VOLUME 10, ISSUE 4 | The Holiday Issue | December 2019

Featuring

How to Survive the
Holidays 101
Four Ways to
Stay Festive During Exams

Featuring

Short Stories and Fiction:

A Year in Lille, France

SAD

Tyler’s Top Five:
Books to Read or Gift
This Holiday Season

Christmas at the Jones’
Gnome’s Due
Make a Pledge

Winter Morning Recipes
To Warm Up With

King’s University College Student Magazine

www.theregis.ca

Our Mission
The Regis is a non-profit, student-led magazine dedicated to
informing the King’s student body and community of current
campus events, student initiatives, personal narratives, and
student achievements.
Our team maintains a unique voice in its coverage of news stories
and events, and encourages students to continuously develop
their communication skills.
For the 2019-2020 academic year, The Regis will be releasing
monthly issues online via theregis.ca. Our goal is to keep the
King’s community informed year round and to allow all students an
outlet for their voice.
The Regis strives to make a positive impact in the lives of King’s
students and encourages students to engage in dialogue about
campus, national, and worldwide news.

The Regis is for the students, by the students.

theregis.ca ● theregis@kucsc.com

● The Regis ● @theregis.ca ● @regismagazine

Volume 10, Issue 4 | December 2019

TABLE of
CONTENTS
2

Letter from the Editor

3

Executive Profiles

5
7 SAD
9 Gnome’s Due

A Year in Lille

18

19

11 Christmas at the Jones’
14
15
17

1

Four Ways to Stay
Festive During Exams

Make a Pledge
Tyler’s Top Five
How to Survive the Holidays 101

Winter Recipes

LETTER
From the Editor

Volume 10, Issue 4 | December 2019

Hi everyone,

W

elcome back to The Regis, the King’s University College
student-run magazine. On behalf of our team, I am thrilled to
present to you our final issue of 2019, the December Holiday
issue! This issue comes a bit later in the month due to the
chaos of the exam period, but I am still incredibly proud of all
the members of our team who took time to submit a piece during what can
be both a stressful and time sensitive season.
Given the pressures of exams and the busyness of the impending holiday
break, this issue is a bit shorter than what we have typically released the past
few months. Nonetheless, this issue is filled to the brim with festive flash
fiction, tips for surviving both the holidays and exam season, a list of books
to consider reading over the break, and of course some delicious recipes to
surprise your loved ones with not just on Christmas morning, but any winter
morning over the coming weeks.
As this is our last issue of the magazine for 2019, I want to extend a heartfelt thank you to everyone who has consistently
supported us over the past few months. I am always blown away by the number of Facebook messages, emails, and faceto-face conversations congratulating us on our team’s hard work. Releasing an issue each month has been both
rewarding and challenging, but I couldn’t dream of trading this experience for anything else.

We truly have a fantastic team at The Regis and this magazine wouldn’t be possible without such hardworking and
passionate individuals. To my fellow editors, Alexa and Andera, thank you for reading over countless numbers of
submissions and still finding the time to write pieces of your own each month. To our regular, occasional, and new
writers, this magazine thrives on your submissions and I am incredibly thankful that so many of you take time out of
your busy schedules to send in your work. This Holiday issue of the magazine is very special to us beyond the fact that it
is our last issue of 2019. As our fourth issue, we have now surpassed the traditional three issues (OWeek, November,
March) put out by The Regis each year. From here the only way is up, so thank you for coming along (and staying) for
the ride.
I wish all of you a festive and restful holiday season! Spend time with your loved ones, eat lots of sweets, and of course,
take time to recharge and relax before classes start back in January. See you in 2020!

Kind regards,

Anastazia Csegeny, Editor-in-Chief
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Your Executive Team
ANASTAZIA CSEGENY
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

It’s the most wonderful time of the year! What is your favourite thing about the
holidays? I love writing cards and picking out gifts during the holiday season! I also
love the smell of my mom’s baking during the holidays.
Wow, aren’t you tired! Working all day and night… how do you refresh, relax and
unwind after a long study sesh? Nothing beats the comfort of some super soft pajamas
and fuzzy slippers after a long day. I always like to snuggle up with a cup of tea and a
good book or a bingeworthy show on Netflix.

Snow is sticking on the ground but it’s a perfect day to be outdoors! What is the
best way to enjoy the day? I’m not the biggest outdoor person, but I always find it so therapeutic to go for a walk
during the winter months when there isn’t any wind and it’s not too cold. Skating is also a winter favourite of mine.
Yikes, a (winter) storm’s-a-brewin’! Quick, grab three things and head to the couch to cozy up and watch a
movie. 1.Tea, either hot or iced 2. My electric blanket 3. A bowl of any of the following chips: All Dressed Ruffles,
Cool Ranch Doritos, or my new favourite, guacamole chips from Remark Fresh Markets.
The holidays are about being with the ones you love. How do you plan on spending your winter break? I don’t
have much planned out in advance other than a huge reading list that I’m hoping to get through. I also can’t wait to
finally spend time with my family and finally sleep in after having 8:30am classes everyday this past semester!

KELLY OSTROWSKI
VIDEOGRAPHER & PHOTOGRAPHER

It’s the most wonderful time of the year! What is your favourite thing about the
holidays? One of my favourite things about the holidays are the many days we have to
rest and do whatever we want. I have dedicated at least a couple of hours every night to
playing Skyrim and watching the Dark Crystal: Age of Resistance. But other than that,
the Christmas feast is always a favourite!
Wow, aren’t you tired! Working all day and night… how do you refresh, relax
and unwind after a long study sesh? I will study for an hour or two, and then take a
break for an hour or two. On those breaks I either make myself some food and watch
Netflix, bring some snacks to bed and play video games, or just go to sleep.

Snow is sticking on the ground but it’s a perfect day to be outdoors! What is the best way to enjoy the day? I am
not a winter person, but my two big dogs love the snow. Also, I suppose a day like this would be perfect for trying to ski
for the first time, which I will soon be experiencing with my cousin this break.
Yikes, a (winter) storm’s-a-brewin’! Quick, grab three things and head to the couch to cozy up and watch a
movie. In a perfect world, I would bring a large bag of movie theater popcorn with extra butter, a bottle of Voltage
Mountain Dew, and a steak and shrimp burrito from Burrito Boyz.
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The holidays are about being with the ones you love. How do you plan on spending your winter break?
I will be visiting my cousins here in London, spending Christmas Eve with my mother, and probably
Christmas Day with my boyfriend. Nothing spectacular, other than trying to stay alive on Boler Mountain.
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ALEXA MCKINNON
MANAGING EDITOR & MARKETING TEAM LEAD

It’s the most wonderful time of the year! What is your favourite thing about the
holidays? If I had to choose, the thing I love most about the holidays is that it is the
season of giving. Giving all year ‘round is important, but it is really emphasized during
the holiday season. When I am home for the holidays, I always look forward to
volunteering by gift wrapping for charitable organizations.

Wow, aren’t you tired! Working all day and night… how do you refresh, relax and
unwind after a long study sesh? Movies, books, and baking. I usually only relax after
my entire checklist of assignments is completed. I still take breaths, exercise, and go for
walks between assignments, but I don’t get too comfortable until the long haul is done.
When I refresh and reset, I like to go all out with food and fun (it really makes all the hard work worth it).
Snow is sticking on the ground but it’s a perfect day to be outdoors! What is the best way to enjoy the day?
Skating. No contest. Outdoor skating on a perfect winter day is the ultimate combination of winter fun and exercise.
Throw in a hot chocolate or a coffee and you have a deliciously indulgent day.
Yikes, a (winter) storm’s-a-brewin’! Quick, grab three things and head to the couch to cozy up and watch a
movie. My dog - best friend, (Peppermint) Hot chocolate - #1 winter drink, a book - the movie is background noise
The holidays are about being with the ones you love. How do you plan on spending your winter break? No set
plans for the holidays other than to enjoy my time home and the company of my loved ones.

ANDERA NOVAK
KING’S CREATIVE EDITOR

It’s the most wonderful time of the year! What is your favourite thing about the
holidays? My favourite thing is all the beautiful lights and decorations! I absolutely
love decorating my tree and helping my Mom decorate hers! It's also just so lovely
coming home from a long day at work or school and seeing all the houses with the
colourful lights and decorations breaking up the darkness.
Wow, aren’t you tired! Working all day and night… how do you refresh, relax
and unwind after a long study sesh? I'm a huge fan of bubble baths if I have the
time. Otherwise, I love to relax by having a nice cup of tea and enjoying an episode
or two of my favourite Netflix shows.

Snow is sticking on the ground but it’s a perfect day to be outdoors! What is the best way to enjoy the day? I used
to love going tobogganing, but I haven't gone for years! When I have the time, I'm also a huge fan of going ice skating,
although I'm not very good at it!

Yikes, a (winter) storm’s-a-brewin’! Quick, grab three things and head to the couch to cozy up and watch a
movie. 1. Tea or hot chocolate. 2. A cozy blanket and pajamas 3. My dog (because who am I kidding, I wouldn't be able
to keep him away!)
The holidays are about being with the ones you love. How do you plan on spending your winter break? I'm hoping
to visit with my mom during the winter break! I already booked a few days off work so I can see her amid all the
craziness of retail at Christmas time. But those days are after exams, so I can be wholly present and enjoy spending time
with her!

Happy Holidays from your Executive Team!
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A Year in Lille, France
Fraser Jazey
November 2019

T

his past month I experienced an exceptional amount of history
about France!

In the first week of November, my group of friends and I
travelled to Reims, the capital of the Champagne region in
France. A short bus ride from Lille, Reims had everything you could ask
for. Being in the Champagne region, we decided it was essential to go on
a Champagne tour. After looking around for the best tour, we found
Taittinger, one of the oldest champagne houses in history. We visited their
cellars on this tour, as well as did some tasting of three different
champagnes, including their Brut Reserve, a bottle that is very hard to find
in Canada. Continuing to splurge, we sat down for dinner at Café de la
Paix, a Michelin starred restaurant. This was one of the best meals I have
ever had.
On my next trip, I ventured to Arras on Remembrance Day with another
Canadian. Arras is the closest city to Vimy Ridge, one of the defining
locations of Canada’s history. Due to Remembrance Day being a national
holiday in France, it was difficult to find a method of transportation to get
to Vimy Ridge. Thankfully we were able to find a very nice man who took us to and from Vimy for a reasonable price.
When we got closer to the site, it started to rain harder and harder. Finally walking down to the front of the memorial, we
saw 15 to 20 people all gathered together in the rain. Once we came
together with everyone else, the moment of silence started, then our
national anthem. There was something very moving about everyone
singing in unison.

Until next time,
Fraser
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Une année à Lille, France
Fraser Jazey
novembre 2019

L

e mois dernier, j'ai tellement appris sur l'histoire de France!

La première semaine de novembre, moi et mon groupe d'amis
sommes allés à Reims, la capitale de la région du Champagne. À
quelques heures en bus de Lille, Reims avait tout ce dont vous
pouviez rêver. Étant dans la région de Champagne, nous avons décidé qu'il
était essentiel de faire une tournée de Champagne. Après avoir cherché la
meilleure visite, nous avons trouvé Taittinger, l’une des plus vieilles maisons
de champagne de l’histoire. Cette tournée nous a permis de visiter leurs
caves, et de déguster trois différents types de champagne, inclus leur Brut
Reserve, une bouteille très difficile à trouver au Canada. Continuant à faire
des folies, nous nous sommes assis pour dîner au Café de la Paix, un
restaurant étoilé au Michelin. C'était l'un des meilleurs repas que je n’ai
jamais eu.
Passant à mon prochain voyage, je me suis aventuré à Arras le jour du
Souvenir avec un autre Canadien. Arras est la ville la plus proche de la crête
de Vimy, l’un des locations décisifs de l’histoire du Canada. Le jour du
Souvenir étant une fête nationale en France, il était difficile de trouver un
moyen de transport pour se rendre à la crête de Vimy. Heureusement, nous
avons réussi à trouver un homme très gentil qui nous a emmenés de et vers
Vimy pour un prix raisonnable, tout compte fait. Lorsque nous nous sommes
rapprochés du site, il a commencé à pleuvoir de plus en plus fort. Enfin, en
descendant devant le mémorial, nous avons vu 15 à 20 personnes rassemblées
sous la pluie. Quand nous avons rejoint tout le monde, le moment de silence a
commencé, puis notre hymne national. Il y avait quelque chose de très
touchant chez tout le monde qui chantait à l'unisson.
Jusqu'à la prochaine fois,
Fraser
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Carlie Thompson-Bockus

T

he lights on the tree
illuminated the pine needles,
casting shadows on the
foliage. The brightness faded
as the song on the radio ended, and then
twinkled in tune to the next.
Ashley squinted at the sight, the bulbs
hurting her dry eyes. Compared to her
bedroom, where she had been sitting for
the past three hours, it was like looking
at the sun.

back to her phone. She wasn’t going to
justify the comment with an answer.
When he didn’t leave after another thirty
seconds, Ashley sighed.
“I’m going to get a glass of water.” She
smiled, squeezing between him at the
wall.

usually brought her joy—the sun,
flowers, and her bicycle—were being
stripped from her with every snowflake.
Now, the isolation from her friends was
making it overwhelming.
After checking her phone for the
hundredth time, she noticed the plate of
baked goods. It was stacked with sugar
cookies, peppermint patties and whitechocolate bark. Ashley licked her lips at
the sight.

Her family was packed in the living
room. She could hear the echo of
laughter down the hallway as her
relatives pretended to get along. As she
Leaning against the doorframe, she
passed the room, her breath quickened— It was her Grandmother’s homemade
sighed. She dragged her eyes from the
she didn’t have the energy to socialize.
Nanaimo bars that she wanted most. The
tree to check her phone, but there
top layer of dark chocolate was
It was only 4PM and despite lying in bed
weren’t any new notifications.
glistening, and she couldn’t help but
all day, she was exhausted. The thought
imagine the way it would melt on her
A shaky finger hovered over the
of being pulled into conversations with
tongue. As a child, she loved the way it
iMessage icon. She had texted Kayla an relatives that she didn’t recognize made
folded in her mouth, exploding flavor
hour ago, and she hadn’t answered. The her stomach clench.
across her palette.
familiar, cold feeling was sliding down
Luckily, the kitchen was empty.
her limbs, paralyzing her.
The cling wrap protecting them from
Pouring herself a glass of water, she took sticky fingers had already been peeled
“Ashley!” A booming voice echoed
a sip. The cold slid down her throat,
open, and the pyramid of chocolate was
down the hallway, and the girl jumped. It
signaling how truly thirsty she was. She noticeably missing most of the right side.
was her uncle, grinning as if he hadn’t
couldn’t remember the last time she had Nobody would notice if she snuck an
just announced he was divorcing his
something to drink.
early desert.
latest wife after just six weeks.
Outside, it was dark. With the winter
She slid her fingers under the plastic and
“Finally decided to leave your cave and
came longer nights, which weighed
removed a bar. After pouring another
join the party, huh?”
heavy on the heart. It was difficult to
glass of water, she took a bite.
Rolling her eyes at the joke, she went
find happiness when everything that
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It tasted bland.
“Breaking into the treats, eh?”
Ashley turned to the voice. Her cousin,
Janine, was two years younger but had
grown taller since last year.
A coil of jealousy constricted her chest.
She’d always considered Janine to be
beautiful, but her carefully applied
makeup made her look more
sophisticated. Unless those were her
natural cheekbones, but she couldn’t be
sure. Ashley wasn’t sure which was
more annoying. She had had to force
herself to wash her own face that
morning.

have to if you want. We can talk about
something else until you’re ready?”

feelings but gave her an outlet; she
didn’t feel as alone.

Chewing her lip, Ashley replied, “A
distraction would be nice, actually.”

She had two notifications.

“Did you listen to the new Harry Styles
album? His sound has really changed
since One Direction.”
The pair had choreographed a dance to
every song on the band’s first album.
The memory brought a ghost of a smile
to Ashley’s face.

Ashley clicked the text message. It was
from Kayla.
Sorry I missed your message, babe! My
Dad refused to let me use my phone
while we were at my Oma’s. I’m sorry
your party isn’t going well; wish you
were here. How are you feeling now?

The second was on Instagram. She
“I liked it. I don’t know if you can dance clicked it, and a picture of a Pomeranian,
to it, though.”
groomed into a perfect circle, appeared
on the screen. Under it were a series of
“What do you mean?” Janine swayed her
animals, with the caption: Maybe these
hips dramatically, slowly rotating her
“I don’t think I was the only one.”
will cheer you up <3. Kayla had sent
hands above her head. “You and I can
Ashley gestured to the half-eaten pile,
them ten minutes after the text.
dance to anything.”
covering her mouth with the opposite
“You good, Ash?” Janine asked, a look
hand. She was self-conscious, afraid that The parody of sexiness was ridiculous,
of concern on her face.
and Ashley chortled.
her snacking looked like greed.
Ashley’s eyes were stinging, but she was
“C’mon,” Janine winked, “Let’s see your
Janine reached across and grabbed her
smiling.
moves.”
own bar, popping the entirety of it into
“Yeah, I think so.”
her mouth.
Ashley felt ridiculous and selfconscious. Still, she wiggled her hips
“Mmmm.” She spoke through bites,
slightly. Her cousin howled with
“Gramma’s treats are the best.”
For many, the holiday season can be an
laughter.
isolating, and even emotionally
Ashley frowned, thinking back to the
“Yes!
J.Lo
has
nothing
on
you!”
triggering time.
cardboard treat she had eaten. Was there
something wrong with her?
For the next fifteen minutes, the pair
If you think you may be experiencing
“Yeah, I guess.”
The pair chewed in silence.
“Is everything okay? I saw you earlier.
You seemed upset.”

talked and danced in the kitchen. They
switched between laughing and serious
conversation. Janine asked questions,
inquiring about how Ashley was doing,
but stopped when she noticed that she
was feeling uncomfortable. It didn’t fix
how she was feeling, but it helped
alleviate it.

“I’m fine. Thanks for asking.” Ashley
hoped her cousin didn’t notice the way
her voice cracked as she spoke. Based on
Janine’s facial expression, however, she “Do you want to watch a movie? I bet
did.
we can find Harry Potter on TV.”
Janine tilted her head. Pulling another
bar from the plate, she spoke again.
“Do you want to talk about it?”
“Talk about what?”
“Whatever is upsetting you. You don’t

“That’d be nice.
As Janine flipped through the guide,
Ashley checked her phone again. Her
anxiety hadn’t disappeared with her
cousin’s presence, but it didn’t feel as
heavy. The laughter didn’t cure her

distress during the holiday season, or
are concerned about your well-being,
please know that there are resources to
support you. The following 24/7
helplines are available over the break at
any time if you are in need:
CMHA Middlesex Support Line:
519-605-8055
Good2Talk Helpline:
1-866-925-5454
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Andera Novak

T

hat solstice there was no
bowl of porridge waiting
for the gnome. He
walked from one end of
the farm’s property to the other and
searched in all the hiding places the
small humans hid in during their
games. But, despite his looking, the
bowl of porridge was nowhere to be
found.

there, wondering where else the
porridge may have been left for
him, he rose on his toes and peaked
into the farmhouse through the lowsitting bay of windows. The home
beyond the glass was dark, except
for the twinkling of multi-coloured
lights on a tree to the left of his
vision and decorations on the
mantle-place to his right. He
The gnome sat on the stoop of the searched the room to see if the
farmhouse, pulling at his long beard porridge had been accidentally left
inside the home but saw nothing.
in contemplation. After resting

9

Displeased by his discovery, the
gnome sat back on the stoop. This
had been the first year the porridge
had been missing from its usual
place on the top step of the
farmhouse. Protecting the farm had
been the responsibility of his family
for generations, and all they had
ever demanded was a single bowl
of porridge on the longest night of
the year as payment for good crops
and healthy livestock. Even when
he was young and had no beard,
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back when the role of protecting the
farmhouse had been his mother’s,
the gnome had never experienced
the disrespect associated with the
missing porridge. The gnome had
to remain seated on the stoop far
into the darkest hour of the night to
think of what could be done in
retribution.

standing in front of her.

longing look, but turned away from
it, knowing he didn’t deserve it, not
“I’m sorry old friend. I burnt the
yet. He trudged back to the garden
first batch and I had to restart. I
with its bulbs and roots strewn
hope you aren’t too upset that it’s
across the snow and began to
late.”
tenderly pick them up. With the
The woman gazed out into the night scent of warm butter in his nose,
wistfully, and then turned, pulling the gnome began to put the
the light back into the home with
vegetable garden back together,
her. The gnome crept away from
putting just a bit of magic into the
After considering his options, the
the garden plot, and the smell of
soil so the people who hadn’t
gnome stood and trudged through
fresh porridge topped with butter
forgotten him after all, knew that he
the snow to the edge of the
and a dash of honey reached his
hadn’t forsaken them either.
property. There, he stopped in front nose. Looking down at the dark
of a small fenced off plot of land
stains of dirt that covered his red
that served as the family’s personal woolen coat, he felt shame fill his
vegetable garden. During the
stomach more readily than even the
summer he watched the humans toil porridge could.
at the soil, and after the fall harvest,
he had seen the way they lovingly The gnome gave the porridge a
prepared the beds for the winter to
come.
The gnome dug through the snow
that covered the soil, scooping it
out until he hit the semi-frozen dirt.
Once he had reached this depth, he
began to pull out the bulbs and
roots that would have made up the
next year’s crop and scattered them
in the snow around him.
The garden had been almost
completely dug up by the gnome
when the front door of the
farmhouse cracked open, spilling
warm light into the cold night. The
gnome froze in the shadows and
watched as a wrinkled woman
stepped outside, bending to place a
small, steaming bowl onto the top
step. Her weathered voice was soft,
but the gnome still caught what she
called out as though he were

10
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Brody Robinson

I

t had been only four days since
Owen Fletcher stood with his
parents and watched as the
police pulled his older brother,
George, out of the icy Bluewater
River. Nobody called it Bluewater
though: the number of bodies who took
up residence at the marshy bottom
helped to give it that nickname. To the
town, it was called Redwater because
blood poured down that river, warm
and thick every year.
Owen’s mother shook uncontrollably
when she saw her son’s young face
frozen and lifeless. His father buried
her head in his chest to avert her eyes.
But Owen stood and stared blankly at
his older brother. He asked the police
officer, “What killed George?”

11

The officer looked solemnly at the
only child. “We don’t know son, but
we’ll catch whoever did this, don’t you
worry ‘bout that.”

Aesop knew they hated when George
and his friends played hockey in the
street and constantly hit their windows.
Aesop knew they finally had enough
when George, two days before he was
Owen was told by his mom that he was
found, had accidentally smashed the
too young at eleven-years-old to see
window of Kevin Jones’ prized 1965
blood or gore in the movies. That night
Cadillac. And Aesop knew for sure,
however, he saw an image he would
they had murdered his eldest son.
never forget: the frozen body of his
brother wrapped in a black bag, zipped Since the invitation to the Jones’
up to his head, a bloody and obvious
annual Christmas Day party got
knife wound slashed through George’s dropped off to his wife, he knew his
young throat.
plan for revenge. In three weeks, he
knew what he had to do.
Aesop Fletcher never believed the
officers the night they pulled his son
from Redwater. He had his own theory
he was sure of since the moment it
happened: the Jones’.

Aesop took his now-only son down
into the basement. “Shut the door and
leave the lights off,” he said nervously.
After he led Owen to the two chairs he
had set up in the corner of the still dark
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room, he sat down. Silently, he stared
at his trembling hands until he finally
spoke. Low and deep, Aesop asked his
son two questions. “Owen, did you
love your brother?”

Kevin Jones had lead Aesop and Owen
through the sea of party guests, past
the door to the wine cellar, and to the
food table, a mountain of goodies and
sweets for Owen to stuff his face with.

stood and stared, awestruck at the
beauty of the lights and props, the
reindeer, the Santa, and the sheer
amount of colour their normally stark
white house masked itself with.

Owen timidly replied, “Of course Pa,
why even ask that?”

“Don’t eat too much son, you know
how sweets don’t always agree with
you,” Aesop warned Owen. His glare
at his boy was one of deceit and
knowing, one that anyone else would
have perceived as disciplinary. If only
they had known.

Laurie started to shiver as the cold
pierced its way through her jacket like
the sting of a hornet through the skin.
She scanned the house once more
before making her first stride back to
the door. But she stopped, something
caught her eye. She had sworn the
lights of the balcony had been on when
she went up there with Maria earlier
that evening.

“Good,” his father said. “Now son,
would you kill for him?”
The door to the Jones’ bright,
decorated home opened just past seven
o'clock on the evening of December
25th. The Fletchers were the last to
arrive to the party. Aesop had been in
the house many times since they
became neighbours, but never once
had he felt the same evil presence he
had that night looking at the two
seemingly innocent hosts. They were
all smiles when they greeted him.
Maria Jones repeatedly said, “I’m so
sorry for your loss.” The phrase was an
encompassing enchantment falling
over the Fletchers until they were sick
of hearing it. Every time it was said,
the image of the frozen, bloody,
George flashed into their sullen empty
minds.
Maria took Laurie Fletcher by the arm
right away. “Come on Laurie,” she
practically giggled at her excitement.
“I just have to show you the new
balcony we installed as a little
Christmas gift for ourselves.”

Laurie noticed it first, the look of
complete discomfort and pain on her
son’s face. “Owen, hun are you okay?”
she said with a deep concern for her
last remaining son. What a strong
young man he was after his brother’s
death, she thought.
“Yeah, Mom,” Owen said halfheartedly. “I probably just ate too
much.”
Aesop had arrived at the boy’s side
shortly thereafter. He said, “Laurie, I’ll
take him home and make sure he’s
feeling better. Why don’t you enjoy
yourself?” His small smile of pleading,
said, you need this honey, please try
not to worry. His love for her passed
across his sunken eyes.

The boys had been home for about an
hour before Laurie realized the
temperature of the room. The amount
of people dancing, confined, and
surrounded by bright fluorescent bulbs,
Laurie barely saw the wrought iron
she definitely needed some air. She
railing due to the abundance of
walked outside, her heavy winter coat
Christmas lights, strand after strand
covered her bare shoulders, shielding
wrapped around the posts. She walked
her from the impending snowstorm.
out through the sliding glass doors into
She sometimes found the Jones’ to be
the cold winter night, looking down
pretentious, but she would be the first
she realized the height of the balcony
to admit that their Christmas
and just how slippery it really was.
decorations were spectacular. She

She analyzed the railing from her gaze,
trying to determine the cause of the
whole strand being off. From her
vantage point, the house now looked as
though a black hole was surrounded by
a million stars. Then she heard it, the
scream from inside the house.
Laurie bolted inside, almost tripping in
her heels on the icy walkway. She
opened the door to a cluster of people
surrounding the entrance to the
basement wine cellar. Managing to
push past the thick sea of suits and
dresses, she fought her way to the front
to see whatever caused the scream.
Laurie’s eyes widened, the woman in
the peach coloured, shoulderless dress
stood petrified, her hands dripped with
thick, dark blood.
Laurie was usually mild mannered in
chaotic situations. But she was the
only one there who had a recent
encounter with death. She had to see
what was down the stairs.
Before anyone realized what had
happened, Laurie had pushed past the
lady in the peach dress and sprinted
downstairs to the wine cellar.
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“She’s dead!” Laurie screamed. Her
shriek echoed from every corner of the
basement. She fell to her knees and ran
her fingers through Maria’s bloodsoaked hair. She attempted to lift her
head up, but quickly realized what had
happened. There was almost no neck
left to hold her head up. The slashed
skin meticulously carved to the bone
spanned the entire front of the neck.
Tears fell to the cadaver from her
trembling face, her knees were soaked
in the blood that pooled around the
body, but she could not bear to leave
her friend.
The second scream Laurie heard that
night came from upstairs, more
specifically outside. She didn’t want to
leave her friend, but she needed to
know what else had transpired. Making
her way to the front door she asked
anyone she could find, “What
happened? Please. I need to get back to
her.”
She pleaded for an answer until she
had found it herself when she stepped
back outside into the freezing cold
Christmas night. Laurie stood frozen,
not from the cold air like before, but
from the shock. She realized that if she
would have stayed outside a few
moments longer, she would have found
out why the railing lights were out. If
only her eyes would have analyzed the
railing for a bit longer, she would’ve
seen the body. Hanging amongst the
array of bright Christmas decorations
was Kevin Jones, strung up by his
neck, the burnt-out strand as his
noose.
Not long after the silence of shock
rang through the crowded house, the
eruption of yelling and accusations
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broke out. But not a word from Laurie
Fletcher. The police had arrived by that
time and had started questioning
everyone. All Laurie could think about
was how happy she was her young
Owen went home in time to not have
to deal with any more death. A child
should never see the things he’s seen,
she thought solemnly.

the street and took out the shoebox
from under his bed. Opening it on his
desk, he carefully placed the knife he
had recently used on Mrs. Jones next
to the other. He spaced the two
weapons out perfectly, careful not to
let the blood from either one touch. He
believed that each murder deserved to
be remembered by itself. Each one a
masterpiece. “Now they finally notice
me,” he said, as he stared at the other
bloody knife in the box.

Owen Fletcher looked out his frosted
second floor window at the sirens and
Admiring the second knife, Owen
flashing lights, the firemen getting Mr.
thought to himself that this Christmas
Jones down. His dad has tied him up
was his first one without George, and
there pretty good, Owen thought.
he could not have been happier.
He turned away from the scene across

Volume 10, Issue 4 | December 2019

Kayla Skinner
Last year, I promised myself I wouldn’t let my mind disappear in notes, in studying, or in my thoughts.
December is a stressful time of year for all of us; trying to keep the GPA up, get the last-minute papers in,
organize our things to get home for the holidays, financing, and the list goes on. But, I made a pact with
myself to not be swallowed whole by wintery stressors and began planning mini road trips.
In between studying, I would take a break - sometimes for a couple hours, or sometimes for days. Adventuring
is only one of the many things we can do to bring our stress levels down and focus on something positive and
creative. Changing my atmosphere, even briefly, helped me focus better when I returned to studying again.
Make a pledge this year to put yourself first.

Go for a drive, go for a walk, listen to an album from a singer you’ve never heard before, paint a picture, write
your thoughts down, spend time with the people you love.
Counselling Services are available at King’s year round:
September - April
Monday to Friday at 1:30pm-3:30pm
Wemple 151
(Photo: Kincardine, Ontario (Kayla Skinner)
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Tyler’s Top Five
Five books to read this holiday season or to gift to any
bookworm in your life (even yourself!)
Tyler Boudreau

S

hopping for your friends for the holidays is difficult. With so much out there, it’s
hard to narrow down the perfect book. Whether you’re shopping for someone else, or
you’re looking to make your “to read” pile just a bit taller, this top five list is a perfect reference point for shopping for any bookworm.

1. The Troop by Nick Cutter
Jump into a campfire story from your childhood with this
delightfully dark novel. This book features a secret military
experiment, a government cover-up, and a troop of Canadian Boy
scouts trapped on an island with an escaped biological weapon.
Cutter’s novel belongs on the bookshelf of any horror fan looking
to be transported back to the scary stories of their youth.

2. Metro 2033 by
Dmitry Glukhovsky
This novel brings the old heroic journey
into the 21st century. In a world ravaged
Amazon.ca
by atomic warfare, one of the last bastions of
civilization is holed up in the metro system under the streets of
Moscow. We follow the hero, Artym, as he fights his way through
the factions that make up the new world. Glukhovsky’s text is the
first of three novels that makes you question what really is the
scariest thing lurking in the depths: the monsters or the men? This
book is perfect for the person on your list who loves science
fiction and the post-apocalyptic genre.
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3. The Count of Monte Cristo by Alexandre Dumas
This novel answers the question, how far is one willing to go for
revenge? This classic French novel follows a man betrayed and
blamed for a crime he didn’t commit, as well as his revenge on all
those who crossed him. The text flips the idea of class and status
and gives the reader a hero and a cause we can all root for. Dumas’
novel is perfect for the person on your list who is obsessed with
old and backbreaking books.

Amazon.com

4. The Five People You Meet in
Heaven by Mitch Albom

This bestseller takes the reader on an emotional and philosophical
journey that will forever stay in your mind. The text will leave
you thinking about the life you live, the life you leave behind, and
the lives you’ve touched along the way. Mitch Albom
conceptualizes the first step to the afterlife as a reflection of the
life you lived and seeing the bigger picture of your own actions.
This book is a must for every collection, no matter the size, and is
a great gift for any reader.
Amazon.ca

5. Saga, Vol. 1 by Brian K. Vaughan and Fiona Staples
This graphic novel seamlessly blends science fiction, fantasy, and
the heroic journey in a new medium. Following a couple and their
newborn child trapped in a galactic conflict, this story forces the
reader to think about war, rights, and why we do what we do.
Vaughan’s and Staples’ beautifully drawn novel is perfect for fans
of graphic novels or those who are looking to break into a new
medium.
Amazon.ca
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Alexa McKinnon
The key to acing the holiday hustle is to follow the OLG’s slogan “know your limit, play within it”.
This includes, but is not limited to:
1. Food/Eating - binge eating is a big holiday regret. Savour the food and maybe put some away for
later snacking. Leftovers are a midnight meal!
2. Alcohol - no one wants to end up not invited to next year’s festivities. Check yourself before you
wreck yourself.
3. Company - sometimes even two’s a crowd. Remember that taking time for yourself keeps you merry
and bright! If going home for the holidays isn’t in the cards, don’t get down with the winter blues.
Spread the cheer, reach out to some friends and make new traditions.
4. Spending - Yes, gifts are a big part of the “season of giving” but homemade sentiments can go a long
way too. Don’t forget, it’s the thought that counts, but the bank does too (your credit limit that is).
This “Guide to Surviving the Holidays” is straight FACS (Food, Alcohol, Company, and Spending).
Take care of yourself and the others around you. Giving back to the community is also a great way to spend
your winter break (there are a lot of less fortunate people who would love to have compassion and
companionship this time of year).
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Come back refreshed and ready to tackle a new year!
Happy Holidays!
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Andera Novak

A

round this time of the
year, it’s sometimes
difficult to feel festive,
what with multiple final
assignments coming due and exams
right around the corner. I get it; it’s
easier to focus wholly on schoolwork
and forget that this time of the year can
still feel festive even if you’re super
stressed out. Here are some tips on
how to get into the holiday spirit when
you feel like it’s impossible.

festive when the cold weather and
endless barrage of late-nighters start to
get me down. Personally, I love
Peppermint Mochas and Chestnut
Praline Lattes from Starbucks, and
holiday (eggnog and salted caramel)
lattes from Coffee Culture! King’s also
has its own festive hot chocolates this
time of the year, and I’d definitely
recommend trying them out if you are
looking for a festive beverage to warm
you up while you’re on campus!

Decorate
Drink Festive Beverages

Decorating your dorm, apartment, or
room can help make you instantly feel
I won’t lie, my favourite thing is when
more festive! I personally have a fullcafes start releasing their holiday drink
sized tree because I live off-campus in
menus. I’m a total sucker for candy
an apartment, but even if your
cane hot chocolates and peppermint
roommates don’t feel like having a
mochas. I personally have a go-to at
house-tree, there are many small, deskmost cafes so I can always feel a little

sized trees you can buy, and get mini
decorations for from Dollarama. This
means it’s not only a great way to get
in the holiday spirit, but it’s also costeffective and won’t break the bank. If
you don’t celebrate Christmas, or don’t
want to put in the effort to buy and
decorate a tree, I would recommend
buying some fun lights (which you
could definitely leave up year-round),
or make paper snowflakes to hang up.
Any little bit of effort can make a
world of difference to make the
holidays feel a little less like any other
day.

(Continued on next page)
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university friends! Go out for a nice
dinner or do a secret Santa! You can
plan to do something unrelated to
If you’re lucky enough to live at home schoolwork, and I promise the season
will feel a little brighter!
or near family members while at
university, I would recommend making
Watch Holiday Movies
the effort to spend some time with your
family! Odds are, they haven’t seen
This one is super easy this time of
you for more than a few minutes over year, especially because so many
the past few weeks because you’ve
holiday movies get released on Netflix!
been extremely busy, so spending
If you need a quick pick-me-up,
some quality time with them might be consider putting on a holiday movie
just what you need to push through
while you study as background noise,
until the end of finals. If you can’t go or even just make yourself a nice cup
home to see family until after exams
of hot cocoa and bundle up for a nice
are done, or won’t be able to go home night-in either by yourself or with
at all, surround yourself with your
friends!

Spend Time with Friends and
Family
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It’s difficult to feel festive when you
want to do well in your courses. It’s
especially difficult if you have exams
only days before Christmas—or any
other holiday you might celebrate
during this time of the year. Finding
small ways to find joy in the season
can not only help you de-stress while
you finish this term, but also help you
to take advantage of the festive spirit
for more than a day or two.
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Winter Morning Recipes
To Warm Up With
Emily Amarelo

Banana Pancakes
These pancakes are perfect alongside your favourite hot cocoa or coffee on a chilly winter morning. Made with bananas
and oats as opposed to flour, these cakes won’t have you feeling sluggish as you brave the cold. This recipe is easily
modified to serve those craving something decadently sweet or for those wanting something fruity and light.
Servings: 3 pancakes
Preparation Time: 10 minutes
Supplies Needed: Pan, spatula, mixing bowl, spoon and
fork

Ingredients:
1 banana
1 egg
Coconut oil or butter of choice to line the pan generously
1 ½ cup oats
Instructions
1. In a bowl, using your fork, mash up the banana until it
becomes a thick liquid.
2. Crack your egg and add it into the mixture, whisking the
egg and banana until smooth.
3. Add in the oats, mixing altogether to create the pancake
batter.
4. Over a low heat, begin to melt the coconut oil or butter
in the pan.
5. When melted, using your spoon, begin to take the
pancake batter into the pan, creating small circular,
pancake shapes.
6. Allow the pancakes to cook until golden brown on each
side, taking careful attention when flipping them.
7. When the pancakes are done, add your toppings of
choice.
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Dark Chocolate Banana Oatmeal
If you’re a chocolate lover, this recipe is for you! Since they are not overly sweet, these oats crush chocolate cravings.
With only minimal ingredients, this recipe is perfect for those wanting a clean eat.
Servings: 1
Preparation Time: 5 minutes
Supplies Needed: Microwave-safe bowl
Ingredients:
1 cup of oats
1 tsp of cocoa powder
½ cup of milk of choice
1 banana

Instructions:
1. Add your cup of oats to your microwave safe bowl, then add your cocoa powder to the oats and mix until the cocoa
powder is distributed evenly amongst the oats.
2. Slowly add in your milk of choice, mixing to combine.
3. Put your mixture into the microwave for roughly two minutes or until cooked. A good estimate to know if your oats
are cooked is that they would have soaked up the milk.
4. Lastly, when the oats are cooked, add the sliced banana on top of your oatmeal.
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WHY JOIN OUR TEAM?
BUILD YOUR RESUME
GAIN EXPERIENCE IN PUBLICATION
BONUS MARKS FOR CLASSES
PUBLISH YOUR WORK
LEARN MORE ABOUT EDITING
DEVELOP LEADERSHIP SKILLS
WORK WITH A CREATIVE TEAM
AND MORE!!!
FOR MORE INFORMATION AND TO APPLY TO OUR TEAM,
CONTACT US AT
THEREGIS@KUCSC.COM
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Thank You to Our
Contributors and Partners
Articles

Poetry and Fiction

Production

Emily Amarelo

Andera Novak

KUCSC Executive

Tyler Boudreau

Brody Robinson

Fraser Jazey

Kayla Skinner

King’s University College
Students’ Council

Alexa McKinnon

Carlie Thompson-Bockus

Happy Holidays!
Wishing you all the best in 2020!
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