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Hi everyone,

H

appy 2020 and welcome back to The Regis! On behalf of our
team, I am excited to present to you our first issue of the new
year, the January Mental Health and Wellness issue! With the
start of the semester already in full swing, our team has been
working hard to complete an issue focused on student mental
health and self-care awareness during what can often be a difficult month of
the year.
As always, this issue contains several pieces of creative writing, with
students reflecting on sometimes their own mental well-being, or the reality
that many people face on a daily basis. We have also included a piece from
the Jack.org King’s Chapter, our campus group dedicated to promoting
student mental health. Additionally, we have included a list of local
resources, some on campus and some in the city of London, for anyone who
may be facing a difficult time this month or whenever they may be reading
this issue.
Do you have any New Year’s resolutions for 2020? How about writing for us! The Regis is always accepting new pieces
and regular contributors regardless of the time of year. Whether you would like to develop your writing, are looking for a
creative outlet for yourself, or are looking to pick up a new hobby, we would be happy to support your endeavours.
Commitment is flexible as always, so please reach out to a member of the team if you would like to submit some writing
or join us as a regular contributor. We still have 3 more issues left this year, so please don’t worry that joining in January
is too late. For inquiries, I am personally reachable at theregis@kucsc.com.
I would like to extend a thank you to Jack.org for contributing to this issue, as well as for all they do for King’s students
year-round. It is imperative to advocate for student mental health in today’s day and age, and I commend your
organization for your pursuit. Thank you as well to all our contributors who have stuck with us through the new year. It
is always a pleasure to read your work and work with you to develop your writing skills. And of course, thank you to our
readers for your continued support. We have high hopes for 2020 and truly appreciate the time you dedicate to reading
our issues each month.
I wish all of you all this best this month, and I encourage you to reach out to others, whether that be friends, family,
classmates, or anyone in between, if you are in need of support. Take time for yourself amidst the impending busyness of
school, and always be proud of how far you’ve come. Good luck!

Kind regards,

Anastazia Csegeny, Editor-in-Chief
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Your Executive Team

anuary is Mental Health Awareness Month, and in keeping with that theme, we will be taking a short
break from quizzing our Execs in our traditional manner. Instead, our steadfast Executives completed 3
Buzzfeed quizzes and are sharing their answers with you!

ANASTAZIA CSEGENY
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Everyone’s meant to live in a Disney Kingdom - Which one will you end up
in?
Corona from "Tangled"
In the kingdom of the golden flower, the sun always shines. The people in this
kingdom enjoy singing and dancing in the village square. If you live here you
will always be in a sunny mood!

What Animal Matches Your Personality?
Hamster
You're energetic and positive! You work hard and barely ever take a break. You're a true inspiration to the
people in your life!
Which Holiday Matches Your Personality?
Christmas
Like Christmas, you're warm and comforting! You're someone who tends to get very nostalgic, and you don't
think there's anything better than a day at home with your friends and family.

KELLY OSTROWSKI
VIDEOGRAPHER & PHOTOGRAPHER

Everyone’s meant to live in a Disney Kingdom - Which one will you end up
in?
Arendelle from "Frozen"
In the kingdom of the Snow Queen, winter is in perfect harmony with summer!
You’ll live happily on the banks of the fjord under the guidance of a queen with
extraordinary powers and an amazing voice!

What Animal Matches Your Personality?
Dog
You are a true joy to be around! When people are sad, you know exactly what to do to lighten up the mood.
You're truly a friend to all!
Which Holiday Matches Your Personality?
Easter
Like Easter, you're sweet and soft! You're the type of person who lights up every room, and you find the
positive in every situation.
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Take these quizzes yourself at the following links!
Everyone’s meant to live in a Disney Kingdon - Which one will you end up in?
https://www.buzzfeed.com/alicemos01/which-disney-princess-kingdom-are-you-meant-to-liv-6v7pgfbqnl
Go Grocery Shopping And We'll Tell You What Animal Matches Your Personality
https://www.buzzfeed.com/summertawti/go-to-the-grocery-store-and-the-items-that-you-pic-9h6074khst
Eat At This Breakfast Buffet And We'll Tell You Which Holiday Matches Your Personality
https://www.buzzfeed.com/evageliaa29/eat-some-breakfast-foods-and-well-tell-you-which-5omy4rk9gh

ALEXA MCKINNON
MANAGING EDITOR & MARKETING TEAM LEAD

Everyone’s meant to live in a Disney Kingdom - Which one will you end up
in?
Belle’s Kingdom from “Beauty and the Beast”
This kingdom has all of the magic of France and Disney combined! Strolling in
the woods, you will always find something that makes each day different than the
one before.

What Animal Matches Your Personality?
Dog
You are a true joy to be around! When people are sad, you know exactly what to do to lighten up the mood.
You're truly a friend to all!
Which Holiday Matches Your Personality?
Christmas
Like Christmas, you're warm and comforting! You're someone who tends to get very nostalgic, and you don't
think there's anything better than a day at home with your friends and family.

ANDERA NOVAK
KING’S CREATIVE EDITOR

Everyone’s meant to live in a Disney Kingdom - Which one will you end
up in?
Belle’s Kingdom from “Beauty and the Beast”
This kingdom has all of the magic of France and Disney combined! Strolling
in the woods, you will always find something that makes each day different
than the one before.

What Animal Matches Your Personality?
Bird
You are fun and free-spirited! You don’t like doing things the “easy way” and prefer to challenge yourself to
try new things. Other people admire your confidence!
Which Holiday Matches Your Personality?
Halloween
Like Halloween, you’re extremely fun and you don’t take yourself too seriously! You have an appreciation for
the stranger things in life, and you know how to make everyday a party.
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Jack.org

Jack.org

Jack.org, King’s Chapter

J

ack.org is Canada’s only non-profit dedicated to empowering young individuals to break down barriers
and start conversations about mental health and mental illness. Our belief is that 5 in 5 people have
mental health and it is important for people to know ways to cope with their own mental health and
when to reach out for external help.

On school campuses, Jack.org organizes events and highlights resources through social media platforms in
order to stress the importance of taking care of one’s self, as mental health is something that affects everyone.
The Jack.org committee at King's is dedicated to not only advocating for mental health awareness but is also
invested in creating a community on campus that is supportive of students and their mental health. When
creating events, our main focus is to provide students with a break from their busy schedules, taking their
minds off their to-do lists, and helping them actively engage in self-care activities. One of the most popular
events we run at King’s is our Exam Kits. This event takes place during the last week of classes each semester.
These exam survival kits have previously included clementines, pencils, sticky notes, lip balm, ‘positive
affirmation’ colouring pages, etc. Not only have we had a great response from the students, but the volunteers
and executive team have said they have felt great about their contributions back into the community.
Through a presidential perspective, Taralyn Wohlfeld expresses great pleasure in running the club’s chapter on
King’s campus.
“The events we have run this far have had great success and it would have never been possible without the
passionate, hard-working executive team that shows up each week with new ideas and ways to engage
students. Jack.org aims to increase awareness and accessibility of mental health resources on campus.”
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Local Resources
CMHA 24/7 Support Line
(519)-601-8055
CMHA 24/7 Walk-In Crisis Centre
(519)-434-9191
648 Huron St.
King’s Walk-In Counselling
(519)-433-3491 ext. 4321
Wemple 151
Good2Talk
1-866-925-5454

Reach Out
(519)-433-2023
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A Year in Lille, France
Fraser Jazey
December 2019

C

losing my first semester in Lille, there were many important
takeaways from my experience.

December brought with it a couple challenges that I had to
overcome, thankfully with the help of the close friends that I
made while I was abroad. Sadly, all of the friends I made here in France
had to leave and go back to their home countries, most of them not
returning for the second semester. Having my friends with me
throughout my stay was amazing, and I couldn’t have asked for better
people. With a big goodbye party to end the semester by checking out
Lille’s Christmas market, we all promised that we would eventually see
each other again.

After coming back to Canada for a short stay to refresh and reunite with
my family and friends here at King’s, I was ready to go back and start
the new semester. Being welcomed back with a delayed flight, a delayed
train, and a strike blocking the main streets of Lille, I could tell I was in
France. If not for my family and friends, I would have most likely gone
crazy from the problems that consistently arose day after day. Stress can
seem inevitable, and well, it is, but you don’t have to face it alone. Friends and family will always be there for you.
Speaking of friends, I was nervous and excited to see new the international
students, including Mike Tuffin, a fellow King’s student! I can already tell
this next semester is going to be full of challenges like the last, but learning
from your experiences, whether they are positive or not, is still learning,
nonetheless.
Until next time,
Fraser
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Une année à Lille, France
Fraser Jazey
décembre 2019

E

n terminant mon premier semestre à Lille, il y avait de
nombreux enseignements importants à tirer de mon
expérience ici.

Décembre est venu avec quelques défis que je devais
surmonter, heureusement avec l'aide de mes amis que j'ai
rencontrés pendant que j'étais à l'étranger. Malheureusement, tous
les amis je me suis fait ici en France ont dû partir et retourner à
leur pays d'origine, la plupart d'entre eux ne revenant pas pour le
deuxième semestre. Avoir mes amis avec moi tout au long de mon
séjour était incroyable et je ne pourrais pas demander des
meilleures personnes. Avec une grande fête d'au revoir pour
terminer le semestre en visitant le marché de Noël de Lille, nous
avons tous promis de nous revoir éventuellement.
Après être revenu au Canada pour un court séjour pour me
rafraîchir et retrouver ma famille et mes amis ici à King's, j'étais
prêt à retourner et à commencer le nouveau semestre. Accueilli de
retour avec un vol retardé, un train retardé et une grève bloquant
les rues principales de Lille, je pouvais dire que j'étais en France. Sans ma
famille et mes amis, je serais probablement devenu fou à cause des
problèmes constants qui se posaient jour après jour. Le stress peut sembler
inévitable et bien, il l'est, mais vous ne devez pas à y faire face seule. Les
amis et la famille seront toujours là pour vous. En parlant d'amis, j'étais
nerveux et ravi de voir de nouveaux étudiants internationaux ainsi que
Mike Tuffin, un autre élève de King's! Je peux déjà dire que ce prochain
semestre va être plein de défis comme le dernier, mais apprendre de vos
expériences, positives ou non, c'est quand même l'apprentissage
Jusqu'à la prochaine fois,
Fraser
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Anastazia Csegeny

T

he last remnants of my
dreams were slowly chased
away by the realization that
morning had arrived: the
most horrendous time of day. I pulled
my blue duvet up over my head,
shielding myself from the warm beams
of sunlight that had ever so sneakily
peeked through the openings of my
dark curtains. I kept my eyes shut,
basking in the environment of my
dreams, hoping I could slowly fall
back into the world I much preferred
over the labyrinth of reality. As my
eyelashes brushed against the soft
inner layer of the duvet, I re-entered
the world of impossibility, the world of
imagination, the world of dreams.
When I opened my eyes, I found
myself in a meadow, sitting beneath an

9

ancient oak tree whose branches
stretched higher than the eye could see.
In my lap, a simple notebook, leatherbound, filled with empty pages. In my
hand, an even simpler pencil, covered
in intricate markings, perhaps an
ancient language that had yet to be
discovered. I soon realized that this
dream was the exact opposite of what I
had hoped to experience during these
fleeting moments of morning.

flowers, popcorn, or even vanish
completely. Unfortunately, my worried
pulling of the chain only caused it to
grow stronger in retention, each
individual link changing from a
smooth grey to a rusty black. Still
yanking the chain, I heard thunder
above, the sky filling with clouds
darker than those of thunderstorms and
hurricanes. I hadn’t even realized that
the notebook and pencil had molded
with the flesh of my hands, sinking
I attempted to stand up from the aging
deeper and deeper into my palms,
oak tree, but found that I couldn’t, for I
growing hotter with each passing
was bound to the tree. An iron shackle
moment. Hot tears began streaming
had been bound to my left leg,
down my face as I continued to pull on
preventing me from ever leaving the
the chain, and now flay my hands in
clutches of a seemingly harmless oak
the air, hoping I could discover how to
tree. I yanked my leg, hoping that I
remove the seemingly harmless sketch
could simply dream for the iron chain
book and pencil from my hand.
to transform into a string of spring

Volume 10, Issue 5 | January 2020

My tears soon turned to blood,
ear-wrenching sound. I groaned and hit
streaming down onto my white chiffon the top button of the vintage clock.
blouse.
Nothing. I tried again. Still nothing.
Fueled by rage, I ripped the cord from
A loud noise in the distance began to
the dusty electrical socket, hurling the
grow louder and louder, a blaring of
battered alarm clock across my room
sirens, coming for me. I tried to run
into the hallway, and down two flights
from the tree, but fell helplessly onto
of stairs. I heard a clatter followed by a
the cold, stone ground which had been
crash as the clock ricocheted off of
luscious grass mere moments ago. The
each descending step.
sirens grew closer, and closer. I looked
up to the sky, the dark clouds flashing Finally at peace, I fell back onto my
now, with red light. A word of some
pillow, still drenched in sweat. I kicked
sort was appearing. I tried to wipe my off my duvet and quilt, which sailed
blood-shot eyes to better see the
through the air much quieter than the
occurrence in the stratosphere. It
alarm clock. Beneath my covers was
wasn’t a word, but a number. A
my notebook and favourite pencil, the
horizontal line connected with an
exact same ones that had been molded
equally odd vertical line spread across to my palms in my recent nightmare. I
half of my view of the sky. Two dots
threw both of those across the room
appeared after it, I noticed it to be a
with the same amount of force exerted
colon. I soon realized the phenomena upon the clock. I didn’t aim for the
that was occurring before my very
hallway though; the corner of the room
eyes. The sound of the blaring sirens
would prove to be sufficient. My bed
had grown exceedingly closer, so close was finally stripped of its destructive
that even my thoughts were unsafe
forces, now in a pure state of solitude
from the noise. I covered my ears with and ceasefire. My sweating had come
my notebook and pencil filled palms. I to an end, and I slowly sat up from my
couldn’t take the noise, the wind, the
sagging mattress.
flashing red light, the iron shackles,
My eyes travelled around my small,
nothing. I couldn’t take it anymore.
cubby hole of a bedroom. At the foot
The sirens grew louder, the sky grew
of my bed were neglected piles upon
darker, my tears grew redder, the iron
piles of clothes, many of which needed
shackles grew tighter, then nothing.
to be washed twice to remove the
I shot up from my bed, covered in
stench that had been lingering in them
sweat from my head to my hands to
for the past few days. I swung my legs
my toes. I couldn’t stop my heavy
over the edge of my bed, my feet
breathing, each puff of air escaping my crunching numerous pieces of paper. I
mouth faster than the last. The blaring reached down and removed one that
noise was the only part of my
had stuck to my cold, damp toes.
nightmare that had not stopped. I
Remember John’s birthday- July 7th! I
glanced helplessly around my room,
looked over at my scribble filled
until my eyes met the menacing face of calendar, hanging askew over one of
my alarm clock, the number seven
two auburn night tables located in my
followed by a colon and two zeros
bedroom. Today was July 10th. I
endlessly pulsing to the rhythm of each seemed to forget how excruciatingly

slow some days had passed by, and
how quickly other days had. I dropped
the wrinkled sheet of green paper with
the birthday reminder into my
overflowing wastebasket of other
crinkled, scrunched, ripped, and balled
up pieces of paper.
I sighed as realized how many other
pieces of paper had been littered
throughout my room. I picked up most
of them from the floor, stacking them
atop my bare mattress. I drew back the
curtains to reveal the bright spring
sunlight, cascading across the room,
whilst dust motes danced in the beams
of light.
I carelessly flopped down on my bed,
causing my sky-high stacks of paper to
come crashing down. I caught what
falling papers that I could from the
cascading stack, many of which were
opening paragraphs, pages, or simply
sentences of failed novel attempts.
From damsels in distress, to conspiracy
plots, to murder mysteries, I had been
trying to write a novel for the past
year. Regardless of stepping away
from my novel, then returning days
later, I simply could not get a story
together. I gazed up at my wall that
was covered in framed awards from
elementary school, high school, and
even my Bachelor of Arts in English
degree. My mother had so generously
helped me decorate the house she and
my father had helped me buy as part of
my graduation present. My mother. It
had seemed only yesterday she was
helping me carry the little possessions
and furniture I owned into this house.
My gaze shifted from my wall of
meaningless awards to the portrait of
my parents that I kept on my desk.
(Continued on next page)
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Beside it lay a sheet of paper with forty
-one tally marks, eight groups of five,
and one lone tick mark. I reached for
the black pen that lay beside it, making
an additional tall mark to signify that
the forty-first day had concluded, and
the forty-second had commenced. It
had been forty-one days since these
nightmares had begun. I thought
nothing of the first occurrence, simply
brushing it off like many of the
condescending remarks I experienced
throughout high school. But by the
third day, I had grown suspicious of
the dream. Nevertheless, I tried my
best to carry on with the simple life
that I had.
Forty-one days ago was when I
decided I wanted to write my first
novel. My university graduation
ceremony had occurred the previous
day, leaving me determined to put my
name on the cover of a shiny, new,
best-selling novel. The day of my
graduation ceremony was one of the
happiest days of my life. As I
approached the front of the atrium to
accept my long-awaited diploma, I
looked into the crowd of my
classmates, friends, and family with
sadness, knowing that each of us
would soon begin our own lives.

I stood up from the edge of my bed,
scrunching the papers of the collapsed
tower as I maneuvered through a clear
path to my overflowing closet. Clothes
weren’t much of a priority to me, since
I usually chose a wrinkled t-shirt
paired with a grey wool cardigan and
black, dusty pants as my day to day
outfit. There was no real purpose of
putting effort into an outfit if I never
felt the need to escape the confines of
the four walls of my townhouse. I
gazed out my window at the longforgotten backyard, filled to the brim
with dandelions, and weeds of all sorts.
The grass had grown a considerable
amount since the day I moved in,
considerable being up to, or perhaps
even past my knees. I drew the curtains
closed with abrupt force, anticipating
that the sight of my neglected backyard
was diminishing valuable brain cells
that should be implemented in the art
of writing.

ideas I would produce today, and how
many of them would be hopelessly
printed out and filed away onto the
overfilled floor of my messy bedroom.
I fervently opened my word processing
program, hoping that a bit of positivity
would do some good on this fortysecond day of writing. The program
quickly opened, revealing a clean,
white document of possibility. The
pulsing of the cursor taunted me each
time I sat down to write. The steady
rhythm suggested sameness, boredom,
and anticipation that even the computer
was watching me write, despite living
a solitary life in the depths of the city.
The cursor continued to pulse as my
fingers waved over the keyboard, not
typing any words, just basking in all
the possible genres, characters,
settings, and beginnings I could begin
my long-awaited novel with.

I sat there for hours, just watching the
menacing cursor pulse over and over,
I stepped over to my scratched, paintas ideas flew through my head, but
peeled, and in the stages of
completely avoided the part of my
replacement, desk. My laptop was
mind that was fueled with passion to
covered by papers, all of which were
write. Soon the brightness of the
other perspectives and ideas for my
morning sun dimmed, as my clock
novel. I lifted my arm and swept across
chimed at the twelfth hour of the day. I
the desktop with a graceful, but
stood up from the uncomfortable
obviously pessimistic attitude,
position I had morphed into while deep
sweeping what seemed like a hundred
I shook my head to shake the
in thought, my left leg hanging over
papers to the floor that I had so
memories from my mind. I never liked
the armrest of my chair, whilst my
gingerly attempted to organize.
endings: the ending of a novel; the
right leg lay outstretched atop my
Character descriptions of Henrys,
ending of a year; the ending of my
desk. I nervously paced around the
Williams, Cynthias, Gertrudes, and
education. I couldn’t even endure the
room, precisely as I had daily for the
many others floated softly, without a
thought of the day my life would come
past forty-one days. Though as I paced
noise to the ground in reality, but made
to an end.
back and forth over the fallen papers
an earth-shattering crash in the back of
spread out across my floor, I realized I
I quickly realized that I had wasted
my mind.
had forgotten what colour my floor
half an hour of my morning, or rather
I opened my sleek laptop to reveal my was. A bizarre thought, yet one that
my mundane life, reminiscing about
arch-nemesis, a keyboard. As my
made all the difference in a lifestyle
the tragedies of my past when I should
computer hummed with power as it
change.
have been spending time on my
loaded up my files, I pondered what
proposed novel of some sort.
As I paced from one end of the room
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to the other, I thought that maybe it
was my workspace that was stunting
my creative process. I glanced over at
my overflowing rubbish bin,
wondering where I could even put all
these papers. There had to be hundreds
of ideas strewn across my floor!

They were dark brown, nearly a matte
black, infused with streaks of lighter
beige, swirling and twirling throughout
the small area of my room. To reunite
with my floorboards was only one of
many changes to occur in the sanctuary
of my bedroom that day. My next
challenge was laundry. The mountain
Suddenly an idea popped into my
of pants, blouses, and overlooked
head, like a lightbulb being turned on
cardigans seemed to be such a large
after years of being left alone in the
task for one person, but I had a feeling
darkness of a long-forgotten attic. I
growing inside my mind, one that was
rushed over to my closet, lifting away
fueled by determination to create my
piles of laundry that would not exist by
own inspiration in the environment
the end of today. I lifted one last pile
that haunted even my dreams.
of clothes away to reveal a filing box
that had been given to me by the very As I worked tirelessly to organize,
same person whose birthday I had
rearrange, and tidy my workspace, I
forgotten: John! The high school friend didn't even notice the sunlight fade into
who was there each day to support me night, the world being enveloped by
through my struggles, the friend who
darkness. I only heard my clock chime
rejoiced with me during my
for the sixth hour, as I had been
accomplishments, the friend who never wearing my headphones, blasting
forgot me... yet I forgot him.
music whilst I cleaned.

For the friend that never forgot me did
not deserve to be forgotten himself.
Despite my inability to forget the many
things of my past that were not worth
remembering, I was unable to
remember the people who meant the
most to me.
I reached for a card from the collection
of many that I had also forgotten
about, but I stopped before my fingers
could even reach the first card. No, a
card would simply not do. I reached
for another object, one that I should
have reached for many days ago. It
should have been the first object I
reached for when my nightmares first
began.

I began dialling the ten-digit number of
the friend that I will never forget ever
again. I waited anxiously as the
telephone on the other end of the line
rang once, then again. I thought about
all the things that I had done so
Tears in my eyes, I was relieved to
I closed the doors of my closet for the wrongly in my life, and all the new
discover that they were ordinary salted final time and stood back to admire the things that I needed to accomplish in
water droplets rather than the warm
new bedroom that I never knew I was the future. I will begin writing my
blood I had felt for the past forty-one
capable of creating. But I did not
novel tomorrow, signifying a new
nights during my nightmares. I wiped create: I had discovered. It had been
beginning, and a transformation to
away my tears as they cascaded down there the entire time. I sighed as I sat
motivate myself. I heard a click on the
my blushing cheeks. These were not
down in my desk chair, exhausted
other end of the line, and all I could
tears of anguish, but tears of happiness, from a day’s work that had had a
say were three words:
an epiphany that was long due in my
purpose.
“Happy Birthday, John.”
life.
I woke my now dusted laptop from its
For the rest of the morning and into the sleep mode, returning to the blank
afternoon, I began organizing my
document that had frightened me for
carelessly strewn papers into sections the past forty-one days, but could do so
of characters, plots, settings, genres,
no more. But before I could begin
and ideas that interlocked with each
writing, there was one final thing that I
other as two human hands should. By had to do, one that should have been
mid-afternoon, my floor was swept
done three days ago. I spun around in
clean of dust, dirt, and most
my chair and faced my rubbish bin that
importantly, paper. I stood back to
had a green sheet of paper sitting atop
admire the overflowing, yet organized a much smaller heap of paper that was
filing box, sitting contently in the
in its correct place.
corner of my room.
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Tamia Rivas

I

t is always easy to judge, and see things as black and white, right from wrong, and good versus
evil. But is it really? Rarely do we take the time to put genuine thought into these aspects of our
lives, especially when it happens to deal with mental health and the battles each of us face. In
regards to this, it is crucial that we take the time to learn and eliminate the stigma surrounding
mental health and the potential illnesses which it can embody.
It is never anyone’s place to put down another individual or shame them for the experiences they have
lived through and continue to face daily. I can attest that some days are better than others; one day you
feel like you’re at the top, laughing and smiling, and the next you would prefer to stay curled up in the
warmth of your bed and embrace the silence of your room.
Recovery is never easy; you have to want it and take the necessary steps to make it happen. You may
lose people along the way, but you may also strengthen your bond with those closest to you. I am
most thankful for these individuals, who have continuously and loyally stood at my side, even when I
was at my worst. I would like to disclose with you how grateful I am to have people who genuinely
love me, no matter what I do or how I do it, it is always comforting to know they are rooting for me. It
is so rare to have people around you who understand your flaws but love you regardless, who do not
turn you away when you’re hurting most but love you harder and bear the storm alongside you.
Your mental health is of great importance. Do not believe anything otherwise. Never lose hope, even
when you try to convince yourself that there is none; you are never alone. Don’t they always say that
once you have hit rock bottom the only way from there is up? It’s true, even when you have reached
the darkest of days know that this can only be followed up by the rise of the sun and the comforting
heat shining down on you. And it is equally as true, what is yours will find you, and what isn’t will
seemingly leave but not without having taught you a valuable lesson. Take this and remember it, we
are all facing our own battles, so choose kindness and seek to understand those around you. In all,
promote love and nurture growth.
Student Health UWO: (519) 661 - 3030
Canadian Mental Health Association: (519) 433 - 2023
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Nathaly L. Rodriguez
4th time hitting snooze,
Running late, Monday blues.
Affirm:
"I am strong, I am learning, I am kind."
A piece of peace for the mind.
Midday, social radar…plunges.
Head dives deep into the rushes.
Affirm:
"I am strong, I am learning, I am kind."
An eye for an eye, we will all be blind.
Opaque, inept, towering clouds arrive.
A thread is more likely to survive.
Affirm:
"I am strong, I am learning, I am kind."
A hidden treasure buried never to find.
Midnight, ocean eyes, honey rides.
Over the counting sheep, honest bliss.
Affirm:
"I am strong. I am learning. I am kind.”
A sign buzzing in between the lines.
Sunset, a new whistle, an enticed charm.
A stargaze anew echoed in alarm.
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Blythe Hope Corbet Service
I want someone
to crawl into my bed

when I’m depressed
and watching a Brooklyn 99 episode
that I’ve already seen three times

I want someone to kiss me
on the good days
on the bad days

and kiss my forehead
and ask me
if I’m okay
and when they ask me if I’m okay
I will say that I’m not

I want someone to love the parts of myself that I can’t
stand
I want someone to forgive me
on the days when I can’t seem to forgive myself

and I will cry into their chest
as they hold me
in my sadness
and remind me
that even though its hard to stay alive
that it’s worth it in the end
and then we will finish the episode
and I will get out of my bed
and will try

to face the day

I’m so tired of being alone
I’m so tired of feeling empty
the lonely consumes me most days
when my brain
and the trauma
shoves me into a this
hollowness
this complete
darkness
where my identity

I want someone to love my body
not use it

becomes my mistakes
and my mistakes
become the fuel to the fire
as to why I probably don’t have a purpose
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and won’t succeed
or do anything meaningful
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I want someone
to hold me in my depression
and wait with me
as my feelings of intense anxiety
and worry
wash away
and I become me again
I want to love myself
I want to appreciate my laughter
how it fills the caverns of any room
I want to love all of me
and maybe someday I will
but right down the depression has held me captive
I have surrendered to this pain
but

all I can say
is that I wake up every day
and I try
to survive
and thrive
and be the Blythe I know I can be
and that
I think
is remarkable
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Andera Novak
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Andera Novak
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Craig Davidson’s

The Saturday Night
Ghost Club
Tyler Boudreau

S

ometimes the most
frightful spectres are
the ghosts from the
past.

Written from the perspective
of a retrospective protagonist,
Craig Davidson chronicles the
memories of Jake Baker as he
recalls his twelfth summer and
The Saturday Night Ghost
Club.
Now a neurosurgeon, Jake
begins sections of his story by
discussing how the physical
status of the brain can have an
impact on memory and
personality. The primary story
follows Jake as he tries to
navigate the world of
adolescence and dealing with
a bully. He finds solace in the
bond that he has with his
eccentric Uncle Calvin, who is
obsessed with the occult and
spiritual world. Uncle C
creates the Ghost Club in
order to help his nephew deal
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with the unknown and build
relationships with lifelong
friends.
Uncle C brings the kids to
areas around their town that
are the basis for urban legends
and hot spots for spirits.
Pulling Jake out of his comfort
zone to face something he is
afraid of gives him the
Amazon.ca
his
mind
that
the
confidence to take control of
his life and confront the bully event and most of his previous
that has been terrorizing him. life never happened.
Davidson takes a look at how
Much like the legends that
Uncle C tells the kids, the real our past helps shape the
people we become in this text,
story is buried deep within
as well as the need for a strong
history. Uncle C was not
support system to help us fight
always the eccentric occult
through the roadblocks that
storyteller that the audience
life puts in our way.
sees. Long before the story
begins, Calvin suffered from a
traumatic home invasion that
destroyed his entire world.
Jake learns that the urban
legends his uncle tells him are
events from that evening, but
the reality is locked so deep in
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Plant-Based Recipes
For Your New Year
Emily Amarelo

A

New Year and a new day call for a healthy change from our old routines! Whether you are looking to experiment more with food, change up your diet, or are looking for some new weeknight dinners, these plantbased recipes display just how easy (and delicious!) it is to go meat free.

Veggie Bolognese
If you’re someone who craves the sugary and sweet often, these cookies are for you! A healthy twist on the original
chocolate chip cookie, these banana-based cookies only require 4 ingredients, take minutes to make, and are a quick fix
for any sugar craving that the Halloween season may bring!
Servings: 2
Preparation Time: 15 minutes
Ingredients:
2 cloves of garlic, minced
1/2 cup of finely chopped white mushrooms
1/3 cup of finely chopped green peppers
1/3 cup of finely chopped Spanish onion
4 ounces of dried pasta (2 cups of cooked pasta)
1 cup of strained tomatoes (highly recommend the Farm Boy brand, Passata sauce for this recipe, but any type of
strained tomato would do)

Instructions
1. First, cook the pasta noodles according ot the cooking instructions on the package.
2. Then, in a saucepan set on medium heat, lightly sauté the garlic, onion, and green pepper in a touch of olive oil. Do
this until the onion and garlic have become aromatic and have browned.
3. Gently add in the strained tomatoes, turning the saucepan to a simmer, and add salt and pepper as desired.
4. Stir the sauce until the vegetables have distributed evenly within the sauce, then simmer for 2-5 minutes.
5. Now, carefully add the strained pasta noodles to the sauce, combining the noodles and the sauce to create your final
dish.
6. Serve and enjoy!
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Ginger Teriyaki Stir Fry
A slightly different take on the traditional stir fry, this ginger-based sauce creates a slightly flowered and warm taste
accompanied by the tang of teriyaki and the sweetness of honey. This is the perfect dish for those wanting something new
and is the ideal dish to have as leftovers or to meal prep with due to its quick preparation time.
Servings: 2
Preparation Time: 10 minutes
Ingredients:
1 cup of chopped broccoli
1 cup of chopped carrot
1 cup of green beans
1 tbsp of minced garlic
2 tbsp of teriyaki sauce
½ tbsp honey
3 tbsp of ginger paste
Instructions:
1. First, combine the broccoli, carrot, beans, and garlic in a saucepan or wok.
2. On medium heat, lightly sauté the vegetables with olive oil until they have slightly browned and the garlic has become
aromatic.
3. In a bowl, combine the teriyaki sauce, honey, and ginger, and mix until combined.
4. Gently pour the sauce into your mixture of vegetables, stirring to combine evenly.
5. Lastly, serve and enjoy with your grain or noodles of choice!
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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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