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ContinuedEditor’s Note

As the last year has shown us time and time again, life is full of  surprises. Though many can be 
compared to finding a raccoon in your refrigerator, some are more akin to noticing a 50-dol-
lar bill stuck to the sole of  your shoe. Who could have thought that we would develop a 

vaccine for a novel disease in just eleven months? Who could have ever imagined that we’d be back 
at 85 Moatfield so soon? And who could have predicted that a small, burgeoning enterprise, birthed 
from creative desire and a dash of  wishful thinking, would have blossomed into such a successful and 
wide-ranging platform for student expression? 

This year’s iteration of  the newspaper includes a brand-new graphics department, brimming with 
gifted designers; a slew of  diligent editors, thorough and precise; and of  course, a whole crew of  
talented and insightful writers. 

We at the Writer’s Block are so glad to be back, and are excited to present our 
latest issue, in a new and improved format!

On a more contemplative note, we have not been completely caught up in the rush of  excitement and 
glamour of  in-person collaboration. Our writers feel this way too, as evidenced by the themes of  grat-
itude, self-reflection, and joy and sorrow throughout prevalent in this issue. Two pieces in particular 
exemplify this common thread.

With this new school year, we’ve decided to go big and bold, and hope that from 
the many gifts this year has given us, resolve and endurance are among them.

We on the executive team would like to say a few words about what we’re grateful for as well. First, 
thanks are owed to Mr. Sylvester for overseeing this monumental enterprise. Second, thanks to Ms. 
Ricci, the new head of  Social Media and Marketing Specialist, and Mr. Sinclair for their help in 
preserving our older issues for future audiences to read. Lastly, thanks to all our Writers, Editors, and 
Designers for their hard work, and thanks to the leadership of  the school for allowing us to laugh, 
work, and share smiles with each other in-person. 

 By Naomi, Finding Happiness is a beautiful short story about abandoning 
the pursuit of unobtainable happiness, and learning to live with what we have. 

The poem Renaissance, by Julia, is a stunning and poignant display of sensitivity, and 
reminds us to be grateful for what we have and what we’ve regained.

We hope that this new beginning paves the way for a great year of the 
newspaper, and many more to come.

All the best,

Constantine Vrachas Matthaios,

with input from Maya Freedman and Franky 
Liu

Want to contribute to The Writer’s Block? Write a Letter to the Editor, addressed to 
cmatthaios@bayviewglen.ca, to be included!
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Atlas was caught by surprise as another shock 

of  cold rain hit his skin. Cursing, he quickly 

conjured another spell and in seconds, the rain 

formed a path around him, avoiding his skin 

like oil. Sighing, Atlas ran a hand down his face, 

wiping away the water. It had been twenty-two 

straight days of  rain. Atlas hated rain. He sup-

posed he should have expected the constant 

downpour; he was, after all, in the water realm.  

Atlas reached a hand into his ragged coat pock-

et to pull out his map. Unfolding the fragile 

parchment, he examined the faded trail mark-

ings and aged lines. The map had taken him to 

the far reaches of  every realm he could think 

of  all without answers nor success. But he was 

sure that this was the right path. The starting 

and ending destinations of  the map had faded 

into the paper long before he stole it. This has 

made navigation for the last years incredibly dif-

ficult. But Atlas was sure he was right this time.  

His eyes travelled down the map, to 

the taunting riddle that had bewil-

dered his mind every time he looked at it. 

Finding Happiness

The journey to what you think you seek,  
Will lie beyond the lands turned bleak,  
A final surrender forged in darkness,  

Will grant you what you wish to harness. 

Atlas had been to every abandoned town, every 

cursed nation, and every shipwreck to find a “land 

turned bleak”. He had been to every battleground 

and every crumbled palace ruin to find a “surren-

der forged in darkness.” For one hundred and thir-

ty-three days he found nothing. So, he restarted. 

Every time. But this time, matching the riddle to 

his route, he was convinced he had it. He would be 

the first in his family line to find it. Happiness. Af-

ter enduring the curse of  Sadness for over nineteen 

years, Atlas had broken. Of  course, many others 

from his family had broken in resolve as well, but 

none had searched as long or as far as Atlas had.  

He was stubborn and painfully persistent. But 

that didn’t hide the fact that he could never go 

back there. Never go back home. Sitting in dark-

ness everyday only drove him further into mad-

ness. He decided he would rather spend the rest 

of  his life searching for his happiness than sink 

further into the sorrowful silence. And so, he stole 

the family map, packed a small bag of  supplies, 

and ran out into the streets to start his journey.  

It was night one hundred and thirty-three when it 

came to him in a dream. Barrenhelme, the small 

town just west of  Pyremorthe. He awoke sudden-

ly. By gods, that was it! Barrenhelme was run down 

by a deadly disease over fifty years ago. People be-

lieved that the land had become cursed. The vil-

lagers abandoned the town, and what was left of  

any taverns, inns, or property was destroyed by a 

horrible wind storm a few months later. Noth-

ing remained after the storm but wreckage and a 

desolate land. The people of  Elysia started call-

ing the town “The Bleak and Barren Land.” Atlas 

couldn’t believe it; he had figured it out. But he 

was still at a loss for the last piece of  the puzzle:

a final surrender forged in darkness, will 
grant you what you wish to harness.  

Atlas spent the next three days mapping out 

what lay beyond Barrenhelme. Then it clicked:, 

The Weeping Forest. He was sure that a fi-

nal surrender forged in darkness referred to 

an event that occurred long ago in the forest.  

A Realm General and several of  his armada had 

surrendered in the forest after being caught try-

ing to lay fire spells when the sky had darkened. 

They had known magic in The Weeping For-

est was heavily restricted, but their horses could 

not see in the darkness, so they had lit fire spells 

anyway. The armada was ambushed by forest 

spirits and their magic was snuffed out by the 

trees. They shortly surrendered to The Weeping 

Forest and were thrown out only seconds later.  

Atlas’s grandfather had told him stories of  all 

the greatest battles, all the most intriguing tales, 

of  course he would have heard of  The Weeping 

Forest. Atlas’s new discovery led him out in the 

middle of  the night, running out into the dark-

ness, to start on the new journey to happiness. 

Little did he know that night, his journey had 

stopped the second his newest one had started. 

But of  course, his curse prevented him from 

realizing so.  

On went Atlas, running the first few kilometers 

with nothing but adrenaline pumping through 

his veins. Later on, his breath became labored, his 

legs grew sore, his forehead beaded with sweat, 

and he decided that his journey could wait until 

the moon was gone again.  

Day one hundred and thirty-four passed quickly. 

Soon, days morphed into nights, weeks bled into 

months, bringing Atlas to day one hundred thir-

ty-three. His map told him he’d be within close 

distance of  the forest in three more miles. He 

couldn’t believe it; the feeling of  reward was bal-

anced on the tip of  his tongue. He was so excited 

he didn’t even realize it had stopped raining. 

Atlas started to run. He ran like he did that night 

when the route had come to him in his sleep. 

He ran like he did one hundred and thirty-three 

nights ago, when he couldn’t withstand his curse 

anymore. He ran like he couldn’t lose another 

second walking. He ran, with tears brimming in 

his eyes. He ran because he starved for happiness. 

He ran, and ran, and ran, and ran. Three miles 

became two, two became one, and he could feel 

it, he could feel it, and finally…finally…nothing.  

Naomi Low
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His chest burned, his eyes were wet, his eyes 

were frantic. He whipped his head around 

but saw nothing but empty land. He ripped 

out his map. He held it in front of  him-

self…this should be it. He shook his head. 

No.  
No.  
No.  

This should be it.   
This should be it.  

Maybe he had taken a wrong turn, that must be 

it. Maybe he had held the map wrong- — 

No. No. No.  

The same voice replayed over and over in his 

mind. Maybe- 

No. No. No.  

“Stop,” he breathed. He couldn’t feel his body.  

No. No. No.  

He couldn’t breathe.  

No. No. No.  

“Stop!”

He was screaming now, his eyes flooded with 

tears

stop! Stop! STOP!

Atlas didn’t know how many times he screamed that 

word over and over. He screamed until his voice 

was lost  and carried into the storm. His tears hit 

the ground in time with the rain. The world around 

him spun and he couldn’t see. His chest was wracked 

with coughs and cries. His voice grew hoarse. 

It started to rain again.

No. No. No.

And time slowed.

No. No. No.

His blood rushed to his ears, his hands shook, his 

vision blurred. He tried breathing but only bile 

rose through his throat. 

No. No. No.

The beat of  the rain timed to the voices again. His 

chest struggled to rise.  

No. No. No.

It was like his body was releasing every emo-

tion that had been building up since day 

one. It felt like the storm that was brew-

ing within him had released into the open. 

Atlas didn’t know how long he cried for, didn’t know 

how long the rain lasted, he just knew that it hurt. 

Soon, it was no longer day; the moon rose in the 

sky, but he didn’t care. The rain only came down 

harder. It drowned him. He did not care anymore.  

I give up.  

The three words Atlas thought he would never 

speak.  

I give up.  

His hands fell to his sides. His head dropped to 

his chest.  

I give up.  

Atlas closed his eyes and dropped to his knees. He 

was tired. So tired. He did not know what to do. 

And then it happened.  

Atlas glanced back to the map, ready to be taunted 

again by the riddle inked in black, but what he saw 

almost made him jump from shock. The once tat-

tered and partially ripped map was…glowing. It 

looked like shining moonlight as its light flowed in 

his hands. Atlas was bewildered. The map... was no 

longer a map. It had turned into a shining, flowing 

liquid. It was not silver, nor was it gold. Atlas did 

not know what it was. It spilled out of  his hands, 

travelling away from him. And for some reason, 

Atlas did not stand to follow it. He only watched 

it grow smaller and smaller into the distance, un-

til it stopped at a small wooden building that he 

had not even realized was there. It stopped in the 

building’s entry way, like it was beckoning Atlas 

forward. Atlas slowly got up off  his knees and 

walked towards it. The light did not wait for him; 

it disappeared into the store, and he followed it.  

As he stopped in the doorway, he examined the 

small building. His eyes roved across the entrance 

until they stopped on a dusty sign not far from 

his hand. He wiped the sign with his sleeve as he 

read what it said: The Last Chapter. 

A bookstore, he thought. He looked around. 

There were no town homes around him. No vil-

lage signs. No people. How bizarre he thought, a 

store in the middle of  nowhere. A gust of  wind 

blew on his back, silently nudging him in. He let 

the wind guide him. As soon as Atlas entered the 

store, his eyes went wide.  

He saw books. Lots of  them. There had to be 

over a thousand in this tiny shop. It was amaz-

ing. He walked through the shop and brushed 

his fingers over the names scrawled on each and 

every book he could see. He walked down the 

halls in utter awe. Forcing himself  to tear his eyes 

away from the rows of  leatherbound literature, 

he willed himself  to take a breath. Pausing mid-

breath, his eyebrows rose as he spotted a faint 

glow further back in the store.  

His feet moved of  their own accord and be-

fore he knew it, he was standing in front of  
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the source of  the glow. A book. It was a book. Ten-

tatively, Atlas touched a finger to the spine, half  ex-

pecting to be electrocuted. But there was no shock. 

He laughed breathlessly at himself  and reached a 

hand out to pull the book down into his arms. At-

las had seen a lot of  abnormal things today, but he 

had never heard of  a book that glowed so fiercely. 

Opening it, Atlas chose a random page to flip to. 

He ran his hand down the page like he was memo-

rizing the feeling of  the paper against his hands. It 

was rough, but soft like a feather at the same time. 

His hand stopped when it reached the small clus-

ter of  words centered in the middle of  the page.  

Go not to barren lands turned bleak, 

That place was never the one to seek, 

To feel the sadness in your heart, 

To yield your mind was just the start, 

The one you chased to ends of nights, 

Has followed you to be the light, 

That lit your path these many times, 

To guide you to these very lines, 

I tell you, there’s been nothing wrong, 

I’ve lain within you, all along. 

Atlas didn’t know what he felt first; the tears, 

the smile slowly spreading across his face as 

he lifted his head, or the feeling of  happi-

ness making its way through his body. Per-

haps he felt all of  them at the same time.  

He looked back down to the words sit-

ting on the page in front of  him.  

Happiness wasn’t a thing, he thought.  

Of course, it wasn’t. He knew that. 

Did he know that he questioned? Atlas shook 

his head, maybe he didn’t. It was so easy to get 

caught up in his desire to feel happiness, that 

somewhere along the way, he thought that seek-

ing out a tangible object could bring him what 

he wanted. Somewhere along the way, he had 

thought that happiness was something to be 

kept up in a bottled jar. But like the rain that 

had been falling for the past twenty-two days, 

the presence of  happiness was not something he 

could control. It was only something to be felt.  

Rain spells blocked the rain. And Atlas blocked 

the sadness. It had been him all along, blocking 

out everything. Without sadness, happiness would 

lose its meaning. Perhaps that was why his jour-

ney lost its course time after time because he re-

fused to feel sadness any longer. The realization 

dawned on him in only a matter of  seconds be-

fore the sound of  thunder jolted him back to the 

small bookstore and the book between his hands.  

Atlas gently placed the book back on the wooden 

shelf  and walked towards the door. Turning around, 

he gave the shop one last glance as if  it wouldn’t 

be there when he walked out. If  he was being hon-

est, he wasn’t entirely sure if  the small shop would 

still be standing there in the next couple minutes. 

But he was entirely willing to take that chance.  

A grin spread out across his face as Atlas 

stepped out into the rain. Only this time, he 

did not falter. He did not conjure a rain spell. 

He didn’t shield himself  from the storm. In-

stead, he spread his arms out and felt every sin-

gle thing that the realm had to throw at him. 

For once he was free.  

For once, he was happy.  

And that was all he needed.  

Instead, he laughed and smiled into the dark-

ness and the darkness smiled back. For once, 

Atlas did not wish the rain away. He did not 

curse the skies. And he did not hold back.
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BVG BACK
IN BUSINESS
Leela Bhide and Isabella Io

Reuniting with old classmates, throwing 

frisbees at the Turf  durin g lunch, waving 

awkwardly at passersby in the hallways, an-

imated discussions in our classes— that’s right, Bay-

view Glen is back, fully in-person, for another great 

year! 

As returning students know all too well, the 

COVID-19 pandemic has forced students into alter-

nating learning online and in-person, or,   for some 

people, completely online. For many, it was incredi-

bly hard to adjust to the new patterns of  online and 

cohorted learning  and many of  the things we were 

used to in our school environment had suddenly 

disappeared. There were many challenges: technical 

difficulties we had to get used to, the intricacies of  

the Microsoft Teams , the fact that we couldn’t  see 

our friends in real life, the background noise of  cats 

wreaking havoc on unfortunate rug s, or having that 

horrible moment of  realization that your camera was 

on during class . Some people, still learning online, 

face these challenges today. However, this year, BVG 

students have finally recovered the option of  attend-

ing in-person learning all five business days a week 

– with new appropriate safety measures, of  course! 

Although this is the “new normal,” there are a more 

than a few inconveniences that come with attending 

in-person schools during a pandemic. The most ob-

vious difference is the need to wear masks… all the 

time. Not only is it strange to see only a person’s eyes 

and forehead, but they’re just plain uncomfortable.

There are other precautions that may be necessary 

but are also bothersome: one of  the smaller inconve-

niences is the screening form that we need to fill out 

at the beginning of  the day. We’ve also had to learn 

how to operate new technology—a daunting task if  

you take into account that the entire school had to 

adjust to using it. These are, however, small prices to 

pay for the well-being of  our community. 

Virtual clubs and co-curriculars are also vastly differ-

ent from how they used to be. Clubs were a perfect 

way to get to know different teachers and peers from 

other grades, and while we still have the ability to do 

this, it’s through a video call. It’s not the same —but 

at least we are trying, and it is because of  the wonder-

ful leadership and navigation through this challeng-

ing time that we are able to write this article.   

Being fully in-person has its perks, too. (Even if  

it means waking up a tiny bit earlier.) Discussions 

flow far easier— and so does small talk— and we 

get to meet people through face-to-face interactions, 

not just words on a screen. Even eating lunch with a 

friend every day is a comfort considering the isolat-

ed lives we’ve led since the pandemic. We could list 

so many things here—smiles, elbow bumps, and the 

simplicity of  physically raising your hand to ask a 

question (with no internet issues!)—things we didn’t 

really know the true value of  until the pandemic took 

them away for a few years, but we took back.   A 

small victory , but it still is progress in the path to 

overcoming this challenge.

While there are many things from our pre-COVID-19 

lives that we may miss, life during a pandemic   is cer-

tainly something we will never, ever forget. We have 

learned so much from this experience, and there are 

so many things we will continue to learn throughout 

our lives. 

Sports and other extracurriculars have returned to BVG
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he sat down at his dreary desk,  
papers, deadlines, emails,
staring up at him,
judging him for staring back.

his groggy eyes were filled with dread,
the mountains that he’d have to climb
with legs barely able to take a step.
and yet, 
he had no choice but to reach the top.

then came the fateful call.
he tried his best to look composed,
exchanging his weathered exterior for a painted 
grin, 
one that was slightly too bright. 

who ever knew that just three words could have 
the weight to crush.

he’d fallen into his own trap,
yet still he was surprised
to hear
“your services are no longer required.” 

that day, he walked home in agony,
the exhaustion he had felt
had morphed into 
guilt, 
shame,
fear.

the chasm of despair felt miles deep
as he neared his wooden porch,
the door he would normally see as comforting,

was now alien,
distant.

as he slowly heaved it open,
a new lens filtered his view.

he noticed the tender smiles, 
music drifting through the air,
the honey smell of dinner, 
and most of all,
the essence of past joy, ever lingering in those 
walls. 

when was the last time that he’d given her a hug,
asked about her day,
listened to her laugh?

he’d been so trapped inside a cage of work,
of stress and hate and tears,
and although he lost his job that day,
he had found his world. 

life was filled with colour,
he set his hefty anchor down,
no longer adrift.

and in the end
he learned to be thankful,
grateful for the good, while conscious of the bad. 

that thanksgiving night,
he sighed,
he looked around at what he had, surveyed the 
bounty,
smiled wide.

renaissance
a poem, by Julia Apitz-Grossman

Every single day is different. A day full of  
joy and celebration for one group could 
fall on the day another group dreads most. 
There are the less enjoyable workdays, the 
highly anticipated holidays, and the annu-
al excitement of  one’s birthday. Everybody 
has a day they look forward to and appreci-
ate more than all others, where they cherish 
every event and occasion occurring within 
that twenty-four-hour period. Yet one day 
frequently seems to be forgotten, which is 
arguably the most significant of  all. In my 
point of  view, tomorrow is the most under-
valued day there is.  

Our population persistently takes tomor-
row for granted. We all happen to live in the 
mindset that tomorrow is just another day. 
That it will be just like today, and yesterday 
and each day before that. Contrarily, we all 
find comfort in knowing that tomorrow ex-
ists, even if  we acknowledge it only subcon-
sciously. We all function regularly, living each 
day like any other, subliminally awaiting to-
morrow. But what if  tomorrow never came? 
If  the news reported that today was the very 
last day there is, panic would descend upon 
the world. People would be fraught with 
anxiety and stress, knowing all the things 
they had been putting off, all the people 
they could have met and places they could 
have explored will never be experienced. We 
would all beg for more time, wishing that 
we still had tomorrow to look forward to.  

The Benefit of  The Benefit of  

TomorrowTomorrow

By: AnonymousBy: Anonymous

The way I see it, tomorrow is like a second 
chance. Each day we are given the opportu-
nity to do better, and if  we don’t meet our 
standards or we feel there is more room to 
improve, we can always count on the next 
day. Our population is constantly granted 
the luxury of  always having another day to 
make up for mistakes and do our very best, 
and we seemingly fail to appreciate it. Tomor-
row is the world’s promise of  a fresh start. 

Tomorrow could be many things; a new begin-
ning, a chance to forgive. As far as we know, it 
could be the best day we’ll ever have. Sure, we 
all have those bad days where we simply want 
time to pass faster. But once a day is gone, no 
matter if  it was a good one or a bad one, it will 
never return. Always having the opportunity 
to count on tomorrow will allow us to create 
good memories and distance ourselves from 
the bad. Thus, we must learn to appreciate the 
time we’re given, and every day we live through. 
Time flies far too fast to ignore the oppor-
tunities held within the grasp of  tomorrow. 

There is so much we can do, 
and so much we can achieve 

with just one more day.  
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With the excitement of  the Club Fair behind us, and 
the prospect of  club meetings ahead of  us, now seems 
like a good time to list (almost) all the clubs. So, I 
present to you: Totally Accurate Club Descriptions! 

--------------------------------------------------------------

The Writer’s Block (Student Newspaper): 

No Alan, you can’t do an article called Totally 
Accurate Club Descriptions” - Constantine, Edi-
tor-in-Chief  

“I’m taking that as a challenge” - Alan, Writer 

Book Club: 

“What did you like about the book?”  

“...” 

“Actually, let’s start with what did you NOT like 
about the book?” 

[overlapping conversations] 

Bird Watching Club: 

Bird watching club is a club where you watch birds. 
Or clouds, whichever looks cooler. 

Chess Club: 

They move plastic pieces on a checkered board. No, 
it’s not checkers, stop asking. 

Debate Club: 

It’s basically professional verbal fights but under the 
name of  “Debate Club” so it’s a “club” that the mem-
bers use to “debate.” 

DECA: 

They talk about business for 2 hours straight to win 
competitions so they can talk about business for an-
other 2 hours straight. 

Dungeons and Dragons Club: 

Drama kids that roll dice and play pretend for an 
hour. 

FRC (Robotics): 

FRC fiddles around with wood pieces, then metal 
pieces, then dodgeballs. That’s basically it. 

Club Descriptions – with a twist!

Entrepreneurship Club: 

“Wake up kids, university is overrated. Everything 
you like will disappear one day, but your money 
will always stay. At Entrepreneurship Club, we 
will transform your miserable lives: MONEY 
CAN BUY HAPPINESS.” - Noah Fremont (this 
message has been sponsored by TD Life Insur-
ance)

French Club: 

Spanish Club but it’s in French. 

Spanish Club: 

French Club but it’s in Spanish. 

HOSA: 

Imagine science class, but without the class part. 
So, it’s just...science, but you get to brag about it 
to other people. 

Media Club: 

Media club, where they play around with cameras, 
lights, and videos until they either get tired or it 
gets funny, whichever comes first. 

Model UN: 

Fake representatives from a fake government solve 
real problems in a fake simulation with fake roles 
and fake importance 

International Issues Club: 

It’s Model UN but its phrased differently. 

Rock Climbing Club: 

Hello and Namaste; your spiritual ascendence 
into the next dimension is near. Please do not 
resist. 

Run Club: 

“Every second you aren’t running from me, I’m 
only getting closer.” - George Vrachas Matthaios 

---------------------------------------------------------

And with that, this concludes Totally Accurate 
Club Descriptions. Which, I might add, has been 
written with the FULL approval of  Constantine 
(Head of  Writer’s Block/Student Newspaper). 
Totally. 

Ping Pong Club: 

“Mr. Federico, can we PLEASE move 
the ping pong tables from the Prep 
School to the Upper School?” - James 
Simmons and Trevor Cheung, Heads 
of  Ping Pong Club
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Importance of 
Proper Self-
care
By: Muriel L

Self-care has always been something that I have valued, but not always prioritized. Some-
times, I was always busy with homework or my extra-curriculars before checking up on 
myself  and I think that did have some effect on how I felt throughout the day. I have 
now gathered 3 tips on how I improved my Self-care and I wanted to share that with you! 

Self-care. It is one of  those things that people see and hear 
about, but do not really focus on. No, it is not the latest trend 
on social media; it is so much more significant than that. Peo-
ple do not realize that living without good mental health and 
self-care can lead to days where you do not feel or even act 
like yourself. Self-care allows you and your body to rest and 
to do activities that you love and make you happy!  Personally, 
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myself  and I think that did have some effect on how I felt throughout the day. I have myself  and I think that did have some effect on how I felt throughout the day. I have 
now gathered 3 tips on how I improved my Self-care and I wanted to share that with you! now gathered 3 tips on how I improved my Self-care and I wanted to share that with you! 

Self-care. It is one of  those things that people see and hear Self-care. It is one of  those things that people see and hear 
about, but do not really focus on. No, it is not the latest trend about, but do not really focus on. No, it is not the latest trend 
on social media; it is so much more significant than that. Peo-on social media; it is so much more significant than that. Peo-
ple do not realize that living without good mental health and ple do not realize that living without good mental health and 
self-care can lead to days where you do not feel or even act self-care can lead to days where you do not feel or even act 
like yourself. Self-care allows you and your body to rest and like yourself. Self-care allows you and your body to rest and 
to do activities that you love and make you happy!  Personally, to do activities that you love and make you happy!  Personally, 

Get enough sleep. Period.

On average, teenagers should be getting AT LEAST 8-10 hours of  sleep to perform their best the next 
day. However, when homework starts piling up, that can be hard to do. It is important to set up a con-
sistent sleep schedule that you can maintain throughout the week and the weekend, so your body can 
get used to a consistent routine. Especially on weekends, when sleeping in is an option for some, this 
can switch up your sleep schedule and make it harder for your body to adjust during the week. Sleep-
ing a consistent number of  hours helps your body recover, rest, reduce stress, and improve your mood.  

“Hydrate or Diedrate” 

Water is your brain’s energy, so it is so important to keep drinking water throughout the day to maintain a 
proper energy level. Dehydration can lead to unclear thinking, overheating and mood changes throughout the 
day, leading to deficient performance. To add to that, drinking water helps your body recover and keep the body 
healthy. For example, hydration helps your body protect its organs and tissue, stabilizing the heartbeat and nor-
malizing blood pressure. Therefore, staying hydrated is a vital step in keeping good mental health and self-care.  

Journaling <3  
I want to ask you, when was the last time you ever picked up a pencil and wrote to express yourself ? 
Yeah, I am guessing it has been an exceptionally long time. Although journaling your thoughts ev-
eryday can sound repetitive, it can help you control your stress and plans throughout the day.  Per-
sonally, I only pick up my pencil and write on days when I feel tense and need to put my emo-
tions down on paper. It is where I can visually see what I am stressing about and plan how I am 
going to manage it.  As a side note, journaling does not have to be about writing your everyday thoughts.  

There are so many prompts or ideas you can write about. Whether you are 
into creative writing, gratitude journaling or even just jotting down random 
thoughts, journaling can aid you in expressing whatever feelings you have.  

To conclude, please do not take self-care and your 
mental health for granted. They are super import-
ant in keeping your body healthy and allowing you 
to live your best life. Hydration, proper sleep, and 
journaling are some of the ways that I maintain 

proper self-care, and I hope you use them to im-
prove yours as well. 
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WITHIN The first few months of  school 

there are several beginnings. Some beginnings, like 

sparks, may live shortly, gleaming brightly before 

fading into the air. 

Other beginnings may catch on, survive, and burn 

fiercely—a small fire within the everchanging fabric 

of  school-life. 

But there is a third kind of  beginning, one that is 

more than a spark and stronger than a flame. This 

beginning is a catalyst, an 

initiator of  great things, a trendsetter. And this be-

ginning has happened here at Bayview Glen: “within, 

without and regarding” the BVG Rock Climbing 

Club.  

The BVG Rock Climbing Club existed for a few 

months in a sort of  ‘meme-like’ equilibrium. Its 

existence was supported by only hearsay; there was no 

empirical evidence that this club existed (no meet-

ings,  no climbing, etc.). 

While it spoke intensely of  its club’s superiority, it 

held its first meeting well after the rest of  the clubs 

had begun… but in a way, the delay precluded a 

sense of  ‘ordinariness’ from rock climbing club. Sim-

ply speaking, rock climbing club was well-set, right 

from its rationally backed, biological and spiritual 

announcements, to be different from the rest.  

The BVG Rock Climbing Club possesses many 

qualities that foreshadowed, and continue to define, 

its greatness.  

Predominantly, there is a real attention to concise 

language within every announcement and message 

that this club produces. Hyperbole, metaphors, and 

other equally nonsensical descriptive devices are aban-

doned. Even considering this extreme efficiency of  

the language, the announcements have continued to 

be thicker than any               .

any other. They took up an extreme square foot-
age on email announcements and continue to 
be dominant even as announcements transition 
onto the BVG SEC website. As a result of  this 
online presence, the BVG Rock Climbing Club 
has become well-known and well-loved within 
the halls of  BVG.  

The most notable, and perhaps notorious, 
quality of  the BVG Rock Climbing Club 
is its implied religious element. The Club’s 
religion is structured in an interesting way; instead 
of  a monotheistic religion focusing on a single be-
ing, the BVG Rock Climbing Club instead choos-
es to invest significant amounts of  time discuss-
ing goats (and sometimes crocodiles). Goats, as 
described, “live most of  their lives on rocks. 
Rock climbing…” (Wijeysundera, 12). Associat-
ed comments were also given regarding these ani-
mals. For example, “We of  the rock-climbing club 
would like to promote this way of  life: one spent 
on rocks, one spent overcoming natural evolution, 
and one of  climbing…” and, “we at this club 
aspire to become like goats…” (Wijeysundera, 
13).  

These comments continue to inspire the 
student body and reveal the wonders of  the 
biological world. In this way, both educa-
tionally and spiritually, the club impacts 
students in new and revolutionary ways.  

The final, and perhaps only saving grace to this 
club, are its instructional disclaimers nested 
deep within each announcement. While both 
informational and relevant, these disclaimers 
offer profound medical and philosophical les-
sons. Each disclaimer is clearly cultivated and 
transcribed from reputable (peer-reviewed) 
research. To end this article, a careful consid-
eration of  some of  said disclaimers may aid 
you, the reader, to reach out to the BVG Rock 
Climbing Club:  
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The Threequel That Makes 

Even More Sense

“NO! I will not do another one of these!” 

-the editor I kidnapped
By the Whisperer

First of all, special thanks to Justin Time for letting me break down his 

door and write this article, it has been a huge help. Credit also goes to Sue 

Zann and Eyes Love You for bringing me food once a week. 

Hello, my Nosies, and welcome back to another earth-shattering, para-

digm-shifting, world-ending, extraordinary, fantastic, wonderful, theat-

rical, tremendous, and large revelation. If you have forgotten about me and 

my journeys last year, refer to these links: 

1: Writers Block Issue 6 (https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/up-

loads/2021/10/WritersBlock-Issue6.pdf) Page 29 

2: Writers Block Issue 7 (https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/up-

loads/2021/09/Writers20Block20Issue207.pdf) Page 21 of the PDF (or 20 if 

you go by the table of contents*) 

*But don’t go by the table of malcontents, they’re very sad. 

------------------------------------------------------------

Let us begin. 

I was in the science room. Why? Be-

cause I had not seen Raton the vole 

in a while. But instead of Raton I had 

found the Science Raccoon. He was the 

resident of the science lab and was 

quite funny. God had told me that he 

was a stand-up comedian in his past 

life. I was listening to his jokes and 

going tee-hee hearty chuckle when 

all of a sudden the Science Raccoon 

left. “Always do science, kids,” he said 

with a wink before he disappeared. 

I sat back down in my chair and ap-

plauded. I looked around and started 

to take a nap. But suddenly-

I lifted my nose to the air because I 

felt like it. Then, I smelled something. 

It was loud and orange, slightly hairy 

and wild, and looked a little like 

my great-aunt Giselle’s hairdress-

er’s cousin’s cat’s best friend’s for-

tune teller’s baker’s brother’s broth-

er’s fabergé eggs’ mother’s dolphin’s 

ghost’s sidewalks’s cheese stick’s 

thermometer’s pope’s air freshener’s 

nation’s tires. My eyes widened to a 

radius of 8.89 micrograms when I saw 

what was making the smell. A leaky 

bottle of chlorine sat on the count-

er, emitting the poisonous gas into 

the room. I looked at the door and saw 

it was unlocked, but I was too lazy to 

open it. I knew I would die here. Re-

signed to my fate, I was struck with 

the longing to dance with somebody. 

Even if the mop (my ex) wasn’t here, I 

still needed to experience a dance 

before I died. I grabbed the fi re ex-

tinguisher. We waltzed around the 

room in a truncated cuboctahedron. 

The music played, the smoke fi lled 

the room, and I looked into the fi re 

extinguisher’s eyes as I prepared to 

meet my fate. I ran through multi-

ple greetings in my head, such as “hi 

nice to meet you” or “how’s it going.” 

I wanted to make a good fi rst impres-

sion, because my grandma always told 

me that fi rst impressions were im-

portant. Anyways, as I felt my life 

slipping away, the fi re extinguish-

er took off its hat and I rec-

ognized it as the mop. “The 

mop!” I said. “It is me,” she 

said. I struggled to fi nd my 

words; I had dropped them on 

the fl oor and everything was 

obscured by poisonous gas. 

She picked them up for me, 

fl ipping her bristles. “Why 

are you here? What about the 

vacuum cleaner? He had twice 

the suction of any cordless 

vacuum.¹, up to 120 minutes 

of fade-free power‡, intelli-

gent cleaning modes that let 

you switch easily between 

Eco, Auto and Boost, and High 

Torque cleaner head – our 

most powerful cleaner head 

yet? He even cut a boat in 

half to show me the power of 

Flex Tape! Truly, the eighth 

wonder of the world.” “It 

didn’t work out in the end,” 

the mop told me. “Then come 

back with me,” I said. She 

hesitated, then shook her 

head. “I need to go.” The mop 

turned around and vanished. 

I knew at that moment that 

I was alone, because no one 

else was in the room. It was 

very lonely. Anyways, I knew 

I had to go to the stairs. 
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As I went up the stairs I could feel a 

presence growing. Something strong 

and windy. It smelt like kittens eat-

ing popsicles made from tin. As I 

reached the second fl oor its sight 

came into view: A great twisted and 

twirled beard. The great beard of 

Mr Winson! Hello, it greeted me in a 

high pitch that sounded like a bear. 

Greetings, I said back with fear. For 

I knew within one stroke of its beard 

it could make a new Disney Star Wars 

movie. I was wondering when you 

would arrive, the beird said with a 

grin that looked like a W. I have been 

looking for a worthy person to talk 

to. For I need to share the meaning 

of life. What? I said in angst. I nev-

er expected to fi nd the all-mystical 

beard of Mr Winson let alone learn 

the secrets of the universe. If I had 

I would have brought a snake so I 

could remember.  The meaning of life, 

it went on, Is equal to the leaves 

on a tree in winter over fall times 

the square root of 7 jump ropes. But 

I thought it was a great elephant on 

a cactus, I answered back. The beard 

said, For I am the great beard of Mr 

Winson and I know all. Like the ship 

of Theseus is half thesis and half the 

ship of Bob down the street. I know we 

are all here for the purpose of eating 

cheetos. I know all there is to know 

about everything and your ignorance 

is of great distress to me. I am God. 

And with that it took my sunday spare 

and fl uted off, its majestic presence 

causing great bunnies to appear in 

thin air. As he left I noticed that one 

of the bunnies did not have a runny 

nose. This told me something was up. 

If the bunny did not have a runny nose 

that meant it had 43 hairs on its pec-

tus arolius. 43 is a boring number. 

Boring turned into numbers is 2 15 

18 9 14 7. Add them all up and it’s 65. 

Then taking the amount of days that I 

have not taken a shower to be 8 I can 

fi nd the amount of times a guy named 

Ed can go without saying “Hi my name 

is Ed” which is 4 in a conversation. 

Taking the 65 as a the 8 as b and the 1 

as c we fi nd the x intercepts to be not 

there. Meaning:  Aha, I know it is you, 

Miss Fenili. As Miss Fenili jumped out 

of the dust. Dang how did you know. 

Cemestry, i said. Miss Fenili then 

disappeared in a thanos cloud. But 

this time, I jumped in after her. 

I ran after Ms. Fenili into the worm-

hole. On my journey I experienced an 

odyssey. At the end, I tumbled through 

and found myself on the fl oor of the 

boys’ bathroom (the one that sucked not 

the good one aw shucks, I was hoping 

for the good one). Anyways, Ms. Feni-

li wasn’t there. She appeared to have 

disappeared. She must have walked 

through the walls since she was a 

witch. (Witches can only walk through 

walls and not doors) I stood up and 

dusted myself off. A row of sinks was 

to my left and to my right was the 

class cow, Gertrude. I said hello and 

then walked towards the mirror to 

give it some privacy as she was eat-

ing an abstract concept. I looked at 

the walls, expecting them to give me 

some answers. They remained silent. 

I punched the wall and recoiled when 

I felt a big pain in my hand. “Hey!” I 

yelled at the wall. “That’s not nice!” 

The wall laughed at me. Aha, so it did 

have a mouth. “Where did the teacher 

go?” I asked it. The wall still would 

not respond. I then threatened to have 

Gertrude eat it, and then it spilled 

its secrets. Ha, it spilled them like 

an alarm clock giving rise to new sci-

entifi c paradigms and social conven-

tions. It turns out the wall had no idea 

where Ms. Fenili went, which is why it 

had remained silent and why I was be-

ing such a bully apparently but don’t 

listen to the wall, the wall’s a jerk and 

a softie. Anyways, I could hear Geraldo 

snoring in my pocket, and I knew that 

it was 73 and a half o’clock. That meant 

it was time to investigate the toilet. 

I opened the stall door and inspected 

it. It was neo-liberal, average height, 

a fi rm handshaker, and a good friend. 

It was kind of like Bilbo Handbaggins, 

that orc from Lord of the CDs who had 

lots of handbags. Anyways, I looked at 

the pipes going into the wall and they 

were good. I gave it the all-clear, and 

it was free to go. The toilet jumped on 

its horse and rode off into the sunset, 

stopping only once to turn back and 

wave me farewell, before it continued 

off on its journey into the horizons. I 

looked around in a soursalty moment. 

All possible leads had led to dead 

ends. Fun fact: the symbol for lead on 

the periodic table is 5%. Anyways, I 

picked up Geraldo and looked at him 

mournfully. It appeared I never would 

be able to solve the mystery of Meigh-

en. Suddenly, I heard music coming 

from the wall and noticed the 6-me-

tre-wide hole I had failed to notice 

earlier. I nearly dropped Geraldo in 

surprise (eliciting a loud “hey” and a 

retaliatory “hay is for horses, watch 

your manners young man”) and fi t Ger-

aldo snugly into the 5-metre-wide 

hole. The wall slid back with a groan 

and creak due to its polymyalgia-in-

duced arthritis. Before me beckoned a 

great black hole, not unlike the one 

from Silence of the Clams. I looked 

back to Gertrude, who gave a moo of 

support. I saluted her, steadied my 

nerves, and stepped into the unknown.  
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Falling in the darkness I could see nothing. But as my eyes adjusted to the dark-

ness i saw unusual things. Such clutter in the corner. But soon I saw it was really 

treasures. Just treasures without owners. There were those of great importance. I 

saw the racoon of yore, the year books, and the fi rst edition straight to blu-ray 

signed version of “i want to blue with you” by jacob yister golden platinum lim-

ited collectors edition 5. But looking closer I saw the lost pencils, erasers, text 

books and assignments of all the students that had lost them. Looking up I saw a 

sentence. Words that frightened me to the end of my days: the house of Meighen. 
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