
What Remains of Edith Finch Review 
 
Recently, a close family member of mine passed away, and in going through their things, we found 
documents. Binders full of them. Journal entries that gave us insight into the side of each of our 
relationships with them that we never saw. Like an archaeological dig, we were widening the visible 
spots until we uncovered a more complete picture of things. Some of the things we found brought back 
memories of fun times, of old family members, of holidays together. Others were more painful in their 
honesty. Regardless, we learned some things about the deceased that day, and about ourselves too. 
 
Some have called What Remains of Edith Finch a “walking simulator,” and I suppose in the literal sense it 
is. But I hesitate to call it that, because the term “walking simulator” always seems to be said with a 
level of derision typically reserved for loot boxes or U.S. politics. What that definition misses is that 
taking a walk can be nice, too. I suppose Edith Finch is a “walking simulator” in that you do your fair 
share of walking, but taking a walk is quiet. It’s introspective. The dragons in this game aren’t for 
fighting, they’re for contemplating. 
 
The game begins with a diary. Seventeen-year-old Edith’s diary, in fact, the last remaining Finch who 
revisits her ancestral family home after years away. It is a whimsical, almost impossible building 
reminiscent of something from Lemony Snicket perched on the shore of a lake in Washington, though in 
the years after Edith’s departure it has begun to fall into decrepitude. As you go, text from the journal 
narrated by Edith (Valerie Rose Lohman) jumps into the environment and hangs there, almost diegetic 
to the world itself, making it clear to you, the player, that the game is as much visual novel as it is video 
game. Abandon hope all ye who enter seeking space battles or swordfights. 
 
That’s part of what makes this game so memorable. You are handed an experience to go through. No 
HUD to speak of. The pause menu itself plays a role in the narrative. There’s a story here, go find it. And 
find it you do as you make your way through the house, and what a house it is. Of all the houses in all 
the video games I’ve played, that of Edith Finch has to exhibit the most personality. Really, it was the 
kind of house I dreamed of poking around in as a kid, with secret passages around every turn and hugely 
impractical architecture that few people would ever build because of how downright strange it is. But 
the game never steps over the line with it. Everything is realistically scaled; this is not one of those 
TARDIS-like structures with impossibly huge interiors that video games sometimes rely on. Sometimes 
space gets tight, and you feel the inherent creepiness of skulking around, alone, in a Winchester-esque 
house that has been empty for years. 
 
Despite all evidence to the contrary, however, the game doesn’t come across as an entry in the horror 
genre. There are some moments I’m sure the developers knew were going to be unnerving, but they 
relied on the meticulously crafted environment to do the heavy lifting for them. Each room reveals the 
backstory of its inhabitant(s), all the way from Edith’s great-great-grandfather to her mother and 
brothers. You see, the Finch family is cursed. Or believe themselves to be, anyway, as they have an 
unfortunate habit of dying unnatural deaths. Central to the story is Edith’s great-grandmother Edie, 
unique in that she lives to an old enough age to see her family tree wither away around her. Edie 
perfectly preserved their rooms as shrines to each of them, until Edith’s mother seals them all up in a 
bid to keep the past in the past, and Edie’s wits in her head. Every Finch has their own room that you 
discover in turn, each stylistically as different from one another as the family themselves were. These 
are the rooms that you, Edith, are now exploring for the first time, having seen them more as museum 
dioramas viewed through a peephole. As Edith says, it feels like stepping into a painting. 
 



The real meat-and-potatoes of the gameplay are the experiences that play out each family member’s 
backstory. Functioning as something like virtual vignettes, they are short form, unique gameplay 
elements that focus on putting the player in the driver’s seat in a way that complements the story of the 
family member in question. As baby Gregory, you see your bathtub as a wondrous, vibrant world replete 
with magical floaty toys. As washed-up teen starlet Barbara, you’re the heroine in a slasher-horror comic 
book. This is where the game really shines, because it takes off the “walking simulator” shackles and 
gives itself the breathing room to experiment in fun ways with style. My personal favorite of these 
vignettes was the miniature adventure game that begins as a simple maze and ends as a fully realized 
imaginary kingdom, a pupating world evolving even as the imaginer loses his grip on reality. These 
segments punctuate the game, and give new meaning to the environment that you then return to as 
Edith. Now that you know what happened, things start to make a lot more sense. 
 
The ending of the game is regrettably the weakest part, although I still think it is in many ways effective. 
You, the player, want the same thing that Edith wants by the end: answers. And as they are ripped away 
from you, you sympathize with Edith’s frustration. But sympathetic frustration is still frustration, and I 
can’t help but feel the developers could have thrown us a bone here. It smacks of withholding 
information from the audience to artificially keep the mystery of the game alive, rather than doing the 
bold thing and resolving it unequivocally. 
 
In the end though, it doesn’t really matter whether you stride elegantly or trip face first across the finish 
line, as long as you get there. And Edith Finch does. The story ends, maybe not the way I selfishly 
wanted it, but it ends all the same. And maybe that’s the point. After all, the Finch family certainly didn’t 
get the endings they wanted, but the story lives on. And the Finch family told themselves these same 
stories over and over again, maybe even to their own peril. Were they true? Maybe that’s the wrong 
question entirely. Maybe the real experience of a story is not in the truth or falsehood of it, but simply in 
the telling. 
 
 


