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Note
theeditor’s

I can hardly 
believe this 
is the third 

year of The 
Writer’s Block. 
I can recall our 
very first meet-

ing as if it were only last night’s dream: 
five unfamiliar faces filling up the screen, 
introducing ourselves and our interests, 
eager to be part of the first student news-
paper at Bayview Glen. 

So much has changed since then. The 
idea of holding our meetings online feels 
almost preposterous, our format has un-
dergone two major revamps, and  many 
of our longstanding contributors have 
graduated. Yet, despite all these chang-
es, the ideas and goals that make up the 
heart of The Writer’s Block have re-
mained the same. 

In the very first issue of the Writer’s 
Block, then editor-in-chief Emiko Wi-

jeysundera put forth the mission state-
ment that still rings true today:

  

Two years later, that dream continues 
to be fulfilled. Over the years, I have 
watched the student newspaper grow 
from a small band of five to an editorial 
team of over a dozen writers, editors, and 
designers. I’ve seen two major redesigns, 
two changes of leadership, countless 
members coming in and out our doors, 
but the heart of our community remains 
unchanged. The Writer’s Block is a place 
for students to share their thoughts, fears, 
and dreams; their ideas and their stories; 
their perspectives and their visions. 

If you scroll through all our issues, 

 “To encourage students 
to celebrate the imper-
fect draft and unite over 
a shared love for words.” 

from the start of the pandemic till now, 
you’ll find them a tapestry of sorts, that 
wonderfully and poignantly reflects the 
Upper School experience over the past 
two years. Revisiting early articles feels 
like discovering time capsules long for-
gotten—there are articles on cohorts, 
April Break, and the re-opening of the 
rock-climbing wall. There are pieces 
on the renaming of our houses, and the 
first rollout of the COVID-19 vaccine. 
There are reflections on COP26, the 
appearance of the Omicron variant, and 
the resurgence of the play and robotics. 

This year will add another chapter to 
the Upper School Story, one that will 
be faithfully recorded and preserved in 
our tapestry. This issue is the first of that 
chronicle, one that will hopefully hold 
brighter times than the previous one. 

Gratitude is due to Mr. Sylvester for 
his continued support throughout the 
years, Ms. Young, our new marketing 

and social media coordinator, Michael 
Gee and Maya Freedman, our co-heads 
of graphics, and our team of writers, ed-
itors, and designers who continue to up-
hold the vision that is The Writer’s Block. 
I have no doubt that this year will be ex-
ceptional, as will all the years to come.

Sincerely,

Constantine Vrachas Matthaios
Editor-in-chief

Want to contribute to the Writer’s Block? 
Write a letter to the editor, addressed to 
cmatthaios@bayviewglen.ca

cont’
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How to take care of a hamster 
By Matthew Chuter

When an individual enters their local pet store, they are greeted 
with many possible animals to purchase. One could buy a fish, 
a bird, a guinea pig, a cat, or a hamster.

To begin, let’s breakdown what you 
need. 
The first thing is a home. At PetSmart 
you will be greeted with bar cages. 
These are not suitable for a hamster 
for a multitude of reasons. The first is 
size. The guidelines recommended by 
the California Hamster Association and 
the Ontario Hamster Club detail an 
ideal hamster home being at least 450 
square inches. Note that this is the min-
imum; bigger is always better. Where do 
you find a hamster home bigger than 
450 square inches? Well, one option is 
to make a bin cage. At your local Cana-
dian Tire, you can purchase a  bin. This 
type of bin is about 488 square inches.  
Once you purchase your bin you cut an 
opening on the lid to make room for the 
12-inch wheel.

Syrian hamsters require a bigger wheel, roughly 10-12 inches wide. Dwarf and Chinese 
Hamsters require a minimum of 8 inches wide, but again, bigger is always better. Make 
sure the wheel can fit in the cage too! The last things is to ensure the wheel has a solid 
bottom, because mesh wheels can cause cuts on the hamster’s leg.
 
The next thing to think about is food. Similar to humans, a balanced and healthy diet is 
crucial for hamsters. At PetSmart, many of the options consist of pellets. The thing to re-
member with pellets is that while they’re edible, it’s almost like eating oatmeal every day—
it gets quite boring. I’ve found the F.M Brown Natural Tropical Carnival Mix to be a good 
solution. Other foods like carrots, blueberries, strawberries are also great too, but make 
sure these are used in moderation as they contain lots of sugar. 

Overall, while all these guidelines and recommendations seem complicated, these mea-
sures ensure the proper care of hamster, something which is sadly neglected in society. 
Hope this helps! 

Purchasing a hamster, can be done quite easily. However, the purchase of necessary  
paraphernalia such as a home, food, a water bottle, bedding, etc is required. The op-
tions provided at stores like PetSmart and Pet-Valu are not always good options for a 
hamster. In fact, hamster needs a lot more things to be happy. Today I’m going to be 
breaking down how to take care of a hamster, and what’s the best equipment, food, 
and products available in North America. 

Next up is the bedding. The  only 
bedding suitable for hamsters 
is paper and/or aspen. Pine 
bedding is too hard and con-
tains dust which is damaging to 
hamsters. While cotton bedding 
can hurt your hamster’s leg as 
it can get caught and not allow 
for burrows.  

The next thing you’ll need is the 
most popular thing people think 
of when considering buying 
a hamster:  a wheel. One size 
does not fit all when it comes to 
wheels, which wheel you need 
depends on the type of hamster. 

The Writ
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By Naomi Low

Dear reaDer: all events, characters, and 
settings mentioned are a work of  fiction. The      
author of  this short story does not condone tres-
passing or stealing. 

I wrote this short story in a highly hyper-focused 
state that made me forget to eat. I hope it’s in        
English. Enjoy.

One of  the biggest regrets of  my life was becoming a 
student of  the Stradivarius Academy at The Royal Con-
servatory of  Music. Perhaps one of  my biggest regrets 
was studying classical music at all. There are not many 
moments I remember from when I was a musician, save 
for the ones that have permanently ingrained themselves 
in my mind as truly traumatic or notoriously dull. And as 
far as memories go, the only one worth remembering from 
my time studying at the Conservatory was on an unre-
markable Friday night during December, one week before 
my fifteenth birthday. Nonetheless, considering my regret 
at joining the Stradivarius Academy many years ago, the 
night I am about to tell you about is one I do not re-
gret. And sometimes, to console myself  when I am feeling 
emotional, I tell myself  that maybe all the bad memories 
from the Academy were what led me to this pivotal eve-
ning that changed my life—and perhaps myself—forever.

 The Stradivarius Academy was an exclusive, pri-
vate, and pretentious music academy for advanced young 
performers in the performing arts. It was an intimate soci-
ety beyond the average public music conservatory Toronto 
offered; how I managed to slip past the grueling audition 
process is beyond me. (Except for when I took creative 
liberties with my answer when the panel asked me how 
much time I devoted to practice every day). I believe we 
are all artists in some way. And I was not a classical artist 
by any means: I was a linguistic artist (and still consider 
myself  to be one). Some people define this as lying.

 Yet, I was under immense pressure from my 
family to pursue performance among the elites, like many 
of  my kin had successfully done as teenagers. Ultimately 
when I was faced with peer or familial pressure, I caved 
almost instantly.

 Against my better interest, I was accepted into 
the Stradivarius Academy four weeks after my audition, 
and soon enough, I had six weekend classes on top of  
homework at my local high school. Suddenly, a glamorous 
spot in a highfalutin music society was not as alluring as I 
had thought.

 Regardless, I kept on in the academy for two 
more years. Concerts, rehearsals, classes, and evaluations 
passed by in a blur, and I had made principal chair cellist 
in my orchestra, aced my harmony final, and barely passed 
my conducting elective. I had been a model student, earn-
ing pats on the back from my teachers and respectful nods 
from my peers in the hallways . Yet, I was unhappy in the 
academy and had been considering leaving for the past six 
months. 

 It was a cold December evening when my dreary 
existence at the Academy changed. A  distant ambulance 
siren shook me from my thoughts, and I realized I had 
been standing in the cold weather in central downtown 
for fifteen minutes. I had gone out to get some air before 
the final Winter Showcase Concert and, like other familiar 
times, had gotten lost in deep thought. 

A glance at my watch showed the time, 9:32 PM. The con-
cert would start in eight minutes. Puffing warm air into 
my hands, I headed up the cobble steps into Mazzoleni 
Hall, where my orchestra was performing. Moments later, 
the music of  Haydn, Mahler, and Sibelius filled the hall 
in a forty-five-minute program and, after, an eruption of  
applause. As the audience slowly trickled out of  the room, 
the musicians packed their instruments and headed off  
to the reception. Tonight was our last concert of  the year, 
and then we were off  until Mid-January. Looking around 
the concert hall, I was unsure why I felt like I was saying 
goodbye. It would be only two weeks, and then I would 
be back practicing away in a cramped studio, I thought. 

 Packing up my things, I headed down to my 
locker to put my music and instrument away when rushed 
footsteps came up from behind, and a hand landed on my 
shoulder.

“Ella, been looking all over for you,” 

 Adriel’s breathless voice came from behind me. 
A six-foot-tall lanky teenager with long unruly brown hair 
that fell down his face in loose curls, he had been a vio-
linist in my quartet for over a year and was probably my 
closest friend in the academy. I turned around, and five  
other figures behind Adriel slowed to a jog before us; Tif-
fany, David, Henry, Merdeka, and Ophir reached us, out 
of  breath, looking like they had just run from the cops.

 Confused yet surprised, I gestured to the breath-
less people before me, “What’s all of  this about?”

 Merdeka was the first to catch her shaky breath. 
“Henry stole them.”

 I was about to ask what she was referring to until 
Henry fished his hand into his pocket and pulled out a set 
of  golden keys, jingling them with a mischievous twinkle 
in his eyes. I nearly dropped my music.

 The first year I studied in the academy, Henry 
and I had been sitting in musicianship together, listening 
to a droning lecture, when out of  the blue, he had leaned 
over and pointed out to me that each teacher carried their 
own set of  keys. 

 
While this may have been something any other person 
would have easily noticed, he went on to tell me that there 
was only one set of  keys that opened Koerner Hall, the 
largest concert hall in the Royal Conservatory—and also 
the only one with a three-million-dollar Steinway piano. 
The Dean carried these keys around on his person every 
day or placed them in his office desk when he was not 
working. Usually, I would choose not to believe Henry, 
but for various reasons, he has spent the most time in 
Dean Sherman’s office among all my other friends.

 Instantly getting a bad feeling about this, I was 
ready to object. “How did you even-”
 
 Tiffany cut me off. “Cate got Dean Sherman 
super wasted at the reception, and he didn’t even notice 
when Henry slipped his keys and replaced them with the 
janitor’s set.”

 “Yeah, he’s out for the night,” added Ophir. 

 Dean Sherman was not a drinker. We had only 
seen him touch alcohol once after our first-year gradua-
tion, unlike our other professors who drank profusely any 
chance they got. After only a few flutes of  champagne, the 
Dean had drunkenly slurred his words and could barely 
make it to his office.

 “Are we actually considering doing this?” 
David asked, looking apprehensive.

 “It’s a little too late for considering, David. We 
already have Dean Sherman’s Keys! What are we going to 
do? Say we found them on the floor and give them back? 
He’d expel you on the spot.”

 “Thanks for your input, Merdeka. I don’t re-
member asking you.”
 

 A blanket of  uncomfortable silence 
 shifted over the group. 

 “We already have the keys.” I recognized the ca-
dence of  my voice but not the person behind it when the 
words fell out of  my mouth. 
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A few seconds passed until Ophir cut the silence.
 

“Screw it, we’re doing this.” 
 
 That was all the confirmation we needed to run 
to the nearest stairwell and head for Koerner Hall. We 
flew up the stairs, and laughter filled the echoing stairwell, 
as well as a few muttered curses when we tripped over our 
footing. Nevertheless, it was the best sort of  music I had 
heard that night. 

 Adriel had reached the entrance to Koerner first, 
with Tiffany and Ophir following close behind, and sec-
onds later came the rest of  us, giddy and winded, as we 
pushed open the door to the vast tiled lobby that led to 
the hall. We walked out into the empty, quiet space, paus-
ing for a moment. The only lumination in the lobby was 
the glow of  streetlights from the glass windows, reflecting 
off  them like stained glass. Merdeka looked at me disbe-
lievingly, like she did not believe any of  this was real and 
we were all in a dream that would end soon. A shared 
laugh between the both of  us confirmed how absurd the 
whole situation was. Music from the reception far across 
the Conservatory drifted over the lobby, reminding us we 
did not have much time if  we wanted to sneak into Koern-
er.

 Not before long, the reception would come to 
a diminished halt. Families would head home, polite, 
subdued conversations once filling the air in a dull roar 
would dissolve into silence, bodies would trickle out of  
the Conservatory, and Dean Sherman would be heading 
back up to his study, feeling blindly for his keys. And then 
he would realize in sobering alarm that the set of  keys in 
his pocket would not open his office door. It would not 
take him long to connect the dots.

 Breaking from the momentary pause, we picked 
up our speed and ran through the empty lobby, leading 
to a long hardwood floored corridor, creaking with our 
every step. The moment was a sort of  poetry on its own, 
running through an old building an hour to midnight, all 
of  us drunk on adrenaline, exhilarated, knowing we could 
get caught at any point. Yet we ran; Adriel grasped for my 
hand, and I reached for Merdeka’s. Hand in hand, we were 
faster than light.

 In minutes, we reached the main doors to Koern-
er Hall, huddling around the door. Henry pulled the key 
set from his pocket, knelt to the first keyhole, and sifted 
through the assortment of  brass and gold.

 “There’s gotta be twenty keys on that thing,” 
groaned David.
 
 “Would you shut up, please? I’ve seen Sherman 
unlock this thing three times. I know which key he uses. I 
just need to find it,” Henry said. 

 Anticipating silence filled the air. The only 
sounds were our heaving breaths and the jingle of  keys. 
Henry tried two keys, one too big and one not big enough 
. Muttering a curse under his breath, it was not until a few 
minutes later that Henry had found the right key, slid it 
in smoothly, unlocking the tall wooden door with a click. 
The creak of  the door filled the air as Henry got up from 
his knees, grabbed the handle, and pushed the door open.

 “Ella, catch.”
 
 Henry threw the keys to me. On reflex, I caught 
them and shoved them in my pocket, reminding myself  to 
give them back to Henry when we left. 
 
 A gust of  warm air smelling of  wood, rosin, and 
leather hit us as the door opened, and we were momen-
tarily stunned into a speechless silence. I don’t remember 
how long the seven of  us stood in the doorway, feeling 
the vastness of  the empty hall. At some point, I heard 
somebody move  to the booth at the back of  the theater to 
fumble for a light switch. The lights came on one by one, 
from the sides of  the theater, to the upper row sections 
from the top floor, and last—the main stage lights.
 

 “Oh my God.”

 In front of  us were hundreds of  rows of  au-
burn-back chairs leading down to a grand stage fit for an 
entire symphonic orchestra. In the center of  it all, perhaps 
the Conservatory’s most valuable asset, sat the Steinway.

 Wood and sleek black stone walls melded togeth-
er on the upper level of  the theater while rippled wood 
beams crossed the ceiling and dipped into the furthest 
wall behind the stage. One by one, we descended from the 
walkways between the chairs, making our way to the stage 
and taking in the massive space around us. Finally, my feet 
brought me up the stage’s stairs and slowly towards the 
Steinway. At that moment, everything else, and everyone 
else, faded away.

It was surreal seeing the piano
in person. 

 My hands acted on their own accord; it felt like 
a crime to open the lid, see the ivory white and onyx keys 
covering the piano. Hundreds of  music protégés will work 
their entire life to do what I am doing right now, to touch 
a tangible milestone of  success like this piano. Fundamen-
tally, there was nothing different about this piano than the 
many filling the practice studios and classrooms in the 
concourse. Thirty-six black keys and fifty-two white keys. 
C, D, E, F, G, A, and B. The same seven notes and seven 
octaves as any other piano in the world. Yet, there was only 
one Steinway in Koerner hall.

 “One day, you’ll be on this stage.” 
 
 No, I won’t, I thought. I turned around to see 
Adriel watching as I ran my hands over the keys. 

 “Maybe someday,” I responded. But I knew more 
than ever at this moment that I’d never have the passion or 
drive like any of  my other friends to ever perform some-
where like Koerner. I had not even belonged on the Mazz-
oleni stage tonight. This stage was not for people like me, 
imposters in their field close to being discovered.

 Throughout my time at the academy, I learned 
two things; skill, to a certain degree, can be faked. Passion 
cannot. All my time in the academy, I had tried to avoid 
the fact that my career as a musician would ultimately go 
nowhere. I had no desire to play on a big stage in front of  
hundreds of  people. I had no desire to play an instrument 
at all, for that matter. I had just wasted the last two years 
of  my life pursuing a life not suited for me. 
 
 Letting out a long breath, I felt like a part of  me 
had died after being hit with my own reality. Music had 
been my entire life, and it would be hard to imagine one 
without it. 

 The buzz of  Tiffany’s phone brought me back 
from my thoughts, and all of  us huddled around her as 
she answered it. Her eyes widened seconds later as Cate’s 
staticky voice floated through the speaker, loud enough 
for all of  us to hear.

 “You guys better get out of  there, Sherman’s  
gone up to his office, and when he notices the switch, he’ll 
head straight for Koerner.”

 Tiffany immediately hung up at the sound of  
quick footsteps approaching the hall. Sharing alarmed 
glances, we headed towards the main doors to flee the 
scene. 
 
 We made it a couple of  rows up until Ophir 
whisper-shouted, 

 “Wait! Sherman will come through those doors 
and catch all of  us. Let’s go down to the musician’s exit 
through the stage.”

Not needing to be told twice, we sprinted to the side of  
the stage, quickly pushing open the heavy door and shut-
ting it behind us, but not before; out of  the corner of  my 
eye, 

 I caught a glimpse of  Dean 
 Sherman running through the 
 hall after us.
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“Damn, he saw us.”
“Go, go, go! Run,” Ophir shrieked. 

 We fleW DOWn the hallway under the Conser-
vatory, and not even seconds later, we heard the shout of  
Dean Sherman telling us to stop. My legs burned, and 
my breathing was quick and heavy. I had begun falling 
behind Ophir, and when I arrived at a fork in the hallways, 
I wasn’t sure which path she had taken. Where would she 
have gone? Hearing fast footsteps closing in behind me, I 
ran left on impulse and did not stop running until I hit an 
exit that emptied into the streets of  downtown Toronto. 
I ran down the sidewalk across the street and arrived at a 
nearby bus stop a minute later. I looked around wildly to 
check if  I had been followed, but it looked like my coast 
was clear. Catching my breath, I felt around in my pocket 
for my wallet for a bus fare but felt something else instead. 
Realizing what they were, I pulled them from my pocket, 
laughing incredulously—the keys. I had forgotten to give 
them back to Henry in the spur of  the moment. And it 
hit me that I was walking around with the key to a multi-
million-dollar asset. Overwhelmed by the reality of  it all, 
I mindlessly boarded the bus that came five minutes later 
with a pocket full of  keys and oh-so-many places to go.
 

 I dropped out of  The Stradivarius Academy the 
following morning, knowing my journey there had ended. 
Feeling lost in my new future, I realized a piece of  me died 
that night, like an ending to a cadence, but another was 
born, marking the start of  the first real chapter of  the rest 
of  my life.

 That was many years ago, and I would nev-
er come to see any of  my friends from the Conservato-
ry again. Yet, the strange process of  how certain people 
would eventually blur into strangers had never happened 
with any of  them. To me, they still seemed like a group of  
friends who I had seen only a matter of  days ago. 
 
 Sometimes it would happen in a crowded bar 
when a key of  a piano was accidentally pressed, or when 
I would hear a string of  a violin on the radio. Sometimes 
these small, unremarkable triggers allowed me to see frag-
ments of  their faces and our last night together within my 
memory.  After all these years, I can’t help but revisit this 
story again and again, because the people within it have 
stayed alive within me all this time.

 I wonder where they are now, if  they are happy, if  
they are healthy. I haven’t a doubt that they have returned 
to Koerner, only now with an audience to watch them as 
they live the dreams we once talked about many years ago 
as young teenagers.

 I will never forget them and what we did that 
night. Most of  all, I will never forget that it was them who 
gave me the keys that unlocked the doors to the rest of  my 
life.

Autumn leaves 
 

As the autumn winds come in with a flow, 

Leaves fall graciously and slow, 

Laying upon the mud, 

To form a blanket on the ground, 

Of hues of red, orange, and brown around, 

Happy to know that their work is well done, 

Now Glistening in the autumn sun. 

 

Then they soon wrinkle and dry up, 

To the heavy stomping of our shoes, 

Parents and children come to clean them up, 

Gathering them in big heavy paper bags, 

To signify that autumn has begun, 

By: Brianna Lovshin
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Lessons From
FAILURE

“ the worst picee of lit-

eratuesr I have read in 

my entire life ”

-the Whisperer

As editor-in-chief of the student newspaper, it is my duty to ensure that the 
Writer’s Block is held to a high standard of quality. While I like to think that 
I accomplish this goal, one aspect of the publication evades me every month. 

Like a cockroach that always gets away, it is a persistent, malevolent nuisance: The 
Whisperer.

If you’ve been a loyal reader for the past year and a half, you’ve undoubtedly seen 
The Whisperer appear on the back page of every issue, despite my numerous attempts 
to cancel it. But even for those devoted analysts who’ve spent long hours struggling 
through the muddy grammar, indeterminate “plot,” and the terrible metaphors that 
make up this swamp-like monstrosity, exactly what The Whisperer is, is hard to de-
termine. 

So far, it seems The Whisperer is an addle-brained, frenzied hodge-podge of con-
spiracy, comedy, and short story, told from the perspective of the titular Whisperer. 
An outlandishly bizarre (if we are putting it mildly) detective, the Whisperer runs 
from calamity to calamity, drawing impossible conclusions from unfollowable logic, 
all in the pursuit of their goal of uncovering the truth.

If you’ve had the misfortune of actually reading The Whisperer, you may have suf-
fered the same side effects of extreme confusion, annoyance, and disgust that I must 
endure every month. Each article is an insult to the concept of literature.

By: Constantine Vrachas Matthaios

What is the Whisperer?

The Whisperer first splashed onto 
the pages of the Writer’s Block in May 
2021, with their provocatively titled 
debut, The Truth. It is in this first of 
(regrettably) many articles that they in-
troduce us to their search for the elusive 
Fifth House, Meighen. Some cursory re-
search shows that Meighen refers to Ar-
thur Meighen, a former Prime Minister 
of Canada, which makes sense, consid-
ering that at that time, our house names 
consisted of notable Canadian Prime 
Ministers. Why Meighen? I scoured 
Wikipedia, the Canadian Encyclope-
dia, and History.com, and still could 
not find a single noteworthy fact about 
Meighen. Like many crucial aspects of 
the Whisperer, it remains a mystery. 

If you by some miracle managed to 
get through the first article, the Whis-
perer tries to entice us into reading the 
promised sequel, employing a poor at-
tempt of a cliff-hanger, a set of coordi-
nates that appear to be our school’s lo-
cation, and the note “Special thanks to 
whichever writer left their front door 
open and their laptop unlocked. It has 
helped me tremendously in publishing 
the Truth.” 

The Whisperer then continued their 
campaign of misinformation with sev-
en more unauthorized installments:

2.  “The Sequel that Makes More 
Sense” (it did not)

3. “The Threequel that Makes Even 
More Sense” (it made less)

4. “The Whisperer 4ever After” (bla-
tant Shrek plagiarism)

5. “Whisperer 5: The Order of the 
Fasolada” (I’m not even going to begin 
to unpack this)

6. “Whisperer 6: Book of Beasts, Be-
ings of Bagic, and Bgods” (Awful at-
tempt at alliteration.)

7.  “Whisperer 7: The Shrek Sequel 
we deserved but never got” (I reluctant-
ly have to agree here.)

8. “Whisperer 8: The Beginning of 
the End.” (The only good one; because 
it promises an end.)

Each one is progressively worse than 
the last, and it seems that the Whisper-
er forgets key plot points in the hiatus 
between articles. For example, in Whis-
perer 7: The Shrek Sequel We Deserved 
But Never Got, the math teachers seem 
to support The Ancient One, ruler of 
Meighen, citing his return as “cause 

for celebration”, but in Whis-
perer 8: The Beginning of the End, Ms. 
Fenili claims that “the English 

League and the Math King-

dom are against Meighen.” It's 
almost as if the Whisperer intends to 
confuse us.

Origins



18 | The Writer’s Block The Writer’s Block | 19

Despite all the inconsistencies between 
issues, there are three common threads 
that unite the collective works of the 
Whisperer. 

Bad grammar & spelling. 
What follows is a typical para-

graph: 

“Then the hurley burly be-

gan pencils fling every were 

gourd carvings in the air all 

i could head was english gram-

mar checks biting scratching 

and Наполеон всегда прав. Then 

ducking down as mr syvester 

took out social studies teach-

er 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 collect-

ing our sweat to clone us and 

replace us with intact look 

alikes.”

I would like to remind the Whisper-
er, wherever you are, that you were the 
one who stated that “only a mad man 

would spell it wrong.” 

invalid and faulty logic. 
The Whisperer reveals their 

thought process every article, with wild 
conclusions built on false premises. To 
quote just one example: 

“As i walked down the hall i 

noticed that something was off. 

No the dust or the rocks but the 

batteries. I saw on the ceiling 

that there were great bouts of 

germans saying “patagonia”. 

But then as i calculated it did 

not make sense. Germany is one 

of four countries that sound 

funny. But 4 is not the amount 

of people that pass through 

this hall: it was 6. If there was 

only 4 that must mean that the 

dogs were 47 times as cute to-

day to distract the people. But 

to make this that means that jar 

jar binks had not photo bombed 

mr clark. This means that only 

9 shoes had been found today. 

Meaning that a tall thig must 

have scared them off. Mean-

ing… 'ah miss fenili i know 

you are there.'”

Inconsistent characters. 
The Whisperer has created a dis-

parate cast, including but not limited 
to, Mr. Winson’s Beard, mr. desLauriers, 
mr. deslauriers, and bubby mc berston 
the blubious of the blubywubynubybu-
bys of the bubenstine bu- berton beach 
basin in burbminastan.

analysis

1:

2:

3:

I believe this is enough to get the picture. I will not do the Whisperer the satisfac-
tion of quoting any more of their trash. If you are morbidly intrigued like I was, their 
articles are (illegally) published in the previous issues of the Writer’s Block on the 
BVG website. I strongly caution against reading them.

As this issue Of the Writer’s BlOck apprOaches puBlicatiOn, i Will Be scOuring 
the OneDrive folder that contains all our articles, searching for the Whisperer’s 

next article, in hopes of finally catching and stopping them once and for all. But as 
experience tells me, I don’t think things will be any different this time. 

takeaWays

So after all these months of repeated failure, even though it’s too 
late for me, there are lessons that can be learned from my story: 

Don’t read the Whisperer. Don’t 
let it break you.

(this article paid for by the writers of the Whisperer)

One:

Two:Don't read the Whisperer.

Three: Just don't.
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The ninthquel that makes 

Constantine mad

32the WHISPERER 

“This is the eighth time I have cancelled this series! 
I will not let it tarnish our newspaper any longer!”

-Constantine Vrachas Matthaios

The stars twinkled in the sky above the 

city of 

love. Just 

after dusk, the Paris city 

lights illuminated the most famous 

monument in the city, me. The love of 

my life and I were enjoying a deli-

cious meal in the beautiful restau-

rant inside Paris’s second most fa-

mous monument, the eiffel tower. Her 

hair, locks of ropey white. Her not-

eyes, invisible yet enchanting all 

the same. Her stick, a rough caramel 

coloured wood. The mop stared deep 

into my eyes and I stared deep into 

hers.  

Then, I heard it, conniving French 

whispers. But these weren’t ordinary 

conniving French whispers, these 

were the whispers of the mercenary 

french teachers. Legend has it that 

the humanities have been hiring 

the french teachers as mercenaries 

since the seventies and using them 

to do their bidding. I jump out of my 

chair and spin around on my heel to-

wards the sound of the whispers: 

“Ah ha!” I exclaimed, “The merce-

nary French teachers! I know you are 

spying on me!” The teachers stared 

back at me.  

“We’ve been discovered!” One yells. 

Then my epic battle with the french 

teachers began! Using google trans-

late as a weapon I fired off unconju-

gated verbs in senteces! Hoping the 

Welcome back my nosies. If you suffer 

from being a disloyal fan who cannot 

remember every single thing i have 

written about like you should, here 

are links to the previous chapters in 

the journey to the truth:

1: The Truth 5: The Order of the 
Fasolada

2: The Sequel that 
Makes More Sense

6: Book of beasts, beings 
of bagic, and bgods

3: The Threequel that 
makes even more sense

7: The Shrek Sequel We 
Deserved But Never Got

4: The Whisperer 4ever 
after

8: The Beginning of the 
End

“No, not again! Please give me some food and 
water at least”

-the editor I kidnapped

now my nosies: let us begin.

incorrect nature of the phrases would 

injure them. They were hardly phased.  

“Google translate attacks do not affect 

us at all! Even if the sentences are not 

wrong, because using google translate 

itself is an ineffective way to conju-

gate!!!” They screamed. Instead the french 

teachers fired off word reference attacks 

and used their powerful duolingo battle 

owls to fight me. Then something hap-

pened…Lazy writing. Help wanted. Send 

me an email if you would like to help me: 

noisieshelpwanted@thetruth.com 

I was back at bayview glen. The words 

used by the french teachers in the battle 

had phased me. I decided I needed to find 

the translations for them. So, I headed 

to the library to find a french-english 

dictionary. But fiirst I stopped in the 

cafeteria to grab onions. Ms. Diklich, 

like all librarians are book vampires. 

Think about it, do you ever seen librar-

ians outside of the library? No. Librar-

ians aka book vampires drain memories 

and information about books out of 

people as a food source like real 

vampires drain blood. (side note: 

blood vampires are real, I can’t 

prove it but I have seen one). 

As everyone knows, vam-

pires can’t stand onions, 

so I kept some with me in 

case Ms. Diklich tried to 

drain the stories from me. 

Anyway, I entered the li-

brary and saw Ms. Diklich.  

“Welcome!” She said. Book 

vampires always have a 

friendly demeanour. They 

try to hide who they real-

ly are so you don’t get suspi-

cious.  

“I found the book on ants you 

were looking for!” She walked 

over to the book shelf and pulled 

out a old beaten book that looked 

it was dropped from the tallest 

tree sapling 108 times. I walked 

over to her and she handed me the book.  

“This is the part I wanted you to 

see!” She said and turned to page 394 

in the book.  

I sped read the page as fast as a snail.  

“There is nothing about ants on 

here,” I said confused and looked up at 

her. 

“Oh, I guess I picked the wrong book,” 

Then she paused, “Wait, no I didn’t” 

She looked down at the page, and I did 

too. I saw a white dot forming on each 

page getting bigger and bigger by the 

exosecond. Then squiggly black dots 

started forming in the white dots. 

Wait, these aren’t just dots, they are 

eyes! And they are not just eyes, THEY 

ARE GOOGLY EYES!!! And I was staring 

right into them. Everyone knows that 

googly eyes are secret portals and 

when you stare right into them they 

teleport you to an unknown place. The 

eyes started to suck me in. I felt my-

self turning into spaghetti and the 

eyes slurp me up into them. I could 

hear Ms. Diklich’s mocking laugh as I 

was dragged into the void. 

I opened my eyes and all I could see 

was pitch black darkness. Then 

a single flame appeared in 

front of me. Ms. Diklich had 

lit a candle and placed it 

on a table. The candle illu-

minated maps and plans covering 

the whole table. I saw maps depict-

ing the different subject kingdoms, 

floorplans of Bayview Glen, and Sysco 

Headquarters, and even a map of Raton’s 

tunnel systems. Lines were drawn all 

over these maps, depicting different 

movements that covered enough ground 

for entire army. Ms. Diklich was plan-

ning something with these. But who 

was she planning for? My eyes widen as 

large as marbles when I realized. She 

is working for Mr. Chapman. 

Obviously Ms. Diklich could see my 

eyes searching the documents on the 

table, so she said: 

https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2021/10/WritersBlock-Issue6.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2022/10/Writers-Block-February-Issue.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/Writers20Block20Issue207.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2021/10/WritersBlock-Issue6.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2022/04/Writers-Block-Issue-4.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2021/11/November-Issue-Final-Draft-Spread.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2022/05/May-Issue.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2022/10/December-Issue.pdf
https://www.bayviewglen.ca/wp-content/uploads/2022/06/June-Issue-Online-Final.pdf
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“As you have probably guessed, I am 

working for The Ancient One, or Mr. Chap-

man as you now know,” she said as she ma-

liciously stared at me.  

“After the great battle, we realized 

we needed another plot to take over the 

world. One that requires more than just 

brute strength. One that requires cun-

ning and the element of surprise. The 

Ancient One devised a great plan that 

we are ready to put in place. However, 

there was just one flaw in that bril-

lant plan.” She paused and stepped 

closer to me. She jabbed a finger 

in my chest.  

“You.” I could hear the pain 

and hate dripping from her 

voice as though acid was com-

ing out of her mouth. 

“You and your hunt for an-

swers to your ridiculus con-

spiracies. You have been 

coming up with insane 

ideas about what is hap-

pening within the school 

for years. Most of them 

never led anywhere. We 

were not concerned about 

you. Until, you somehow fig-

ured out that there are five 

houses in Bayview Glen, not 

only four like everyone else 

is told. The fifth house being 

Meighan house. You also some-

how figured out that Meighan 

was trying to take control over 

the other houses and the world. I knew 

you would do anything to stop us. Until, 

The Princess of Alaskan Cheese, or Ms. Dy-

bala, had an idea. Well, she said it was 

Mr. Winson’s Beard’s idea, and I know he is 

god, but he doesn’t say much so I don’t 

know how she communicates with him. 

Anyway, her idea was to eliminate you 

as a problem by bringing you onto our 

side.” 

“I would never join you!” I howled into 

the darkness. 

“I knew you weren’t going to join us 

willingly,” She paused, and looked me 

straight in the eyes.  

“Did you know book vampires can suck 

out more than information about books 

from their victims’ brains? They can 

suck out any information they want. 

I will remove all of your knowledge 

from your brain about Meighan and 

then reprogram you to be on or side. 

Despite your erratic behaviour and 

ridiculous conspiracy theories, you 

have a knack for getting from place to 

place without being seen. You would be 

a great spy…Oh well, think your final 

free thoughts now, for in moments you 

won’t remember anything,” She then 

prepared herself to remove the infor-

mation from me. I had to think fast. 

How can I get out of this? And then I 

remembered: my onions! I pulled out 

the onion I had packed out of my pock-

et and threw it at her face. 

“Ugh!” She exclaimed as it hit her, 

“What was that?” 

“An onion!” I said proudly, but then 

I realized she wasn’t curling up in 

disgust like she was supposed to. And 

then I remembered, vampires don’t not 

like onions, the don’t like oregano!  

I had to think again, then I saw the 

candle, I ran over to the table and 

knocked it over onto all of the plans.  

“Ahhh! All of our hard work!” She 

screamed. She was momentarily dis-

tracted as she tried to put out the 

fire. This gave me and opportunity. I 

ran away from her and the fire. There 

was still one problem however: I had 

no idea where I was. As I was 

think- ing this, I ran 

h e a d f i r s t 

into a 

w a l l . 

T h e 

sound 

of me 

collid-

i n g 

with 
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the wall didn’t sound like a normal wall 

sound however, and I realized I didn’t 

crash into the wall, I crashed into a wall 

with windows. It wasn’t just a wall with 

windows, it was a door. The entrance doors 

of the library! I pulled open the doors 

and the light returned to the world. I 

guess googly eyes don’t transport you to 

an unknown, they just make you think you 

are in an unknown world, I thought. With 

that thought, I ran out of the library.  

I fled the burning library, think-

ing how sad it was that all the knowl-

edge would now be lost but at least the 

ants wouldn’t be able to read the books 

and gain knowledge which is power and 

take over the world because they’re evil. 

Anyways the Mysterious Archivist would 

probably know all the knowledge lost in 

the fire. I ran out the back door and into 

the fitness room door (ouch) and looked 

around. Wher could the stem council be? 

Lets take a step back and look at this from 

a different angel. Specifically, we must 

use radians because they’re rad and ms. 

lee is rad and she is a math teacher but 

also a chemistry teacher so therefore she 

might be part of the stem council though 

rumour has it she is a pirate. There were 

12.2 radians in the room, and all the 

ceiling tiles were perfect quarbs, so 12.2 

times 4 = 6, the number of letters in the 

acronym stem. 6 plus one, the number of 

times i have defeated ms. fenili, gives us 

8 which represents the 8th letter of the 

alphabet, D. and what starts with D? Dumb-

bells. I inspected the dumbbell rack and 

saw that one of them was switched! I put it 

back in its proper position and sudden-

ly i was teleported into the stem council 

lair. There were the science teachers, the 

computer teachers, the math teachers, all 

sitting at a x2+y2 = r2ular table. I  hid 

behind a [lazy writing, email us if you 

have suggestions] and began to pickle my 

feet. 

And as i stood there pickling my feet i 

heard a horrible sound 

“So begins our council” 

“Upon the calcium carbonate of which 

we stand” 

“We the greatest of homo sapiens sa-

piens” 

“Use the actions to cause equal and 

opposite reactions” 

“functionprint(to gain what is now 

lost)” 

“We council of stem all that is log-

ic call upon the grand masters of the 

four great remaining houses to dis-

cuss the issue at hand” 

And then out from the shadows rose 

four great figures each clad in pure 

white formal shirts with daunting 

ties riddled with bad puns. Big great 

pocket protectors blinded me with 

their glorious pen and calculators.  

“ we of the stem council bring forth 

the issue at hand: with the current 

loss of the math kingdom there has 

been a number shortage, 1’s and 6’s are 

in high demand and the computer sci-

ence republic has had a 7 in days” 

Did you know the dutch de witt was 

eaten by a mob 

“ its true, my students starve, famine 

remains in the code. We see functions 

starving in the code their variables 

bare and empty 

The worst part is that we dont have 

enough 4’s to throw into the big pit 

in the middle of the grade 12 common 

area. What shall we do 

Then a voice came from the darkness 

“May i present a logical solution” 

 INTERMITION 

I think hampters are weird. Think 

about it hampters are aquatic fish 

which only survice above water due 

to the love and compassion of no one. 

They literally help no one and just 

run hedge funds for no reason. The 

only use for them is as walking spong-

es for jellyfalls. Have you ever seen 
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a hampster in the 

wild. No thats be-

cause they are in-

visible under water 

a n d very sparse in the trees. 

They only appear to bully and make fun 

of nike shoes. Hampsters deserve to be 

shunned and sent to bulgaria one of the 

10 sad countries in the middle west. 

END OF INTERMITION 

 Out from the shadow road a new char-

acter, as she jumped of her harley motor-

cycle it spun with a 270 and correctly 

parallel parked. She wore black leath-

er boots with a black leather coat that 

said “rest in peice wally w. mcwalster 

of wallsdale in the wallsland of the 

welsh wallachia”. Her boots were made 

from 4++ tests and on her face she wore 

cool sunglasses with a eyepach. on he 

jacket i arm was a name. Written in 

monoton read “miss lee math teacher by 

day also math teacher by night”. With 

a voice of a strodingers cat in a alley 

fight over some chicken she said “ it is 

me miss lee and i have a solution for 

the great stem council. I call forward 

a great crusade. I am aware that the 

last crusade was called for some time 

ago by neuton the great to vanquish 

the linus calculus however we have 

need of it now. I shall require forces 

from all the great houses. I shall need 

the forces from physics, the moles of 

moles from chemestry, the function-

army(strong=1000), and the midocon-

drea the powerhouse of the cell.” 

“Ha” exclaimed mr Deslaurie “and 

what empirical evidence do we have of 

your success. For where is the army of 

your own” 

Did you know the romans used terso-

rium consisting of a songe on a stick to 

wipe their bumbs 

“Tis true” said miss lee “ i have no 

such forces of my own, exept for the 

great function” 

“What i heard he died” said miss rus-

sel who by the way was very dapper 

“That is what you heard but me and 

the pythagorean the piramid worked 

together to make him whole again, of 

course with funding from sysco. May 

i present the functionanator y=x^2” 

then out from the floor a great door 

opened and a platform made from hap-

py iron(like regular iron but happy) 

emerged. He had a red eye that pierced 

the darkness. With a voice sounding 

like a school chicken on a lunch break 

he said “i am back” 

Fun fact did you know that elephants 

cant jump  

All of a sudden, i felt a vibrating in 

my pocket. A great tingling came over 

my entire body plus my legs and In 

confusion i put my hand in my pocket 

and to my great horror and surprise I 

pulled out the Worst Possible Thing. 

A Duolingo Owl. Sacre-bleu I thought 

in french hoping to appease it. WRONG 

said the owl, the time for french les-

sons is over. Now it’s spanish or van-

ish. My heart dropped to the bottom of 

my stomach and my legs weakened: I had 

forgotten to take a duolingo lesson. 

The ancient prophecy of the duolin-

gocalypse came to mind: “when ye for-

get to take thine daily lesson, there 

will be a great earthquake; and the sun 

will become black as sackcloth of hair, 

and the moon will become as blood; and 

the stars of heaven will fall unto the 

earth… for the great day of the Duolin-

go Owl’s wrath is come; and who shall be 

able to stand?” 

The Duolingo Owl quivered and shook 

like a ship in a bottle on wednesday, 

and suddenly the language teachers 

burst out of it. They brandished swords 

and pirate equipment and spoke pirate 

dialects of French and Span-

ish. “Yar, nous 

sommes les 

language 
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teachers, los mercenarios of yon realm 

and be ye afraid, for the humanities 

have hired us to take down le STEM!”  

“Never!” shouted ms. russell, and threw 

a hydrolysis at the language teachers. 

Then a great battle ensued; the lan-

guage teachers drew their cutlasses 

and rushed into the room, conjugating 

verbs while Rad Ms. Lee swung her hooks 

and  shouted “to the Chemistrymobile!” 

(seaborgium dogions configured in the 

shape of a Ford Buick 2003 Civic) and 

mr. desLauriers (not his evil twin mr. 

deslauriers, guardian of the church of 

Mr. Winson’s Beard™®©) started boot-

ing up the liminator. In the commo-

tion i saw my opportunity and escaped 

through the smith machine, into a 

small room the size of a small room. The 

doors closed behind me and i realized i 

was not in a small room -- i was in an 

elevator. I pressed the only button on 

the wall, and a voice announced “next 

stop, math kingdom.” the elevator sank 

at an average rate of change of limit=-

calculus times 2 and as it lowered, my 

anticipation grew. What awaited in the 

math kingdom? Last time I saw it, I was 

a prisoner in the function fights, and 

the last time I saw the Math Queen, she 

was invading the Ancient One’s castle. 

No good could have come from that.  

The chime dinged (dang) and the doors 

slid open onto a familiar landscape of 

rocky plains and grey light. I stepped 

out into the open, and heard a crunch 

behind me. I turned around to find DUG 

the caveman of math, standing over me. 

And he looked angry. 
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Agnes had retired from her witch duties. No longer 
did she use spells for malicious intent, or her potions 
to poison. Instead, she made potions in the basement 
of her two-story townhouse. Although, the sensible 
life did come with some obstacles. Like her neighbour, 
Ms. Fox, who was always nearby to complain about the 
foul smells wafting up from her basement. Agnes got 
weekly letters from Ms. Fox, asking where the pungent 
smell had come from. Agnes had not responded to any 
of them. She tended to avoid her neighbours. Nonethe-
less, nothing stopped her from doing what she did best: 
making the best potions the witch-market had to offer. 
Whether it was a charming love potion or a potion that 
made a witch turn pink, Agnes brewed them up in her 
basement. And whatever she had leftover, she would 
save as Halloween decorations. Real decorations are 
always better than the fake ones.   

Halloween was Agnes’s favourite holiday. It was a day 
to scare children and bring out her old witchy self. 
What could be more fun?   

Agnes was ready. Her decorations were set out. She had 
skeletons that were definitely fake dispersed across her 
lawn, zombies, jars of preserved organs (pig’s organs, of 
course), and many, many potions. The potions ranged 
from dull reds to vibrant blues, ones with sparkles and 
ones that were so bright they almost glowed. Agnes 
looked at her watch. 5:00. The children would be com-
ing soon. Agnes had a very strict candy-giving pro-
cedure. The better the costume, the more candy. She 
waited by the door and watched as children marveled 
at her realistic decorations, then screamed when the 
zombies started to move and make sounds. Scaring 
children had become her favourite hobby.   

Agnes sat uninterested by the window of her two-story 
townhouse. She watched yet another trick-or-treater 
walk the pathway to her house. Why were there so 
many children in the neighbourhood? Scaring them 
was becoming dull and predictable. She looked closer 
at the trick-or-treater. 

It was a boy, about 9 years of age, wearing a blue and 
red Spiderman costume. After all these years, she still 
was not quite sure what a Spiderman was. Agnes start-
ed towards the door, ready to give out more candy. She 
opened the door to the boy drinking her potion. Her 
potion of all things! She rushed towards him, but it was 
too late. He had already swallowed the liquid.    

There was not much she could do. A potion like 
this was near irreversible but short-lasting. When 
consumed, the green liquid he drank would turn 
a witch a glowing neon green. She was not quite 
sure what it would do to a little 9-year-old boy. 
Agnes ran through a series of mental notes. She 
couldn’t leave him. But what else could she do? 
Return him to his home? She didn’t have the 
slightest idea where he lived. The boy was glowing 
brighter by the minute. The longer she waited, the 
brighter he became. She hoped no one had yet 
seen the boy. Agnes paced back and forth in her 
living room. Time was slipping by, and she had 
still not come up with an answer. 

 

When the boy reached night-light brightness, 
Agnes had run out of ideas. So, she did the only 
logical thing she could think to do: she picked him 
up and tossed him on the sidewalk 3 houses down.  

 

That was it. Agnes returned to her home, suddenly 
exhausted from the day’s activities. The boy might 
have been loose on the street, but Agnes was safe. 
She just hoped Ms. Fox wouldn’t end her weekly 
letter with a comment about a glowing boy. 
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