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ContinuedEditor’s Note

It’s the end of another year, and another chapter of the Writer’s Block. Before all else, i 

want to say thank you to all the wonderful writers, editors, and designers who made this endeavour pos-

sible, Mr. Sylvester and Ms. Ricci, and everyone else involved in the production of  The Writer’s Block 

Student Newspaper.  

As head of  the student newspaper, and as an avid writer, I’ve often reflected on my writing. Over time, I’ve 

oscillated wildly in my opinions, tried to change my voice and test out new styles, but one thing has always 

remained the most difficult. Fitting with the theme of  this issue, it’s the beginning and ending of  a piece. 

Not literally, as in writing the first or last chapter, but starting or finishing anything. I can’t decide which is 

harder, as they’re two different types of  challenges to surmount, but starting feels daunting in a different way 

than ending, for me.  

Just getting my words on the page, converting them from thoughts to ink, is one of  the most daunting tasks 

you can ask me to do. At the start of  any piece, I cannot imagine a physical manifestation of  these shapeless 

clouds in my head. My thoughts are too vaporous, too fleeting and nebulous to be translated into unchanging 

words. I’m afraid to put words to the page because I think that no matter what I write, nothing will capture 

the essence of  what I want to say. I fear that if  I commit to these imperfect first, second, fifth, final drafts, 

what I write will never be good enough. So, I leave the page safely blank. I convince myself  that my thoughts 

are formless and ineffable ideas, that they can never be put into words. And, to a degree, I’m right. We can 

never transfer our exact feelings into words, because they are dynamic, subtle things. But as any writer will tell 

you, the first draft is never perfect.  

After you pull the words out of  your brain and scrawl them across the page, you take a second look at what 

you’ve done. And often times, it’s a far cry from what you hoped for. So, you make changes. You work out 

those sentences, bending your nails over them, hoping to make something passable out of  them. And while 

it can be excruciating to figure out the exact words you want or the perfect metaphor to use, that’s the whole 

point of  the editing process—to improve, because writing isn’t easy. While some may have whole poems 

come naturally to them, or have the letters leap up to meet your fingers before they touch the keys, we all 

feel we can do better. Dissatisfaction sets in after a round of  editing, invariably, so you begin again. You keep 

working at it, hammering out your problems, fiddling with your work, until it begins to resemble something 

you can agree with. Then, after days, weeks, months or more, you can say that what you’ve written is good. 

That is, until you return to it three years later, and shake your head in bemusement, and laugh indulgently 

at your former self. How could I have ever thought this was good? I must have been so clueless back then. But that’s the 

truth. 

So even though the temptation is strong, don’t look back on your former work and deride it, instead, recog-

nize it as a marker of  your progress.  

When we think of  progress in writing, and editing, it’s easy to get lost in the details, caught in the pursuit 

of  the perfect piece, and can drag on our work for months, always seeing new problems every time we look 

at it. But sometimes, a deadline comes calling, and we have to give up the chase and submit something we 

consider unfinished. Though life can throw us a curveball this way, it’s not much worse than the alternative: 

endless self-criticism and long cycles of  revisiting and revising. Like I said earlier, we’re constantly changing 

and evolving, so you can never truly “complete” a piece of  writing. You just have to let it get to a point you 

can be somewhat satisfied with. 

So writing is a complicated, beautiful mess. It’s hard to be satisfied with it because we’re always growing, al-

ways getting better, and though we receive praise at times, it’s hard to find that sense of  self-approval. It’s hard 

to feel that your writing is good enough. So I’ve found that the best, and hardest thing, to do, is just write.  

Start.

That’s where the editing process comes in.

We are always improving. Even when it seems like we’ve hit a slump and can’t 
write for weeks, we’re still growing. Learning. Living life. And every experi-

ence we go through informs our writing, our style, and our voice.
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Best regards,

Constantine Vrachas Matthaios,

Put your words down on the paper, press just one key, make just one dot—the rest will come later. One sylla-

ble at a time, feelings cross that nebulous boundary from immaterial clouds to concrete words. The beginning 

won’t be easy, you won’t like it, but you can always keep coming back to it, edit, revise, improve. Keep working 

on that piece, even through the toughest spells of  writer’s block, because even though I’ve felt the urge to give 

up and put the pen down, I know it’s always worth it when I come back to it. Though writing may be hard, 

it’s the most satisfying feeling to step back from a piece and admire it, even though it may never truly be done. 

I hope this abstract web of  metaphors sufficiently passed the boundary from formless to solid, and that you 

were able to take something from it. Because like any piece that I write, I’ll never be sure if  it’s good enough—

but that’s life. So, this summer, as you flip through all the beautiful reflective writing in this issue, when the 

mood strikes you, pick up a pen or open up a document, and just write. Put the first word down.

Editor’s Note

 The rest will come.

It’s one puzzle,

One year of  happiness, stress, and resilience,  

One that won’t be forgotten, 

One that will be the end of  a new beginning.   

Our school year was like a puzzle, 

We had many parts, 

Which painted a picture.  

We matched arts and athletics together,

Pieced together speeches, plays and dances, 

Connecting each other one by one.  

It tested our school as a whole: 

Unity or division. 

As we came together in-person, 

As we put the pieces together, 

We saw the bigger picture.  

We saw what our school was like, 

The people and events which we are proud to be a part of, 

The ones that were hard to piece together, 

The ones in which pieces often didn’t match, 

The ones that weren’t shaped to how we wanted them to fit together, 

But we did it.  

The End of a New 
Beginning
By Muriel Lovshin
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A Farewell toBayview Glen By: Ishaan Goswami
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I still remember my first day at Bayview 

Glen. My parents dressed me up in the 

Lower School full-dress uniform – green 

blazer, tie, ironed shirt and pants, and polished 

shoes. Ms. Gill, the principal of  the Lower School, 

gave opening remarks to all the new families. I was 

in awe of  all the facilities the school offered: the 

fresh lunches prepared in the cafeteria; the libraries 

lined with books I wanted to devour… Bayview 

Glen had everything.  

That was in 2011. Almost eleven years ago. I, 

along with Bayview Glen, have changed so much 

since then. I enrolled the year the school turned 

50. I am leaving the year it turns 60. Teachers have 

changed. People have come and left. But inherently, 

Bayview Glen is still Bayview Glen. This is where 

I have grown up and become the person I am to-

day. It is in these halls I have learned about myself  

and the world we live in. It is in these halls I have 

learned the intricacies of  human physiology and 

the calculus of  the infinitesimal. It is in these halls 

I have fallen in love, formed friendships, and made 

bonds that will last a lifetime. On the first day of  

school in Grade 2, one of  my classmates asked me 

if  I wanted to play with Lego. He is now my oldest 

friend. I can recall countless stories with everyone 

in my grade, remembering how we formed these 

bonds. I’ll always remember my friend that called 

me Ishaan Goo Swami in Grade 5, and the Spring 

Festivals playing Copernicus in Grade 3 and Franz 

Joseph Haydn in Grade 4. 

It is in these halls I have fall-
en in love, formed friendships, 
and made bonds that will last 

a lifetime.

Being one of  the Grad Reps this year has really 

put everything in perspective. In planning prom, I 

realized that after this, our entire grade will never 

be together again in a non-academic context. After 

we cross the stage on June 17th, 2022, say our last 

goodbyes, hug each other, and take our photos, the 

84 of  us are never going to be together as a whole 

again. Let that sink in. For some of  us, this will be 

the last time we ever see each other again. We will 

all go off  and do great things. The Class of  ‘22 is 

going to produce some amazing doctors, profes-

sors, engineers, chefs, and athletes. Yet it constantly 

pulls my heartstrings that our last year together is 

ending. But change is a constant in life, and we 

need to accept it. 

So, to Bayview Glen… thank you for being my family, and welcoming me with open arms since I 

walked through the Lower School doors for the first time. Thank you for showing me who I am. 

Thank you for growing with me through this last decade. As the Grade 11 Rep, and Grad Co-Rep 

alongside Avery Yoo, I have been honoured representing the Class of  ’22. When I ran for Grade 11 

Rep in 2020, I said in my speech that we are all a family, and despite the perils of  COVID-19, we 

have stuck together. I still stand by that, and I always will. I will always appreciate that family-like 

bond that Bayview Glen has. I will miss all of  you and will always remember our time together with 

great fondness. The Pizza Hut runs in historical debates; the hug before the Thanksgiving break in 

Grade Nine; the colourful screenplay table reads; the Saturday drama rehearsals; the karaoke sessions 

in the common area; running the first Model UN conference in more than a decade, I could go on 

and on… 

It’s hard trying to distill a decade of  my life into a short letter, but fundamentally it is a thank 

you. A thank you to my grade. A thank you to the school. A thank you to everyone who has 

given me endless memories. I will miss Bayview Glen, and everything it has given me. Bayview 

Glen will always be an important part of  me, as will everyone who made this time so special.

Yours truly, 

Ishaan Goswami
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Maybe

I see scales  
sometimes, 
tiny  
reptilian 
chromium 
magnetic  
choices;  

Like seventeen 
strange tethers 
of a single rope 
called life 

I look back at my  
decisions like old 
snake skins:  
grateful  
relieved 
tinged 

nostalgic
of the moments  
I crawled out  
of 
waiting to leave those 
things far in the  
distance

like past lives 

little do I know  
that snakes grow out  
of their old skins:  

that shedding is  
more about  
redemption 
than it is about 
repair

By: Sunil Wijeysundera

All About Clubs
By: Alan Gao

What a school year. All at once, this year 

seemed to fly past us and crawl agoniz-

ingly slowly. In the two weeks of  January that we 

were online, time seemed to stop, but then the 

March Break flew past us. We all had our “things” 

this year, my “thing” was debate. 

Not to toot my own horn, but debate is pretty 

awesome. But on a broader level, clubs (anything 

that ISN’T classes) played a huge role, at least 

for me, this year. From being on the sets & props 

crew (and honorary stage manager) for the play, 

to co-heading Debate Club and chairing for the 

BVGMUN conference. Clubs always managed to 

be one of  the best parts of  my school experience.  

Clubs are more than just a room of  people talking 
about things after school every week. It’s more 
about the people in the club. After all, if  the most 
talkative person in your club happens to be an avid 
Nazi, well, you aren’t exactly going to be at that 
club very often, are you? 

So, in this remarkable 2021-22 school year, when 
the first in-person clubs in almost 2 years hap-
pened, take some time to think about how your 
favorite club (or clubs!) has given you something 
to look forward to every week. Even if  you sit 
awkwardly in the corner pretending to fit in, that 
club still has value. Even if  it’s a barely controlled 
chaos of  friend group’s overlapping conversations, 
there’s always something of  value to be found.

“In the midst of chaos, there 
is also opportunity” 

- Sun Tzu, Art of War

“lmao no” 
- Aristotle, probably
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                   In a very sudden, gut-wrenching         

sort of  way, a very sobering realization came

 over me one morning. It was maybe my fourth month

 in high school, and I was sitting in first period staring blankly at the

 taupe-painted walls seven minutes before first bell.  

     Running on six hours of  sleep, a watered-down coffee, and half  a granola bar, the morning  

                routine of  skimming through the new lesson, connecting to the lagging school WiFi, and switch-       

      ing tabs to Tetris and 24/7 Poker would take place for the next eighty minutes. It was tedious how my 

day started every morning, yet I grew to find a certain degree of  comfort and familiarity in it. Not long 

after, I began to appreciate how the sun rose every morning in the back windows of  the class, and how the 

sun rays created a glare on the screen of  my computer that would force me to close it for a while so the 

mellow sound of  my teacher’s lecture could coax me awake. Well, I was already awake, yet maybe not quite 

aware of  much.  

 
 And that is how our story starts, in the stuffy third-floor science classroom at 8:46 AM on Tues-

day, December 14, 2021. More specifically, it begins with unit four astronomy, on  

lesson 6: stars.  

 

 That morning, in some very odd way, our class fell into quite a philosophical discussion of  what 

will happen when the sun swallows the Earth one day. Without a doubt, it was probably the most engag-

ing conversation we’d ever had in science class. And after the discussion gradually dissolved as our teacher 

segued into our ISP outline, I was left still swimming in my own thoughts of  our sun-swallowing-earth-dy-

ing-conversation.  

 However, I came away from that class with one central sentiment that had nothing to do with 

astronomy yet, at the same time, had everything to do with school: everything is temporary, and everything 

ends one day, no matter what. Without any rhyme or reason, the gut-wrenching realization suddenly hit 

me like a train; it had been ten years since I became a student at Bayview Glen, and it had felt like only ten 

minutes. And in only three more years, my time at this school, like the ultimate fate of  a star, would end.  

 

 There are few times when I can recall being profoundly speechless—this was one of  them.  

It was one of  

the places that I knew 

most. And for a long time, I struggled 

to comprehend what Bayview Glen meant to 

me, and why this realization had me feeling something 

similar to wistfulness. There are so many memories, emotions, 

and feelings that Bayview Glen has given me that it feels impossible 

to describe all of  them with words. But forgive me because I tend to love 

reminiscing the past.   

 

Bayview Glen feels like outdoor spirit days on Fridays.  

It feels like dancing at semi until your feet hurt.  

It feels like laughing with your friends until your stomach hurts. 

It feels like walking up the metal staircase five times a week and still getting winded every time.  

It feels like racing through the hallways at 8:29 to make it in time for class.   

It feels like failing your first business test and feeling slightly less embarrassed           about it because 

everyone else failed too. 

It feels like getting three uniform infractions every week because you forgot your black shoes in the car.  

It feels like seeing the SK gym classes stumbling into the gym and remembering what it felt like to be that 

young.  

It feels like graduating another year in the gym alongside people who have known you since you didn’t 

know how to multiply, and you wonder how you’re getting so old.  

It feels like the good, the bad, the best, the embarrassing, the sad, the happy, the awkward, the scary, but the 

most epic moments of  your life.  

 

Bayview Glen feels like home.  
 

 So, in about 7.59 billion years,  when the sun swallows the Earth and we are all long gone, I hope 

Bayview Glen remembers that it is what the Earth is to people everywhere—a beautiful home.  
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Bhaiya – Hindi word for brother 
Bhai Ji – Version of  the Marathi word Bhau – used in this context for father  
Aaii Ji – Marathi word for mother 
Purdah – A tradition of  covering the body to maintain modesty  
Pranam – Hindi greeting meaning “I bow down to you.” 
Bhabhi – Hindi word for sister-in-law 
Jai Hind – Hindi greeting popular after Independence in 1947 meaning “Honour to India” 
Zamindari – An expanse of  land under control of  a Zamindar 
Gotra – The Hindu concept of  lineage which is important in the marriage process

A short story by Ishaan Goswami

2:00 PM – Muzaffarnagar2:00 PM – Muzaffarnagar

“Mam Chand Ji, let’s go out to see a film.” 

“Nem Chand? Why? What’s the occasion?” 

“C’mon! You just graduated from university; you’re engaged to 
the daughter of  a well-respected man; you have the world in your 
hands. The very least we can do is watch a film!”  

“Oh God… you’re too much. Anyways, I’m studying.” 

“Studying for what?” 

“I still need to tutor kids. I’m good at it, and we need the extra 
money.”  

“Ah, one day won’t hurt.”  

“Fine. Wait, where would we see the film… there aren’t any cine-
mas in Muzaffarnagar… and what film?” 

“In Saharanpur! That’s where everything happens!” 

“Fine, but you better pay for my ticket.” 

“Of course. The film is Vidya. It stars Dev Anand and Suraiya.” 

Vidya
Glossary

Muzaffarnagar & Saharanpur, 1948

“I look forward to it. Are we going to take the rickshaw to Saha-
ranpur?” 

“Yep!” 

Mam Chand Jain wiped his brow and quickly wrote down some 
notes in his notebook before storing it in his desk. His brother-
in-law, Nem Chand Jain, was close to him. Despite only being two 
years younger, Nem Chand looked up to Mam Chand as a father 
figure of  sorts.  

“Alright, Nem Chand, shall we go to Saharanpur?”  

“Yes, let’s go!”  

2:00 PM – Saharanpur2:00 PM – Saharanpur

“Oh Shailo! Are you doing anything today?”  

“No, not really. I’m just preparing the vegetables for dinner to-
day.”  

“Ah, you can give that job to Saroj or Santosh. I want to take you 
out.”  

“Hm… did Bhai Ji and Aaii Ji agree?”  

“Ah, I’ll make them agree. You’re 19 anyways. It’s not like 
you’re Basanti. She’s 9!”    

“Fine. But if  Bhai Ji and Aaii Ji don’t agree, it’s not on me, 
Nitendra Bhaiya.” 

“Deal.” 

Nitendra Kumar Jain was the eldest son of  the Jain family, and 
the elder brother of  Shail Bala, affectionately known as Shai-
lo. The family had 8 children: 3 sons and 5 daughters. Shail 
Bala was the third child. She was beautiful, with piercing dark 
brown eyes, and long black hair. She was remarkably tall for 
an Indian girl. And she was fiercely protective. Her youngest 
sister, Basant, was just nine, and she loved her like a daughter.  

“Bhai Ji,” Nitendra said in the doorway of  his father’s study. 

“Ah, Nitendra. What can I do for you?” Nitendra’s father said 
while puffing smoke from his hookah.  

“I was wondering if  I could take Shailo out to the cinema hall? 
I just wanted to spend time with my little sister.”  

“Well… you are her only elder brother. Okay, fine, you two 
can go. But make sure she covers her head and follows purdah.” 

“That’s fine. Pranam, Bhai Ji.”  

Nitendra ran to the kitchen where his wife, Uma Devi, and 
mother were. 

“Uma, come along. I need your help,” Nitendra said. 

“Oy Nitendra, can’t you see she’s busy cleaning the lentils?” 

“It won’t take long Aaii Ji.” 

“You know your father eats early. Us Jains do not eat after 
sundown,” his mother retorted. 

“I know Aaii Ji. I know.” 

“Hmph. Uma, go on to your husband.” 

Uma was a year older than Shail Bala, but they were rather 
close to each other. Of  the six women that still lived in the ex-
pansive household, Uma and Shail Bala were the closest in age.  

“Uma, get your Bhabhi ready to go out. Make sure she is wear-
ing the best clothes possible, while following purdah,” Niten-
dra said. 

“Where are you taking her?” 

“On a surprise I think she’ll enjoy.”  

4:00 PM – Saharanpur  4:00 PM – Saharanpur  

“One rupee? That’s so much!” Nem Chand protested to the 
rickshaw driver.  

“Listen Sahib, I took you from Muzaffarnagar to Saharanpur. 
One rupee is only fair.” 

“Nem Chand, it’s just a rupee, give it to the rickshaw driver.” 

Nem Chand begrudgingly paid the rickshaw fare and walked 
with Mam Chand to the cinema hall. At the box office, a 
poster of  the actress Suraiya and her counterpart Dev Anand 
graced the glass pane, with the word Vidya written in Hindi’s 
Devanagari, and Urdu’s Nastalik.  

“Jai Hind, two tickets for the 4:20 showing of  Vidya, please,” 
Nem Chand asked the teller.  

“Jai Hind. Sure. Balcony, or normal?”  

“Balcony, please.” 

“Nem Chand, how do you expect us to afford balcony tickets?” 

“It’s my gift to you, Mam Chand Ji. The lumber business is 
doing well.” 

Mam Chand gave up his protest and let Nem Chand pay for 
the balcony tickets. As they entered the cinema hall, they were 
greeted by a room of  young men and women. The men all 
sported a Nehru Topi, which was the signature hat of  the 
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Prime Minister Jawahar Lal Nehru.  

“Mam Chand Ji, you were a freedom fighter, right?” 

“Yes sir. I was jailed alongside Lal Bahadur Shastri and Govind 
Ballabh Pant. Pfft, I gave a speech, and was imprisoned under 
the pretext of  insinuating violence. We all wore Nehru Topis 
in the Bareli jail,” he smiled.  

Back at the box office, Nitendra approached the box office 
with Shail Bala wrapped up modestly. Her sari was a nice pas-
tel green. 

“Jai Hind, Sahib. Two tickets for the 4:20 Vidya show.” 

“Jai Hind. Balcony or normal?” the teller asked. 

“Balcony.” 

“Here you go Sahib.”  

Nitendra and Shail Bala’s father, Hulas Rai Jain, was a prom-
inent lawyer in the city. He was known to be uptight, tradi-
tional, and honorable. His honesty made him an outlier in the 
corrupt legal scene of  newly independent India. He was well 
respected, and his family fortunes, from the long-gone Za-
mindari era when the family owned 800 villages, made balcony 
tickets a bearable expense for Nitendra.  

Nem Chand led the way to the balcony seats with Mam 
Chand. Once they sat down, Nem Chand observed the mod-
estly dressed girl, with her head covered. He winked to her 
brother, and Nitendra smirked back and nudged the dupatta, 
or shawl, off  her head.  

“Oy Mam Chand Ji, look,” Nem Chand said, while pointing to 
the girl, whose face could now be fully seen. 

“Wow. She has really pretty eyes. Really really pretty. She’s the 
purdah girl, right?” 

“Yes, she is. And she’s also going to be your bride.” 

Mam Chand took a moment to process this information. 

“What?” 

“Hah, I broke tradition for you, Mam Chand Ji. I let you see 
your wife before your wedding.” 

“How did you know she’d be here?” 

“I arranged this with her brother a while ago. Look over at 
him, do you remember?”  

Mam Chand looked over and looked at the man’s face. Ni-
tendra was some 6 inches taller than him and had stern and 
protective eyes – the same as his father, Hulas Rai.

August 1948 August 1948 

“Pranam, Mam Chand Ji, Nem Chand Ji” Hulas Rai said. He 
was puffing flavoured tobacco, while his wife, Sumitra Devi 
served tea.  

“Pranam Sahib,” Mam Chand said, while folding his hands in 
respect.  

“So, Mam Chand. Marriage has been proposed between your-
self  and my daughter Shail Bala. Tell me more about yourself.” 

“I just passed my physics examination from the University of  
Agra. I serve as a Congress Party member right now. I was a 
freedom fighter in the 1942 Quit India movement, where I was 
imprisoned due to my involvement. The validity of  this can be 
confirmed by Sri Lal Bahadur Shastri.” 

“Shastri Ji? Well, you are a man of  character. Tell me about 
your parents.” 

“My father is Sri Budh Singh Jain, and my mother is Srimati 
Jain Vati Jain. They are very devoted and religious people. My 
father is a clerk for a store in Muzaffarnagar.”  

“I see. Will you be able to provide for my daughter?” 

“I have the dedication to do so. In my current role in the Con-
gress Party, I will be able to take care of  your daughter.” 

“Good. What is your family’s Gotra? We’re Gargs.”  

“Singhal.” 

“Okay good. Now, you were born on May 2, 1923, right?”  

“Yes. That’s correct.” 

“Shail Bala was born on May 23, 1929. We had an astrologer match your charts. The alignments go together well. The 
Pandits said it would be best for you to be married in the month of  Phalguna. Particularly, February 18, 1949. Does that 
sound in order?” 

“It does.”  

“Then the match is to be made!”  

4:15 – Saharanpur4:15 – Saharanpur

“Mam Chand Ji, Vidya is a movie about a well-to-do woman who falls in love with a poorer man and pays for his edu-
cation.”  

“Hence, the name Vidya. Are you saying that this is what my story is like?”  

“Hah. Maybe. You’re both very intelligent. Nonetheless, both of  you are great people. I know this will go well.”  

“Well, at the very least, I know for damn sure she has beautiful eyes.”  

Mam Chand Jain (1923-2014) and Shail Bala Jain (1929-2016) were my maternal grandparents. They were married 
in my great-grandfather Hulas Rai Jain’s house on February 18th, 1949, in Saharanpur. In attendance were politicians 
from the Congress Party, of  which my grandfather was a member. My grandfather’s friend, Lal Bahadur Shastri, would 
later become the second Prime Minister of  India. This was the first recorded open-veiled wedding in North India. My 
grandparents had a happy marriage that spanned four continents and six decades.  

Interestingly, the reason the Marathi terms Aaii Ji and Bhai Ji were used is because my great-grandfather was a descendant 
of  Maratha nobility who ruled over the Saharanpur area in the 1700s. This story was told by my grandfather at any 
possible occasion. My grandfather always said he adored my grandmother’s dark brown eyes just as much as he loved her. 

Afternote
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A Walk Through Memory Lane
By Isabella Io

It’s 2022. Summer is approaching fast, and the afternoon is 
perfect. Wispy clouds overhead and a too-bright sun shining 
through the windows of the classrooms.  

School is over - over, as in the year is finished. 
Done. Finished. Today - the last day. You made 
it through the exams, the projects, the drama.  

It seems only a week ago, you were stepping 
in the school for the first time this year, equally 
excited to meet your friends again and 
apprehensive to confront the grueling school      
      work. You were introduced to the  
                  teachers, the classmates, the courses.  
  

According to one cross-cultural 
study, the American and Japanese 
concepts of warm and cold colours

As you make your way through the corridors 
of the school, you’re reminded of all the time 
you spent here. Here, after school, you and your 
friends planned trips to Fairview Mall. You stud-
ied on the bench. People played Clash Royale, 
laughing and chasing each other through the 
halls when someone lost.  

You pass by your grade’s Common Area. You 
used to spend tons of time here on your Sur-
face, typing away at your latest assignment or 
doing your HOSA test.  

The classrooms too. Each one you walk past is 
a memory. English, where you all laughed to-
gether at Shakespeare using ‘saucy boy’ as an 
insult. Functions, where Dug the caveman of 
math made a constant reappearance. Science, 
where you had to listen to bad rapping about 
physical and chemical properties. Art and Mu-
sic and Drama, where you designed sculptures, 
learned new songs, improvised plays. Geogra-
phy, History. Law, Politics, Business. You learned 
about the world, the past and the present and 
how you might use that knowledge to make a 
future. Gym, where you played 
soccer and badminton and 

The months passed by in a blur, 
though at the time it seemed 
every moment was an eternity. 
You went to parties. Attended ro-
botics practices. Had late nights. 
Selected courses. 
Applied for universities and 
colleges. Laughed and cried. You 
made so many memories, experi-
enced so many things.   

You pack your bags, taking with 
you the clutter that accumulated 
in your locker: scrawled to-do lists 
on sheets of paper towel, worn-
out erasers, your dress shoes. You 
stuff your lock in your backpack 
too. No need for that anymore. 
From here on out, your locker isn’t 
even your locker anymore. It’s for 
the next student that walks these 
halls.  

every sport quite lit-
erally under the sun 
and learned about 
health and the 
human body. 

You drop by the Learning Commons to 
deposit the last of your borrowed books. 
Maybe you spent hours here just brows-
ing, looking for the next book to take home. 
Maybe you just came here to sit down, 
study for a while and get some peace and 
quiet.  

Opposite you is the dining hall. You got 
your lunch from here every day, horribly 
privy to the struggle of choosing whether 
to get pizza or mac-n-cheese. You’d buy a 
muffin or a cup of fruit as a morning snack. 
Maybe you attended semi-formal here. 
You screamed Dua Lipa lyrics at the top of 
your lungs along with everyone else.  

Down another hall is the Theatre. There, 
you attended assembly every Thursday. 
You had Coffeehouse there and watched 
people perform – sing, play instruments, 
draw. You saw your classmates and friends 
transform into completely different people 
as they stepped onto the stage. Maybe 
you took Music as an elective and per-
formed with your band here.  

So many places. So many memories. As 
you walk through the bustling hallways, 
full of people not yet ready to leave, you 
remember once again that this is your fi-
nal day.  

You head through the back doors of the 
school, earbuds in and backpack slung 
over your shoulder. As they swing shut 
behind you, you’re hit with a wave of nos-
talgia.  

Maybe you’ll be coming back here next 
year, or you might never see this place 
again - you might be graduating or mov-
ing somewhere else.  But the memories 
will remain with you forever, reminding 
you of the year you spent at Bayview Glen 
that shaped your life in so many ways.  

It’s 2022. Summer is approaching fast, 
and the afternoon is perfect. Wispy clouds 
are overhead and a too-bright sun shines 
in the sky as you make your way out of 
the school, sparing one last glance for the 
place that this year, to you, was like a 
second home.



The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-2226 The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-22 27

Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior est quam barba phys- icae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum 
dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit adum- bratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina an-
tiquus. Susurro antichristus est. Christus est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua glo- ria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et 
obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, 
gloria civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susurro antichristus est. Christus 
est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix om- nis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus 
potentior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et om- nia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria 
civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina an- tiquus. Susurro antichristus est. Christus 
est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix om- nis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus 
potentior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, 
gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susur- ro antichristus est. Christus est. consummationem 
dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior est quam barba physicae 
doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit 
adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susurro antichristus est. Christus est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam 
nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus poten- tior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. 
Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori as- ymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus 
est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susurro antichristus est. Christus est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. 
Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia 
valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susurro antichristus 
est. Christus est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior 
est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori asymptotis, morum 
intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. Auctor, Deus, omnia nomina antiquus. Susurro anti- christus est. Christus est. consummationem dierum faciet. ipse nos liberabit. susurro 
ruinam nostram et salus nostra. Antiqua gloria est, amor est. Ipse est radix omnis bonitatis, et obedies ei. Antiquus plus potentior est quam barba physicae doctoris, quia antiquus in re ens potentissimus est. 
Inclina iussa eius, ego pullum dino glebae amo, et omnia valebunt. Gloria priscis uni, gloria civicae, gloria factori as- ymptotis, morum intercipit adumbratio. Antiquum lauda, quia ipse vitae tuae reus est. 

The Beginning 

of the End

8the WHISPERER 

“Somebody please stop him, he has made 8 copies 
of this garbage series. He can’t keep doing this.”

-the editor I kidnapped

T
he functionator threw me so far 

forward that I felt like I was fly-

ing through the air. Then I saw the 

ground racing towards me. I pulled my 

arms in and braced for the impact of body 

hitting the ground. Then, with a sound as 

loud as a pindrop, I hit the floor. Wait, 

that didn’t hurt at all, I thought. Then I 

looked up and realized the functionator 

had only tossed me about two meters for-

ward and two meters down. Well the good 

news is I’m still alive, but the bad news 

is I am still very close to the function-

ator. I looked up and stared directly into 

his blood red eyes and he growled. Just 

then I knew what I had to do. I used my big 

math brain (and some mental math talents 

I had stolen on my trip to the Math King-

dom) and began to do the cross product of 

two scalars in my head. This is an impos-

sible task. Doing something like this in 

a 0.4815162342 km radius of a function-

ator or any math entity will cause them 

to implode. The functionators eyes wid-

ened in fear as he realized what I was do-

ing, but before he could do anything to 

stop me, he imploded. 

While the 

ring of teachers stared at 

where the functionator once was in 

shock, I managed to get away from 

them. I ran to the sinkhole and into 

Raton’s tunnels. I must have run for 

picometers before I saw her. Stand-

ing just at the end of one of the 

tunnels was the most beautiful ob-

ject I had ever seen in my life. Her 

long white ropey hair shimmered 

in the light coming from the top of 

the sinkhole. Her wooden handle 

stood tall, as gorgeous as ever. It 

was my once-girlfriend, the mop. She 

stopped when she saw me too and the 

places where her eyes would be if she 

had any stared back at me. Her not-

eyes sparkled as thought they were 

filled with millions of stars. What 

came next was the most perfect and 

romantic moment of my entire life:

“DO YOU WANT TO GET BACK TOGETH-

ER?” She screeched from the end of 

the tunnel.

“YEAH!” I screamed back, “But I’m 

on the run right now, so I got to go. 

Talk to you later!”

And I took off down another tunnel. 

I ran down this tunnel until I came 

across the secret door into Mr. Fed-

erico’s office that Raton had shown 

me years before. I was just about to 

close the door when I noticed some-

thing out of the corner of my eye. Mr. Fed-

erico’s bagpipes were sitting just a few 

feet from the outside of the door. Being 

as quiet as I possibly could, I reached my 

hand out of the crack in the door, grabbed 

the bagpipes, pulled them back in, and 

then shut the door behind me. It is ru-

moured that Mr. Federico’s bagpipes con-

tain special powers which would unleash 

whenever someone played them. I wanted 

to find out if this was true, so I picked 

up the bagpipesn and began to play. As 

I played, light began to pour out of the 

bagpipes. I stopped playing in shock, but 

the light still came out. It began to sur-

round me and until all I could see was 

the bagpipes and blinding white light. 

Then, in a blink of an eye, the light dis-

appeared, and my vision began to readjust 

to my surroundings. I looked around and 

realized that I was no longer in the tun-

nels. I was in a huge cave. Right in front 

of me was a sign that read: “Welcome to 

the secret room between the music prac-

tice rooms!” Another sign nailed un-

der it said “claimed in the name of 

the English league.” And then it 

hit me. I was in the English 

League Headquarters. 

Looking around i could 

only see pictures of fa-

mous writers shake-

speare, dickens, moto mad-

agascar 2. And the floor was 

covered with pencils and 

ear pods. “Of course the 

things that go missing it 

is all here”. Looking in the 

distance i could see a light 

radiating from the center. It 

was like shrodingers dog made 

of anti-up quarks so it cant die. 

Walking towards the cunch of all 

blow my feet was defining, tests 

unmarked, surface pens, the odd 

jacket. But in the center is saw 

what i feared. There was raton all 

tied up with a blindfold on his face. Ra-

ton i yelled as i ran up to him his toes 

sweating as i untied him “ whispers 

is that you” said raton “i always knew 

you would come, they did horrible 

things they made me take notes from 

speed up crash course on the 5 funny 

contries and feed me dino nuggets, but 

i am ok”. Why raton why would they do 

this.” Well there something i have not 

told you whispy, i am the grand son of 

the anchent one. “ my head was spin-

ning this was it. I knew about the an-

chen one. The master mind, the leader 

of the teachers, the awnser to all my 

crazy conpiracies. But then a thick 

sacilian acsent came from behind me 

“why you break our omerta”. Turning 

around i looked and saw the outline 

of a man the head of the sico food. You 

i saw what are you doing here “ i was 

here to offer you a deal you cant re-

fuse” he said with a small smile like a 

cow. “No matter what you say the peo-

ple need the truth(no they dont-edi-

tor)”. Well then you give me no choice 

:теперь товарищи коммунизм ферма 
животных” then with out a warning 

raton stratened up. He took off his 

shirt and jumped on a bear.” No 

what did you do to him” i said  

with tears in my eyes. “You 

mean what did we do to him 

said a voice in the back turn-

ing around i saw three figures 

in a shadow out line as to make a epic 

entrance. “We are the allies” speacmed 

a voice looking i saw three teachers 

come out [who will remain namless be-

cause i did not have to ask their per-

mition so just prtend]. We the loyals 

who serve with all our might and doc-

ument the anchent one as the social 

studeis teachers as the social studies 

ally powers. And using our power of 

1960’s slang taught to us we have uses 

the power of communest to turn raton 

into a sleeper agent for the glorius 

mother land’. No i screamed commune-

sium is bad “that is what you 



The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-2228 The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-22 29

think but the ussr was the main force int 

the eastern front against bad germany in 

ww3” or at least will be with our newest 

forces. And no one will be able to stop us

“Is that a gramatical error i smell” said 

a voice from behind me .(go to the theme of 

go go power rangers)

Go go english teachers

Go go english teachers

I mr clark with the powers of a vam-

pire

I ms fenili with the powers of a which

I ms konstantinidis with the pow-

ers of a ghost

And i mr sylvester with the 

powers of a god bestowed on by 

a squonk

We are: the english teature 

league

And I mr gray with the pow-

ers of not appearing in this 

article(garbage one might 

say-editor i kidnaped). 

What are you doing in 

our turf”said one of the 

teachers “ is learning 

dates boring yet” “ i will 

have you know history is 

not facts and dates it is un-

derstanding the key cultures 

and friends to get a wider un-

derstantin of a aspect of the 

ancient one” yea well how will 

you feel when we bring in the 

anchent one most vile enemy 

the whisperer instead of you” 

yea well that is not going to happen like 

how because you guys are like during the 

gilded age looking alright but not cool 

under” oh yea you are like tibalt and we 

are like romeo” then raton looked whide 

eye opened “ romeo two 0 like in 100 
товарищи коммунизм ферма животных. 

He then launched him self at one of 

the english teachers. Then the hurley 

burly began pencils fling every were 

gourd carvings in the air all i could 

head was english grammar checks bit-

ing scratching andтоварищи коммунизмв 

ферма животных. Then ducking down 

as mr syvester took out social stud-

ies teacher one. I grabbed a air pod. 

And crunched it  ah taking out i found 

a vile of green liquid after all air 

pods are made by lizard 1%ers who are 

collecting our sweat to clone us and 

replace us with intact look alikes. 

Drinking it i felt a tingle. Feeling 

my arms grow ston i looked at huself 

in the mirioor as the fighting went 

on behind me. I was growing becoming 

yellow and soon i feel the urge to say 

i am the builk. But feeling spared i 

can through the wall and the next and 

the next and the next till finally i 

was away reading the label in te en-

glish verstian.

Well with that i discarded the bot-

tle and went on my way. Then i notices 

something was off. There were 4 doors 

instead of three that meant that is 

have taking two men to move them. And 

assuming that those men were brother 

that would be 4^2^2=256. Then taking 

the mber of bumpts on my head which 

the doctor says i sould get checked 

out is 48. That give me  208 which is 

roughly the atomic mass of polonium 

then taking 208 and adding all the 

digits we get ten but according to the 

matefichi principle we have to get 8 

for plot to be right. That is the atom-

ic mass of oxygen then but then taking 

the old number and multiplying it to 

the original number of doors we get 

phosphorus this spells out the finals 

answer:poop. So i said “ah miss fami-

li i have got you” drats said 

m i s s fenili as she col-

lapsed how 

did you 

s o l v e 

it “ 

w i n -

dow ar-

chitec-

t u r e 

i 
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answered back. But then she disappeared 

in a could of goat named jeff but instead 

of me saying in the same palace i disap-

peared aswell.

The cloud of goats named Jeff slowly 

whirled in the air above Ms. Fenili’s fad-

ing form, a wheel of pale ghosts. I looked 

down into the dying English teacher’s 

eyes as the goats disintegrated in the 

wind, and I saw not anger, but regret. 

“All this time, you were fighting on your 

own,” Ms. Fenili said, coughing with the 

effort. 

“What?” Ms. Fenili was part of Meighen; 

Meighen was the enemy. “Not all teachers,” 

she said, “are part of Meighen.” I drew 

back in surprise. “The English League was 

blinded, by its prejudices & pride (that a 

book). We tried to stop you. But we never 

could have realized… we were fighting 

for the same side.”

I opened my mouth and closed it, then 

tried again, but I couldn’t form words, I 

didn’t know what to say. The shock of this 

revelation was too much. “The English 

League and the Math Kingdom are against 

Meighen.” Ms. Fenili closed her eyes gen-

tly, and breathed out with effort. Her last 

words were barely more than a whisper.

 “They are our last hope.”

I stared down at her, my newfound ally 

who had just left me, and then tore my gaze 

away to the door at the far end of the wall. 

I would find a way to honour her sacri-

fice later. For now, I had a job to finish. 

I strode towards the door, put my hand on 

the knob, and touched Geraldo the rock in 

my pocket. “For Ms. Fenili,” I whispered. 

“Down with Meighen.” I opened the door.

I found myself before a large desk; be-

hind it was a high-backed chair with its 

back to me. The wall behind it was en-

tirely made of glass, and through it I 

could see a full moon hanging over a grey 

wasteland, a rocky plain pockmarked with 

craters and covered in the carcasses of 

torn-apart war machines.

“Welcome,” a familiar voice said. “We’ve 

been expecting you.” From beside the 

chair, a powerful presence filled 

the air, and Ms. Dybala, the Prin-

cess of Alaskan Cheese materialized. 

She grinned with the satisfaction 

of a cat having trapped a mouse. “I 

am God,” another voice said, and Mr. 

Winson’s Beard appeared on the other 

side of the chair, floating at shoul-

der height. Two of the most powerful 

deities in the same room, both work-

ing for Meighen apparently, but a more 

powerful presence still came from be-

hind that chair. Could it be—

“Yes, it is true,” a chorus of voices 

said from behind the chair. “I am the 

One you have been searching for.” My 

stomach dropped to my feet and I felt 

myself grow unsteady.

“I am the Ancient One.”

The chair spun around. Darkness 

bloomed out of the fabric, then a neb-

ulous cloud of will and godliness and 

I saw the universe in its true form and 

then He was a vast architecture of in-

telligence spanning aeons and uni-

verses, and a floating ring of burning 

eyes, and until finally, all the forms 

converged into one and with a thun-

dercrack, I saw sitting before me the 

Ancient One in his human form.

And it was none other than Mr. Chap-

man.

He laughed. “Weren’t expecting me, 

were you?” Before I could even begin 

to form thoughts, he waved a hand dis-

missively and said, “Let me explain.”

“I have existed before time. I do not 

exist in the same state that you do. I 

am a principle of the universe as in-

evitable and formless as the primes. I 

created the universe because I thought 

it would be a good topic to talk about 

in future history classes one day, and 

I also created everything in it. Ev-

ery rumour is true. Everything you’ve 

heard is true. I am immortal. There 

is no end for me. There is no end for 

Meighen. You will not batter yourself 



The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-2230 The Writer’s Block |  June Issue 2021-22 31

against the inevitability of fate. You 

will give up eventually.”

And then, after all these years of 

searching for justice, I felt some-

thing in my heart unlock, and a great 

weight floated out of my chest. I was 

done searching, I had found justice: Mr. 

Chapman was justice.

“Why Meighen, you ask? The Hous-

es were originally named after Prime 

Ministers of Canada. In 1920, I crys-

tallized the soul of Arthur Meighen, 

the 9th Prime Minister, and passed him 

down as the blessing of command, and 

whoever held the soul of Meighen would 

rule over the other Houses until they 

died and passed on the soul.

“But one day, the Houses became defi-

ant, so I assumed the soul of Meighen 

myself, and I ruled directly over BVG. 

After years of peace and stability, I 

grew weary of this mortal plane and 

retired, but since I could not die, I 

took the Meighen soul with me. Meighen 

was left without a leader. The Houses 

were in a dangerous state of instabili-

ty. Each wanted to rule for themselves, 

and Meighen’s grip was slipping. After 

years in retirement, I have decided to 

return to my rightful position, and no 

one will stop me.”

My heart was opened now, I loved Mr. 

Chapman. Meighen was at its ascendan-

cy and I was blessed to witness it. The 

Princess of Alaskan Cheese and Mr. Win-

son’s Beard turned to Mr. Chapman, who 

nodded.

“We are ready to begin the assault—”

An explosion shook the room. Mr. 

Chapman’s powers must have wavered, 

because for an instant, I felt my san-

ity return. The gods, having forgotten 

me for a moment, were staring intently 

out the window at the once-dead bat-

tlefield, now come alive. Eight mil-

lion tanks rolled towards us, painted 

in red, green, purple, and blue, like 

the waters of a broken floodgate. Lum-

bering over the horizon, a monstru-

ous Function stomped its way across 

the battlefield, and from a saddle at 

the top, I could hear a distant voice 

scream, “PREPARE THE FUNCTION!”

“Beard, to the roof—Princess, to the 

east battlement, I’ll hold the middle!” 

Mr. Chapman barked, then spun back to 

me. He raised his hand, but then I felt 

something scrape the insides of my 

pocket. I looked down, and saw Geral-

do shaking. And then I remembered: it 

was Monday, February 25th on the 385th 

leap year of the century—and it was a 

full moon.

Geraldo trembled once. Then again. 

And then an explosion of tenta-

cles blast forth from the rock, and he 

screeched like broken glass and threw 

himself onto Mr. Chapman’s face.

I spun and ran towards the exit, my 

feet pounding on the hard floor, and 

dove through the doorway which was 

now glowing red. I tumbled into a night 

sky and felt my body flying through 

the air, stars rushing past me. The 

sounds of the battle faded, and I rushed 

through the sky, until it spat me out 

from the Ancient One’s realm and onto a 

cliff facing an endless ocean.

I collapsed onto my knees, gasping 

for breath, and looked around. Nothing 

but dark skies and water, and Geraldo 

was nowhere to be seen. I felt immense-

ly grateful for his sacrifice, and then 

remembered Ms. Fenili’s. And Raton’s. 

And everyone who had ever gone against 

Meighen. Now that I knew what I was up 

to, my desire to succeed was stronger. 

Lady Margaret thatcher the goddess of 

punctuation’s words came back to me: 

“Do you have what it takes to shoulder 

the weight on your soul?” I stood up 

slowly, with effort, but I stood all the 

same. I looked out over the ocean and 

vowed to succeed. I was now the axis 

upon which the world turned.
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