustion. 
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Lag and the flake king began speaking to each other again, as Divad woke up David. 
 “David, are you all right?” 
“Yes, I’m fine. Our quest would have been over if you did not save me, Thank you so much 
Divad.” 
 Divad replied “No problem.” 
 David then yelled, “You king! We demand that you hand over the handle of a thousand 
truths so I may re-create the sword of a thousand truths, unite the feuding clans and re-create 
AZA!” 
 The room stood silent, as the flakes all stared at David. 
Lag Natfak replied “Now you must fight the bloob demon and his flake demon minions! 
SZZZZZZZZT! Flake!” 
 Divad responded: “What the **** is the bloob demon?” 
 David said, “I don’t know, but pull out your sword and get ready!” 
Then, the king of the flakes waved his arms as a purple pentagram appeared before them. 
Divad and Divad faced each other back-to-back, circling. All of a sudden, purple imp like 
demons began appearing, hurling fireballs and attacking Divad and David. 

 
An Imp 

Divad swung around his sword, doing some cool matrix moves and cutting 100 of the demons 
in half. David pulled out his radioactive dagger and waved it around, sending out gamma 
radiation, which shriveled up some of the imps and mutated others so they began to fight for 
David. Divad’s glowing katana swept around, destroying 10 imps every swipe. The imps hurled 
magic balls, and Divad and David got struck with a few. Even though they could do matrix 
moves and had powerful weapons, they were still injured. Every time Divad and David killed a 
bunch, hundreds more re-appeared charging at them. Divad yelled, “Rain down water!” right 
as David flung up his dagger, creating highly radioactive acid rain. The green raid poured down, 
killing all the demons in sight. David swung around his dagger slicing and stabbing at the 
demons.            
 Over time, Divad and David got tired after the imps just kept on re-appearing, even 
though the acid rain killed a bunch. Finally, Divad yelled “Super Sonic pyro boom blast!” as he 
stuck his katana deep into the earth. (The flakes were watching with amusement.) Suddenly, a 
golden energy ball appeared coming out of the sword. It then exploded, killing all the imps in 
sight. The flow of imps had finally stopped. 

Lag Natfak clapped and said “SZZZZZZZZT! Now prepare for the bloob demon!” 

The flake king yelled “SZZZZZZZZZT! Flake!” as the crowds of flake people did the same. 
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Divad and David pulled out their dagger and katana, right as the bloob demon 
appeared. Divad said: 
“That is the weirdest thing I have ever seen! This whole place is messed up! 
Everything here is so flakey… this is truly the realm of the flakes! Even the buildings 
are falling apart!” 
“I agree. Get ready!--” 
The bloob demon gurgled disgustingly loudly, right as it approached Divad and David. 
Divad and David flashed their weapons as the demon struck out its tentacle toward 
Divad. Divad swung his katana and cut the demon’s tentacle off, right as it screamed. 
Then, the demon spat green acid goop at them, forcing them to dodge it. They were 
unable to leave the pentagram because of a force field. The demon then chased David 
and attempted to bite David, right has he dodged the demon’s gaping, drooling jaws. 

 
The Bloob Demon 

Then, Divad cut off another arm, making the bloob demon scream in pain. In outright 
anger, the demon struck the black samurai with its tentacle, making Divad fly back 
unconscious. Then, the demon turned its attention to David as it charged towards 
David. David then yelled, and threw his uranium dagger right into the demons mouth. 
The demon began slowing down. It then stopped in mid air, began turning green and 
began steaming. The radioactivity began decaying the demon. The bloob demon then 
screamed, and exploded. Its green body parts flew around the room, as David ran 
towards Divad and began doing CPR on him. Then, the pentagram vanished along 
with the demon’s remains. Lag Natfak then spoke. 
 “Young warriors, you have fought valiantly, and have impressed King Szt Flake 
DII. In his 5,000-year reign so far, the king of the flakes has never seen such valor. If 
you do not want to fight anymore, you will say Doot Doot flake! Because you have 
not said that, you have disrespected his majesty, and he has been forced to do this to 
you! If you do not say doot doot flake, you will suffer even more!”  
David then picked up his radioactive dagger as Divad regained conciseness and got 

up. 
David said, “Are you kidding me? All we had to say was Doot Doot Flake and none 
of this would have happened?!” 
         Then Lag said, while smiling “Yes! SZZZZZZZZZZT!” 
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Then David and Divad both yelled “Doot Doot Flake!” Then, a smile came across the 
flake king’s face as everyone in the room cheered. The flake king then yelled 
“SZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZT! Flake!” as everyone yelled “Flake! Flake! Flake!” 
The room was filled with excitement. Divad and David then sheathed their weapons. 

Then Lag Natfak, advisor to King Szt Flake DII, spoke: 
        “So you seek the handle of 1000 truths?” 

David replied, “Yes.” 
 Lag said, “Then, the tasks of three you must complete! The first will be a series of 
tasks that you must do in order to understand everything about the flakes, the second is to 
wash King Szt Flake DII’s personal horse stable, and the third is to save our land from the 
things that want everything to get done. They are our most hated enemies, because they 
hate flakes so much. They seek to turn our kingdom into an orderly society! That cannot 
happen! And if we do not, they will turn us all into ding-dongs! That cannot happen! Once 
you have done these three tasks, we will give you the handle of a thousand truths. But 
don’t worry, these tasks can be simplified.” 
       David asked, “So great king, when shall we get started? We know that the things that 
want everything to get done are allied the NiFTY/USY empire, and so we will be more 
than willing to aid you in your struggle. When shall we get started with these three tasks?” 
Lag said, “Go now, to the upper floors of the palace and rest. The flake king’s personal, 
elite flake bodyguard will escort you to your rooms. Now rest up, because tomorrow will 
be a big day.” 

       David replied, “Thank you so much, you flake people are so kind. Come Divad, we must go 
now and prepare for the first of the three tasks: the learning about the flakes!” 

Divad said “I am honored to!” 
 As Divad and David were escorted upstairs, they yelled “SZZZZZZZZZT!” as the 
king of  the flakes yelled “SZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZT!” along with all the other 
flake people. David and Divad then went to their rooms to eat and rest up, and then began 
preparing for the first of the three tasks. 

 

One Time Wrestling -A Bizarre Event 
[Alex Cohn] 

One time, I and my good friend were in a really good match. It was a 2 hour brawl which is 
one of the better matches we have had. 
At one point during the match, my head started to bleed. I stopped the match and asked 
Brian about it. He had no idea where the blood was coming from. 
I went to feel my head, and the bleeding was gone. Now we were laughing because there 
was basically no spout for the blood somewhere on my head, and it just vanished. 
To this day, we still can not figure out how that happened, which is pretty funny. A couple 
of weeks later, we were wrestling again, this time a much quicker match (only 30 min) 
And he seized me, picks me up and does a vertical duplex. I couldn't move for a while. 
That was pretty odd... not. 
Fraternally submitted with undying love for chapter Simon Wiesenthal # 2524 of the grand 
order of the Aleph Zadik Aleph. 

Page 8 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 
The Fall of a Bright Future 
[David Hollin] 
 
They smashed the door to pieces. As six gunmen shuffled into the room, weapons 
drawn, I sat quietly in a metal chair. Without moving, I threw two men across the room, 
crushing their faces into the wall. The rest opened fire, but the bullets stopped mid-flight, 
as if by some invisible force, then I tossed them carelessly aside. 
The last man, walking backwards, frantically emptied his magazine into me before tripping 
on the leg of his comrade. In the reflection of his wide eyes I saw circles and hands, 
twirling in asynchrony. There was a broken clock on the wall behind him. 
"What are you?" the man gasped.   

 
The Gunmen 

It was well known that life was fair in the city of Newport, Oregon. The 
summer was spent lazily by the beach, the winter in the rain, but as a child the weather 
never bothered me. 
My parents always said that I had a bright future. Born into a well-to-do family, attending 
a nice school, and going to college -- the entire lifestyle was in my hands. 
I never understood why people hurt each other. Not a day went by when I didn’t 
witness malice and mischief, or was the victim myself. Though I went on with my life, it 
always bothered me that injustice far outweighed good. 
That changed, however, after I discovered my power. I remember it clearly: The ticking 
clock on the wall, the sliver of moonlight on my pillow. 
I was in my bed with the covers pulled up to my chin. Headaches had been plaguing me 
for weeks, gradually growing in intensity until it felt like my mind was being mangled by a 
chain-saw. It was that very night that I awoke with a fever, and after turning the light on, 
discovered indentations shaped like ghostly hand prints covering my walls. 
Who, or what, had made those hand prints I did not know at the time. The room was 
silent. Even the clock’s ticking had stopped. I felt different. And so it began. 

Over several days I discovered that I had grown two powerful, invisible, vector-like 
arms. I told no one, and nobody noticed. The fear of being labeled a freak was enough to 
keep me quiet from my even my parents. Nevertheless, I secretly honed my newfound 
gift until I was sure that I was in control, at the age of fifteen. 
 I first decided to demonstrate it to my parents by spinning a top without touching 
it. They were astounded at what they thought was a magic trick. My friends were no less 
amazed by my ability, and their awe gave me a sense of empty satisfaction. One friend 
mused that I could become a hero someday. With this power, I could help people, I 

thought. 
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In reality, it just simply was fun being me. I could turn on lights and televisions without pressing 
buttons, stop clocks from telling the actual time, and bring things to me from across the room 
without lifting a finger. But it was not long before this power corrupted me. 

A classmate, who had bullied me for years, hadn’t stopped after I showed him a pencil roll 
onto the floor, and fly into my hand. He must’ve thought it was just some trick, because he showed 
no intimidation when he tripped me in the hallway later that day. We were alone in a remote 
corner of the school, between classes, and the anger inside me boiled out. I punched him. He 
punched back, in the face, but his fist never made it. It was caught and crushed by one of the hands 
of my vectors. The other grabbed him by the neck and lifted him against the wall, choking him. 

To anyone who would’ve been there, all that was visible was his squirming body, dangling above 
the ground in an illusion of levitation. 
My classmate was found hours later. An ambulance was called. He survived, but with brain injury. I 
felt a twinge of sympathy. No one bullied me again. 

As the limits of my power disappeared, I grew more and more out of control. My parents no 
longer disciplined me in fear of what I could do. I showed them how my invisible vectors became 
strong enough to lift our car. 

When I turned twenty I left home, confident that my power would take care of me. It led me 
to the world of crime. Through the use of my long invisible arms, I quickly and bloodily scrapped 
together a pathetic life compared to what was promised to me by my parents many years ago. On 
the streets, I was notorious, and by then the government was after me. But behind my deadly arms 
was the hollow shell of a young boy who had had a bright future. My arrogance and lack of self 
control that went hand in hand with my power led to my demise. 
I was shuffling down an urban street, vectors searching surrounding pockets for wallets. As I 
emerged into a clearing a gunman dressed in black leaped from behind a car and fired all six bullets 
at me. Luckily, I had raised my vectors just in time to shield myself, and they painlessly absorbed all 
the bullets, dropping them to the ground. But whoever was behind the attack had more planned; the 
construction crane for the nearby developmental lot swung around and dropped its two-ton crate 
of metal fifty feet above me. What happened next seemed like a blur - with seconds to spare I 
stretched my vectors upwards, giving them room to give, in order to lessen the intensity of the 
collision. The impact itself was mindlessly painful. My nose bled; my bones fractured; the ground I 
was standing on cracked under the sudden weight. I felt defeated, and yet I survived, healed, and 
continued on my collision course lifestyle. 

The government was still after me. Eventually, they sent a team of special operations to 
arrest me within my apartment. I killed them all, except for one; the one that stared at me, wide-
eyed, the reflection of the broken clock in his eyes. It was over, and I was going to leave, when 
suddenly the entire building exploded. The remaining special ops soldiers outside had set detonation 
charges everywhere to collapse my apartment on top of me. 
Falling concrete and rubble scattered the room. The one soldier was quickly put out of his misery by 
a brick to the head. I cocooned myself under my vectors as I ran for the stairs, but fires shot up and 
burned me. I staggered about, suffocating from the smoke, holding the ceiling with my vectors, until 
the weight became unbearable. Letting go, I fell over, the entire building fatally crushing me. It was 
over. 
Amidst the rubble, the soldiers recovered very little evidence of who I was and what I did. 
However, they found a clock, ticking away; working, in order, and following the rules, all of which I 
could not do with the power I had. 
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Some “Fun” Reviews  
[Ron Ackner]                                                                  
CD Reviews:                                           

Light Grenades - Incubus 
Released: November 28, 2006 
Other Info: Sony, $13.99 on Amazon.com 
Review: This CD could truly become a classic - the songs are vibrant and the rhythms are catchy. 
Some of the songs are quick and boast strong rhythmic backing rather than focusing on the 
singing, such as “Rogues” or “Light Grenades”. On the other side, some songs, such as “Dig” and 
“Love Hurts” are relaxing and the melodies are dark but attractive. And of course, there are 
instant classic songs, like “Anna Molly”, which was #1 on the Billboard Modern Rock charts for a 
good five weeks.  
Star Rating: 4.5/5 

 
The Black Parade – My Chemical Romance 
Released: October 24, 2006 
Other Info: Reprise, $13.99 on Amazon.com 
Review: This grim CD was one of the most heralded CDs, the bands fourth CD. Though grim 
and often macabre, (opening song “The End”, “Dead!”, “Cancer”, “Famous Last Words”, and 
those are just titles), the CD does have a few unheralded gems. “Welcome to the Black Parade”, 
a song that stayed atop the Billboard Modern Rock charts for seven weeks, though not 
unheralded, was the song that inspired the CD, hence the name of the CD. Songs such as 
“Teenagers” and “Mama” are intriguing to say the least, and I personally find them good.  
Star Rating: 3/5 
 
Music News:  
Nine Inch Nails 
Nine Inch Nails and Trent Reznor have a new CD coming out, and based on the singles released 
so far, this could be one of the best CD’s since Pretty Hate Machine. Though “With Teeth” was 
good, it lacked the punch that this CD looks like it very well may have. Single “Survivalism” is an 
intense song that has become a top single and enticed many people into listening to NIN again. 
“Survivalism” criticizes the government and the propaganda being used throughout the country. 
Other singles have been leaked at NIN performances as a way to spread the hype, though this 
method seems to be working. Leaked singles include “My Violent Heart”, “Me, I’m Not”, and “In 
This Twilight”. 
 
Rage Against the Machine reuniting, to tour America!  
Hip-Hop and metal band Rage Against the Machine is reuniting for a performance at the 
Coachella Valley Music and Arts Festival on April 29. The Grammy winning group, who split up in 
2000 due to creative differences, was split into two parts – Lead singer Zach de la Rocha and the 
rest of the band (who combined with singer Chris Cornell to creative another very popular rock 
band, Audio slave).  The band will perform alongside the Wu Tang Clan in the Rock the Bells hip-
hop festival that will kick off in New York and will reach California in mid August. This reunion 
comes with much acclaim from almost the entire rock and hip-hop community. 
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The Little Phone that Survived-A Bizarre Event 
[Jason “Arff Arff I’m a Chihuahua” Garcia] 

It all began the Saturday afternoon of the Beau Sweetheart dance. It was about 12 o’clock when 
a few of my friends and I had arrived at Great America. It was a marvelous day outside, so I was 
naturally in shorts. My intuition was keen that day. I had put a clothespin on my pockets to avoid losing 
my cell phone and wallet. The first ride we decided to go on was Delirium. A ride that spins rather 
slowly but swings back and forth, like a pirate ship that doesn’t go over the top. I board the ride with 
my chums and it begins after two people who are to fat to fit had to get off. About halfway through 
the ride, we hear this loud clank that causes about 10 girls and maybe 3 or 4 guys to scream. People 
were assuming we were going to die, but I just continued laughing and enjoying myself. The ride 
finished and we all got off and walked towards the exit. I reach to my pocket for my phone to call my 
other friends to meet up, but it’s not there. I suddenly realize that that clank was my phone slipping 
past the clothespin and dropping 100 feet. We go back and look for it, but realize it hit the part of the 
floor that recedes into the ground. It had hit and slid into a crack and fallen into the floors mechanics. I 
was sure it was gone forever, but low and behold, my mom receives a phone call on Monday. 
Apparently, a mechanical technician had found my phone and turned it into the office there. As I found 
out, all Cingular phones Great America finds get sent to a Cingular store to be returned to their 
owners. So, according to my mom’s description of the message from Cingular, “The screen is cracked 
and may not work”. This is ok if it’s the screen on the outside. I can live without that. If it’s the inside 
screen, I’m in trouble. So, I get my phone back Wednesday March 28, and I’ll let you know its status. 
My phone may have survived a 100 foot fall onto a metal platform and then sliding into the inner 
workings of the ride. A true miracle in my eyes. 

 
              The Miracle Phone 

Noah’s Mind Tricks-A Bizarre Event 
[Noah Johnson, of course] 

It's happened to everyone. You are sitting in class, quietly spacing out while your fellow classmates 
listen attentively. All of the sudden, you speak and without thinking, you call your teacher 'mom.' It is a 
harmless mistake, but when looked at more closely, a serious problem. 
          It is one of those weird confusions that happen because of the endless cycle of school and home 
life. A child wakes up at home, goes to school, and then returns home that night. At home, the phrases 
‘mom’ or 'dad' are used frequently and without thinking. When the child is taken to school, the 
characters of mom and pop blend in with their school social lives. This confusion occurs most often 
when a child is unable to follow what the teacher is saying in a class period. The student then proceeds 
to daze, thinking about their after-school plans or their new crush. After a few minutes of hazy clouds, 
the student awakes and immediately wants to blurt out 'MOM' and more often than not, it just rolls 
out.  
         The whole phenomenon is really based on this utter confusion, and the only way to jump from 
the pit of calling your teacher 'mom' is to stay focused in class. As boring or dull that may seem, it will 
save you endless ridiculing from your friends.   A Mind Blast 
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Mark and Ilya in a Flying Saucer 
[Justin “Yadidamean” Bettman] 

 
 
 

AZA Devil Worship-Love AZA as it is 
[Yonatan Rotman] 

Let me tell you a story. It is about a lonely aleph named Aleph Abraham. It begins on a Saturday 
night . . .  The circle of boys’ huddled tighter. The blistering winter winds are unbearable by 
themselves. They gather around and sing praises to the devil. The sixth night is the night of the 
devil they shout. They chant about the coming of the sixth and final angel of death. He will 
write down the name of every man women and child and send them to the lord devil. After 
they are finished chanting the boys then proceed to over to their cars. Then they go to the 
park and draw devil signs on the lot. They start a fire and burn dead animals as gifts to Satan. 
The cackling flames answer their calls of death. Stop. Freeze. This isn’t AZA. This isn’t 
brotherhood and fraternity. Where is the Judaism? Without it this is what we could end up 
being. So the next time you think of skipping havdallah or complain about doing something 
Jewish think of this situation and be grateful that AZA is what it is not this cult alternate realty 
Satan worshippers. 

 
A South Park Satan 

 



Directions: First to finish gets a prize, most answers are found throughout this issue. 
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ACROSS  

6. a living creature from another planet; 

immigrant 

7. any knowledge pertaining to 

supernatural forces; the opposite of 

science 

8. The race that King Szt rules (The word 

is in singular form) 

10. something out of the ordinary; 

pertaining to something occult or bizarre 

12. The number of tasks that David 

Hertzel must complete in order to obtain 

the handle of 1000 truths 

14. A humanoid that sucks people's blood 

and turns into a bat 

15. the practice of anything bizarre or 

weird 

16. Owner of YourLogoHere 

17. Phenomenon that in one or more 

respects exceeds the limits of what is 

deemed physically possible according to.. 

DOWN  

1. something weird or that you didn’t see 

coming 

2. an “unidentified flying object”; 

anything observed flying that cannot be 

identified 

3. a five-sided shape commonly 

associated with religion and satanic 

worship 

4. The demon slain by David Hertzel 

5. something that breaks the laws of 

science 

9. The new regional moreh 

10. the practice of magic or the 

engagement of paranorma 

11. The black Samurai 

13. The name of the three gorgon sisters 

combined 



 
 

This list is for those alephs 

who did not write an article 

for this issue. Each aleph is 

listed with their excuse for 

not writing. 

Steven Chizen-I don’t come much because I’m in NiFTY. 

Aaron Corner-I was harvesting grapefruits in the fields with my friends from Belgium. Then I 

had a surgical bypass. 

Mark Frankle-I was riding humbacks using my pinky finger. 

Alex Greene-I’m Green yo! I don’t need no newspaper! 

Kenneth Haight-I wasn’t at the event last night. 

Gal Kaftan-I was climbing in a jungle gym! SZZZZZZZZT! Flake!  

Justin Kahn-I am descended from Genghis Khan. Don’t mess, I’m a Mongol.  

Micah Lerner-I’m a meecah meeks! Micah Meeks! Ninja Strike! 

Brian Milstein-Same as Aaron Corner. 

Michael Mostrel-Runescape is life. Not the WiesAss. 

Natan Reddy-I was getting reddy for the fast of hinjewdon. 

Ilya Rotenstein- Ehh, I was going to write an article, but then… O, I don’t know. 

Mark Rotenstein-Dude! I went to Kehilla! Pie is 3.14! 

Henry Shipper-My Ship is almost done! 

Daniel Smolkin-I was visiting colleges. DANIEL! 

Aaron Szteinbaum-SZZZZZZZZZZZT! SZZZZZZT! Flake! 

Aaron Wiener-I was milking cows for my friend Max.  

Adam Yefet-????????????????? 

 
If you just joined, you are excused… This time… Beware… 
  


