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When the cloak is placed upon my shoulders, nothing happens. That is the day my life ends.
The crowd stares, awaiting a sign that would never come.
I am not the Chosen.
The actual Chosen is a boy with hair that glows like spun gold under the sun. He is radiant all over,
and I must admit, he looks the part.
That makes everything worse; I could not rail against the unfairness of fate, for I had to admit that
he was superior to me in every way. Destiny was cruel, yes, but it was also fair.
What am I to do now? Being the Chosen was my entire existence, so what else is left?
I soon find my answer; if fate wants the best—and I’m sure it does—then I shall just be better.
The first time I seize the cloak, I catch everyone by surprise. It settles on my shoulders for merely a
second before it tightens against my throat, and I barely remove it in time.
I am a villain now, no longer the darling of the heavens. Ironic that this is all for the title of the one
to vanquish the god of evil.
There is a routine to this, I find. I attack, I seize the cloak, it rejects me, I am defeated. The Chosen
pleads with me to turn away from my wicked path while his friends counsel him to give up on me. I
run. Rinse and repeat. 

Then I have the Chosen on his knees, knife to his throat, and he looks at me with terror in his eyes.
I let him go.
I see now why I am not the Chosen. I would not have made a good hero.
The god of evil makes his return, and the Chosen is called upon to fulfill his duty. That is when we
both find out that his duty is to become a vessel for the god, trap him and render him mortal
enough for death.
The Chosen battles for control as he kneels down at my feet. I grip my knife. We both know what
needs to be done.
“Do it,” he says, and for the first time, I see him. Not the radiant demigod who stole my destiny,
but a terrified boy of about my age, resigned to death because that is his
duty, no matter how unfair. He is selfless beyond all reason, and he
deserves a chance to live. I seize the cursed cloak, and this time, it d
oesn’t resist as it settles upon my shoulders. My knife flashes before the
god of evil can seize control. I never realized my blood was so warm,
or the summer so cold.
I suppose I was the Chosen, in the end. Though I wonder who I
could have been instead. 
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When the cloak is placed upon my shoulders, it shimmers like amethysts under the candlelight. That
is the day my life ends.

The priests breathe a sigh of relief. In the shadows, the not-Chosen glares.
I am the Chosen.

The boy who was meant to be the Chosen avoids me, his white-gold hair disappearing behind corners
whenever I approach. I cannot blame him, for I have stolen his life.

But I don’t want it—not the training that lasts from dawn to dusk, not the attendants who never
leave my side, nor the fact that Chosen is all everyone sees anymore. I don’t want all the

comparisons, the whispered judgements, the knowledge that he is superior, yet I am the one fate
chose.

My release comes, unexpectedly, soon enough.
The not-Chosen lunges for my cloak, tearing it from me before the stunned audience can react. He

sweeps it across his shoulders, triumph glinting in his eyes. Then, the cloak tightens against his
throat, and he is forced to wrestle it off.

Damn.
He is a villain now, evil beyond remedy for daring to be so arrogant as to challenge heavens’

judgement. 

Is it worth it, I want to ask him. Is it worth it for the promise of a grand destiny?
We fall into a strange routine. I fight him some days, attendants turned almost-friends by my side, I

prepare for my destiny others. I get used to being the Chosen, he perfects the art of villainy.
Everything grows so mundane that I can almost forget that one day, the blows exchanged might

grow lethal. I don’t want that. I’m not sure he knows.
Then he has me on my knees, knife to my throat, and understanding dawns in his eyes.

He lets me go.
The attacks stop after that.

The god of evil makes his return, and I am called upon to fulfill my duty.
I battle for control, the god of evil thrashing inside me, as I kneel

down at the not-Chosen’s feet. He grips his knife. We both
know what needs to be done.

I don’t want to, but—
“Do it,” I say, because I am the Chosen, and this is my destiny.

He lunges, I prepare for the end, but instead, he rips the cloak off my
shoulders again; the final time. His knife flashes before the god

of evil can seize control.
His blood burns my hands.

He was the Chosen, in the end; the love and admiration he once
chased was, after all, his to keep.

I wonder who he could have been instead. 







Mostly As: Little Women by Louisa May Alcott
To you, the winter holidays are best spent with others. You
treasure the time you spend with loved ones, and you truly see
the value of living in every moment. You’re a kindred spirit to
others and can’t wait to make some lasting memories this
snowy season! Little Women, the magnum opus of Louisa
May Alcott’s work, may speak to you. This unforgettable
novel spins the complex web between family, independence,
and understanding through the four March sisters. Though
they are as distinct as the four cardinal directions, they form a
compassionate sisterhood that evolves throughout their
childhood. As you laugh and cry over the course of this book,
you are left with a sense of warmth that shields you against
the growing cold. 

Mostly Cs: Atomic Habits by James Clear
To you, the holidays are not only a time for relaxation, but
also an opportunity to keep on trekking up your mountain.
You are not only ambitious, but you have the routines and
systems in place to hit the ground running in the new year! In
his novel, Atomic Habits, James Clear outlines concrete and
actionable systems, along with unique success stories, in order
to help you achieve your greatest goals. Feel free to use this
book to your advantage, but don’t forget to take a moment to
enjoy the journey every now and then.

C’s Mostly Ds: Gone Girl by Gillian Flynn To you, the winter
holidays are the perfect time to get out and make the most of
the time you have in the present. Whether it’s going outside
to enjoy the snow, stepping outside of your comfort zone, or
simply giving it your 100% each day, you always approach
challenges with a smile. Gone Girl, by Gillian Flynn, offers
the perfect combination between suspense, drama, and utter
chaos. A seemingly simple domestic tale takes a turn for the
worse as hidden secrets and double motives spill onto the
page. This book reads like a fever dream, as you find
yourself up late at night trying to comb through the plot and
discover once and for all who is telling the truth.

Mostly Bs: White Nights by Fyodor Dostoevsky 
To you, winter holidays are an opportunity to indulge into
your creative endeavours. This hiatus offers you the chance
to challenge yourself in your creative pursuits, find comfort
in your passions, and simply take a break amidst the hustle
of everyday life. White Nights, by Fyodor Dostoevsky,
serves as a marriage between artistic prose and the fleeting
nature of love. Through a simple romance, you are
challenged to read between the lines and explore the deeper
meanings beneath the characters’ intentions. In doing so,
you are introduced to a new way of thinking, experiencing,
and loving the simple things in life. Happy reading!
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Frost has just begun lacing the corners of the windowsill when you slump into the sofa at day’s end. Outside, the wind whispers
against the growing twilight, bringing with it sparkling snowflakes and the promise of a chilling snowstorm through the night. In

the warmth of your blanket, however, you couldn’t be more comfortable. With the fireplace smouldering and a playlist of
holiday tunes on repeat, you’re primed for a perfect cozy evening. All you need now, of course, is the perfect book to top off the

festive night! Take a walk through your ideal day during the winter break in order to see which book is fit for you!



How are you winding
down at the end of the
day?
a) Movie night with the
family!
b) Indulging in my
current hyperfixation.
c) Finishing up some
light tasks, then getting
to bed early!
d) Doing the daily
Wordle, and every other
game on the New York
Times!

What’s first on the list today?
a) Maybe a self-care day, maybe meet

up with friends…we’ll roll with it!
b) Catching up on the thousands of

hobbies I put on hold, see you never.
c) Hold on, let me pull up the

itinerary…
d) Trying something new, for sure!

Any goals for the new year?
a) Socializing more, traveling, and

just living in the moment.
b) Exploring my interests, and

fixing my sleep schedule.
c) Putting myself first, and
respecting my boundaries.

d) Stepping out of my comfort
zone; maybe trying out a new

wardrobe!

On the first morning of winter break, you draw
back the curtains and are met with a solid 30

centimetres of snow on the ground. What now?
a) Bold of you to assume I’m up before noon.

b) Pull up a comfort read and stay in bed; I’m not
planning on moving any time soon.

c) Pass me the shovel, there’s not going to be
snow on my driveway.

d) I’m already out the door, it’s skiing season!

Exams are slowly approaching,
what’s your preferred study method?
a) Study groups—I’m more
productive with others!
b) Start with the earliest lessons
and work my way forward;
chronology is key.
c) Gloss over old lessons, but hone
in on practice problems.
d) Focus on forming connections
within study material; I’m going to
rock those application question

You’re planning to meet with
friends! What are you bringing?
a) Digital camera to capture
some lasting memories.
b) An e-book on my phone, to
read in my down time!
c) Jacket, boots, gloves, scarf,
keys, cash, phone, …
(continues)
d) A drink, to keep me
energized!

You and your friends
encounter a dinosaur.
a) I’ll distract it, save
yourselves!
b) If I hide and sit still, it
won’t notice me.
c) Huh? How is this
related to winter?
d) *Re-enacts Jurassic
Park*
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Sometimes, being really, really annoying is the only weapon you need. During the Anglo-Irish
War in the 1970s, the Irish Republican Army once “sieged” a police barrack by surrounding it
and playing bagpipes nonstop for an entire week. The psychological pressure of relentless
bagpipe music proved too much for the police, who eventually surrendered. The power of
annoyance should not be underestimated. Sometimes war isn't about physical force, but mental
endurance. In an equally tense situation (laying on the couch at home), I have used similar
tactics (obnoxiously singing Last Christmas over and over again for 45 minutes) to convince my
stepdad to help me with an extremely dangerous task (bringing the laundry up from the
basement).

Sometimes, being really, really annoying is the only weapon you need. During the Anglo-Irish
War in the 1970s, the Irish Republican Army once “sieged” a police barrack by surrounding it
and playing bagpipes nonstop for an entire week. The psychological pressure of relentless
bagpipe music proved too much for the police, who eventually surrendered. The power of
annoyance should not be underestimated. Sometimes war isn't about physical force, but mental
endurance. In an equally tense situation (laying on the couch at home), I have used similar
tactics (obnoxiously singing Last Christmas over and over again for 45 minutes) to convince my
stepdad to help me with an extremely dangerous task (bringing the laundry up from the
basement).

Now that we’ve talked about lighting your own homes and belongings on fire, how about lighting
pigs on fire? No, I’m not joking. Sometimes, the battlefield calls for a little animal ingenuity—or
insanity. In ancient times, squealing war pigs were used to counter enemy war elephants. Elephants,
though massive and intimidating, were apparently terrified of them. Armies would set pigs on fire
(yes, it’s as horrifying as it sounds) and send them squealing into the elephant ranks, causing chaos.

2. War Pigs

4. Hannibal’s Snakes

3. Music as a Weapon





graphic design is my passion.
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In the Christmas craze, the phrase “it’s the thought that counts” is thrown around as a sorry
consolation prize. It’s used to soothe gift-givers that’ve missed the Hallmark in one way or another:
whether their presents were unoriginal, poorly executed, or both. I won’t lie and say I’ve never given a
subpar gift. I’ve fallen victim to the curse from time to time too—not because my gifts themselves are
lacking—but because of my absolute inability to wrap presents. 

Now, it’s not like I don’t try to make them presentable (pun intended). No: without fail, each and
every December, I arm myself with tape, leftover wrapping paper, and a dream. It gets so serious my
sisters and I join forces. We stare down the section of festive rolls, restocking resources at our local
Dollarama. To my annoyance, my sisters easily churn out gifts that look like they belong on Santa’s
sleigh—but even with the encouragement of Michael Bublé himself, I still spend hours meticulously
wrapping messy gifts. After years of less than satisfactory wrappings, you would think that I’ve learnt
my lesson. Given up the ghost. You’d be wrong. 

Of course, I’ve entertained the idea of handing gifts out
unwrapped. Who hasn’t? After all, when you fail to wrap a
box for the third time in a row, you’re willing to take
drastic measures (definitely not speaking from experience).
But wrapping paper is to gifts like ornaments are to
Christmas trees. You can’t have one without the other,
because half the fun of gift-giving is seeing friends and
family happily unravel your carefully, or in my case,
haphazardly masked surprises. So I swallow my pride and
tell myself I can’t be the only one handing out misshapen
lumps on Christmas. That it’s the thought that counts. 

And isn’t that true? We fervently make sure that our gifts are picturesque for the friends and family
we care for. We sacrifice our time, our money, our patience, and often our sanity, searching high and
low for the perfect gift. But why do we choose to wrap presents anyway, if we know they’ll be ripped
apart on the fated Christmas Day? Why do we exchange them in the first place? We get so wrapped
up in the holiday season that we forget what it’s all about. Santa’s fully-stocked sleigh was never
meant to steal the spotlight (though the tangible gifts are a nice bonus). No, Christmas has always
been about giving and receiving the arguably more precious gifts of warmth and joy. Why do we do
any of it, if not for love? 

So no matter how bad we are at wrapping gifts, us amateur wrappers will frustratedly try to figure
out how to untangle our ribbons and retape our boxes. Our patience will run paper thin until finally,
the last present has been packaged. After all is said and done, remember: we do it out of love. 

Sure, our presents might not look the
prettiest. They might even be the last
gifts left under the tree. The corners will
come out crinkled and the ribbons
won’t quite ruffle, but it’s the thought
that counts. 

THE THOUGHT THAT COUNTS
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