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The Masthead

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: February 20, 2021
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Monique 
here! I’m hijacking the editorial 
this month! 

As 2020 came to a close, I took 
some time to reflect on what a 
wild ride that was. Murder hornets 
invading the west coast. Russia 
attempting the assassination of 
one of its critics. Australia caught 
on fire.

Covid is, of course, one of the 

largest players that come to 
mind, and a major factor that 
shaped most of the year. It 
changed how we interact 
with other people and 
how we go about our day-

to-day lives, and has single-
handedly been responsible for 

two million deaths worldwide. 

It also brought out the ugly in some 
people. Anti-mask protests, retail 
employees being beaten to death 
over masks and social distancing 
measures, the conspiracies 
suggesting that Covid wasn’t even 
real to begin with and that the 
vaccine is really just a microchip 
they’re going to implant in 
everybody. Honestly, I’m just ready 
to get my “microchip vaccine” and 
get back to actually spending time 

with my friends.

Frankly, I’m just tired of living 
through major historical events.

2021 started off strong too, with 
the Capitol being invaded by 
militia and terrorists. It’s not all 
hopeless though. Ocean Spray and 
Twisted Tea became unexpected 
symbols of accepting what we 
can’t change and enabling the 
things we can. Bernie Sanders 
became a viral meme. Redditors 
outbid hedge fund managers and 
cost them billions.

But by far, one of the best things to 
come out of January was Joe Biden 
being sworn in and immediately 
removing the Diet Coke button 
from the White House.

Jokes aside, a new President for 

the US has been a breath of fresh 
air. Even though I don’t live there, 
it really feels like some kind of 
weight has been lifted off my 
shoulders now that there isn’t 
a narcissistic wannabe dictator 
sitting at the desk, angrily 
tweeting because some reporter 
put facts in their article that didn’t 
represent him in a golden light. 
There is a long way to climb, and 
we still have Covid lurking around 
the corner, but this is a good start. 

We might not be out of the woods 
yet, but it’s starting to feel like the 
trees are thinning.

If only a little bit. 
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This week, people around the 
world waited with baited 

breath as Joe Biden was sworn 
in as the 46th president of the 
United States of America with his 
Vice President, Kamala Harris. 
After leading a long and difficult 
campaign against Donald Trump, 
whose presidency in itself was 
a tumultuous ride, Biden would 
finally be given an opportunity 
to act on the major changes 
that he promised to make if he 
were elected. In the aftermath 
of Trump’s resistance to leave 
the Oval Office, many global 
spectators were concerned that 
the inauguration of Biden was 
likely to end with a bang, some 
sort of final pushback from the 
scorned ex-president. As masked 
and socially distant public officials 
arrived at the scene, we watched 
and prepared for a pivotal day for 
a country whose recent history 
had topped news headlines with 
negativity and fear. But, January 
20th seemed to fly by without a 
hitch and instead we were graced 
with a new Bernie Sanders meme. 
If you missed the presidential 
festivities, below are some notable 
and interesting facts about the 
event.

Amanda Gorman’s inaugural 
speech: America’s first-ever 
National Youth Poet Laureate did 
her job by finding the right words 
at the right time. The five-minute 
reading of her poem “The Hill 
We Climb” called upon American 
citizens to unite together and put 
behind them the fear, loss, and 
division that had rocked the year 
2020 (and approximately 250 years 
of U. S. history). She finished the 
poem the night after the storming 
of the Capitol building earlier this 
month and mentions that “we’ve 
seen a force that would shatter 
our nation rather than share it, 
would destroy our country if it 
meant delaying democracy. And 

this effort very nearly succeeded. 
But while democracy can be 
periodically delayed, it can never 
be permanently defeated.” She 
went on to say that, “somehow, 
we’ve weathered and witnessed a 
nation that isn’t broken, but simply 
unfinished. We the successors of a 
country and a time where a skinny 
Black girl descended from slaves 
and raised by a single mother 
can dream of becoming president 
only to find herself reciting for 
one.” Her words rang powerfully 
as memories of Black Lives Matter 
protests, a historic number of 
job losses for minorities, and 
major pockets of a racially 
discriminatory population that 
were exposed to the rest of the 
world through violent outbursts 
and harsh testimonies replayed 
in the minds of every listener. She 
finished by reciting that, “We will 
rebuild, reconcile, and recover. 
And every known nook of our 
nation and every corner called our 
country, our people diverse and 
beautiful will emerge, battered and 
beautiful. When the day comes we 
step out of the shade, aflame and 
unafraid, the new dawn blooms as 
we free it. For there is always light 
if only we’re brave enough to see 
it. If only we’re brave enough to be 
it.”

America’s first Black and South 
Asian, female vice president: Don’t 
let this slip past you unnoticed. 
She represents millions of women 
that have been overlooked, 
historically underrepresented, 
and systematically ignored with 
colonial fervour. This barrier 
could not be broken in a more 
timely manner, following the 
reign of a president whose 
era was buoyed by social ills 
including the deep vein of White 
supremacy. Kamala Harris has 
led a lifetime of barrier-breaking 
accomplishments in her career, 
from becoming a San Francisco 

district attorney to California 
attorney general to the second-
ever Black female US senator. 
She stated in her acceptance 
speech at the Democratic National 
Convention last fall that, “The 
fact that I am here tonight is a 
testament to the dedication of 
generations before me… Women 
and men who believed so fiercely 
in the promise of equality, liberty, 
and justice for all.” She closed 
her speech with the statement 
that, “every little girl watching 
tonight sees that this is a country 
of possibilities, and to the children 
of our country, regardless of your 
gender, our country has sent 
you a clear message: Dream with 
ambition, lead with conviction, 
and see yourselves in a way that 
others may not, simply because 
they’ve never seen it before. But 
know what we will applaud you 
every step of the way.”

Biden took the first steps 
to dismantle the legacy of 
his predecessor: Sure, the 
inauguration itself was exciting, 
but aren’t we all curious to see 
what this new president has to 
bring to the people? In under 
24 hours, CNN began reporting 
that President Joe Biden began 
finalizing approximately 17 
executive moves to aggressively 
undo some of Trump’s signature 
policies. His first directives 
sought to address the coronavirus 
pandemic, halt funding for the 
construction of Trump’s wall, 
reversed the travel ban targeting 
largely Muslim countries and 
embraced progressive policies on 
the environment Trump spent 
years attempting to ignore. As 
with any new president-elect, we 
wonder if he can keep the wind 
in his sails for the duration of his 
presidency. Is this just a one-time 
expression of animosity towards 
Trump’s violently bigoted era or is 
Biden capable of making changes 

that encourage education, 
diversity, and health for citizens of 
all cultures, backgrounds, genders, 
and finances? His first actions are 
promising and we can only hope 
he continues forward with the 
support of the American people.

There were several other moments 
at the inauguration. Lady Gaga 
sang the anthem, Jennifer Lopez 
and Garth Brooks performed at 
the celebration, and familiar faces, 
such as the Obamas, attended 
to support their democratic 
representative. The day has 
always been acknowledged with 
fanfare and excitement. What did 
you see that was most important 
to you? I have outlined my top-
three moments above. All three 
are promises for a future that 
the world has waited too long 
to embrace. When we reflect on 
what happens on our side of the 
border, we see a nation that has 
also experienced its fair share of 
racism, colonization, destruction, 
and pain. Canada’s own, albeit 
young, history is rocked with 
the bitter taste of bad decisions 
and shattered cultures. When we 
see a chance for change in our 
neighbour countries, do we ask 
ourselves what it will take to give 
us the same chances? The journey 
through Truth and Reconciliation 
is long and difficult for all parties 
involved. I’m not saying that the 
United States of America has 
made it there just yet. But, we’ve 
seen what happens when we 
walk the other way. The change is 
monumental. Right-wing or left-
wing, it doesn’t matter. Change is 
made when the people in charge 
want to give everyone an equitable 
chance. When it happens, it’s like 
turning on a light. Or, as Star Wars 
celebrity Mark Hamill aptly put 
it in his Tweet from inauguration 
day, “it’s like going from black and 
white to colour.”

News
“It’s Like Going From Black and White to 

Colour”
Melanie Bellwood

News Director
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Research Networking for Undergraduate 
Students
Zach Fleck
Contributor

A common question I have 
been asked this year has 

been, how do I go about talking 
to faculty about getting involved 
in research? As an undergraduate 
student, it can seem unclear where 
to start when it comes to seeking 
out research opportunities, and 
especially unclear when thinking 
about how to broach the topic 
with faculty. The classic catch-22 
applies. You want research 
experience, but you do not know 
how to go about talking to faculty 
about getting involved in research 
because you have never been 
involved in research!

I recently got hired as a part-time 
research assistant, an opportunity 
I was made aware of by another 
professor I had worked with. Upon 
contacting a different professor 
to ask if they would be willing to 
provide a reference for me, they 
let me know that they would have 
been glad to have me as part of 
their research team as well. My 
head instantly swelled three sizes. 
While I consider myself fortunate 
to have gathered the research 
experiences I have had thus far, 
the one thing I would give myself 
credit for is diligently networking 
with UNBC faculty. Since beginning 
my studies at UNBC, I have made 
a concerted effort to get to know 
not just the instructors in each 
one of my courses, but virtually 
any UNBC faculty member who 
has crossed my path. I have gone 
to such lengths as inviting myself 
to department meetings, sending 
out cold email invites for coffee 
meet-ups, being overly boisterous 
in class, and accosting instructors 
as they are waiting in line at Tim 
Hortons. When a faculty member 
is familiar with you as a person, 
they are likely to be much more 
responsive to you inquiring about 

research opportunities. They 
may even come straight to you 
if they have an opportunity to 
offer! While I wouldn’t necessarily 
recommend some of the shameless 
networking strategies that I have 
employed, here are some simple 
things you could start doing 
tomorrow to become a better 
research networker.

1. Go to your instructors’ office 
hours. This is a no-brainer, but 
something I find most students 
are reluctant to do. One of the 
privileges of attending a small 
university is the potential to 
spend large amounts of one on 
one time with your instructors. 
Without having experienced a 
larger university, it can be hard 
to know just how good you have it 
at UNBC. When I was studying at 
the University of Alberta, I used 
to have to wait in line outside 
instructors’ offices for thirty 
minutes. Once I got in, they would 
kick me out after five. For this 
reason, the only times I would 
slink up to my instructors’ offices 
would be to collect my graded 
exams. At UNBC, there has never 
been a time where if I so desired, I 
was not able to talk to a professor 
during their office hours. If you 
are serious about getting to know 
an instructor and allowing them to 
get to know you, there is no reason 
for you not to be attending their 
office hours several times each 
semester.

Won’t they get tired of seeing my 
face if I go too often?

Well, that depends. The most 
important thing to be mindful of 
is that you not treat them like an 
object, especially given the fact 
they have set aside this special 
time of day to put themselves 
at your mercy. A good way to 

humanize your office hour 
interactions with instructors is to 
genuinely ask them how their day 
is going before getting to the main 
business of your visit. As you get to 
know them a bit better, making a 
bit of small talk at the beginning 
of your meetings will start to 
come more naturally. A personal 
favourite technique of mine is to 
comment on one of the books on 
their shelf. Like, do you actually 
ever read these? Or are they just 
here for the show? Mind you, I am 
not endorsing brown-nosery. Any 
lighthearted conversation you 
attempt to make in an instructor’s 
office hours should be genuine. 
This genuineness will create the 
impression you see them as a 
person, and not a walking grade 
receptacle or a fire-breathing 
dragon.

2. Read work produced by UNBC 
faculty. Goodness help me if you 
are not already reading the work 
of faculty whose research you 
want to get involved with. Not 
only will this instill within you 
a tremendous sense of UNBC 
pride, it is absolutely necessary 
preparation should you propose 
to work with a faculty member, or 
vice-versa. If you don’t have any 
particular faculty member you 
feel you might want to work with, 
endeavour to reference the work 
of UNBC faculty in the research 
assignments you complete as part 
of your regular coursework. This is 
a good way of familiarizing yourself 
with work you might want to get 
involved with. Your instructors 
will probably love it, too. In fact, 
I can tell you that doing exactly 
this resulted (I believe) in securing 
the research position I previously 
mentioned. When writing the 
cover email to the faculty member 
in question, I was able to say that 

I had cited their work multiple 
times in a paper I had written the 
previous year. Once again in the 
interview, I was able to reference 
aspects of their previous work 
that I was interested in. Obviously, 
if you ever secure an interview for 
a research position, you should 
learn as much as you possibly 
can about that faculty member’s 
research. In my case, I think the 
interviewer was impressed that I 
had previously taken a voluntary 
interest in their research.

3. Don’t burn bridges. Every 
student could tell you of an 
instructor that they do not see 
eye to eye with. If at all possible, 
it is best to avoid entering into 
some sort of prolonged dispute 
with an instructor, even if they 
are definitely not someone you 
could see yourself working with 
in the future. This is especially 
important at UNBC, where a 
difficult student’s reputation is 
that much more likely to spread 
throughout an entire department. 
Granted, there are circumstances 
where discussing the outcome 
of an assignment or giving some 
constructive criticism about an 
instructor’s teaching methods is 
appropriate and necessary. When 
these situations arise, here are 
some best practices you ought to 
follow. Firstly, do not attempt to 
resolve the issue solely via email. 
This will come across as passive-
aggressive. The best way to resolve 
an issue is to talk face-to-face. 
You can initiate the discussion by 
email, but if you are not willing 
to follow that up with an office 
visit or phone call, the instructor 
in question will have much less 
reason to take time to address 
your comment. The silver lining 
of such action is that, if it is just a 
minor quibble, the instructor may 
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even appreciate you all the more 
for actually coming and talking to 
them. Secondly, do not blame and 
complain. Try to think in terms 
of a mutually beneficial solution 
or piece of constructive criticism. 
Consider, how will my bringing 

up this issue make my instructor’s 
life, and those of their current 
and future students, easier in the 
future? If your instructor was 
to change the way they handled 
this assignment or exam, would 
it result in a better teaching 
and learning experience for all 
involved? This advice only applies 
to matters which you consider to 
be subjectively academic in nature. 
Other matters, such as those 
related to academic misconduct 
or unprofessional behaviour, are 
beyond the scope of this article.

4. Pay attention to the news. Pay 
special attention to the news as it 
relates to the research interests of 
those faculty members you hope 
to work with. This may seem like 

an odd recommendation at first, 
but I have never met an instructor 
who did not appreciate a student 
who kept up with current events. 
I have had multiple classes where 
an instructor designated part of 
the lecture specifically to discuss 

the news. In others, there are 
often times where an instructor 
will bring up a news item, giddy 
with excitement, only to be let 
down by an entire class that has no 
idea what they are talking about. If 
you can be the one student who is 
able to chime in when this occurs, 
you will carve out a special place 
in your instructor’s heart and 
mind. I would argue that paying 
attention to the news as it relates 
to the course material is almost 
as important as completing the 
assigned readings or problem sets 
(perhaps more-so in the social 
sciences and humanities). Staying 
up to date on the news will also aid 
you immensely as you try to make 
small talk in your instructors’ 

office hours ;). Just trust me on 
this one.

5. Stay ‘engaged’ in class. I cannot 
stress this enough! It would be 
unhelpful of me to recommend 
that you simply ace a particular 
instructor’s class at will. That said, 

there are ways of behaving in class 
that demonstrate your reliability, 
enthusiasm, independence, and 
initiative. What faculty member 
would not want to work with a 
student who exemplified these 
qualities? While you may be 
hard-pressed to knock off an A+ 
in a particular course, there are 
other outputs that you have more 
control over. The obvious ones are 
showing up on time, completing 
the assigned readings and problem 
sets, and attending office hours. For 
online learning, staying engaged 
could mean turning your video on 
if you are comfortable doing so, 
muting your mic until you need 
to speak, and not getting up from 
your keyboard every ten minutes 
(I have been guilty of all of these 

things). These are fairly obvious. 
Some more nuanced examples 
include preparing insightful 
questions to ask on the topic of the 
day’s lecture; being responsive, 
but not rude or overbearing, 
to your classmates’ comments; 

trying to take a leadership 
role in group assignments, and 
completing any optional assigned 
material. In seminar courses with 
a participation component, doing 
these things will probably pay off 
for your grade as well.

If you can start doing all of this, I 
guarantee you will have a better 
shot at getting involved in research 
at UNBC. Of course, one last thing 
you could do is get in touch with 
your friendly neighbourhood 
research ambassadors. Send us an 
email at ‘researchambassadors@
unbc.ca’. Tell us a little about 
yourself and your research 
interests, and we will do our best 
to help!

dice.com



The Day in the Life of a Lab Quality 
Assurance Officer
Ann Duong
Contributor

So when people ask me “what 
do you do?” and I reply with 

“Quality Assurance Officer,” I 
often get a confused look. To be 
honest, it’s a bit difficult for me to 
understand what I do as well, so I 
had to do a little digging myself to 
figure out how to best explain it.

This is what I look like around 90% 
of the time when I’m doing my job.

I fall into a general category of 
people that deal with Quality 
Assurance - basically, I’m supposed 
to maintain quality in a company 
or organization’s practices and 
services. So if you think of any 
industry, they most likely have a 
dedicated QA department whether 
it is the private or public sector. 
Software development, school, 
pop drink manufacturers, you 
name it, all of them have to uphold 
a certain quality or “standard” in 
order to offer their services and 
products. Because if something 
wasn’t quality, well who would 

bother?

Quality encompasses several 
things and depends on the 
context. When you think of the 
quality of a scientific paper, you’re 
usually looking at how many 
citations the author has, or at 
the statistics (p-value). When you 
are determining the quality of a 
computer, you’re usually looking 
at cost, perhaps the customer 
service and technical support, the 
origin of the materials that the 
computer is made of, and whether 
or not it has the most updated 
processors and graphics cards.

I get to use scanning electron 
microscopes!

For me, I work as a Quality Assurance 
Officer in an environmental lab, 
so I specifically deal with making 
sure the analytical services we 
offer conform to the international, 
national, and provincial standards. 
And while it is important to follow 
the experts, nothing could be more 
valuable than communicating 
directly to clients and my fellow 
colleagues for feedback on how 
to improve. So... as you may 
have guessed, I mainly maintain 
paperwork, draft procedures, 
oversee and audit lab activities, 
and hold regular meetings to 

discuss our progress. 

But lucky for me, that’s not all 
I do. A great part of being in 
a small laboratory business is 
that more often than not, your 
position entails more than the 
job description and you’ll have 
the opportunity to juggle many 
different roles and experiences.

For example, I also perform 
research, get trained on a variety 
of cool instruments, write 
proposals, do consultations on the 
field, and create business plans. 
There is no “typical” day for me 
as a quality assurance officer here, 
because, in a small team, you have 
to wear many hats, which is what I 
love about my job.

So what do you have to do to 
become a Quality Assurance 
Officer? Well, first of all, you’ll 
have to be familiar with the 
services and products you are 
working with. That means if 
you’re maintaining quality for a 
lab service, you should be familiar 
with performing that service and 
following a general procedure. You 
also need to know what will enable 
a product/service to “pass” all the 
quality controls. For example, if 
you’re making a quality cheese, 
things you have to consider are 
the moisture, salt, pH, and maybe 

the ratio of fat to non-fats. For 
this, you can refer to a variety of 
standards that are developed by 
an international standards-setting 
organization like the International 
Standards Organization (ISO).

To be a Quality Assurance Officer, 
you have to be passionate about 
improvement. Quality is not set in 
stone. And that’s why you have to 
continually learn about what’s the 
next best thing. Which is basically 
what Research is all about. See? 
It’s everywhere.

So whenever you’re sifting 
through google searching for “the 
best running shoe” think about 
being a Quality Assurance Officer. 
Though it might not be a very 
traditional career path, it does 
exist - simply because everyone 
wants quality.
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It has been said that the person 
you will be in 5 years depends 

on the books you read, the 
information you feed your mind, 
and the people you surround 
yourself with today. If you want a 
successful life in future and want 
to grow and evolve, you must start 
reading books and inject your 
mind with new information. I 
want to introduce three must-read 
books and give some key points 
from these books.

The first book that is worth 
reading is Outliers: the story of 
success by Malcolm Gladwell.

In Outlier, the author talks about 
Opportunity and points out that 
success not only depends on 
hard work, but the opportunities, 
circumstances, and hidden 
advantages play a role. The author 
claims that most successful people 
have benefited from hidden 
advantages, opportunities, and 
cultural legacy that helped them 
work, learn and understand the 
way others cannot. The 10,000 
Hour Rule, after researching the 
Outlier’s lives, Gladwell states 
that reaching 10,000 hours of 
deliberate practice is the key 
to success in any field. He also 
concluded in addition to having 
the right social background, 
opportunities, better living 
situations, and hidden advantages, 
the Outliers also had 10,000 hours 
of deliberate practice. Malcolm 
Gladwell also mentions that High 
IQ does not increase the chance of 
success, but practical intelligence 
does. The book mentions knowing 
what to say to whom, knowing 
when to say it, and knowing how 
to say it. The Outliers explains that 
success is the route, where you 
were born, when you were born, 
in which family, which country, 

and the environments around you, 
how much time did you put on the 
field you wanted to succeed.

The second book that everyone 
should read is Getting to Yes 
(negotiating agreement without 
giving in) by Roger Fisher and 
William L. Ury.

 Everyone should learn how to be a 
good negotiator since negotiation 
is necessary 
for all aspects 
of life. The 
getting to 
yes explains 
that the 
n e g o t i a t o r s 
should look at 
the strategies, 
listen to each 
other, treat 
each other 
fairly, and 
find options 
that both can 
benefit from 
and both 
parties get 
what they 
want. Fisher 
and Ury’s first 
method of 
getting to yes 
is to Separate the people from the 
problem. Separating people from 
problems allows the negotiators 
to talk about their concerns 
without harming the relationship 
with other parties (parties 
should try to understand each 
others’ perspective by placing 
themselves in others’ place). Both 
parties should explore each side’s 
perceptions and choose a proposal 
that would be appealing for both 
parties. The authors also state 
Focus on interests, not positions. 
The parties should identify 
their interests and discuss them 
together. Parties should clarify 

their interests to motivate the 
other side to take their interests 
into account. Fisher and Ury 
suggest that the participants 
should come together in an 
informal atmosphere, discuss each 
possible solution for the problem 
and try to find appealing options 
for both sides, and both sides 
should find it easy to agree. 

Also, Insist on 
using objective 
criteria; must 
develop objective 
measures that 
both parties agree 
to, and it should 
be legal, useful, 
and both sides 
should agree to 
be bound by those 
standards.

The 7 Habits of 
Highly Effective 
People by Stephen 
R. Covey is one of 
the books that 
everyone must-
read.

The 7 Habits of 
Highly Effective 

People by Stephen Covey explains 
how people see the world based 
on their perceptions. In order 
to change a situation, we have 
to change ourselves; we have to 
change our perception to change 
ourselves. 

The 7 habits of highly effective 
people offer a structural approach 
to improve career life and personal 
life. The 7 Habits mainly revolves 
around organization skills, people 
skills, and critical thinking.

1.    Be proactive

Concentrate on what is 
controllable and changeable and 
focus on abilities and skills to 

improve. Do not build up negative 
energy and waste time by focusing 
on what is not controllable and 
changeable. 

2.    Begin with the end in mind 

Stephen R. Covey suggests that 
we should be clear about where 
we want to go and whom we want 
to be and start with an exact 
destination; make sure the steps 
taken are in the right direction.

3.    Put first thing first

We should prioritize what is 
important for us, not what is 
urgent. Staying on track toward 
our goals and should act according 
to our values instead of our desire.

4.    Think Win-Win

Habit four is about interpersonal 
leadership, and Stephen R. Covey 
mentions that we should commit 
to creating an equally beneficial 
and satisfying solution for each 
party.

 

5.    Seek first to understand then 
to be understood

Habit five explains the importance 
of communication, and it explains 
that to establish an effective 
interdependent relationship, we 
should effectively interact with 
another party to understand their 
point deeply. 

6.    Synergize 

Habit 6 is about Synergize; it is 
always better to create alternative 
solutions and uncover new 
possibilities via creativity by 
working together.

7.    Sharpen the saw

In order to be efficient/successful, 
we should allocate time to taking 
care of ourselves physically, 
mentally, socially, and spiritually.

Three Must-Read Books for Business 
Students

Tuba Raofi
Publisher

Tuba Raofi | OTE
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My Experience with a Narcissistic 
Mother
Sunyana Mann
Contributor

Imagine opening your eyes as 
a newborn for the first time as 

you enter this world. Your vision 
is blurred, but then a smiling face 
comes into view. It is a woman that 
is holding you with tears rushing 
down her face. She is smiling down 
at you and tries feeding you. You 
cry and this woman soothes you 
with her warm embrace. This 
must be your mother. Mothers 
are usually seen as very loving, 
compassionate, and nurturing, but 
what if your mother wasn’t loving 
at all? What if she was actually a 
selfish demon set out to see you 
fail? Imagine it is a hot summer 
day, the sun is shining, and the 
birds are chirping. You decide to 
kick off the summer by inviting 
some friends to go out to the lake. 
When you arrive, the first thing 
you do is put your bikini on and 
hop into the nice cool water. As 
you’re relaxing and swimming 
in the lake, you notice a small 
rounded black blob stuck to your 
leg. As you take a closer look, 
you realize it’s a leech. They are 
known for extracting blood from 
your skin and are not liked by 
many. Similarly, narcissists act in a 
similar manner as well.

My mother is a complex human 
being, one who has a mental 
illness that cannot easily be 
diagnosed by psychiatrists or 
other psychological specialists. 
She has a narcissistic personality 
disorder (NPD) and of all the 
personality disorders out there, 
my mother is at the extreme end 
of the spectrum, near psychopaths 
and sociopaths. I have learned 
that NPD is an intergenerational 
cycle that has repetitively been 
used as a tactic to gain control. 
It is most prevalent in Asian 
cultures and continues to evolve 
to the present day. To break the 

cycle, one must bring awareness 
to the topic and attempt to 
attract affected individuals to 
the recovery process. In order to 
recover, you must first admit there 
is something wrong and willing to 
seek help from beings higher than 
yourself. Being raised by someone 
battling NPD has not been an easy 
journey, but I am grateful to be 
alive today in order able to share 
this experience with the world and 
help others who are struggling, as 
I have.

 I was born in Victoria, B.C. on 
February 19th, 1997 and I am the 
eldest of two children in my family. 
Despite being the eldest, I always 
felt as though I was insignificant. 
My brother, Sam was always doing 
better in his classes, would benefit 
from me being a year ahead of 
him, and would receive constant 
appraisal and favouritism from our 
mother. I didn’t feel important, 
I didn’t have control over my life 
and most importantly, I felt like I 
didn’t know who I was. Growing 
up was hard for me as I didn’t get 
a chance to make any friends or 
socialize much because my mom 
made sure I was constantly busy 
with other activities. Seven days a 
week, I had a jam-packed schedule 
starting at 6:00 am and ending at 
6:00 pm. Much of this time filled 
with school, band, tutoring, sports, 
private music lessons, studying, 
and other extracurricular 
activities. Although I was always 
busy, it wasn’t all bad, but I find 
myself only remembering the bad 
memories.

It feels weird to speak about my 
mother and think about her now 
since she is no longer in my life. I 
miss her every day, but she is too 
sick for me to have a “normal” 
parent-child relationship with her. 

Her mood would vary from happy-
to-sad-to-angry all in an instant, 
most of the time for no reason 
at all. She believes she cannot be 
taught anything and doesn’t need 
to learn new things, but rather tries 
to teach others. She believes she is 
God, and therefore can do as she 
pleases. For example, on multiple 
occasions, my mother would show 
up to my school while I was in class 
just to spy and see which other 
kids were in my class, who I was 
becoming friends with, and even 
“ensure” that I was following all 
her “rules.” My classmates would 
tell me how they saw my mother 
creeping around the hallways or 
encouraging school staff to spy on 
me. This was her way to gain intel 
on my actions throughout the day 
while I was at school and away 
from her control for eight hours 
of the day. She wanted to control 
every single aspect of my day 
and made sure that I feared her. I 
remember back in high school, we 
were allotted thirty-five minutes 
for lunch and my friend asked if I 
wanted to walk to DQ with her and 
buy a Blizzard, as there was a DQ 
only five minutes away. I declined 
her invite because I was too afraid 
my mother would be lurking 
outside ensuring that I was to stay 
inside during the school lunch 
break. I was forced to eat lunch in 
one of my classrooms and work on 
my school assignments. Since my 
Sam also went to my high school 
at the time, he would sometimes 
partner up with my mom to get 
me in trouble and would spy on me 
for her as well. My mother turned 
Sam and me against each other 
right from the start, never giving 
us an opportunity to build our own 
relationship. He would sneak into 
my room late at night to check 
on me, seeing if I had snuck my 

phone down to my room or to see 
if I was asleep as I was “supposed 
to be.” He would use anything he 
could find to use as ammunition 
to make himself look good, and 
to simultaneously make me look 
bad. I was never a bad or difficult 
child. I was always very obedient, 
kind, caring, compassionate, and 
helpful. My mother used all of these 
characteristics to her advantage 
and had me doing chores after 
school, such as laundry, mopping 
floors, dusting the windows, 
cooking dinner every night, and 
washing the dishes. My mother 
also loved to hire people to do her 
tasks for her and “de-clutter” her 
“complicated” life. In my opinion, 
she had lived quite easily, she was 
a stay-home mom with no job, 
barely did housework or cooked, 
and bought whatever she wanted, 
whenever she wanted. Since my 
dad is a family doctor, she used 
him to her advantage as well. She 
never suffered in any way and 
had zero feelings of remorse or 
guilt for all the terrible actions 
she has committed. Furthermore, 
she would hire several nannies to 
pick us up from school, watch us 
while we were at home, and feed 
us. Some of these babysitters were 
not always nice and didn’t know 
how to do certain tasks. One lady 
didn’t know how to roll dough and 
she tried making Indian food for 
us but ended up wasting plenty 
of flour. We were exposed to 
many different nannies over the 
years until we were old enough 
to not need one. My mother 
always claimed she always put her 
children’s needs first, but that’s 
a lie. Her own needs were always 
met whereas the rest of us were 
depleted. Lifeless. Empty. Left with 
just enough energy to survive 
another day in the shadow of this 
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woman.

My mother lived a very 
disorganized lifestyle, from how 
she got dressed in the morning 
to the way she slept on her bed 
at night. She had piles of random 
objects strewn across her bed and 
her closet always looked like it had 
been flipped upside down. Nothing 
ever made sense and it never 
got any cleaner. If anything, the 
clutter around the house got worse 
as each day passed. I liked to keep 
my own room very organized and 
clean. I would say I have mild OCD, 
which is not officially diagnosed, 
but as I got older, I realized it’s due 
to my dysfunctional environment 
that made me want to keep my 
own space clean. While living 
with my mom, I would constantly 
question myself why I was cleaning 
and reorganizing my room several 
times a week. I knew it wasn’t 
normal but couldn’t quite put my 
finger on it. I realized it was the 
constant chaos in my household 
that was forcing me to find a 
safe space where I could escape. 

I was also never reprimanded for 
wanting to clean my room, it was 
one of the few things she did allow 
me to do.

There was one instance where 
I thought about my future, the 
type of job I would have, who I 
would marry, and the birth of my 
first child, but I couldn’t help but 
imagine my mom being there for 
each new milestone. Now, I’m not 
so certain. I ask myself, “Is she 
capable of love”? My answer is no, 
she can love neither herself nor 
others. She has no empathy for 
anyone and is probably the most 
selfish, unloving person I have 
ever met in my life. Nothing was 
ever good enough for her. There 
was always something bothering 
her and it was impossible to 
change her mood. The level of 
achievement she expected of me 
was not possible for me to reach. 
No matter how hard I worked, I 
wasn’t authentically loved by her, 
although she was always around. 
Over the years, I’ve had a hatred 
for her and experienced a lot of 

anger and sadness. I don’t know 
if I will ever get to the point of 
forgiveness. How can you forgive 
someone who has endlessly hurt 
you and shattered your trust 
completely that you no longer 
have an identity? Days go by, 
then weeks, then months, and 
eventually years. Time just slips 
away, and you don’t even realize 
everyone who was once there is 
now gone. It’s been just over two 
years that I stopped speaking to my 
mother. I’ve forgotten the sound 
of her voice, as well as the small 
details I used to remember about 
her. Everything feels different 
now. It’s like she’s dead, merely a 
spirit that comes and goes as she 
pleases. I thought I knew who 
my own mother was, but clearly, 
I didn’t. She is a stranger to me 
now. The last time I saw her in 
person was over a year ago on my 
birthday. I was at work and she 
surprised me with a hand-made 
birthday card with a sketchbook 
filled with photos of me as a child. 
She had found out about my work 
schedule through her friend who 

also works with me. Anyway, she 
typed out several paragraphs in 
this portfolio expressing how 
much she loves and misses me. I 
couldn’t help but feel emotional 
looking at these old memories, 
which in turn, was her intention. 
To make me feel vulnerable 
enough to allow her back into my 
life. Being an emotional person, I 
was conflicted about what to do. 
Should I approach her and rebuild 
our relationship? After all, she is 
my mother, and I shouldn’t ignore 
her. Some people do not know 
their mother, I should talk to her, 
even though I feel uncomfortable. 
Am I even allowed to have my 
boundaries when I spend time with 
her? All these guilty thoughts and 
questions would pop into my head. 
Sometimes my mother’s voice 
would even pop into my head, 
threatening me that if I cut her out 
of my life, I would not be successful 
and not make it anywhere without 
her. My mother’s voice was a 
constant reminder that I wasn’t 
good enough to make it on my 
own, or smart enough to learn how 

Rose Wong | NBC News
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to cope with the “real world”. She 
would use double-standards quite 
often with us and most of these 
scenarios were heavily biased 
towards men. It was the fact that 
my brother was a male, and he is 
the youngest of the family that 
he could be trusted to have more 
freedom. When Sam was invited 
to a sleepover at a friend’s house, 
my mother agreed instantly and 
allowed him to go. When I got 
invited to a sleepover, I was told 
that I am not allowed to stay over 
at friends’ houses due to the fact 
that I am a girl and cannot take 
care of myself in someone else’s 
home. She didn’t trust me sleeping 
at any friend’s houses, unless 
they came from a “good” family, 
such as a doctor’s family, lawyer’s 
family or classical musician family. 
If my friends’ parents did not 
meet my mother’s criteria, I was 
to steer clear of them entirely. 
My mother does not smoke, nor 
does she drink alcohol. When my 
friend invited me to her birthday 
party at Esther’s Inn when I was 
12 years old, my mother let me go, 
only because she decided to tag 
along with me. When we arrived, 
there were 15 other girls at the 
party from my class as well as 
the 3 boys that were also in our 
class. As we were all preparing 
to jump in the pool, my mother 
immediately threw a towel on me 
and tried to cover me up, saying 
I looked exposed in front of the 
boys. She embarrassed me that 
day. After this traumatic incident, 
I could not feel confident nor did 
I feel beautiful. I felt worthless. 
That was also the last party I was 
allowed to go to from that friend. 
My mother found out her parents 
both smoked cigarettes and drank 
alcohol and therefore, I was to 
never speak to her again unless 
it was school-related. Ironically, 
several years later, my birthday 
rolled around again, and I was 
turning 15 years old. My mother 
went to my school while I was in 
my classes and got a few of the 
same friends that attended the 
Esther’s Inn fiasco to organize a 
surprise party for me. I was not 
popular throughout school and 
when everyone showed up at my 
party, it felt more like pity than an 
authentic friendship.

They say when you dream, it comes 
from your subconscious, as well as 
the events that occurred to you the 
day before. Under the narcissist 
spell, I had numerous nightmares, 
almost every single night. I don’t 
know why, but I used to journal 
all these dreams and read them 
later on to compare them. Every 
nightmare I had involved my 
mother in some way. To this day, I 
still have nightmares about her. I 
haven’t spoken to her in over two 
years and she still haunts me. Not 
all my dreams are bad, however, 
one dream that resonated with 
me was from several months ago. 
It was a very dark, and stormy 
night. I was walking outside on the 
sidewalk at midnight and it was 
raining. It looked like a scene from 
an old film that plays in black and 
white. I remember feeling a shiver 
run down my spine making the 
hairs on the back of my neck stand 
on end. Suddenly, a cloud came 
over me and the sidewalk was 
blackened out from the cloud’s 
shadow. There was something 
strange about this shadow but 
couldn’t quite put my finger on 
it. Then I saw the shadow morph 
into a pair of wings. When I turned 
around, I saw that they were very 
large, with charcoal black feathers. 
It was a raven, three times the size 
of the average human. It wasn’t 
just any raven either. When I 
looked up at the raven’s face, I 
saw my mother. She looked angry, 
mean and very intimidating. She 
was chasing me and gaining on me 
inch by inch. Swooping in with her 
sharp talons, she grabbed me and 
took off into the sky. That’s when I 
woke up in a pool of my sweat.  

I have so many emotions about my 
mom and some days it becomes 
too difficult for me to deal with. 
I feel lost, I feel sad, I feel angry, 
and then I grieve for the loss of 
the relationship I never had. It 
was neither a perfect nor was it 
a healthy relationship, but I still 
long for it every single day, which 
scares me to my core. Even the 
thought of going back to our family 
house sends shivers down my 
spine. Although we had a beautiful 
large spacious house, it felt empty, 
colourless, and cold, just like a 
dead body. I use the term “house,” 
because it was not home. Home is 

Simone Massoni | The New Yorker
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where one can feel comfortable 
and safe, however, mine was just 
the opposite. It was like a jail, 
everything I did was monitored 
and controlled. Many times, I felt 
I was in chains, unable to move or 
breathe, feeling like I was being 
suffocated. Even my bathroom 
breaks were supervised and I was 
not allowed to shut the door while 
I was in there. There was no real 
love in that house and out of the 
four of us, we never seemed to be 
on the same page. There was too 
much dysfunction and chaos for 
my brother, my father and I to 
realize what was happening. We 
were slowly dying, one cell at a time 
and it was a very painful lifestyle. 
The only way to cope was to keep 
my mind occupied and always be 
busy, whether it was organizing 
my room, cleaning the house, 
or helping with dinner. Growing 
up, I was a very overweight child 
ranging from 150-200 pounds at 
age 12. I was eating unhealthy 
foods and in large quantities. 
Looking back now, the weight I was 
carrying was also from the stress 
of living with and being raised by 
a narcissistic parental figure. So 
many expectations, most of which 
were impossible to achieve. She 
set me up to fail right from the 
beginning. Every time I thought 
I was making progress, there 
would be some massive change 
that would affect my ability to do 
so. I remember one night I was 
finishing my assignments until the 
early hours of the morning, and 
my mom came downstairs to check 
on me. She knew my course load 
was overwhelming and yet she 
still made my life difficult. Finally, 
after finishing all my assignments, 
I was finally able to go to sleep at 
1:00 am, however she woke me up 
four hours later banging a cooking 
pot with a wooden spoon. To this 
day I struggle with PTSD due to 
the crazy methods she would 
use when trying to wake me up. 
The worst part in all of this was 
the fact that she scattered her 
movements so we would never 
know which method she would 
use next. She would constantly 
be changing it daily so as to not 
seem predictable. Another time, 
she brought a bucket of ice water 
and poured it on me, soaking my 

sheets and comforter. This was 
her way to put fear into me so I 
would never disobey her. Little 
did she know, there were other, 
gentler ways to wake someone 
up. Maybe she did know what she 
was doing, but there is no way 
to know her intentions for sure. 
On the contrary, if she decided 
to take a nap, and we woke her 
up in this manner, we would get 
physically beaten. As soon as she 
would realize that I was feeling too 
fearful of her, she would suddenly 
become nice and friendly again to 
reel me back into her sticky web of 
lies. She would tell me how much 
she loves me and compliment me 
or buy me gifts. Although I was an 
obedient child, I was also naïve. 
I believed everything she ever 
told me because I didn’t know 
any better, nor did I believe any 
mother would ever lie to her own 
children, let alone her own. At any 
instance, where I would question 
her or her motives, she would have 
excuses to back up her claims. If 
she could not think of a response, 
she would simply say “because I 
said so.” She wanted us to blindly 
follow her, giving her all the praise 
and attention in the world, as this 
is what she thrived on. She was 
always the center of attention no 
matter where she was or what 
she was doing. For instance, she 
always bought new clothes for 
herself and if something didn’t 
fit, or she didn’t like it, she would 
hand it down to me. However, a 
few days later if she changed her 
mind and wanted to wear it again, 
I would have to return it to her 
closet immediately.

Every aspect of my life was 
controlled one way or another. 
It is probably the reason I feel so 
confused as an adult. Am I doing 
the right thing today? I second-
guess myself often because I 
never had a chance to find out 
who I am and what my purpose 
is in life. I have passions and 
activities I enjoy doing, but why 
am I here? Why did I experience 
this narcissistic abuse, or was it 
all for nothing? I strongly believe 
everything happens for a reason 
and any obstacle or person that 
comes into my path is simply here 
to teach me a lesson. I just have to 
find out what my lesson is and go 

from there. I try to see my journey 
as positive, as I am still breathing 
and alive and constantly learning 
how to not be so codependent on 
others and be comfortable in my 
own skin. Due to my experience 
with this trauma, I am now easily 
able to distinguish narcissists 
from other individuals and I feel 
I can help others who don’t have 
that knowledge who may be 
struggling in the same situation. 
I want to help people and that is 
a huge part of why I want to be a 
doctor. Practicing medicine isn’t 
all about prescribing medicine 
and fixing broken bones, but it 
also focuses on the mental health 
of the individual. Trauma isn’t 
easily “fixed”, and the recovery 
process takes a lifetime. The 
knowledge you learn in your life 
comes from a mixture of your 
environment and genetics. Due to 
this fact, any mistakes made by the 
past generations will be carried 
forward. It is incredibly difficult to 
stop dysfunctional cycles without 
having any prior knowledge. I am 
thankful for my dad, as he has 
helped me get out of the haunted 
house I grew up in. With no prior 
work experience, no money, and 
no license, I had nowhere to go 
and no one else to go to other than 
him solely.

Although I’ve endured a lot of 
trauma throughout my life and 
still experience PTSD due to these 
traumatizing experiences, there 
are still many positives that came 
out of this situation that I am 
grateful for. First and foremost, 
I was able to build a relationship 
with my dad. Although we lived 
in the same house my whole life, 
we weren’t able to build a true 
father-daughter bond because 
my mother would pin us against 
each other. There are no words to 
describe how grateful I am to have 
him in my life as he is the main 
reason I am safe and alive today. 
My mother used to pin me against 
my father’s side of the family as 
well. Since leaving my mother’s 
house, I have become close with all 
of my cousins, aunts, uncles, and 
grandmother, who have all shown 
love and support throughout my 
difficult journey. Sadly, I wasn’t 
able to build a relationship with 
my grandfather as he had passed, 

but I know he’s always looking 
over me and loves me. My dad’s 
side of the family have accepted 
me regardless of the lies my 
mom voiced about them. They’ve 
shown me unconditional love, 
a type of love I never received 
from my mother. As mentioned 
earlier, I wasn’t allowed to have 
any friends when I was younger. 
During high school, I had made 
a best friend, Semone. She is the 
only person I had connected with 
when I was younger because we 
were so similar. Unfortunately, 
my mother disapproved of this 
friendship because she didn’t want 
opinions that differ from her own 
to “influence” me. Fortunately, in 
post-secondary, we were able to 
rekindle our friendship and have 
managed to remain best friends 
to this day. Through Semone, I 
was able to meet my other best 
friend, Simmy. We have a lot in 
common as she also grew up in a 
toxic and abusive home and I feel 
she understands the trauma I’ve 
experienced. Unfortunately, my 
relationship with my brother has 
been difficult, but I’m grateful 
for my two best friends as they 
have stood by me through all my 
life experiences. Lastly, although 
I don’t have a relationship with 
my mother, I was able to gain 
many other healthy relationships 
that I will always cherish. This 
shows that good things can come 
out of bad experiences. I do have 
anger towards my mother, but I 
am grateful to have met her as 
she will only make me stronger. I 
have learned to speak up and voice 
any concerns I may have, I have 
learned boundaries and I have 
taken more time to spend on me, 
with me, working on myself. All of 
this would be impossible without 
my experience with my mother. 
I pray for her and hope she finds 
happiness one day. All I can do 
is love her from a distance and 
detach with love.
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