
summer issue
twenty twenty

spyglass



table of contents

BUILD A CUPCAKE, GET A QUARANTINE ACTIVITY!

HOW TO COUNT TO FIVE

PANDEMICONIUM

FRESH OFF THE RUNWAY

A PORTRAIT OF THE CON ARTIST

THE CLASS OF 2020

HUHUMANS OF RHHS

LAUGHTER IS CONTAGIOUS

STATE OF MIND // THE HORROR

CLAUSTROPHOBIA

ANALYSIS OF THE INTERNET: POLITICS VS. THE INTERNET

ONE OF A KIND

ENTWINED

FEEL-GOOD MFEEL-GOOD MOVIES TO WATCH DURING SUMMER BREAK

WHO’S THE FAIREST OF THEM ALL?

1

2

4

6

8

10

112

14

15

16

18

20

21

222

24



I see you making that bread. kat’s a good idea. 
Bread is an escape from the harsh realities of life. 
kere are several Google Classroom notifications 
popping up in your email, but you don’t care. Exis-
tence is a prison, and frog-shaped bread is libera-
tion

You’ve probably been farming for tarantulas on Animal 
Crossing or playing game aĽer game on League of Legends. 
kough games were once fun, they’re starting to get a 
little repetitive. You’re just doing your best not to lose 
it at this point. You’ve got way too much in-game 
currency and either have no idea what you want to 
spend it on or aspend it on or are willing to go another several grand 
in debt just to build a bridge or something.

You’ve still got creative energy?! Really? Either that or 
you’re painting or drawing for your art class or some-
thing. I know I am. You’ve probably turned in 
   your assignments if you have them, although half 
  heartedly and without much effort, or you’re finding 
things you like about your art and actually growing as 
an artist. God, I wish that were me.

TikTok is a merciless platform, or, as one Tumblr post 
described it, a “gentrified Vine”, so if you’re finding any 
success with your TikToks, I’m going to assume you’re 
        either a) ridiculously attractive, or b) an 
           entity of pure chaos. At first, it was fun, 
            but now you’re learning yet another 
                         dance and you don’t even know 
              what’s going on anymore. You either 
              love that one Timothee Chalamet edit trend or you think it 
                   looks horrifically stupid and there’s literally no in-between.

Napping. Me too, buddy. Me too.

// MICHELLE LIU
DESIGN // ANASTASIA BLOSSER

GRAPHICS // FREEPIK

Choose a flavour:
A. Vanilla. You really can’t go wrong with va-
nilla.
B. Chocolate. Is that even a question?
C. Birthday cake. Hehe, rainbow sprinkles.
D. Strawberry. Unique enough to be unique, 
generic enough to be likeable.
E. Lemon. I want the acidity just to feel some-
thing. Anything at all. 

Choose some frosting:
A. Raspberry buttercream.
B. Good old vanilla frosting. Probably from 
Betty Crocker.
C. Black. Just completely black. Who knows 
what flavour it is?
D. Maple buttercream.
E. Cream cheese frosting. 

Choose your toppings:
AA. Crumbled pistachios. 
B. Oreos, but put them on the bottom.
C. A paper cut-out of Kermit the frog crying. 
D. Chocolate curls.
E. None. It’s the cake that matters, not how it 
looks.

Choose an accompanying drink:
AA. Milk.
B. Some kind of soda.
C. Water. I revel in chaos.
D. kat whipped dalgona coffee thing.
E. Black coffee.
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We’ve seen grade twelves in the halls for 
the past four years, swimming in a pool 
of stress, anxiety, and excitement. Soon, 
they’d begin the rest of their lives, 
exchanging our small community for 
the world. And they knew it, too. While 
they complained about chem finals and 
worried about post-secondary plans, 
they knew that soon, they’d be present-
ed with so many opportunities to cele-
brate finishing high school that it 
wouldn’t even matter. 
 
We’ve seen them get accepted into 
competitive programs, their friends 
drowning them in hugs as they smiled 
from ear to ear. �eir years of hard 
work, of all-nighters and burnt out 
breakdowns, were finally paying o�. 
We’ve seen that senioritis glow; summer 
on their faces, smiling as the pressure 
they’ve felt inside our halls finally melts 
away. �ey’d come to class in flip flops, 
a bubble tea in hand. Even though we 
knew they were slacking o�, we 
couldn’t help but be jealous. �ey were 
living the dream.
 
We’ve scrolled past an abundance of 
promposals: blocked hallways and 
balloons, PROM? spelled out in flowers 
and pizza toppings and whatever else 
people could think of. We’ve dou-
ble-tapped prom photos, happy faces 
dressed to the nines in front of a 
gorgeous waterfall. Elated to see our 
older friends so excited, we’d smile, 

T H E  C L A S S  O F

Grade 12: we’ve dreamt about it for as long as we can remember. 

excited for when we would be the ones 
beaming from someone’s screen. Soon, 
we’d be the one buying corsages 
(though we never understood their 
purpose) because we’d have finally 
reached that milestone and there was 
no stopping us. 
 
We’ve listened to complaints about 
graduation, how the ceremony was too 
long, and the hall was too crowded, 
knowing that not a single negative 
preconception could get in our way. 
We’ve thought of which teachers we 
wanted to get pictures with, adorned in 
our caps and gowns, and which loved 
ones we’d wave to from the stage.
 
We thought that, just like everyone else, 
we had it all planned out. And when it 
was finally our turn, it would be amaz-
ing. 
 
We couldn’t have expected this. Global 
pandemics are chapters in history 
books. We never thought we’d be living 
in one. If we had known those few days 
in March were our last, we would have 
gone about them di�erently. 
 
And yet, here we are, all our milestones 
and celebrations postponed, relegated 
to Facetime calls and text messages. 
Instead of watching the One Acts, we’re 
watching emergency conferences on the 
news. 
 

And it sucks.
 
�is is not to say that the pandemic is 
not important, or that frontline workers 
aren’t heroes, or that our senior year is 
more important than millions of lives, 
or that we’re the only ones stripped of 
important events and traditions. 
Because we’re not, and we know we’re 
not. �e world doesn’t revolve around 
us.
 
But it still sucks. And it’s hard to scroll 
through Google Classroom, day a�er 
day, wondering what could have been. 
We know that there are so many people 
who have it worse, but it’s still hard — 
and we’re allowed to feel that way.
 
�e pandemic can’t last forever. Soon 
enough, the world will be back, filled 
with concerts, sports games, packed 
restaurants, and love. As we do our part, 
staying home and waiting, we begin to 
make peace with the loss of our senior 
year. It’s a di�cult process, and it’ll take 
time. Whether you loved high school or 
hated it, you probably wanted to finish 
it the right way. 
 
You’re allowed to be upset without 
feeling guilty. �is isn’t easy for anyone, 

and it’s okay to not be thriving and 
baking bread and doing yoga every day. 
It’s okay not to be okay. �ere’s nothing 
soothing about these circumstances.
 
�e class of 2020 will not be forgotten. 
When the world returns, we’ll be out 
there, beginning the rest of our lives, 
armed with resilience and stories about 
toilet paper. 
 
We’ll leave a lasting impact on this 
planet, graduation ceremony or not. 
A�er all, we’re pretty cool. And though 
it would have been amazing, we don’t 
need a prom to tell us that. 
 
We can accomplish anything we put our 
minds to. And we will — united, devot-
ed, together. 

// MICHELLE SKIDELSKY
GRAPHICS // FREEPIK

DESIGN // STELLA WANG
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HUMANS OF RHHS

nathan wong

Before high school, I literally did not know anything about... anything. I didn’t know student council was a thing and that there were so many clubs in high school.  I came from a private school, so I was with the same people for 8 years. And it was only like 20 people. I didn’t know anyone. And what I figured out about myself was that I really like meeting new people. One huge thing about me is that I’m always afraid of losing, so I used that as an excuse to not do stu�. When the StuCo applications came out, I was really nervous. I really wanted to be a Grade 9 Rep, but what stopped me was that I was afraid of losing. I didn’t want to apply, but my friend convinced me. Even though grade rep is nothing super special, when I got it, it was a huge confidence boost and it made me really happy, because it was the first sort of “major thing” that had happened in my life -- the first thing that I’d accomplished. I felt really happy. I’m still struggling with the fear of losing, but usually I just tell myself to go for it, to just apply...and whatever happens, happens. Same thing with DECA. I was so scared before regionals -- I’m just so bad with pressure -- but I told myself, I’m just gonna do it. I guess the main thing I learned was, don’t stop yourself from doing something just because you’re afraid to lose. Just go for it.

daisy tan

I’d say that one of the biggest moments that really defines who I am is probably the transition from grade 8 to grade 9. �is is mainly because that was when I truly realized that you’re not always going to be the best at everything and that’s okay. In elementary school, I dominated in everything I did -- not to flex haha -- but during that shi� to high school I realized that there are going to be so many people who are smarter, faster, and overall just more talented than me. For instance, I am very aware that my time management is for sure something I struggle with. I’m okay when it comes to deadlines for school related work, but I’m literally the worst at being on time to go somewhere -- when I say I’m going to be there in five minutes, I’m really going to be like an hour late. I’ve also come to realize that I stress over everything I do. Even eating the last slice of cheesecake is something I end up regretting! �is realization is so important because even though there will always be people who are more gi�ed and skilled, that’s just another reason for you to work harder to achieve your goals.



HUMANS OF RHHS
GRAPHICS // FREEPIK

DESIGN // STELLA WANG

Growing up, I’ve always felt a sense of loneliness which started 

when my parents immigrated to Canada when I was 2 to 3 years 

old, leaving me alone for a year. When I came to Canada, this 

loneliness continued to increase through poor friendships. I 

became distrustful and cautious of others, and o�en kept to 

myself when I was hurt. To overcome these problems I found 

myself greatly prioritizing my work over making friends. �ese 

traits and beliefs resulted with me being unable to confront 

certain adult figures who I realize now have done unjustified and 

unfair things to me in the past. Because of these events, it further 

deepened my disregard for relationships and resentment towards 

people with personalities that remind me of my past. I think that 

during my grade 10 summer, that was one of the more pivotal 

moments in my life where I learned to become more confident in 

my character rather than just my academic work. During that 

time, I was able to realize that humility was a trait that was 

necessary for me to accept my past experiences. Although I still 

find myself struggling with emotional availability and hesitate 

with expressing compassion to certain people, I've formed an 

unexpected friendship that has opened up my perspectives and 

allows me to continue to better myself each day.chen xi zhang

In grade 7, we had a school talent show. I wouldn’t call myself 
introverted, I just get anxious being around other people. I 

performed for the first time, at that talent show, and I felt 
really di�erent - in a good way. I think I also got over my fear 

of putting myself in front of people. I had a cover channel, 
and it was the same sort of mindset of me trying to prove to 
myself, that I shouldn’t be scared in front of other people -- 

and, like, people looking at me. I feel like my biggest regret in 
high school would be that I’d stop myself from doing things 

or talking to people because I was afraid. If I’d just taken that 
leap, then I would have known what would have happened. 

Because what’s the worst that could happen, right? Grade 9 at 
Co�eehouse, I signed up last minute. I went to Mr. Henry 

a�er auditions were over, and I was like, “Can I please audi-
tion?” and he was like “Ugh, okay, fine.” But then I was like, 

“�ank you so much for letting me, even though auditions are 
already over!” And he was like “Okay, that was good -- di�er-
ent from all the songs other people were singing, so you can 

perform,” and I was like “Yay!” maanasa guda



// SARAH GRISHPUL
PHOTOGRAPHY // IVY LUO

DESIGN // KAYLA CHO



Breathe 
Hoping it would be the last time
Blink 
Keeping the tears inside
Cry 
Whenever I step on the scale
Disgust 
Wherever I see a mirror

�ey told me I was perfectly fine
And I was just a model 
One day I'll shine
�ey said, at least you're not fat 
So, don't you whine
And I was only nine  

Breathe

Years later, my crush could be mine
Only if my body was perfectly fine
Wondering if this was a sign
From the earth, about my lifeline

Blink

�e mirror would whine
Every time I step in front of one
Day a�er day the mirror gave signs
�at my body needed some refine

Cry

When the scale showed 39
I thought I was fat
And obviously not
Because sometime later a doctor was called
About a diet, to be designed

Disgust

I realized I was not perfectly fine
My ribs visible, my leg just a line
I learned to hate hating myself
It's only if I'm happy that I could shine

Growth

In the state of my mind
No matter how hard I ignored all my thoughts
I walked through the toughest of days
Alone, with only two people by my side

Success

I just had a breakthrough 
�e diet is done
All the hate is gone
and as they say
Out of sight, out of mind

I am damaged
Far too damaged

I may be just beyond repair
I walk down these streets I used to know

But I don’t even know myself

My feelings unseen
Hidden, veiled

My thoughts murdering my soul
Slowly, gradually

My tears running down my face
Burning, every inch of my skin

I thought that would be it
�e diet would save me and 

It would all just end
But the diet was just a bitter beginning

When I went to school hoping I would seem so cool
Doing what everyone else was doing

My friends laughing at me
Was the last thing I wanted

My friends degrading my biggest problem
Turned out to be my biggest fear

Oh the horror
�e horror of going to school every day 

With lunch boxes filled with food from my diet
With only one person supporting my journey

Oh, �e horror of being told once more
�at I should stop being a whining kid

And just eat up and it’s
And it’s not that hard

But it is that hard if they were
Me

Nausea everyday
Fearing every other pound I gain

What if they wouldn’t like me anymore?
Will I be special anymore?

Will they ever understand my pain?
I bet they’ve never force-fed themselves

Not for a competition, but to keep their hearts beating
�ey never woke up every day from nightmares

Of having to eat one more goddamn potato
�ey have never feared looking at the mirror

Because what if I can see my ribs again?
What if I’m failing?

What if I lose this battle and all that I’ve gained?

I am damaged
Far too damaged

But I’m trying my best to repair

// ASSAL TOUDEHFALLAH
PHOTOGRAPHY  //  KERRY YAN

DESIGN  //  STELLA WANG
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to Watch During Summer Break

Summer break is an opportunity to soak up the sun and get rid of all the stress and anxiety that we feel during the school 
year. For most people, this usually presents itself as meeting up with friends, throwing yourself into volunteer work/a 
summer job, or going out for food — a lot. But what about those days when all you want is to stay inside and not leave 
your bed? Here’s a list of movies that will put you in that feel-good summer mood without having to go anywhere. 

If you haven’t been living under a rock your entire life, then you’ve probably heard of Ferris Bueller’s Day O�. It’s a 
movie by John Hughes, who is o�en hailed as the founding father of accurate portrayals of teens in film. It follows Ferris 
Bueller, a teenager who fakes sickness to get out of school and spends his day out on the town with his best friend and 
girlfriend instead. Watching this film is always a good time, and it’s sure to put you in a good mood (and maybe motivate 
you to steal your friend’s dad’s shiny red convertible or join a massive parade downtown). 

Little Miss Sunshine is a movie that usually flies under the radar for most people. It follows a dysfunctional family as they 
travel across the country in order to get their daughter to a beauty pageant that she wants to participate in. It’s intelligent 
in the themes that it tackles and is brought to life with dynamic characters, an amazing cast, and an equal balance of 
upli�ing and emotionally-gutting moments.

Ferris Bueller’s Day Off (1986)

Little Miss Sunshine (2006)

Before Sunrise (1995)
When Jesse meets Celine on a train, he convinces her to get o� with him in Vienna so that they can spend the remaining 
hours of his visit to Europe together. What comes next is a heartwarming, vivid and surprisingly real depiction of what 
can only be called coup de foudre and the beauty of making a genuine connection with someone else. �e movie (as well 
as the two others that follow it in the trilogy) is known for tackling philosophical questions that will make you question 
everything you thought you knew about life and love. 

But I’m A Cheerleader (1999)
But I’m A Cheerleader, starring a baby-faced Natasha Lyonne, is about a teenage girl named Megan who is sent to 
conversion camp a�er her parents become convinced that she’s gay. Don’t worry—it’s not as dismal as it seems. �e 
movie is actually a comedy, playing on typical character tropes and cliches, spinning them into an hour and a half long 
film that’s entertaining and adorable, through and through.

Love, Simon (2018)
If you want an adorable movie with a happy ending and an LGBTQ+ main character, look no further than Love, 
Simon. Adapted from a popular young adult novel (Simon vs. �e Homosapien Agenda by Becky Albertalli), the movie 
is about Simon Spier, a teenage boy who’s keeping his sexuality a secret from everyone. When threatened with the 
reveal of this very secret, he’s thrown into a journey of self-discovery and self-acceptance. �is movie will make you 
laugh and maybe even cry, and it’s definitely worth the watch.

Paddington 2 (2017)
Although it can be considered juvenile, Paddington 2 is a vibrant, entertaining film that is fun for all ages. �is 2017 
sequel to Paddington is nearly two hours of wacky adventures in the fictional life of an adorable British bear—not to 
mention the stellar cast including Hugh Grant and Sally Hawkins, as well as the impromptu musical number and 
marmalade sandwich making montages. �is movie is o�en considered to be even better than the first, and no real 
knowledge of the first one is required to immerse yourself into this rain-free, CGI-bear-full idealistic version of London!

Moonrise Kingdom (2012)
Wes Anderson is known for his distinct style of filmmaking— stinted yet e�ective dialogue, endearing characters, 
symmetrical shots, and scenes washed in beautiful pastel hues. Moonrise Kingdom is one of his more charming films, 
and it follows two 12-year olds as they fall in love and run away to a secluded part of the fictional island of New 
Penzance. It’s a precious film that will warm your heart, and it’s a perfect introduction to the wonderful world of Wes 
Anderson.

Dir. John Hughes

Dir. Jamie Babbit

Dir. Paul King

Dir. Wes Anderson

Dir. Valerie Faris, Jonathan Dayton

Dir. Richard Linklater

Dir. Greg Berlanti
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