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Master modern party style
With just a touch of seasonal glitz, these chic dresses 
are the answer to holiday glamour   
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Luxury that’s actually worth it
Treat yourself with our editors’ picks for essential 
over-the-top splurges  
PAGE 4
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The 
ultimate 
party lip
The perfect red is a holiday 
must-have, alongside statement 
shoes and champagne. Inside, 
makeup artist Jodi Urichuk 
delivers her essential tips to 
own the classic look
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Clear complexion cheat sheet 
Adult acne is on the rise. Here’s everything you need 
to know about beating breakouts  
PAGE 7
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Jaw-dropping gifts
These extravagant editor-approved indulgences may have next-level price 

tags, but they’re guaranteed to thrill like only true luxury can

 

3.  THE $114 CHAMPAGNE 
 
Recently, on a European jaunt for work, I met a 
friend at one of those only-in-Paris swanky rooftop 
restaurants near the Champs Elysées. The sun was 
setting in a rosy Glossier palette over the rooftops 
as a sommelier proffered a bottle of pink cham-
pagne. Would we like to try it? Absolument, we 
would. We took a sip and stopped, flutes held 
mid-air. What was this deliciousness? Intensely 
flavourful and endlessly drinkable, it had a finish 
as crisp as the server’s dinner jacket. Shaken and 
a little stirred, we drained our glasses. “Nectar 
of the gods,” my friend intoned solemnly. Those 
words were in my head, when back home and back 
to reality in pyjamas and a sheet mask, I typed 
the name of the champagne into Google. Just for 
fun: How much was it? A million euros suddenly 
seemed fair, so the actual price—$114—was a shock. 
Also: It was available at the LCBO. My mind raced 
ahead to a holiday season with bottles chilled 
and ready for dinner parties, friend pop-overs 
and repeat viewings of Love, Actually. That’s the 
kind of joy that can’t be bought. —Laura deCarufel, 
editor-in-chief

BOLLINGER ROSÉ BRUT CHAMPAGNE, $114, LCBO.COM

2. THE $700 SILK PYJAMAS
I never intended to have a practical life. I wanted 
to be a writer, surely the most impractical choice, 
if my grandmother’s tsking was any indication. But 
through a series of very wonderful and important 
decisions, I have grown into what often feels like “the 
most practical person on earth.” I have a job I work 
hard at, I am a responsible mother to two growing 
boys, I call into conference calls a minute early and 
order toilet paper online because it’s cheaper.

And yet...
Those are the words that sometimes haunt me 

when I fall into bed at night. They don’t keep me 
awake, of course, because I’m too tired for that—but 
they do sit in the void where whimsy and wonder 
used to be.

Late one night, when packing lunches as my 
husband folded laundry, I decided that it was 
cheaper to invest in soul-satisfying, deliciously 
impractical loungewear than to sign up for a lifetime 
of life-coaching, which surely wouldn’t feel nearly 
as soothing as pure silk anyway.

Enter Asceno, a crushingly chic line of sand-
washed silk loungewear separates worn by the 
likes of Cate Blanchett and her globe-trotting style 
cohort. These are PJs so cool that a high fashion 
buying director wore them to London Fashion Week. 
She might as well have worn runway pieces: these 
jammies cost more than $700 for the set.

And yet...
The ruby red pair I unbox and slip on, the exact 

shade of ripe pomegranates, feels like a million. The 
wide cuffs and tuxedo waistband make me feel put 
together, a refreshing break from always just holding 
it together. The mother-of-pearl buttons reflect 
the light of the TV as I stream Netflix. The silk isn’t 
boudoir-slippery: It’s breathable and comfortable. 

After I roll out of bed one Saturday, my crimson 
silk rumpled beautifully, my four-year-old son looks 
me up and down and asks me if I’m going to work.

I could be. In these, I could be going downstairs 
to make pancakes (some with blueberries and some 
without so no one cries) or I could be drinking 
bourbon with fellow writers in Tunisia after staying 
up all night.

In these gloriously elegant and completely 
unnecessary pyjamas, I am not just dressed for 
bed; I am dressed for anything. —Kathryn Hudson, 
executive editor

ASCENO TOP, $367, BOTTOMS, $341, SHOPBOP.COM

5. THE $46 SHOWER SCRUB
Two years ago, I moved an hour out of the city 
and joined the commuting class—which means I 
set my alarm for a rather ghastly 5:30 a.m. Some 
days that feels like death, but I ’ve focused on 
creating lovely rituals for myself so that I ease into 
the morning like Catherine Deneuve shrugging on 
a perfect trench (I mean, ideally). This coffee scrub 
from new line Céla—created by Toronto spa legend 
Céline Tadrissi— is a favourite recent addition to my 
routine. I use the exfoliator on my elbows, hands 
and feet, delighting in the luxe texture and divine 
scent of dark-roasted coffee beans and raw sugar. 
It’s a beautiful way to wake up—and a very welcome 
assurance that caffeine is coming soon. —Laura 
deCarufel, editor-in-chief

CÉLA BLACK GOLD SUPREME COFFEE SCRUB, $46,  
THISISCELA.COM

7. THE $255 HAIR AND BODY OIL
When I was little, my mother taught 
me to slather myself in baby oil upon 
exiting the shower, insisting it was 
as essential a part of daily hygiene 
as brushing one’s teeth. It was only 
later that I realized not everyone 
partook in this post-bathing ritual. 
Some years later, I’ve outgrown the 
powdery newborn smell of the John-
son’s classic, but I still yearn for the 
glide of oil against wet skin. To me, 
nothing connotes luxury quite like 
lazing around in a robe while my limbs 
marinate. It’s wildly inconvenient and 
therefore thrillingly hedonistic. And 
just when I thought things couldn’t 
get more decadent, I met Frédéric. 
He’s French and smells divine. Or 
rather, he makes me smell divine— 
like roses, cinnamon and incense all 
at once. His is no baby’s oil. It’s pure 
woman: strong, sensual and unabash-
edly self-indulgent. More than that, I’ve 
been revelling in the small, delicious 
moments of languor it provides, when 
my bathroom’s all steamy and the 
chaos can’t come in. It’s just me, my 
extravagant body oil and a world of 
possibility. Mom would be proud. —
Katherline Lalancette, beauty director

FRÉDÉRIC MALLE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 
HAIR & BODY OIL, $255, HOLTRENFREW.COM

4. THE $4,150 CAMEL COAT
While I know the value of classic wardrobe 
staples—a pair of perfectly tailored slim black 
pants, a grey cashmere crewneck sweater, a slightly 
oversized crisp white Oxford shirt—it’s often trend-
driven items with quirky details and of-the-moment 
colourways that end up in my cart. A quintessential 
camel coat is the piece I keep telling myself to invest 
in, and yet my closet is a sea of petal pink wool 
toppers and merlot teddy coats. 

Trend pieces provide only a fleeting sense of 
sartorial joy—the first couple of wears are invigo-
rating and then it’s onto the next. Sliding on Max 
Mara’s 101801 Icon Coat, however, is entirely the 
opposite feeling. Like the world’s most luxurious 
adult swaddle, it wraps you up in quiet wool and 
cashmere decadence that feels exciting every time 
you slip its oversized silhouette over your shoulders. 
Walking down Central Park South towards the iconic 
Plaza Hotel in it, I felt like I was in on the secret 
of other well-appointed Manhattan women: a chic 
investment like this will always be in style. —Jennifer 
Berry, digital editor
MAX MARA COAT, $4,150, MAX MARA 

6. THE $16,700 WATCH
Smar twatches—for a l l  the ir 
convenience—are a little too 
concerned with connectivity. 
Moving into 2019, I ’m fixating 
on savouring every moment in 
our lightning-speed culture. So 
I ’m drawn to the elegance of 
this classic wristwatch—souped 
up in 18k rose gold with piles of 
diamonds and an alligator band—
peeking from underneath my 
cashmere sweater. One look at 
the exquisite dial, hands ticking 
seamlessly along, is a sweet 
reminder to slow down. —Renée 
Tse, The Kit Chinese editor 

TIFFANY & CO. METRO 2-HAND 28MM, 
$16,700, TIFFANY.CA

1. THE $230 FRAGRANCE DIAGNOSTIC IN PARIS 
Nearly a dozen perfume bottles used to line 
my vanity, their juices—some powdery, others 
peppery—as different as their shapely vials. Then, 
one sunny spring day in Paris, I came upon Nose, 
a fragrance concept store on the fringes of the 1st 
arrondissement. Inside, it was nothing like depart-
ment store perfume corridors bustling with eager 
salespeople and sexy advertisements; instead, walls 
are lined with hundreds of brandless apothecary 
bottles lit by the warm glow of copper pendants. 
The shopkeeper let me eye the flasks for a few 
moments before inviting me to the counter for a 
“fragrance diagnostic.” 

More than an hour later, as I worked through an 
olfactory round-robin of niche scents between inter-
mittent breaths of cool, Parisian air, I’d found the 
one: a bergamot-and-juniper-based juice inspired by 
Ernest Hemingway’s late nights in the City of Light. 
It’s masculine and warm, and entirely me. Now, every 
time I wear the scent, head held a little higher when 
strangers ask me what that gorgeous fragrance is, 
I’m assured that the round-trip ticket, a hotel stay 
and the bounty of canelés I devoured while traipsing 
along the Rive Droite were entirely worth it. —Jillian 
Vieira, fashion director

THE NOSE, 20 RUE BACHAUMONT, PARIS.  
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