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Over The Edge is the University 
of Northern British Columbia’s 
independent student newspaper. Our 
office is located on the 2nd floor of 
the NUSC building in room 6-350. We 
are an equal opportunity publication 
which represents students in the 
UNBC and Prince George community. 
Our publication supports student 
writing by welcoming news, arts, 
sports, culture and opinion articles, 
as well as photography, comics, 
and creative writing submissions. 

Every year, we provide employment 
as editors, designers, and managers to 
students with a passion for journalism 
and are always looking for motivated 
individuals to work and volunteer 
in our collaborative environment. 
Over The Edge offers competitive 
advertising rates for space in our 
print publication as well as online.

Support is always needed and no 
experience is required; help make 
Over The Edge better. We want to hear 
from you! Call us at 250-960-5633, 
tweet us @overtheedgeunbc, email 
us at ote-newspaper@unbc.ca and be 
sure to like us on Facebook. For more 
information, please visit our website 
www.overtheedgenewspaper.ca.

Next deadline: January 22, 2021
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By 
order and 
direction of the Provincial Health 
Officer (PHO), all events and 
social gatherings are suspended 
to significantly reduce COVID-19 
transmission related to social 
interactions and travel. 

The order is in effect from 
November 19, 2020 at midnight to 
December 7, 2020 at midnight.

All in-person events 
and community-based 
gatherings as defined 
in the PHO order are 
suspended, with the 
exception of weddings, 

funerals, baptisms, support 
group meetings and business 

meetings. 

No social gatherings of any size 
at your residence with anyone 
other than your household or core 
bubble. 

For most people, their core bubble 
is their immediate household. An 
immediate household is a group 
of people who live in the same 
dwelling. If you have a rental 
suite in your home, the suite is a 
separate household. If you live 
in an apartment or house with 

roommates, you are all members 
of the same household

For others, including people who 
live alone, their core bubble may 
also contain a partner, relative, 
friend or co-parent who lives in a 
different household. This should 
be a maximum of two people 
outside of those living in your 
immediate household.

For those who parent from 
separate households or rely on a 
family member or close friends 
for support with things like 
picking up children after school 
or delivering essential items like 
mail, medication or groceries, 
these activities can continue.

For people who live alone, a core 
bubble is a maximum of two 

people you see regularly. You must 
not host gatherings. 

Welcoming your child home from 
university is okay. This is not a 
social gathering.

At restaurants, you must wear a 
mask when not at a table. Events 
are no longer allowed. Remember, 
a maximum of six people at a table 
and no moving between tables.

Be safe, friends, and follow the 
guidelines. May we all have a safe 
holiday season, and we will see 
one another again in the new year.
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Let’s face it, 2020 has been a 
horrific year; murder hornets, 

devastating wildfires in Australia, 
a nonstop pandemic, and so on. 
It’s easy to see all of the bad, it’s 
on every news network in all the 
papers and on everyone’s social 
media feeds.

But what you don’t hear is the 
good news, such as the wildfires 
that were brought under control 
and the national parks that are 
preparing for a year of renewal in 
2021. You don’t hear about those 
things because unfortunately, bad 
news sells and that’s what the 
news needs to do to survive. So 
I thought for a change I’d bring 
good news, things that will make 
you feel good and smile. 

Without further ado, let’s get 
started.

A Norwegian study has revealed 
a way to cut down on bird deaths 
at wind farms. By painting one of 
the blades black an effect called 
motion smear is cut down. This 
allows the birds to actually see 
the blades, cutting down strikes 
up to 70 percent. It is commonly 
known that wind farms are given 
a government exemption to the 
environmental impact of bird 
deaths.  Hopefully, this will grant 
our feathered friends a much-
needed reprieve.

Next, an engineering student 
in the Philippines has invented 
a new type of plastic dubbed 
AuREUS. AuREUS is created using 
waste fruit and vegetable matter 
and can be easily attached to the 
side of buildings. AuREUS can 
convert UV light into energy 
and works even when not facing 
directly towards the sun because 
it can pick up sunlight bounced 
off nearby buildings. This has 
great applications for reducing 
the environmental impact caused 
by electrical usage in homes, and 
it will be exciting to see where it 
goes in the future.

And finally, the WHO has declared 
the continent of Africa to be Wild 
Polio free, following a massive 
vaccination campaign. This 
campaign started by Nelson 
Mandella after a study revealed 
that approximately 75000 
children were left paralyzed 
by the virus.  Met with 
many difficulties including 
geography and militias, it is 
great to hear that a terrible 
disease has finally been 
brought under control.

I will finish off by 
reminding everyone that 
as bad as things may 
seem there is lots of 
good in the world.  The 
news media has made 
it difficult to see, but 
there is plenty of 
good. Just make sure 
to look around, if 
anything it will 
raise your spirits 
and brighten 
your day.

News

Good News For a Change
Andrew Sopel

Contributor

Unsplash | euronews.com Dyson Rotary International | Forbes
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Go Home, You’re Sick
Monique Gendron
Production Coordinator

Hey, I feel like my throat is a bit 
sore.”

Thus began my four-day, anxiety-
ridden quarantine streak.

It was a pretty normal day at 
work. I was helping customers, 
bagging their purchases, and 
recommending them headphones. 
About halfway into my shift, 
however, I began to feel a tickle in 
my throat. This soon evolved into 
an irritation that wormed its way 
into my words and made the edges 
of my thought tinge with nerves.

I told one of my managers, and 
he told me to go on my break. If I 
wasn’t feeling better by the time 
my break ended, I would have to 
go home.

I went upstairs and ate my lunch, 
drank some water, and messaged 
my parents to tell them about the 
situation. Half an hour came and 
went, and my throat felt no better. 
I looked at it in the mirror, and sure 
enough, it looked like something 
was swollen and irritated.

I put my jacket on, bought some 
cough candies and some Tylenol 
in preparation, and informed my 
manager that I was going home.

I had to get another COVID test.

Having already had my brain 
swabbed once by that infernal 
q-tip, I was not excited to have 
to do it again. But, regardless, 
it had to be done. I bundled up 
my courage and headed to the 
hospital.

The first time I had the test done, 
this was where I had to come. So 
naturally, I did not realize that 
the hospital had stopped testing 
for the general public and had 
begun reserving it for patients 
with critical conditions only. The 
first nurse at the door smiled and 
let me in. The second scowled 
at me a little and informed me I 
had to get the testing done at the 
COVID testing unit that had been 

set up. Feeling a little ashamed, I 
walked outside and tried to figure 
out where I was meant to get my 
test done, when the second nurse 
came out with a pamphlet and 
told me to call the number on the 
back, that they would book an 
appointment for me. I thanked 
her, but I forgot to apologize for 
going to the hospital instead of the 
testing facility.

Either way, I had to call the 
number. I waited on hold for an 
hour, messaging my parents back 
and forth, before I decided that 
was enough and I would try later. I 
had a long drive ahead, I was tired, 
I was anxious, and I was scared.

The next day, I woke up feeling 
worse. My head hurt, my throat 
hurt, and I felt a little nauseous. 
Luckily, I got a callback from the 
COVID testing unit and asked me 
to come in at nine in the morning 
for my test. Equally fortunate was 
that I didn’t have to do the nasal 
swab, since the mouthwash test 
had been opened up to the general 
public. Unfortunately, it meant I 
couldn’t eat for an hour before my 

test.

It was ten minutes to eight.

I hastily drank my giant cup of hot 
chocolate and hoped that would 
be okay. I was hungry and tired, I 
needed something in my stomach 
to help me through the drive into 
town.

The test itself was uneventful. 
I watched an informative video 
about the test before going in so 
that I had an idea of what I had to 
do. Swish and gargle, three times 
each. Don’t swallow it. Don’t spit 
it out until you’re done. Seemed 
simple enough.

And it was, really. The only thing 
that made the test difficult was the 
saltiness of the solution itself.

Then I went home, locked myself 
in my room, and waited.

It was the waiting that made 
everything worse. Every day 
stretches out as you stare at the 
corners of your confinement area, 
scrolling aimlessly through your 
phone. Friends are working and 
can’t message you back. Parents 

have to stay out of the room for 
their own safety. Games hold no 
enjoyment. All this, combined 
with growing nausea that haunted 
me hourly, made every day of my 
short quarantine stretch and twist 
itself in my head, drawing out my 
anxiety.

By the third day, I was beginning 
to feel better. The soreness in my 
throat was gone, there was no 
more headache, but the nausea 
still made my head spin every time 
I moved. It was pretty much gone 
by the end of the day.

Then, finally, midday Friday. The 
text notification sound from my 
phone. “COVID-19 test results for 
MONIQUE G is NEGATIVE.” It was 
a relief. I didn’t have COVID. I was 
all better.

I could finally walk out of my room 
without fear. I could finally sleep 
without thoughts racing through 
my head.

The next day, I went back to work.

COVID has changed many parts of 
our daily lives. Where a simple cold 
used to be a one or two-day event 
of little importance, now must be 
treated with all the seriousness of 
a life-threatening disease. These 
days, it could very well be one.

This is the third time this year 
I’ve had to self-isolate because of 
this pandemic. I consider myself 
fortunate, given where I work, and 
the number of people I interact 
with daily, that I have not caught 
it yet. So, if you feel sick...

Go home. Please. For the safety of 
everyone around you. The people 
who serve you, your coworkers, 
your friends, your family. Even if 
you just have a mild tickle in your 
throat that feels out of place.

As much as it sucks, as long as it 
can take, as anxiety-inducing as 
it can be... it’s better than the 
alternative.Adobe Stock
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Retired and Tired of Living in a 
Pandemic World

Denis Gendron
Contributor

Well, it has been 10 months 
since the declaration in mid-

January of a pandemic in Canada.  
And in 20/20 hindsight, we should 
have isolated the world for three 
months right at the beginning. 
The cost would have been less than 
the long-term on again off again 
shutdowns we have experienced, 
and the death toll would have been 
reduced especially for the aged.

Meanwhile, in my neck of the 
woods, we have been spared so 
far from the massive community 
spread of the virus. I am impressed 
by the civility I have seen around 
us so far while shopping for the 
essentials. Mask-wearing and 
quasi-social distancing abound in 
our town. We do hear of isolated 
businesses closing for clean-

up caused by positive tested 
employees. Mind you we are not 
out of the woods yet, all it takes 
is for one individual to travel to a 
high spread area and return as a 
positive carrier, not isolating and 
spreading the nastiness all around 
them. We have seen it in Nunavut, 
who had till recently managed to 
stave off the malfeasant bug.  All 
it took was for one individual to 
travel for good reasons outside 
their zone, to unfortunately 
bring it back home with them and 
deliver it to their surrounding 
community.

We have been staying put for the 
most part, with a small stint to 
an even more isolated town for 
a break from our self imposed 
isolation. It felt so good to get out, 

and it allowed me a glimpse of 
understanding of what some are 
suffering, feeling stifled in their 
isolated, restricted little bubbles.  

We have gotten tired of the home 
arts and crafts and conversations 
of Trump, which thank God that’s 
almost over.  Watching news 
all day is getting boring as hell, 
exercise is going out to shovel the 
white crap “La Nina” has dumped 
on us, but we survive. Mentally we 
barely cope, my wife and I, getting 
on each other’s nerves more often 
than we would like. Boredom and 
isolation have that effect on some 
of us. 

I feel like we will eventually pass 
through this phase of life, just 
like we went through the SAARs 

experience what seems like eons 
ago. We are hanging on to the 
treads of a future with a better 
outlook and a return to enjoying 
life fully.

So tell me, how are you doing? How 
do you cope with the situation we 
are in?

Would you share your situation 
with others and let us know how 
you are getting through these sad 
times?

I would love to listen to you, and 
what you would like to say. What 
you have been experiencing.

Sometimes, talking about it helps.

denisg2010@gmail.com

Monique Gendron | OTE



I Adopted a Cat During COVID-19 and 
This is How it Went
Carlene Hansen
Writer

For those of you who aren’t 
familiar with me and my 

interests, I’m a huge animal 
lover. I grew up in a house with 
dogs, cats, hamsters and birds, 
which subsequently lead me to 
volunteer in high school for a 
few summers at a trail-riding 
business and animal shelter in 
Smithers. Upon graduating high 
school and moving out on my own, 
my exposure to animals became 
limited to the animals I would 
look after while their owners were 
away on vacation and the various 
household pets I encountered 
when I was cleaning houses. I 
managed to convince myself not 
to adopt an animal previous to 
quarantine because I thought it 
would be irresponsible to take on 
an animal that I would not have 
the time or love to dedicate to it. If 
I was house sitting my roommates 
maybe saw me a couple of days a 
week for months at a time, so if I 
had an animal waiting at home for 
me how would I be able to offer 
them a quality life as well?

Well, since the pandemic began, 
I had been browsing the PG 
Humane Society, Ospika Vet, PG 
Animal Rescue and SPCA websites 
to monitor what animals were 
available for adoption and what 
their needs were. Though I told 
myself I was not committing to 
anything and was just browsing, I 
really wanted to wait for an animal 
that I thought would be a good 
addition to our one-cat home, 
and who would maybe otherwise 
struggle to be adopted. As such, I 
did some research about shelter 
statistics and found that older 
animals – both dogs and cats – tend 
to get adopted last and change 
hands more often. Black cats 
were also found to struggle to be 
adopted as there is still superstition 

s u r r o u n d i n g 
their colours.

Near the 
beginning of 
November, I 
stumbled across 
a Facebook post 
for an adult cat 
named Catboy 
who was healing 
from his surgery 
and ready to be adopted from 
Ospika Pet and Animal Supplies. 
He was a beautiful medium-haired 
tabby who also acted as a loving 
father to the kittens that were 
brought through the doors, and I 
was immediately intrigued. The 
fact that he liked the kittens meant 
he would likely be able to befriend 
my roommate’s cat Momo, or at 
the very least might be congenial 
enough that he would be willing 
to accept his presence in the 
house. He was considered an adult 
technically, but a two-year-old cat 
is still a kitten in many aspects so I 
wanted to wait and see if there was 
any public interest. Several more 
updated Facebook posts followed 
about the arrival of new kittens 
while still in search of a home for 
Catboy which had me convinced 
that this was a sign from the 
universe if I ever saw one. After 
a few conversations with various 
important people in my life later, I 
was on my way to adopt a cat.

Since his arrival, this cat has been 
the most friendly and appreciative 
cat we have encountered. To our 
great surprise, it only took him 
three days to be able to sit in the 
same room as a VERY disgruntled 
and grumpy Momo. Several more 
days passed and they were able to 
sleep in the same room without 
anyone hissing at each other. Just 
today, I caught Catboy grooming 
Momo who had just come inside 

from his morning exploration. 
Incredible!

He has definitely made us change 
some of our habits and reconsider 
how we live our lives. We have had 
to establish feeding schedules to 
help Momo not gain an excessive 
amount of winter weight by eating 
Catboy’s food, and we have had 
to change litters several times in 
order to get the right balance of 
scent control they both are willing 
to do their business in. Before 
we adopted Catboy, Momo would 
meow at all times of the night and 
day for attention – since Catboy 
incessantly follows him around 
in an attempt to play, Momo has 
completely stopped meowing at 
us. All of the curtains in my room 
have had to be folded and held out 
of the way because Catboy gets 
the zoomies at 3am and will hang 
from them if you leave them down. 
All of my plants have had to be 
condensed and kept on a very high 
shelf that he cannot reach because 
he will eat even the poisonous 
ones. His love of fuzzy blankets is 
something of an obsession, so my 
entire bed is now covered in plush 
blankets for him to knead on and 
rollover.

As a person who struggles 
with depression and anxiety, 
maintaining his schedule has 
helped me to maintain my own 
schedule consistently which is 
important for maintaining my 

own health. I have yet to miss a 
feeding and his vocalness is a large 
reason for that – he knows when 
it’s food time and he plans to get 
fed no matter how much meowing 
it takes. He fights the perpetual 
loneliness that grew during 
quarantine and followed me to my 
bed when I was alone in the house. 
His company has not only given 
me something to look forward to 
in the morning and something to 
do, he has also given me He makes 
sure I do not have to go anywhere 
in the house without an escort – 
including to the bathroom. When 
you are doing something that he 
likes (whether it be feeding him, 
scratching his head, or grabbing 
his favourite toy to play with), 
his chest immediately launches 
into a hearty purr that can make 
even the worst days better. That 
same purr comes out the moment 
he hears the treat bag and he will 
run to wherever I am with comical 
speed.

Now, when I wake up and walk to 
the kitchen to make my morning 
coffee I can’t remember how I 
ever enjoyed my days without 
the patter of feet behind me and 
a warm body pressing up against 
my legs. I would hate to go back 
to showering without an audience 
and silence in the middle of the 
night. It truly is beautiful how the 
quality of your life improves when 
you are given another life to live 
for.

Coronavirus6
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If you are anything like me, 
waking up and looking outside 

the window to check the weather 
is a normal part of my morning 
routine: this information will 
dictate what clothes I wear, what 
activities I can perform, and where 
I am able (or want) to travel. We all 
know how uplifting and happy a 
warm summer day can be for our 
mood. On the opposite end of the 
spectrum, we 
all know how 
a dark snowy 
winter day 
can be both 
unmotivating 
and gloomy. 
Similarly, have 
you ever had 
a morning 
that somehow 
feels more 
m e l a n c h o l y, 
as if the dark 
clouds and 
rain enhance 
the feelings of 
lethargy and 
exhaustion you 
were already 
feeling as you 
woke up? I 
use this as an extremely rough 
example of what an individual 
with SAD may be experiencing 
for extended amounts of time (2 
weeks or more).

Though it is more prevalent 
in women, Seasonal Affective 
Disorder is a type of subset of 
mood disorders that affects 
approximately 2% to 3% of the 
general population. Some research 
found that women may be up 
to nine times more likely to be 
diagnosed than men. This type of 
depression is thought to be related 
to the amount of sunlight you are 
exposed to, and for this reason, it 
comes and goes with the seasons. 
It makes sense then that it is more 
prevalent in northern climates 
(away from the equator) where 
fall and winter seasons have less 

sunlight than in the spring and 
summer. This being said, seasonal 
affective disorder episodes are not 
isolated solely to winter months 
and can occur during the spring or 
summer.

If some of the feelings I am about 
to list seem to happen each year, 
have a real impact on your life, and 
improve during certain seasons, 

talk to your doctor. If you notice 
you are: sleeping all the time or 
having difficulty getting quality 
sleep; having appetite changes 
(e.g. cravings, binging); gaining 
weight; feeling sad, hopeless, 
guilty, tense, stressed and down 
on yourself; irritable; avoiding 
people or activities that you used 
to enjoy; and feeling tired to the 
point where you no longer are 
able to carry out daily tasks, you 
should likely book an appointment 
with a helping professional. Your 
doctor can help rule out any other 
causes for your symptoms, like 
thyroid problems or other types 
of depression. For this reason, 
it is imperative not to diagnose 
yourself without consulting your 
doctor first.

There are a variety of treatment 

options for individuals suffering 
from seasonal affective disorder, 
including light therapy 
(phototherapy) which involves 
sitting proximal to a special kind of 
light for about half an hour a day. 
The intense artificial light causes a 
chemical change in the brain that 
improves mood and helps relieve 
SAD symptoms. Although it has a 
60% - 80% success rate with SAD 

patients, there are also certain 
side effects associated with this 
technique, including eye strain, 
headaches, nausea, and agitation.

Other treatments for SAD include 
pharmacotherapy (medications); 
psychoeducation (or self-help); 
psychotherapy/counselling; and 
brain intervention therapies, 
such as electroconvulsive therapy 
(ECT), repetitive transcranial 
magnetic stimulation (rTMS) and 
magnetic seizure therapy (MST). 
These treatments may be used 
individually or in combination for 
the best results.

In order to try to ease some of 
these symptoms for my fellow 
sufferers, here are some tips: try 
spending time outside and making 
it a habit. For example, make it a 

goal to take the dog for an hour 
walk every day when the sun is 
up. Move your furniture and keep 
the curtains open so that you 
maximize the amount of light 
that enters your house. Add light 
sources to your living areas such 
as lamps, skylights and mirrors, so 
that even if you can’t be proximal 
to a window you can be proximal 
to other light. Self-awareness can 

alleviate some 
of the feelings 
of distress 
during these 
seasons. Be 
aware of your 
moods and 
energy level 
and attempt 
to maintain 
perspective – 
an easy way 
to keep track 
is to keep a 
mood journal 
or download 
an app with 
the same 
functions.

If you are 
experiencing 

feelings that are greater than mild 
depression, do not be afraid to ask 
for help. Talk to your friends, your 
family, and your doctor. Using 
your support network can help 
decrease your feelings of isolation 
or depression – you are not alone.

Am I Just Sad or SAD?
Carlene Hansen

Writer

apa.org



Student Life8

The Day in the Life of an Undergraduate 
Researcher
Jenna Burke
Contributor

As a full-time undergraduate 
student, my day is busy, and 

it always begins with lots of coffee 
at an hour that’s much too early. 
Usually, I try to go to the school 
around 9:00 a.m. so I can sit on the 
second floor of the Winter Garden 
to get some natural light from 
the skylight and while I do some 
homework and drink another 
coffee. As a Biochemistry student 
with a minor in First Nations 
studies, what’s on the schedule 
has lots of variety: Metabolism, 
Physiology, First Nations Research 
Methods, Ecology, or Organic 
Chemistry with the accompanying 
labs could all be in the mix.

As a volunteer Research Assistant 
with the Northern Biobank 
Initiative (NBI) another layer of 
variety comes my way every week 
as well and has taught me that not 
all research involves test tubes and 
lab work. The NBI is an initiative 
built by Principal Investigator Dr. 
Nadine Caron that aims to create 
a population-based biobank in 
Northern British Columbia, with 
a First Nations Biobank embedded 
within. To answer what’s likely 
your next question, a biobank 
is a systematized collection of 
tissue specimens with clinically 
annotated data that are associated 
with specimens and securely 
stored in a database. It is a tool 
used to facilitate biomedical 
research and to answer health-
related questions.

This would be the first biobank 
of its kind in Canada and would 
allow Northern BC to participate 
in genomic research that is usually 
tethered to southern, metropolitan 
academic health care centers and 
tertiary care hospitals. This is 
awesome because we’re unique 
here up North and having access to 
research can be a determinant of 

health by providing more custom-
tailored diagnostics and treatment 
(insert citation). But in order to 
create a First Nations biobank 
in a good way, there first has to 
be a consultation on the ethics, 
governance, consent procedures, 
and protocols around First Nations 
biobank. These consultations with 
First Nations in Northern BC are 
what I’m involved with, and they 
came after the First Nations Chiefs 
passed a resolution at the October 
2016 FNHA Northern Regional 
Caucus to allow for consultations 
and to support the NBI.

Being involved in this 
process makes my days as an 
undergraduate research assistant 
interesting: on some days in I’d 
go get a coffee at Degrees after 
class and then sit somewhere 
quiet while transcribing the Key 
Informant interviews that were 
conducted with Chiefs and Health 
Directors from around Northern 
BC. Transcribing is typing out 
word for word exactly what was 
said in the interviews – and made 
me become very familiar with hot-
keys and getting creative to make 
sure I was catching the inflections 
and spirit with what was being 
said.

On other days being an 
undergraduate research assistant 
involved arranging times to come 
together with Elders to create 
tobacco ties that could be given 
as gifts during the consultation 
process and at events like the First 
Nations Health Authority (FNHA) 
regional caucuses. Doing this was 
such a nice break from school – 
sitting together with an Elder for 
a few hours while focusing on 
putting good intentions into our 
work of creating the ties makes me 
feel so calm.

At times later on in the year 

being an undergraduate research 
assistant meant feeling like a 
celebrity, where I was interviewed 
and then filmed around UNBC 
to capture some B-roll for a 
documentary that the NBI team 
is involved with (it’s not out 
yet – ask me about it later!) Less 
glamourous but still interesting 
tasks included compiling feedback 
from our advisory board on the 
creation of a pamphlet that is 
used for knowledge translation – 
which is getting research results 
back to the community in a way 
that’s more digestible than those 
10-page research papers. I then 
got to see the pamphlets in action 
when at a later date I helped run 
the NBI table at the 2019 Northern 
FNHA Regional Caucus. At this 
event, I enjoyed the free food and 
talking to the many interesting 
leaders and community members 
present about our work with the 
consultation process.

Overall for me being an 
undergraduate research assistant 
has been a very varied experience, 
that has come with the 
accompanying diverse learning 
experiences. That’s why I couldn’t 
just pick one day to capture the 
experience, to truly see the spirit 
of how it is, it’s important to see 
the big picture of how everything 
comes together. The year and a 
half, I’ve been involved with the 
NBI I’ve gained new skills, and 
most importantly to me gotten to 
experience the big picture of why 
research and universities are so 
important. The creation of new 
knowledge is a powerful thing, 
and being able to be a part of that 
makes studying for my classes 
seem worth it.

Except for organic chemistry.
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The Devil Haunts Me: Game 
Recommendations
Monique Gendron
Production Coordinator

The first time I saw this game, it 
piqued my interest. Not many 

games do that for me anymore.

It’s a mainly monochromatic 16-
bit game, but the lack of colour 
only serves to accentuate other 
parts of the game that pop with 
bright highlights. The soundtrack 
is mainly an ambient background 
drone which only serves to put 
you on edge – perfect usage in this 
game.

The main goal of the game is 
survival. You play a nameless 
survivor on a series of floating 
islands. The only tools you have 
are a gun, a bucket for water, and 
an axe. You have a limited amount 
of stamina every day to perform 
actions to replenish your supply 
of materials, so you must carefully 
plan out what you do every day. 
Once you run out of stamina, you 
can continue to wander around, 

but you can no longer collect any 
more resources. You must sleep 
to advance the game, and during 
the night you use up a portion of 
what you collected. If you don’t 
have enough to satisfy your needs 
and run out of resources, it’s game 
over.

As time passes, you become keenly 
aware of something other than 
the deer in the forest. The titular 
devil slowly makes its appearance 
as time passes, and you must find 
ways of avoiding the devil and not 
getting smoked by the fireballs it 
launches.

I will stop my description there, 
to avoid any further spoilers. This 
game is full of secrets, and is best 
experienced with fresh eyes and 
little to no knowledge of what you 
will find.

I was first introduced to the game 
through a YouTube video that I 

accidentally allowed to autoplay 
after what I had originally 
watched. It was someone I had 
watched before, and I did enjoy his 
videos, so I allowed my gaffe to run 
through.

I am very glad I did.

The YouTuber who played it made 
light of many parts of the game, 
and while I don’t fault them for 
that, if I had played this game 
without the impression from their 
playthrough I would have enjoyed 
this game much more for what it 
was; a dark horror survival game 
with elements of exploration 
and puzzlers. So while I won’t 
discourage you from searching 
the game up, just know it will 
invariably taint your experience.

Another thing about The 
Devil Haunts Me is it is a game 
developed during Game Jam 2018. 
For those of you unaware, Game 

Jam is a video game creation 
contest where applicants are 
given a limited amount of time to 
create a game from scratch using 
only a theme as their springboard. 
Depending on the complexity of 
the requirements, the amount 
of time given is between 24-72 
hours. Given that, the quality of 
this game, with only minor bug 
fixes and tweaks after release, 
is amazing. The game itself can 
easily be finished in an hour or 
two, but the number of secrets and 
the different endings you can get 
make the game easily replayable.

All in all, I quite enjoyed it, and 
for a quick escape, it’s a great 
game to add to your library. It’s 
free on Steam and on the creator’s 
website, lum-scum.itch.io/the-
devil-haunts-me. 

The Devil Haunts Me | Lum
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Is Virtual Learning the Future?
Rukevwe Onororemu

Contributor

We live in the computer 
age – one marked by 

technological advances and the 
digital revolution. The global 
transformation brought about 
by this revolution continues to 
challenge the old ways of doing 
things. In education, examples 
abound where technologies 
have completely revitalized 
teaching and learning methods. 
The creation of online learning 
spaces has afforded many the 
opportunity to learn at a pace 
that works for them. For instance, 
distance education is now an 
option offered by most colleges 
and universities to accommodate 
individuals that juggle multiple 
responsibilities such as work, 
family, business, etc. This was all 
before the coronavirus pandemic. 
With the restrictions currently in 
place (given the present COVID 
19 reality), in terms of social 
distancing and public gathering 
limits, more and more colleges 
and universities – including high 
schools, middle and elementary 
schools – have had to transition 
to a hybrid teaching model, with 
some of them moving entirely to 

online delivery.

I am currently enrolled in a 
worldwide web program offered 
by the University of Northern 
British Columbia. Although I live 
in the city where the university is 
located, I can be situated anywhere 
in Canada and beyond and still 
connect with my professors and 
peers virtually while fulfilling 
the requirements of my courses, 
provided I have a stable internet 
connection. For individuals 
enrolled in an academic research 
program like me, although the 
ability to have an in-person 
contact with one’s program 
supervisor is certainly appealing, 
synchronous virtual interactions 
via application software like Zoom 
and Microsoft teams afford one 
the opportunity to stay connected. 
As with face-to-face interactions, 
live videoconferencing can allow 
for personal interactions and the 
provision of immediate feedback 
on any work submitted or issues 
discussed.

Generally, research students 
tend to have the desire to gain 
some research experience 

with professors affiliated with 
their university of study prior 
to embarking on their actual 
individual project. As such, one 
might be quick to conclude that 
this is not feasible with distance 
learning. To which, I can say with 
certainty that this is not the case 
at all – being a distance learner 
myself. I currently work remotely 
as a cognitive interviewer with 
the BC office of patient research. 
This job involves me conducting 
interviews with participants 
located in different parts of BC 
from the comfort of my home. 
The qualitative interview skill 
gleaned from this employment 
will definitely be useful as I engage 
in my own independent research 
project. There are other ways to 
gain research experience while 
working remotely; for instance, 
conducting literature reviews and 
scoping reviews for professors 
who are preparing for a large-
scale study.

In the age of COVID 19, virtual 
learning certainly has its 
appeal as it makes education 
accessible in a time where the 
more traditional form of face-to-

face learning might not be that 
feasible. The question of whether 
online learning will replace the 
classroom once the pandemic 
fizzles out is a highly debated topic 
in academia and beyond. While we 
cannot overemphasize the perks 
of virtual learning, we certainly 
cannot overlook its disadvantage. 
Humans are social creatures by 
nature; and, most people thrive 
in social environments. Learning 
loses its appeal in the absence of 
human interaction, that is, the 
ability to dialogue in person with 
fellow colleagues in real-time. In 
spite of the argument that could be 
posited of synchronous learning 
proffering this same “real-time” 
interaction, traditional classrooms 
offer students a level of intimacy 
that cannot be gotten through any 
virtual means. It behooves one to 
yet again reiterate the ultimate 
question: is virtual learning really 
the future? Only time will tell.
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Sometimes you do the Sometimes you do the 

right thing and it doesn't right thing and it doesn't 

work out. That doesn't work out. That doesn't 

mean it wasn't worth mean it wasn't worth 

doing.doing.

-Rim of the World-Rim of the World


