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A comic on every bookshelf



To Flora and Ronan — upon this book's
publication date, neither of you will
be quite old enough to be its target

reader. However, Flora once mentioned
how nice it would be to have a book

dedication, so I'm obliging.
















T haven't seen
you all day.




Whew, it smells like
corn chips in here.
I don't remember
buying corn chips.

Are you
okay, kid?
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3 Kingdom in the north, A
a great white bear was N
L promised a bride.
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The unlucky girl was
the youngest daughter of
the youngest son of a local
merchant who found
himself under a

mountain of debt.

r
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One day, a big white bear
knocked on her father'
door and promised him

comfort and wealth,
and in exchange...







Ooh, is it the ’s)
theater? Did they
finally get back
to you, Jelly?

% \\“\\

I was seven
the first time
I saw one.

The Log House Theater is a
local institution. Every kid in
town has seen at least one
of its productions.




daughter was sent
off by her father to A" )
live with the bear.
By all accounts she K. ﬂm ﬂfm%“m
lived a very happy life .
in the big castle in
the snowdrifts.

The youngest /’ s " ‘
; 4 . ’ , G

The girl explored
the castle, and everything
init was warm and stately,
just like the white bear.

It changed T get to be

my life. part of it.




Welcome, welcome, tech
interns! We're so excited
to have you with us.

I'msure
you all know
Per the Bear,

over here.

My name is Clarissa,
and I will be directing
this production with
the help of my
assistant, Killian.

I'll expect all of
you here for every
rehearsal until we
strike the set.




\

This season of the
Log House Theater
begins for you now.

I'm counting

Congratulations.
I knew you were getting
that internship.

T just
knew!

That is
amazing
news!

=

I was so

nervous!

It felt like
such a long
shot.

N




Pon't
sound so
surprised!

They're lucky to
have an intern
like you at the

Log House.

Now, on to
business.

It says here
you were
involved in...

...managing the hockey
team, running cross-
country, the newspaper;

ﬁ) the choir...

...and several
semi-regular
miscellaneous
volunteer
activities,

You're
one busy
gal!




Until late
last year.

And I was
excited
about all
of it!

So what
happened,
Angelica?

T really
thought
I could do
all of it,




I know it
sounds so
stupid.

T just woke up one day and
everything was overwhelming.
Every task, every assignment, every
notification on my calendar, my
emails, my texts... All of it felt like it
was just piling up, and T was getting
crushed under it.

T tried organizing,
spacing everything
out. Manageable bites.
One thing at a time.

But then,
one day...

I coulddoit
before! T know
I've been able
to do it before.




...L couldn't
get out of
bed. T was

just staring
into space.

Are you not
feeling well?
Should T call you
in sick today?
Po you need
water? A snack?
What can I do?

I felt
completely...
empty.

And I couldn't figure it out.
All my motivation just...
disappeared one day.

Everything was
too much...

...too heavy.




I felt like T knew...

...L just knew that
I was going to disappoint
everyone who ever

I'm sure that
felt true. It
doesn’t mean

it is true.

counted on me.

...Yeah. T know. But the
feeling was so overwhelming. |
It felt like that was the realest, /
truest thing I knew.

C I was just happily

skipping along when
suddenly my battery
died, and everything
inside me stopped.

Everything T used
to love started
feeling so far away
from me.




It sounds You burned out.
like you hit It's okay to take
a wall. . a step back.

Take a break.

I've always
been able to keep
up before!

It's not always a '
matter of whether you § , But You can't say yes
can keep up. I'm sure to every o_pportunlty th?t
you're very capable presents itself. You can't
solve every problem.
- You can’t take on every
assignment.

You didn't pick
a time to take a
break, so your body
did it for you.




The internship might
be a fantastic opportunity to
focus on just one thing. You can
build a positive rapport with a
creative environment. Maybe
you'll even feel connected
to your work again.

S0 what motivated
you to take on s0
much, Angelica?

...wanted
to feel like
somebody
could count
onme.
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your boyfriend. His loss!
What are you getting
from the Bun? I'll text

Christine!

Where's Chip? He's got

hockey. It's

just us today.

Ooh, then I'm
stealing you from

it to my mom.

out for that
ice there.

And watch

My usual,




You good
over there?

Oh my god,
Jelly! Are you

EXCUSE ME,
I'M SORRY!!




Are you
hurt? Can
you stand?

Who just
runs away
like that?

I
a MILLION stray Legos.
I hope they get an







And be caref-ul
never to enter my
room when I'm asleep.
I'm cranky when
T wake up.

The girl always thought
something was not quite right
with the bear, but she also felt
he was entitled to his secrets.



é How was

your chat with

S,

the counselor?

Oh, it
went fine.




We talked
about burnout, thyf'ahl{tbutu
as if I didn't know at's literally

what that was.

All anybody ever
does is talk to me. Talk,
talk, talk. I'm sick of
talking about problems.
I want to fix them,

And besides,
Who says how can Ms. Preston
you can't hegl be any help to you
with memes? if you don't give her
something to
work with?

T bet she'd
be a little more
insightful than the
internet. You can't
solve all your mental
health problems
with attitude
and memes.

Let's
talk about
something

else,




Sure. Uh,

$o0 who've you
been texting
NOBOPDY.

You sure
answered
that fast.

You wouldn't
believe me if
I told you.

’

|




It's Per
the Bear.

The...cartoon
character
from the local
theater?

I sense
judginess,

I'm emotionally
preparing myself
for a long story.




That was A~

, When I, uh, burned D §
out last year, I spent a [ [ when I noticed
[\ Jittle more time online. , ) this Per the Bear
A “Alittle,” W\ fanaccount.
sure, okay. | 7

S

Cute mascot
bear stuff! Instant
serotonin!

It was just
full of really

soothing
content.

And here's
the kicker—it's got
a bunch of exclusive
content that I'm sure
is from backstage!

They're a legit
insider!




Ooh! You're
not kidding. These
do look official,

So I started
following it on my
secret lurker account.
You know; the one T made
for fanart and low-key
smutty fanfic and stuff.

Yeah, it's not
a subtle account,
Jelly. You should
really lock it or
something.

A conversation
for another time.
Anyway, Per the Bear
followed me back.

you're mutuals
with an anonymous
internet stranger
posing as a
bear...

S0 then
I sent Per
the Bear a
message.

...and then

bear mascot.

slid directly into the
PMs of the internet

stranger posing as a %







Okay, you've
really been chatting These
with this bear are long
the whole time. messages,

Keep
scrolling.

V Aw, that was so
sweet and sincere and
vulnerable of you, Jelly.

You could bring this We're not
energy back to talking about
. Your counselor. my bad brain
g right now.

Ooh! And
he wrote
you back.

Dear Per the Bear,

I am an internet rando who is
having a really bad day; and

I saw one of your posts,

and it made me smile.

I've loved the whole Log
House Theater crew ever
since T was little, and it's
really just been a bright
spot for me.

I hit a wall recently,

and I really didn't know
what to do with myself,

s0 I thought T would

let people know when they've
made a positive

difference in my day.

S0 thanks for that.

An Anxious Jellybean

Dear Anxious Jellybean,

I'm so sorry you had a bad
day. As a fan of the Log

House Theater myself,

I strive to make sure everyone
can have a little break, but

it's a very big job for one bear.
It really brightens my day to
know that T helped make your
day even just a little bit better.

Your friend,

Per, the Bear Prince



They're all like this!
Awww! These are so damn
wholesome. I almost can't

believe this is you.

/ T like how you
won't share one

single feeling with your
counselor, but here you
are, with your heart
totally open with this
cartoon bear.

I canbe
wholesome!

Okay, Z'll be
needing that back

now. Right now.

If you were,
T would support
you! Furries
are great!

F Christine,
I swear to
\‘ Gop!

Jii B

i-l [y ] .;!




Anyway, we just
kept checking in with
each other after that.

So when that
internship at the theater
popped up, T knew I had to
apply. It felt like fate.
Besides, it's not like
T was doing much.

R

I guess T wanted
to do something
where I could feel...

N
...a connection
to this work.

sense. Plus, you're
trying to find the
identity of the Bear
Prince, right?

No! No. ‘
Oh; no. No.
No no no.




Guess who's
playing the princess
opposite the Bear

You're
not gonna
do it alone.

YES!!
Oh my god,
oh my god!!!

We're gonna
have so much
fun!

Mind the ice,
Jelly. It's super
slippery right
there.

Right
where?
















We're gonna be a
little short-staffed
this year. Tbet T
can cover those
extra hours.

We're not letting the
Fancy Spoon outmaneuver
us again this year. Always so
much paperwork. Applications,
health inspections...

Oh, but someone
has to do inventory.
I guess...hmm...

...if T canget
here an hour Sweetie, you can't
early, T can... take PTO from your
fancy job to work
here.

I'll doit.
I have some
PTO.

No; I'm taking
PTO to work for
my adorable wife.

George!

You know, T
kinda like it
when you boss
me around a
little.




Come on, Mom
and Pad. You're
at work.

they're just
being cute.

Hello, girls!
How was your
orientation,
Jelly?

Orientation?

It was fine.

We introduced
ourselves and got
acquainted with
the scene shop.
I'll be one of the

I'minit, too!
I'll be performing.
You two should
come see it!

Christine. You got the

That's great,

chéo and the egg
rolls, right?

Oh no! But m‘::;"ge
you help out .
with the Bun ) Without
every year! / You this

year.

So, listen, I'm
gonna be busier than
T thought, so T can't
really help out as
much this year.

we definitely
will.




See you
at home,

=~

sound too
disappointed,
did T, George?

Probably
not.
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How are
we doing
tonight,
Rachel?

And...
anything
else?

Oh;, you *aiagh*
mean my sigh
feelings?
I'mfine. | Okay. :
v
— -\j
i ™
/ '\\i

“Thanks, Dad. Sorry,

Mom." That can’t be

my dynamic with her.
That dynamic sucks. T
thought I was a better
mom than that.

I think she
knows you're
doing your
best.

That's a nice
thought. T wish
T believed it.

We used to
be so close.
But now...




Now she's almost
an adult, and she's
figuring out who
she is without the
intervention of her
parents, Very
normal.

George, I love
you. But let
me clarify.

-

I know this is normal. I'm
not expressing surprise
that our daughter is
growing up. I'm trying to
tell you, my husband, that
I can feel our daughter
pulling away, and it feels

I feel sad
bad to me. It hurts.

about it,
George.

Oh! I'm sorry,
honey. I didn't
mean to be
explainy. T know

you know,

I'm pretty beat.
I'll probably be
asleep by the
time you brush

your teeth.

Good night,
sweetie.



You always
knew what

I wish you
were still here
sometimes.

I still don't
think I'm
used to that
feeling.




My funny little

Jellybean.
















Pear Per,

It's been a decade since
my grandma died. And
I still miss her.

But sometimes, when |
forget just how deeply

that hurt when T was little,
I feel bad.

Po I miss her less now?
Or do I just miss her less
frequently?

It just doesn’t seem
like something T'm
allowed to get over.

I don't think T can fully
‘get over it."” But why do

T feel guilty that it's easier
than it used to be?




I lost her when
she'd been around
for one hundred
percent of my life.
Pevastating.

Now that I'm
seventeen, she's
this fogay presence
that only occupied
forty percent of my
lifetime so far.
Maybe even less, if
T can't remember
stuff from before
I was three.

Maybe it's good that
things get easier.

And then...
sometimes the
memory of her

hugging me tight
hits so vividly that
I feel my breath
catching in my
throat.

It almost feels like
if T exhaled, even
a little bit, a dam
would break, and
I'd be seven years
old all over again.

Po you ever
get like that?

I1t's just Yours truly,
too
much.

Jellybean

And T
freeze
up.




Huh, Did
someone leave
the light onin

Phil and

Richard’'s







. )

I'man
overachieving
teenager. My

sleep schedule
is shot to hell.

What is all
this? d

percent right with
me, and I found a

Hello, Jelly!
You're up
awfully late.
Shouldn't you
be asleep?

W\

This is

Retirement just
idn't sit a hundred

this?
few things to do.

amazing.
Have you
always done

Stayed up
past my
bedtime to

play with
teddy bears
and dolls?




loved fixing old
knickknacks.
Toys, especially.

There's just
something about a
well-worn bit of
fabric and stuffing
that's so special.

Loved to pieces,
memories in every
scuff and scratch
and tear.

That's
really
lovely.

I fixed things

. for work, too,
— but this feels

& so different,

This is
smaller.

Q

Feels like
I'm finally
doing it just




Was
retirement
a tough
transition
for you?

Yeah, it is.
I'mnot surel
know what I'm
doing yet, but
it's the first
thing I've been
excited about
in a long time.

—
> £
%
And what about
you? I heard you
got that internship

at Log House.
That's a great

S
Certainly. Change is always '@
hard. But it felt \

right. And T wanted
| = to spend a little
& = more time with

Richard.

Rachel mentioned all your
teenage overachieving
finally caught up with you
last year, and you had to
take a break from all your
clubs and whatnot.

’

Is the Log House
internship something
you're feeling ready
to do now?

Yeah! I figuredif T
could just do one thing,
and do it right, T won't
get so overwhelmed.




You're a bit of a
perfectionist,

aren't you?

You know, a

| thing T love They come out of the
about these box, brand-spanking-
little toys is new, and some kid loves . And T love
how roughed them to pieces. And fixing them up. T
up they get. they get gnarly as hell.  love getting them
Missing limbs, button perfect, knowing
eyes falling out, 6:3::3::::_‘:;3;5“
LD CEMG Spat, busted as before.

ioints busted. And T'd do it all

over again.




Things will
always need

is to find the
thing you don't
mind doing
whenever it
comes up.

doing. The dream

5

Now you know all
that other stuff
wasn't for you.
Maybe it's
something else,

And isn't
that
exciting?













Pear Jellybean,

I'm sorry about
your grandma.
This sounds
tough, and T want
you to know in
advance that T
give you my full
support because
I'm about to say
something that
might come off a
little bit harsh.

I don’t know, Maybe I'm totally
talking out of my ass, but I think
you're trying to tackle an emotional
problem with logic, right? You even
went and did the math —she was in
a hundred percent of your life, and
now she's only in forty percent, and
you wonder what that means for
you as those numbers get smaller
and smaller over the years.

You strike me as
someone who
overthinks. You feel
things in a lot of
layers, like you said.
You're sad about
your grandma. You're
sad that you're no
longer sad enough
about your grandma.
You feel guilty that
your grandma is no
longer such a big part
of your life since she
passed. I can't help
but think that you've
put 2 lot of distance
between yourself and
your feelings in order
to make those
observations.




Maybe you just feel
what you feel when
you feel it, no
numbers about it.
There are a lot

of things about
yourself that you
can't know. I bet that
seems scary and

out of control, but
the mystery invites
curiosity, doesn't it?
You might surprise
yourself! And T know
you're not opposed
to a little mystery.

That's probably why
we're friends.

Per, the Bear Prince

Thank you,

to all of you, my
lovely theater
cohort.

Clarissa, for that
introduction. Hello

PS. Please Interns, artists,

say hello. T'm tech folks! I'd like
coming to to introduce you to
visit today. the founder of the

Log House Theater,

Mrs. Phoebe
Jorgensen.

Attention,
everyone!

As L'm sure you know, my

late husband and I started
this little theater years ago.
This performance will mark
the fortieth anniversary of
the Log House Theater. And
for that, we've decided to
bring out the classic
costumes.




The classic
designs... The
original costumes
have been brought
out of storage and

Can we give
him a hand?

spruced up for this

presentation.

Transitions are always so
difficult. We've recently
said goodbye to some of

our longtime colleagues, so

it does my heart good to
see 50 many new faces.

Christine, is
he pointing at
me? Is that
happening?

I truly am looking
at the future of
the Log House

As we move
forward, I hope
you'll still
treasure this bit

of our history as
‘ much as I do.







If he cared

you think about you, !f Youcared

he's hiding What secret ! about him

in there? is he keeping w?;‘dyr:,:; . wouldn't Y(;u
locked away : want to
from you?

I docare
about
him.
And I do
want to

We had to drag
this suit out of
the theater's

archives, where | Besuper
all the old careful with

documents and the head. It's
schematics are.




Hey, my
memory is
awful, but do
we...know
each other?

Yeah, we went
to grade school
together for a
couple of years.
I'm amazed you
remember.

I'm Gable. T named
myself after my
grandpa. Uh. This
head won't budge.
Little help?

Angelica? You
remember her.
She's usually up to
a lot. T heard she's
been lying low
recently.

Let's unzip the
back first. Maybe
that'll loosen up
the head.

I see her
around with
that girl
Christine a
lot. Our lead
actress.
And wow,
what an
actress.

Just a hunch.
You were
always nice to
me. I'm Killian,
by the way.
Remind me
what yours is
again?

S0 that girl
with the
clipboard.
What's her
story?




“Wow"?
You sound
interested,

though. Really cool.

Oh man, I don't know.
I've never talked to her.
I wouldn't know where
to start. She seems cool,

What about you?
You seem pretty
interested in
Angelica. Is that
rude to say?

Sorry,
I'm
prying.

Oh! Nah. T
mean, we have
some history.
Can you help

me get this
bear head off
first?

Oh yeah,
for sure.
There's a
trick toit.
T think.

T thought you
said we needed
to be careful
with this head!




UH-OH!
We'd better

go get

It's probably fine
up there. What's
this about you
and Angelica
having history?
Pid something
happen?

[/
& dark for one second,
and then the lights
will come on, and
everything's gaonna

1 It's just gonna be
tm

-

...Angelica was
one of my best
friends in grade
school. We did

everything
together.







Do you want me to
reintroduce the
two of you? I bet
she'd be happy to
reconnect.

TS
7 T
(G 135‘2

—might be
awkward.

Haha, no.
It, uh—

But I'm
actually kind
of talking to

her right

Well, we're pen
pals. She PMed
me on this
account T made
last year when T
started working
here.

Oh yeah, that Per
the Bear account.
You should bring
that to marketing.
T bet they'd like
that.

She doesn't

And I wanna tell
know it's me,

telling her! Seems
wrong not to.

her. I'm planning on

Is that...

weird?




Long-lost
childhood

friends turned
secret teenage
pen pals?

PUPE, you're
like your own
Cyrano de
Bergerac.
That rules!




The girl returned
to the castle in
the snowdrifts,

and her heart was

uneasy. What was
she to do?

Her father was
only acting out of
concern.

Can agirl and a
bear really be
friends if they

keep secrets?

How well can
anyone know
someone else under
those kinds of
circumstances?

And in that
space between
“almost” and
‘everything," a
little seed of
doubt was
planted.

Life went on as
before for the girl
and the bear.

They ate, they

played, and they
shared almost
everything with
each other.

Almost.
















...and so Dustin texts
Laura, but she won't
text him back, so he's
like, "Whatever, I'll

just ask out the next So he does! And

girl T see.” it turns out it's

Laura’s cousin.

Laura was so
pissed.

/ The best part
was the girl said
yes! They're
gonna have some
awkward family Yeah, Chip
gatherings. Super
awkward.

Right?
Rightz? T
Man, it was |

Hey, Chrissy, T'm My mom's diner?
sorry, but T gotta You don’t want me

run. The boys want to come with you to
to get shakes at my mom’s spot?
the Fancy Spoon. \




Sorry,
guys only But we *sigh*
tonight. were Never mind. Go have
supposed fun. Be with the
boys! Say hitomy J_

Aw, | knew
you'd
\ understand.
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Good to see
ya! Have a
sit-down.

I1s that you,
Chrissy?

Mr. Hoang!
And Mr.
Macnamara!
How are you? /[

PR

' Not too bad.

Just taking a
little break
from the
Steamy Bun

stand.

It's weird

What about
you, Mr.
Macnamara?

Youcancall \ ©
S me Richard.

can you look
behind me 7
and see if X

Phil's still AN
76 ) )
ﬂ///‘l'l-




YHKNJ 1)) I3

And where's
your beau?
Wasn't he
just here?

; the Spoon_ / / '

// 4 o) d ‘

He looks )
Pl"efty busy.

He ran
off with
his buddies.
They're at

T got Phil a
Good.  |ittle surprise for
Valentine's Day.
Do you think
he'll likeit? /|

-
U o
R %
g .
il - 7
lis.
7,

- { Ilm sure
|\ he'lllove

( unboyfriendly, JN

really.




No notice or
anything. They
call, and he goes
running. He keeps
bailing on me
lately. It sucks. It
feels just awful.

N

As arule, a
boyfriend
shouldn't make
you feel awful.

It's not all
the time.

Should be
as closeas Y 2
possible to /

none of (
the time. 2¢

He likes that T'm
understanding. And
I'm pretty good at
being patient
with him,

And you'd like for him
to show up for you
every now and again,
s0 it sounds like only
one of you is getting
what you want.

All right! They had
plenty of the yarn |
needed, plus some wax
thread. The stock’s
way better this year.
Hey, Chrissy!




Chrissy’s
having a
tough

-

=L P
Sure. That \\! ..1 A
would be ?’ ’

quys!

really nice.

Why do you
think he keeps
ditching me?

Oh no! How
about T make
you a scarf, eh?
Would you like
one?

Enjoy the
festival!

Oh, kid, T'm ‘

not the guy to
ask. Isn't this
girl talk? Isn't
this a Jelly
discussion?




You know how Jelly is
when she encounters a
problem. She'd rather
go do something about
it than sit and hear
about it.

Well, Z» mushy.
She's not that
touchy-feely. But
she likes that I'm
mushy, which is all
I care about.

Which is great,
sometimes! I just
kinda don't want to Oh, yeah.
put more on her Her mom
right now. doets that,
00.

You and Mrs.
Hoang have been
together for ages.
You're still pretty
mushy.

that like?




Oh god, I'm real
bad at describing
this stuff. T don't
know if you
noticed, but we're
not a big feelings
family.

But you know
what, let me
give it a shot!
Let's see—

Rachel and T used to go fishing up north
all the time, right? And we always liked
to camp out by this little pond.

Jelly wasn't born
yet, so we could do
this sort of stuff.

We love her,
though!
Obviously.



One night, T had all kinds of Rachel basically

trouble sleeping, so T figured never had trouble
I'd pop out for a minute sleeping.

and get some fresh air.

Anyway, there I was, under the stars, and I look And then T
up and there's this big, beautiful moon. Looked like saw the moon
a damn pearl just floating in the sky. reflected on

the water.

And the little lake
surface was just
trembling and
rippling, like they do.
Not a perfect
reflection, but...
I dunno.

It seemed to me like
the lake was trying
its darndest to show
the moon just how
beautiful she was—

—inits own clumsy,
messy way.




And that
was it!
That's how
T felt.

T still feel
like that
about her.



















This is the year
the Steamy Bun
finally puts the

This year is
going to be
great for us. I'm

I can feel it. manifesting. Far;gz Slgg:n in
It's gonna Place. 1 cant wait to
happen! see the look on

Jessica's smug
face when she
sees all our
customers.

streamers and
lanterns, the And then maybe
whole shebang! I can finally get
I think it'll be that new stove for
really great. the Bun. Get real
fancy. What do
you think, Jelly?

Are you tired,

hon? You ¥sigh*  Yeah. Just
seem a little overwhelmed.
out of it.

Busy day.




Yeah. T feel
that. I kind of
am, too.

But I think we can
both manage, right?
We can tough it out!
Just like Grandma

used to.

Why are you
always trying to
be her? You're
not her.

I know
I'm not her.
I'm just —

Fine. Sorry for
checking in on you.
I'll just leave you to
your sulking next
time. Jeez.




Okay,
then. All
righty.

Jelly, can the
texting wait

wouldn’t want to
miss a second of
this sparkling
conversation.

Excuse
me.




Pear Per,

I don't think you
were harsh. You were
frank, and T like that.
We've been talking
long enough for you to
know a little bit about
me, and you're right.
T overthink. Sometimes
it helps keep my mind
busy. Or at least it
used to. I'm not sure
anymore.

My rationale was always
“Feelings can be hurt.
Ideas can't be.”

I thought that if T turned
my feelings into ideas, T
could pick them apart

and figure them out.

I think my mom
and I deal with
our feelings
similarly, which
scares me. We
like to be busy.

T think she's
more used

to it, though.
She has her
strategies.




She says good morning
and good night to B3 Mom keeps busy.
Ngoai's picture on the No time for any
mantel. They were of her feelings.

really close, but I don't

think I've ever seen my

mom cry about her.

I have to assume

she misses her.

Maybe no time )\ about you help

. s t at th
for mine, either. mree:?a u?-ante It would be 2

today? big help. Can T
rely on my
Jellybean?

I've been working out some of the
messier aspects of this recently.

2
I It sounds to me
Sl like keeping
busy is a bit of a
1 ,"ﬂ]]l? coping strategy
'i| = for you.

But as time

goes on, You Y
might outgrow
your old coping (}'_G

A
“ ; ‘ ".’_ i strategies.
v 1= ndi
Sl [/ brought you e
B iy alot of
o success for ' q
a while. / 9 s
= ’/




And those old
strategies calcify into
habits that are difficult
to break. Instead of
helping, they cause new

problems. Different
problems.

S0 ask yourself,
honestly —why do
you like to be busy?
What happens without
constant activity in
your life?

What goes on in
your head when
you give yourself
a second to
breathe?

What
happens
2







Anyway; Per; do you
have any advice for me?
Also, tell me about you.
You're a busy bear these
days. I'd love to know
what that's like for a
magical bear.

Your friend,

Jellybean







What do
I really
want?

I want todo
something with you
for Valentine's Day.

Nothing big or
anything. I just
want to hang out.

Let's go for a
walk and maybe
look at the moon.




Let’
walk a2
look at 1



















The room
still smells
like him.

I remember.

Cedar and
cigars.

He was a bit of a
goof, honestly. T
think you can tell in
these pictures. He My Gabe.
was always smiling.

And he loved
the theater. He
was 50 young when

he made Per the

Bear. He and his

friends used to
build all kinds of
costumes.

Is that the same
suit I've been
wearing for this
production?



Thank you so much for
agreeing to don his suit in
this special year. He would
have been s0 proud. His

own grandkid, taking up

the mantle of his beloved
creation.

The very same. It's
been spruced up and
cleaned up over the

years, of course, but
it's the same fabric he
sewed together over
the foam. It's all him.

L

I wouldn't worry.
He wasn't especially
precious about Per
the Bear, the old
goofball.

That's
some
pressure.

This was
taken just
as he asked
me out.

He did whatever
got a smile out of
his audience. He
loved that part.

He'd just taken
off the bear
head. He smelled
terrible.

It is pretty
toasty in
that suit.




He was so
nervous about it,
and, by god, he
was cute when he
was nervous.

Come to think,
that's probably
why T said yes.
T just adore a
nervous man.

I'd sayit went
pretty well,
considering

you're standing

here.

How was
the date?

It was the He made a map of all his
sweetest favorite places around
thing. the city, like a treasure

hunt. A little adventure,
just for us.

And at the end of
the date, he asked
if T'd like to do it
again.

T said
yes.

And then he asked
me to do the same as
him —make a map of
all the places T loved,

50 he could know
more about me.



A little
adventure...
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Well, you No

special?

! Not at all.

Cool! T'll
come with

No, T wanna

look nice. Just taking a day walk around
Poing to myself, gonna by myself,
anything explore the take some

festival. alone time.

Maybe later?

Oh. Well, "Il
be around if
you need me.

Wait, you seem
a little bummed.
What's wrong?




It's just...

e I mean, it's only What do you want
ag:ﬁds .:ﬁih been a couple me to do; Want me
nezeriiv He of days. I'm not to text him? Man, he
Gasrat o freaking out or sucks. T could text
eeps ignoring .

anything, but,

his friends?
like—T feel... .

my texts.

Because I'll doit.
Oh! We could TP
his car! It would

freeze to the

windows. It'd be a

total nightmare to

clean off.

Jelly,
you're not
listening.

I'm not trying to do
anything about it yet. T
kinda feel like it's too soon
to bring it up. It could get
messy. I just felt a little
frustrated and thought my
friend might want to hear
about it.

Oh: is
that all?

I guess
that's




It's like you're just
trying to get my
feelings done with
and out of the way.
Sorry it's such an
imposition,

Angelica/

impossible! Do
you know that?
IMPOSSIBLE!

GOP. This
sucks. I'm
leaving.

Go have fun
on your little
adventure! T
hope you find
yourself!

sorry I can't
always intuit
your precise
needs right
away!

Fine, T willlll
Jeez! What do
you even want
fromme?! I'm
just trying to
be supportive!

Sorry I heard
you were feeling
bad and wanted

to jump right
in to help,
Christine!

want me to
get you a
gluten-
free
donut?!

I didn't ask
you to do any

You always

do this! You're
always acting

like every

problem needs

to be solved
immediately.

jumping!!

My bad! T
assumed you
wanted a
friend! Won't
make that
mistake
again!

Yes, please!
T would
appreciate
one very




YV
Hey there!  we're both
Christine,  working on
right? the Bear
Prince.

Killian.

The Steamy
Bun actually
serves some
great coffee.
Wanna check
it out?




S0 you actually
work with the
costumed
actors, right?

Is it weird to
treat them like the
characters when
you know who wears
the costumes? Pon't
you want to interact
like normal?

For sure.
I'mnot
supposed to
say; though.

Mrs. J says it breaks
immersion. She wants all
the actors to treat, say,
Per the Bear as just
another actor. At least
until teardown. Which is
kind of cool, I think.

S0 you know
all the people
inside the

suits, right? Yeah, all right.

But can you
maybe confirm
something
for me?

That's a relief.

. A friend of
Yep; those pics mine was

Does this look like they i
wondering.
accourjtgook were taken from e
legit? the theater's
: archives.




You might
know her.

This paper-craft store is
really special. T loved
making little folded paper
animals as a kid.

T used to come to this
corner of the square
with my grandparents
all the time.




T put together a
== little gift bag for

? you at the counter.

I hope you like it.




This must
be the next
spot.

Wy "

One of my favorite
parts of being here is
how everybody’s known
each other a long time.
This spot is right by the
urban farming supply
store. The owners are
good friends. This place
gets the best eggs.




One of your
t%:nclfegit? classmates came
. in earlier and took
care of it. You're
all set.

-
Wow, cool.
Uh, thank




These look
great! So
many
options!

You just let
me know if
you have any
questions.

This little cake shop
serves some of the
best teain town. T
think. That's what
my grandma says. T
don’t know tea that
well, honestly. But T
loved coming here
with her as a kid.




Okay, last
spot on
the list.

Hello!
I'll be with
you in just a
second.

Hey, T
know this

F Oh, it's
you!
How's

hockey
going,
Jordie?

It's good! I'm a first-
stringer now. Makes sense
that you're “the Jellybean.”

Should have figured.

Hold on,
I've got
something

3K




I was
instructed

to give
you—

v

Wait, so you
know who
the Bear
Prince is!

Can you

Not a
chance!

Thanks for
an amazing
evening.




Let's doit
together
next time.

Tiki Water is
earth’s finest

water, don't
you think —

Gran, why don't
you just pay for
the subscription
plan without the
commercials?

But you could
do the same
thing whenever
you want if you
just paused the
show.

I like the
commercials.
You can get up,
get a snack, make
a little sandwich,
and come right
back.




—thenit
would be
quiet.

You know, Gable,
when you go off to

college in a couple of And T don't
years, I'Il_be alone mind it so
again. much,

usually.

'\i\J)‘f

But when I pause
the TV, the house goes
quiet. There's noidle
noise. No other person
shuffling around on the
couch. No little grumbles.
No laughter. No sighs.

And suddenly,
being alone
turns into
being lonely.













Great dress Can we get the

rehearsal, duck and bunny
everybody! back onstage? T
want to adjust the Everyone knows
delivery on that you're a bunny, but
North Wind don't lean on the
= dialogue. costume. Make me
— believe you're a
—

bunny with your

L]

Oh! And, Killian,
can you call a
locksmith for me
after you get
that bear suit
all set up?

This dress 7~
moves really 0 @

I'm literally nle:lY. I Igve o
locking up that Sure this fabric.
back door with thing,

furniture and boss.

praygrheatvery Yeah!

e Beautiful! \




Ah, T love it when

together so well.
Really helps you
step in and borrow
the character’s
confidence,
doesn't it?

Ack! Shit.
Killian, can you
come back here

and help me
with these
gloves?

Like, truly, this
is the original
Per the Bear
costume. We

can't replace it.

the costume comes

I thought T
was confident
already, but this
thing makes me

feel kind of
powerful.

No cussing in
costume! The And you be
last thing T want careful with that
to dois deal with begr suit. They
an angry parent. flon t make them
like that anymore.

Phoebe would
never forgive
me if anything
happened to it.




Angelica! You
kids are all on
break from
school between
now and the end
of production,
right?

\lMafam.H
Hmm. IT'm
gonna unpack
that later.

I'vegota
little extra
work I need
done. You up
forit?




She tiptoed
down the hall.

One night, the
girl's curiosity
got the better
of her. Just a little
peek couldn't

There upon the bed, the
girl saw the most beautiful
prince asleep within the
folds of a great white
bearskin, and she knew
him at once.

She cracked open the door,
just a little bit, and peeked
into the bear's bedroom.

The Bear
Prince!

Come see
the Bear

Prince! ,.




Come to the
Log House Theater's

production of £ast of P
the Sun and West of the gl
Moon, starring our very the Bear!

own local favorite—

This is s0 cute!

.Look how I can't wait to see
excited they are! you on that stage,
Man, this takes Chrissy! You look

fabulous! Oh, T could
> ) just scream.
‘ L‘ | )







I saw our girls
working together.
What's your Angie

doing at the
theater?

Oh, Jelly? well, JELLY
happened to earn a
pretty hefty scholarship
from them,

I1s that 507
How lucky
for her!

I
p o

Her application
beat out a lot
of candidates,
I hear.

T can feel
this going

'm sure it did.

sideways...

Oh bOY;
here we
go.

think it's just
wonderful,

I'm so heartened
to see that the
Log House Theater
is working hard to
expand its DEI

The world is
changing in
such amazing
ways, don't
you think?




Anyway, we have to Hope your
catch up sometime. boss is
Good luck with your treating
little place. Cute you well.
food truck, by the
way. Ta-ta!

I sure
wasn't.
weren't kidding

about her.

That would have
been a great line
for when she was
in earshot of you
a moment ago.

See you later,
Jessica. Bye-
bye now.

And you
know what,
my boss is




Um. Excuse
me, are you
Mrs, Hoang?

L e

I'm so sorry to tell
you, ma'am, but
you don't have the
proper license for
this food truck.

Wait, yes, Tdo. T
have a copy right
here, T was very
thorough. I'm
here every year.

That's me,

yes. What can

T get for
you?

According to
my records, you
submitted an indoor

; What?
_vendor permit, and There must Well, the good
since this is outdoors, be some news is we just
you need to fill out mistake. need you to fill out

the outdoor vendor this replacement

form.

The bad news is
this will take two
business days to
process, and we
can't have you
operating until this
is cleared up.




S0 I'm just out
of business for
two days?

Man. I can't
catch a break
today.

I'm so sorry,
ma'am. There's
not much T
can do.

Come on,
Rachel, Let's
go get a beer.
I'm buying.

It's barely
three p.m.

S0, 2
pilsner?

At least
two.

Thanks,
Richard.



/\ c
/i‘,.'iimllll“"r._ o_ ‘
- T













Looks like the
festival is
winding down for
today. I think we
can call it.

All right. Z'll
see you later,
Jelly.

Bye, Chrissy!
See you later.

T

Soitis
you! It's been driving
me nuts, but I'm so
relieved to know
I'm actually talking
to a person and not
a costume.

been'chatting
online.







Actually, can you
help me out of this
headpiece? It's a
little tricky.

This might take a
second. Usually
Killian helps me out
of this thing.

Oh my god,
totally, totally.
Let me give you

S Nand. Almost...







My name's \ R\
Gable now. M\ =N

Gable! It's so
nice to meet
you again,







A faint sliver of moonlight
settled over the Bear
Prince's delicate eyelashes,
and they fluttered open.

The prince was awake.

Now I am cursed
to live out the rest
of my days locked
away somewhere
east of the sun and
west of moon.

Goodbye
forever.

The prince’s bear skin lost
its luster, and the fur
seemed to age a hundred
years. Parkness shrouded
the castle in the
snowdrifts.

Oh no! We were so
close. If only you
had waited just a

little longer.

When a new year
dawned, T would
have become myself
once again.

And with that, the prince
disappeared along with the
castle, and the girl was left
alone among the snowdrifts

with nothing but a dowdy old
bear skin for warmth.




The Log House
Theater is a local
institution. Every kid in
town has seen at least
one of its productions.

This year, I got that chance.

But maybe it would have
been better for everyone
if T'd quit this, too.

And I wanted so Just like everything else.

badly to be part of
it someday.

T fucked this up so
badly intheend. T
should have known
I would.

When we were kids.
T need to figure out You left. T wrote
how to make this right. you letters. And
T have to fix this no you never wrote
matter what. Nothing me back.
else can occupy my
mind right now, I have
to be intentional. T
have to focus on just
one thing—

S0 why didn't
you ever write
me back?

What's all
this here?



T thought T T know; Was it now?
made it clear. Gran. I'm Tell me, girl.
That suit 50 sorry. How did it

was your happen?
grandfather’s...

I was trying to T asked her to

remove the head. doit. T asked T said it was

I didn't realize it her to help me my fault.
would... take it off. Stop helping.




I'mso
sorry, Mrs.
Jorgensen,

Gable. T expected more
care and deliberation in
how you wore your
grandfather’'s beloved
bear suit.

And you. The board
and I selected you
for this internship
based on your
credentials, your
passion, and your
references.

We invested in you,
and here you've cost
us—me—more than
you know; and much
more than you can
afford.

I'm strongly
considering
rescinding your
internship. What
do you have to
say to that?




I want to take
responsibility. T
want to make
it right. Please give
=N me this
chance.

You have
three
days.













want to
talk about




v Oh!

I think T need Jellybean,

your help with of course!
something.

All right.

I'm fed. Rachel, don't
I'm watered. we need to
Mom. Dad.

What do
you need,







Yeah,
I'm
amazing!

are you
okay?

Ilied.I'ma
wreck. I'm
just—T don't
know you.

Feel
better.




We really could
have walked to
the theater.

Says the
man who
has “winter
shorts.”

It's too cold for
that. What kind
of father would T
be letting you walk
around in all this

So I actually
have no game
plan for when
we get to the
theater.

Which is another
reason why you
need a driver. For
a speedy getaway.

George, are you
suggesting that
we're about to
do something
illegal?

HEY; I
thought we
were being
supportive

tonight.

You seem a
little excited
is all.

They are

thing!




Anyway,
I trust our
daughter to
make good

choices.

I'm
down.

Let's do some
trespassing.

I gotta say,

George, this

side of you is
kind of working

T might have
to break into
the Log House
Theater.

I'd better
pull around Good call,
the block, Pad.
just in case.

Oh my god, you
guys, not in front
of me. Not in
front of your
progeny.




15 it still
technically
breaking and
entering if the
door was wide
open?

Why doesn’t
this place have
an alarm?

Jelly, why
didn’t you wear
your coat?
It's freezing.

Looks like
Killian never
got that lock

fixed.

This can’t be safe.
Is this theater, like,
a way smaller
operation than T

thought?

I1t's local
theater,
Mom.

e

Sh-shush!
Someone's
definitely in
here.




Um, excuse me.
What are you doing
here? Wait, are you

crying? What's

wrong?

Jelly! What
are you doing

incorrect. You look
amazing. What's the
actual problem?

Oh my god.
Sorry. This is so
embarrassing. T

look ridiculous.

CHIP! Tknewit. I
knew that guy was Jelly!
trouble. What do T Nothing!
need to do? Egg his Just listen
car? Toilet paper ’
his house?
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I don't need you to
do anything for me.
I want you to
listen to me.

Yes. I'm sorry.
I'mhere. I'm
listening.

He's been
blowing me off
to see other

Oh. Dude.
That sucks.

It's fine. I'm not,
like, heartbroken.
We weren't super
serious. T wasn't,
like, imagining a
future with himor 1+ was fun to
anything. hang out with
him. I liked him
fine. T just—

—1I feel so
disrespected,
you know?




He should
have told
me,

But T guess he just
decided it was easier to
avoid me and hope I'd
disappear in time for

him to get together
with someone else.

These are

heartbroken

angry tears!

Rage-
crying is
s0 valid!

Um, Jelly?
Christine? I'm
sorry to interrupt,
but don't we need
the bear suit
schematics?

pissed-off tears!
They're not sad,

tears. These are

OH! Right!
Chrissy, do you
know where the

theater's

archives are?

Archives? T don't
think there is one.
The closest thing

might be that filing

cabinet over there.

Smaller
operation
than T
thought.




I should change
back into my own
clothes. But it did
help; borrowing a

little confidence
from the princess.

Oh yeah, we
probably shouldn't
risk mucking up
another costume
for this show.

Probably
not.

Hi, Mr. Hoang. Is it
okay if we make one
little additional stop
before you drop me
off at home?

George? We
have another
passenger!

No
problem,
kiddo!




Man, T want to
punch himin
his dumb face

I'msure. T
just — I hate this
sort of thing.
Confrontation
sucks.

Well, try very
hard not to,
Jelly. This is

Are you feeling
up for this?
You're sure you
want togoin
alone?

It's never
easy. You're
doing amazing.

And we're
gonna be right
here when
you're ready.




Hi, Chip. S0 you

really were busy Babe, T'm S0
sorry T —

tonight?

Pon't call
me babe.

Poes he call
you babe?

I shouldn't
have asked.
Not my
business.

I'm
Christine.

F I'm sorry. V /

meet you.
< w

I'm Samira.
It's nice to




Chip, you could have
told me. It would have
been polite. T think T

deserve that.

Pid you come
in here just to
|\ tell me that?

Yes. T managed
your expectations.
It's the right thing.
Now you know not
to call me anymore.

No need
to thank




Wow, T needed
that. I really
needed that.













Gable, what
are we looking
for?

I think my mom had
letters forwarded to
my grandparents
for a while right

Just before
Angelica told my
grandma about

I wonder if

the bear head, she when we moved. t:::::':ﬂffh‘;p
said something i =
about writing rawers are

letters. locked up,

though.

CanI
help?

What do
they look
like?

And what
are you kids
doing in
here?




And here is
your mother
at the prom.

T had that
deep-cut
dinosaur

phase.

Whoa, was
that you,

Well; goodl
because I got you
dinosaur slippers
for your birthday,
and I'm not
returning them.

Po we not
believe in
surprises
anymore?

Let's flip to
the next
decade. Look,
there I am!

That was a phase?
I've been buying you
dinosaur things this
entire time. You have
to tell me when your

interests shift!

I still like




Gran, I feel like
you were a little
harsh on Angelica
the other day.

I was;
wasn't I?
It was too

T was just—
what's that thing
you say? I was
deep inside of my
feelings.

I think you
mean “in
your
feelings."”

Probably.

Yes. Thank

you, dear.

It's been a tough
couple of years
for me. I'm alone.
My friends are all
retiring.

There's only
me left from
the original

Log House

It felt like, in
that moment,
that silly suit
was all T had
left of my
memories. My
friends. My
Gabe.




Oh, Gran? Did

Grandpa keep  something that

astack of  might have been
unopened mail addressed
anywhere? to me?

S

I'mnot
sure,

But we can
rummage
through his
old office.

—

Together
this time.




find out about
this place,

Clarissa!
You came!

So we've got the
plans, but now
what? Where are
we gonna get
these materials?

Right \W

around
here,
actually.

Of course T
came! I'm not
going to leave my
intern high and
dry while my play

flounders over

a prop.

— To be honest,
I was worried
you were
about to try
to fix this by
yourself.

It's a habit
I'm trying
to break.

Good.

il

Shows maturity
that you know
when to put your
trust in someone
else. Pelegation is
a leadership skill,
Angelica.

\

Lucky for us,
the festival is
sort of a local
crafter's hub.
Everything we
need is right

here.

So let's
do some
shopping.




Pear Per the Bear;

I guess T should be calling
you Gable now; since the
bear head incident.

I'm sorry about how we
left things. I was
embarrassed. I guess it's
important to me to look like
I know what I'm doing.

Ordinarily I'd be like, "I'm

Uh, how did you get
into the theater after
hours, anyhow?

I brokein first.
Back door lock’s
still broken.

Ah;, Killian. Well,
delegating’s not a
sure fix for every

problem.

usually not this rattled,”
but, as you know, lately
I'mnot so sure. And T
thought I'd at least be
frank about that.

Anyway, you should stop by.
T feel like we have more to
discuss, but it seems silly to
do it over the internet now,

I'll be busy trying to figure
out how to reconstruct
your head. Well, Per the

Bear's head. You know what

I mean.

And if you decide it's all too
much, that's fine too. T'll
see you at the show this
weekend. Hopefully, Z'll
have fixed things by then.

Yours,

Angelica




And then there's
the matter of

actually putting
this all together. "2‘;‘,’,’;23&:"

Me neither.
I'mnot a
crafty

I G

You do. ood evening, Mr. Nielsen!

know Apparently  Phil. What a nice Can you really
anyone right next surprise. make a new
whois? door. bear head?

Clarissa!
Glad you

Of course T

can. I made

the first one,
after all.

Just bring
me those

materials

and leave it




What do we
doin the
meantime?

You've gotta tie
the banana leaves
like this, and then
we're gonna steam
the heck out of
these bricks.

It'll give it that
nice green color
on the rice.

Am I doing
this right,
Rachel?

I think T
packed mine
wrong.

l/ I think
Grandma

would have
loved this,
Mom.




I think these past couple Next year you'll be
of days were what I was a senior. Then your
hoping to get with youat it really kicks of,
the food truck. Some and it's all so
fun moments together. exciting
Some memories. ’

And then T think
about all the
times I've been
busy. Too busy.

I thinkit's
kind of my
fault if T've
missed out on
your life.

Mom, if you cry,
I'll cry, and we you're right!
can't cry right Deep breaths!

They're not
now. We have Peep breaths. “big zeeu:;s"
company. people, usually.
This is nice.
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But these
days, I'm
not so0 alone
anymore.

I'm lonely
sometimes,
of course.
But T have
my Gable.

I think,ina
moment of panic
and sorrow; T made
you carry it for me.
That was unfair.

I'mso
sorry,
Angelica.

I want to It seems I'm
apologize  still grieving. It just didn’t look E;;g:r;e
to you. T know that quite how T expected. differently,

It surprised me, and
it scared me.

There's no
standard way to
doit. It shows up
some days, and it
passes on other
days.

And T have S$o the grief
my friends, doesn't feel as
new and old. heavy as it once

was. Not when
I don't have to
carry it alone.




Anyway, T
think my Gable
has something

to discuss

with you.

Um. T
found your
letters.

You two have
fun. T also
need to catch
up with some Come along,
old friends. Killian. Pon't

The ones you
wrote when we
were kids, right?
You sent them to
my grandpa’s
house.

be nosy.




I must have

Oh no! Did
I makeit
awkward?
I didn't
mean to!

given you that
address because
that's where my
mom and I were
living at the time.

I don't think
they ever got
forwarded
to me.

I couldn't read
them. Your
handwriting was
completely illegible.
I'm sorry.

HAHAHA!
Not at all.

Anyway;
I opened a
couple of
them,

I mean, it's been
a decade. I'm sure
my handwriting
has improved.




o
" o
o Great. Because o o
T was hoping we -
° could start And maybe )
" writing each spend some time

other again. together...

...as
ourselves,
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And so the Bear Prince,
now a handsome human
prince, was freed of his

And the prince
and the girl lived
out the rest of
their days in

happiness.
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Angelica and the Bear Prince has been a joy to make, but T wanted to talk to you,
dear reader, about a point in the process of this book I consider a failure. It was
entirely my fault — the best-laid plans, etc. etc. —but that failure really continues
to steer the way I think about storytelling and readership.

My debut graphic novel, The Magic Fish, came out in October 2020, toward
the beginning of the Covid-19 pandemic. It truly began as a professional excuse to
adapt my favorite fairy stories into comic book form. With the guidance and support
of my agent and my editors, T was encouraged to make the project more personal,
I felt emboldened to interrogate why these stories were important to me and to
weave a little more of myself into the story. I'm still so proud of it, and T will
forever cherish every person who had a hand in crafting that very special book.

Of course, one part of letting a book out into the world is that you have to talk
about it all the time. T was forewarned about this! I'm certain multiple people told
me about this —“You will deliver a book report about your own book for the
remainder of its shelf life or yours, if you're lucky.” Having absolutely no context
for what being an author would be like, T think T absorbed this as cerebral
information, the way you check your weather app in the morning and note the
temperature — a little number that will guide your sweater-adjacent decisions for
the rest of the day. Once you step outside, though, and find the biting cold frosting
at your ears, clarity strikes, and the meaning of the little number in your phone is
made known to your clattering mortal coil.

Talking about The Magic Fish was sort of like that. The book was heavier than
I anticipated, and I didn't quite realize it until my dozenth or so school visit. T
found myself becoming frustrated. How did I not anticipate this? The fraughtness
of language, of navigating queerness, the grief of family separation, and the
existential uncertainty of one’'s refugee status are all clearly very emotionally
loaded! For so long, all those things were just aspects of my life—simply facts of
the matter —over which T had no control and spared very little thought or grief. As
a person, you do what you need to do to move along with your day. As an author,
however; I had to confront the weight of those things with honesty. I owe that to
my readers,

I eventually became much more adept at navigating those topics, but project-
wise, I set the intention that my sophomore stab at a long-form comic would be
lighter. It would be fun and frothy. Heck, I really wanted it to be a little bit vapid, if
I can be totally frank. T went in with the notion that I could tell 2 story and come
out of it entirely, emotionally unbothered, and that's where I tripped and fell face-
first into my feelings.



It seems I'm just constantly
learning obvious lessons, The bedrock
of storytelling is empathy. It's a journey
the storyteller and the listener take
together, bonded in our shared humanity,
as we feel our way through the creases
and folds of a particular narrative
tapestry. We can't escape it. I don't
know why I thought I could.

At some point, in spite of my
intention to give myself an emotional
reprieve from my first book, I realized
Angelica and the Bear Prince is about
grief. I pitched it as a modern retelling of
“East of the Sun and West of the Moon,"
but it wound up being an exploration of how
the experience of mourning feels so lonely and
unwieldy simply because there appears to be no
right way to do it. Why do I feel this way? Should
T feel this big way about small things that don't
matter to anyone else? How long should T feel this
way? Am I a monster for not feeling it long enough? Am I stuck in this forever
because I can't tell where this feeling will end? Grief, big and small, is completely
inescapable. And I can’t help but feel like some cosmic force is having a good laugh
at the way I really thought I could just skate on by (at least professionally)
without encountering this mainstay of the human experience.

And s0, in that way, T failed. In the end, T gladly, joyously, gleefully failed in
my endeavor to make a story that didn't hurt my own feelings a little bit. It sounds
so silly to say, but the empathy born from the act of sharing stories is the antidote
to the isolation of the rudely artisanal ways a heart can break. And if we're trying
to avoid it, if we're trying to ride out a story smoothly and unscathed, I hope we
all £ail.

And so, dear reader; I hope you had a lovely time. T hope the book made you
smile and frown and groan and sigh. I tried not to put my all into it, and it happened
anyway, and you should absolutely have a good giggle about that at my expense. I'd
be so0 glad for it.

—Tiung
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I know it's customary to thank one's agent in the acknowledgments, but I'd
sing Kate McKean's praises up and down, totally unsolicited, any old day. T never
fuss over whether a publishing question is silly. She always handles them with
grace and humor.

Whitney and Panny, my editors, are an absolute joy to work with. T don't think
I've ever gotten an edit I didn't like, and Whitney in particular has been so kind
and patient with me every time life kept happening in and around the making of this
book. Pesign is a skill T simply have not developed, and Bob, our designer, made
the book look beautiful while also wrangling together all the disparate and probably
highly unhelpful file formats I threw at him.

A huge thank-you to everyone at Random House Graphic and Penguin Random
House through whom this book might have passed. T know it's part of all our jobs
to read and reread these books until they're as perfect as we can manage, but T
still want to commend everyone's skill, dedication, and patience in bringing every
book to print. I1t's such an undertaking, every single time, and you're all juggling
quite a few books at a time. Absolutely superhuman stuff.

I want to extend heaps of gratitude toward my color artist, Angela Phu, better
known online as “popoalu” on various platforms. I adore her sense for palettes,
and she added so much to this book. Big thanks to Tina Roland, whom I met playing
Overwatch, I think, and who was kind enough to advise me on the ins and outs of
mascot suits for this book.

I would also like to thank Mr. Skip Dye at Penguin Random House. As an author
of books that frequently run into bad-faith book challenges in schools and libraries,
I've become aware that he plays a great part in fighting those book bans and
supporting our public libraries. Making a book is such a labor of love, but it remains
labor. The prospect of continuing to make books while also advocating for my
right to exist in public and participate in this industry is daunting and exhausting,
50 T must express appreciation for every person who has a hand in standing with
authors in a climate that is hostile to stories by queer authors and authors of color.

Closer to home, T want to thank my dear partner J, who is always reminding
me to eat and drink over the course of a day when I've fallen too deep into the
flow of making comics. Thank you to my lovely friends and neighbors Jess, Peter,
Christine, and Matt, without whom I worry I would never have otherwise felt
inclined to leave my house.

And of course, thank you so much to my readers. I'm honestly still astonished
that I get to do this for work. Every librarian, every bookseller, and every reader
has made this work possible and joyful.



TRUNG LE NGUYEN

is an award-winning Vietnamese American cartoonist.
Trung's first full-length graphic novel, The Magic Fish,
was named a best book of the year by the New York Public
Library and numerous publications. It was also nominated
for an Eisner Award and won the Harvey Award for Book
of the Year. Trung has also contributed work —both as an
author and as an artist — for a variety of comic publishers,
including PC and Marvel. He lives in Minneapolis, dutifully
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“Sweet, sincere, and
—VICTORIA Y

RHKidsGraphic.com | @

hilarious. A masterful modern fairy tale.”
ING, award-winning author of Hungry Ghost

Praise for

The Magic Fish

“One of the most astounding
graphic novels of the year.”

“Beautiful and brave.”

“Unique, powerful, and inspiring.”

* “Beautifully illustrates how
sharing old stories can be the best way
to learn how to share new ones.”

RHKidsGraphic
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