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ABSTRACT

Of A Flower is an interdisciplinary project focused on combining writing and two-dimensional
animation to enhance the experience of one another. In Japan, this is known as the media mix
strategy, and it is used by giant corporations to great effectiveness. I sought to learn what
individual artists can learn from such a strategy and how they could feasibly simplify it to
achieve their own personal goals.
The story itself explores the walled gardens humans create for themselves and the limits
of our own consciousness. Elisabeth, a young florist, lives in a world full of spirits and city
states. Her refusal to leave her father’s lodge in the wilderness drives some of the townspeople to
become suspicious of her, increasingly threatening her to stay in town or leave it. She does not,
however, choose a side, and continues to live in both worlds. One day, she comes across a
starved bunny spirit, and in her charity, takes it into her company. However, the city authorities
were quick to discover she was housing this spirit and clamors to drive her out. Ultimately, it is a
small minority of townsfolk who answer the authorities’ calls, forces her to abandon her flower
shop and live at the outskirts of the town she loved.
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CONCEPTUALIZATION
I am a storyteller. I have always been one. From my first set of doodles to my short time in
academia, I have told stories about my perception of the world. I did not think what I was doing
back then was anything special, and to be honest, I still do not know if it is anything special now.
In the grand scheme of things, we all have the impetus to tell our own stories; we simply have
different ways of going about such a ritual. For me, my method of preference was through
illustration and animation. I grew up reading Japanese comics—also known as ‘manga’—and
watching Japanese animated films and TV series. However, in the past two years, that preference
has slowly shifted in a new direction.
Once I began to think of myself as a storyteller rather than simply an artist, the way I
approached my work changed significantly. It has come to shape my identity. Rather than being
purely concerned with whether my productions looked clean and professional, I contemplated
about what ideas they should convey and why anyone else should care, not just in the moment of
first contact, but in five, ten, twenty years time. This school of thought is perhaps the biggest
difference in my storytelling methods now compared to my grade school years: Back then, I
crafted stories to tell to myself. Now, I craft them to tell to others.
This prelude would then suggest the final product of my project was an obvious choice. I
love animation; thus, I should make one. But it did not start that way. There was one substantial
obstacle.
Being the anxious person I am, I began to brainstorm avenues to pursue as junior year
rolled around the corner. It was still a year out from when I had to start my thesis in earnest, and
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my major had one built in with a sizable support structure behind it. However, I knew I had an
extensive history of waiting until the last minute, and with a project substantial enough to require
an entire year to complete, I did not want to take any chances. I needed a project with the highest
chance of success, yet it had to be something I was interested in. That meant either an animation,
a comic, or, if it came down to it, a series of illustrations. At the time, I was not sure if I could
justify a series of illustrations with research, and I was skeptical of whether I had the capability
to produce a polished comic or animation within one year. I was decent enough as an artist,
having just finished a series of illustrations that summer with great reception from my peers. But
the drawings took several months to draw, did not have much depth in terms of design choices,
and, again, were made primarily for myself.
To avoid taking this project down the same path, I aimed to tie it down with a theme—a
moral of the story, perhaps. I was already somebody who spent a considerable amount of time
thinking to myself about a range of topics, from more nuanced observations to philosophical
conjectures. What I needed to do then was choose one topic to dedicate my brainpower to for the
next two years. I will get into the details of how the form of the project came to be, but first,
more on the idea.

Ideation
The idea behind the project started with the European refugee crisis of 2015. I had casually read
about the debates from the news articles I browsed at the dinner table every day. They were fresh
in my mind because it was around that time when I started to pay attention to the news. After the
events of 2016, I finally broke from my “prideful ignorance to the incessant bickering of the
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world” and started to use the news app my iPhone provided. Coincidentally, 2015 was also the
year I got my first smartphone and the year that the Apple News app was launched. Not only did
I acquire a convenient consolidation of news based on importance and my personal interest,
which was technology, but I now had access to the World Wide Web at pretty much all times of
the day. So, there was a multitude of factors that set me up to become capable of even choosing
such a topic for my thesis.
Aside from fresh consciousness, other contributors to why I chose the European refugee
crisis was that I wanted to choose a current event—so that the project had additional relevance to
its immediate readers—and because the topic did genuinely occupy a lot of my headspace; not
because it had any relevance to my personal history or heritage, but because of the debates it
sparked. Tangentially relevant to the European refugee crisis was the U.S.-Mexico border wall
that reignited my news feed with a plethora of articles on the topic of immigration. I read most of
these articles and opinion pieces that landed in my feed and, over time, began to contemplate on
how the problem could be resolved. Was it sensible to shut these people out? Or should we have
a higher virtue and shelter these people in need? Who should be responsible for this decision?
Which side was right, and which side was wrong? Was there a right or wrong answer?
It was that last question that stuck the longest. Was there ever purely a right or wrong
anything? Should there be one?
I spent the rest of my time in college in limbo on that question. Since then, I expanded the
form of my project, changed its focus, abstracted the theme behind the story I had written... And
even after all of this time, I still do not know the answer. I suspect I never will. But art is not
policy. Art offers a chance of exploration; a chance to abstract something down to its core, so
that even the simplest of minds can participate. Whether or not I am successful in coming to a
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conclusion would be fine, so long as the journey was worth it. This project is an epitome of such
an adventure, and I invite you to be a part of it.
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RESEARCH
In the early stages, I did end up choosing to play safe and do a series of illustrations. Rather than
centering the entire project around the aesthetics and craftsmanship of those illustrations, I chose
to tell a story with them. The story would be more important than the drawings. At least, in the
early stages. But this was not going to be a picture book, nor a couple of drawings followed by a
paragraph or two. I still did not want to stray too far from my interest in animation, and the
discovery of one type of Japanese novel spurred me try out a path I had not considered before.

Psychology of Walls
Before I detail my journey, it is important for me to cover the topic behind the story. After all,
the subject matter is usually what gives a story its depth. As I mentioned earlier, what drove me
to construct my first deliverable, the novel ambiguously titled Of A Flower, was the European
refugee crisis of 2015 and, closer to home, the U.S.-Mexico border wall.
Admittedly, in academia standards, my process was a bit unorthodox. In the beginning,
since I was more interested in crafting a compelling fictional narrative rather than writing a
political theory research paper, I did not look too deep into the factors that caused these events
and the political, economical, ethical merits behind the two sides of the argument. It was also my
junior year, when I was experimenting more than I was researching. Nonetheless, my shallow
start somewhat saved me from doing work I may have lost as senior year began. By then, I had
grown exponentially more confident from the work I had done in the past year, summer
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included, and decided to shift the primary focus of the project to what it is now: the combination
of text and animation. I would do an animation after all. My understanding of the novel’s subject
would not matter if I could not get the animation to attract people to read it in the first place.
Ideally, both focuses should have equal importance, but I had to be realistic with my time; and
one of my supervisors advised the same.
I was advised to be careful with what I looked into. I would not have time to read full
research papers and work on an animation at the same time. Furthermore, I was advised to
possibly narrow down the topic, as ‘refugee’ has a long history behind it, and abstract the subject
of my story beyond the erection of a literal wall. In other words, do not simply kick the main
character out of town using a larger wall; make it so that the wall was always there to begin with,
just in the heads of the citizens. Though these were not my supervisor’s exact words, that was
what I took from our conversation. And I took this advice. It aligned with my intended audience
and my goals of simplifying the conversation to possibly get both sides to see eye-to-eye. More
on that later.
This roundabout led me to search the unseen impacts of a wall. What drives humans to
construct walls, and what happens when they do? Why the Berlin Wall? Or the Mexico border
wall? Or even trade barriers, for that matter? As it turns out, these are nothing new. Not even
Trump’s border wall is new, as similar proposals have been stated by Michele Bachmann and
Herman Cain while they were running as Republican presidential candidates for the 2012
elections. Humans have been building walls for centuries. The Great Wall of China, a very
famous example for its scale and persistence, dates as far back as 481 BC, even if its iconic
sections were not built until around 400 years ago (Luckhurst). The wall was built not so much
as a defensive structure, but a symbol of Chinese sovereignty from the “uncivilized” tribes
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beyond it. The Hadrian wall was built by the Roman Empire after the emperor Hadrian’s visit to
the north-west border in 112 AD, as an effort to keep out the “barbarians from the Romans”
(“History of Hadrian’s Wall”). The very word ‘barbarian’ originated from the Greeks who
mocked the “uncivilized” people beyond their city walls for the “bar-bar” stutter of their speech
(Luckhurst). Interestingly enough, fictional walls such as the northern border wall of the Seven
Kingdoms in George RR Martin’s Game of Thrones have been inspired by historical examples
such as the Hadrian Wall (Luckhurst), and they too were used to block out the undead ‘White
Walkers.’ I can think of similar examples, such as the wall of Ba Sing Se in Avatar: The Last
Airbender, where it draws parallels to The Berlin Wall in the fact that it was erected to keep its
citizens, even the emperor, ignorant to the war being waged by the Fire Nation.
There is a trend here. Humans have this need to make distinctions of their own from the
other. From the unknown; the uncertain. A wall tidies up this messiness, and offers reassurance.
There are the people within the wall, and then there are the people outside the wall. It is either
one or the other; there is no in between. Of all the resources I perused, I believe Costica Bradatan
puts it best: walls such as the Great Wall of China are “one of the very few indications that the
Earth is inhabited by rational beings” (Bradatan). It gives humans a purpose in life, especially
those who find themselves on the “wrong side.” Bradatan carries on to contrast the two
perspectives of a wall. For those that are walled in, their vision is obscured, but it offers an
opportunity to hide themselves. For those that are walled out, it is quite the opposite; the wall is a
clearly visible symbol of a “fundamental vulnerability,” that the other side has something it does
not want to share, and is thus an invitation to bridge that wall and discover just what that is. The
Hadrian wall was eventually breached by the northern tribes in 180 AD (“History of Hadrian’s
Wall”). The Berlin Wall fell in 1989 after the Soviet Union dissolved. The Ottomans spent
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several generations trying to breach the walls of Constantinople, even going as far as setting up
small towns next to the city walls (Bradtan). The Great Wall of China has seen many instances
where it was built up then either overrun by invaders or the builders simply allowed them to
pass. These invaders were the Xiongnu, the Jurchens, the Mongols, and the Manchus (Laurisaar).
Walls therefore function more effectively as a psychological barrier than a physical one.
They have a terrible track record of keeping out what they are intended to keep out, but are great
tools for unifying populations within and without. Even in the contemporary age, where borders
have faded due to the globalization of communication and travel, we still see many wall-building
projects pop up. Seven hundred miles of barbed wire between India and Bangladesh. A five-layer
fence between Saudi Arabia and Iraq. Anti-immigration borders between Bulgaria and Turkey,
South Africa and Mozambique. Et cetera (Wapner). The psychological effects last well beyond a
wall’s physical existence as well. The Berlin Wall had an irrevocable impact on some of their
citizens, as many people in Germany today still overestimate the distances between cities
formerly separated by the wall (Letzter). They even have a name for this: “Mauer im Kopf,” or
“wall in the head” (Bradatan). For these people, it was not as simple as “going back to how
things used to be” when the wall had been around for nearly three decades. There are newfound
concerns of the same happening to the Israelis and Palestinians on the West Bank, as Letzter, an
American Jew, described the fears he had as a child when he was “on the wrong side of the
wall.”
It is this idea of being on a “right” or “wrong” side that led me to write Of A Flower. The
main character, a young florist named Elisabeth Allen, is a manifestation of my ruminations; a
character who questions the validity of claiming a right and a wrong side of living. The wall in
this story is quite measly, standing one meter tall with several gaps within it. In the minds of the
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townsfolk, the true barrier was the forest’s edge, which defined the beginning of the wilderness
and the supernatural spirits it inhabits. This separation was first demonstrated by Elisabeth’s
encounter with the businessman in front of her shop, then later that day by her interaction with
the three towns children who played at the wall every day. They fantasized about what lied in the
forest beyond, yet never dared to venture in themselves. Even at their ages of eight, ten, and
eleven, they already demonstrate a sense of separation, such as the boy’s comment that his
friends were “on the wrong side of the wall,” and these children have an irresistible interest in
Elisabeth for the very fact that she leaves and returns to the forest almost every day. Their
interest of the other side was not just reserved to the children. The bunny spirit Elisabeth
eventually encounters, in which she aptly named Alice, also had an insatiable curiosity of what
lied outside the forest, venturing to its edges several times.
Much like the current state of the U.S.-Mexico border wall, the fictional city’s border is
not spectacularly reinforced by an impenetrable wall. I thought it would be too easy of an ending
to predict. What does result, however, is Elisabeth’s alienation from the center of town by a
small but loud group of citizens, fearful that she was an old witch in disguise. She was, after all,
friendly with the magical “monsters” of the forest. How could she not be a witch? I also
attempted to deny a clear distinction for a left or right-minded individual to side with by
switching the general views held by each demographic in the novel, making the urban dwellers
proponents of stronger borders and the rural citizens opponents of the separation of the city from
the forest. By making similarities to real world historical events, but remolding the narrative into
a fantastical context, I aimed to rephrase the debate to help both sides see the arguments
proposed by the other without automatically applying labels based on their opinion of a real-life
event. That, in its essence, is the creative power fiction storytelling holds. It is why I found
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fiction writing to be such a liberating way of expressing my thoughts and concerns, even as
someone who is generally careful about being politically correct. Both writing and animation can
do this, which brings us back to the particular kind of Japanese novel I was curious about.

Text to Animation
There are many films and TV series adapted from or inspired by written works. A well-known
example in the west is the numerous horror novels of Stephen King. Given the wide variety of
titles and the short amount of time I had, I chose to focus the scope of my survey to Japanese
examples. Japanese animation—more commonly known as ‘anime,’ though I will not dive into
the stigma behind the word—was my interest after all, and there are many famous examples of
successful adaptations in this industry.
These Japanese adaptations were of particular interest to me when I became aware of
them. I grew up watching the animated films of Hayao Miyazaki, and in being a particularly
sensitive child, I was captivated by the way Miyazaki treated his characters to feel very genuine.
His films and a variety of other Japanese animated TV series were the inspiration to seek my
own animated stories. However, I was certain I was not talented enough, and the rampant
pessimism of those turbulent teenage years convinced me that I could never achieve such a
dream.
This sets up the concept of a movie adaptation to enter my world as a saving grace from
this pessimism. Although I was also not very good at writing, my perception at the time was:
Writing would be easier to master than drawing. My drawings are terrible enough anyway, so
everything else I knew how to do must be better. In retrospect, it is questionable whether or not
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that line of thinking was justified, since both my art and writing suffered from a multitude of
clichés. Nevertheless, the fact remains that I chose to focus on polishing my writing skills in the
latter years of high school rather than my drawing skills.
All of this was based on my discovery of the Japanese light novel, or ‘ranobe.’ The light
novel genre is not a very concrete classification, but it generally consists of literature targeting
young adults. They are defined more by their branding than their style of writing (Morrissy), and
rely heavily on dialogue and “easy-to-understand plot development” to make the readings more
accessible (“Light Reading”). This could explain why character tropes find commonplace in
many series, as they offer a familiar mold for the viewer to immediately grasp a character’s
personality or role in a story. One of the biggest successes in the Japanese light novel industry is
the publishing company now known as Kadokawa Corporation. While they were not the
inventors of the ‘light novel,’ their shift in focus from a book publisher to a media company in
the 1970’s (Steinberg) proved to be highly successful. As of 2013, they held 48% of the market
share for light novels (Kadokawa Corporation, 14), in part thanks to their media mix strategy.
The idea behind it was to produce their own in-house film adaptations and use them to promote
the novels. At the same time, these novels would promote the films in a feedback loop that
would boost the sales of both mediums (Morrisy).
My first encounter with a product of the media mix strategy was Hiroyuki Morioka’s
Seikai Trilogy, also known as Crest of the Stars. It is a space opera science-fiction novel that tells
the story of a complicated war between humankind and the genetically engineered humans called
‘Abh.’ When I was in middle school, I picked up a copy of the 2004 Tokyopop manga adaptation
by Aya Yoshinaga and Toshihiro Ono at a local library and ended up reading all three volumes.
Given the expansive universe of the series—so much so that the manga even had a dictionary of
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Abh terminology in the back—I had an impression that there was more to the series than just the
manga. But my lack of sophistication did not implore me to seek any further.
The second encounter came after the conclusion of the TV series called Shakugan no
Shana. Based on a light novel written by Yashichiro Takahashi, it was a fantasy series with some
‘slice-of-life’ elements mixed into it, focused around a high school boy whose ordinary life one
day takes a turn for the worse and becomes involved in an ancient conflict for the balance of
‘existence,’ the life force of the world. In the void that was left after the final episode, I began to
rewatch the series and search the web for any additional content. That was when I came across
its fandom wikipedia page and found out there was much more depth to its universe than I
realized. This time, I wondered where all of that additional information all came from, and
subsequently discovered the franchise originated as a novel. How interesting, I thought, but yet
again, I did not give it much thought until I ran into yet another instance a few years later.
During the exploratory period in 2012 when I browsed around the internet for fantasygenre animes to watch, I came across the Sword Art Online TV series. It is a science-fiction
novel by Reki Kawahara that is set in the near future, where true virtual reality experiences were
achievable, but with the successful launch of the massively multiplayer online role-playing game
‘Sword Art Online’ came a scandal in which the ten thousand players logged into the world
could not log out until its players cleared all one hundred floors of the game; and dying in-game
resulted in the player’s death in real life. At the time, the anime was only one season long, and I
did not realize it was a hugely popular until I finished the series and once again went online to
find out more. I do not remember the rest of the details of how I discovered the light novel for
this series; perhaps I was checking to see if there was a sequel in the works. Shortly after I
finished the first season of the show, my exploration of TV animations stopped once I discovered
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the stigma behind the die-hard fandoms of popular series such as SAO. Nevertheless, it was
around this time when my desire to have my own animation was growing, and I was beginning to
take note of the ever-present Japanese light novels that were behind the numerous series I
enjoyed.

Figure 1: Light Novels in a Japanese Bookstore

In the summer of 2017, I studied abroad in Tokyo, Japan for seven weeks and got the
chance to experience firsthand the environment light novels had created in modern Japan. When
we were not in class, I went out with my coevals to explore the city, and a few of those times we
ended up in a bookstore. As expected, they sold manga, but also present were the light novels.
Not just a shelf or two, but several floors dedicated to different categories of novels or
anthological magazines—although keep in mind these stores were tall and narrow rather than
wide, due to space limitations. These books were wrapped, so I did not get a chance to browse
through them. I did not purchase any copies because I knew I would not be able to read them
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anyway. In retrospect, I wish I did, even if its sole purpose was to allow me to contribute more
personal observations to this conversation. Regardless, this time spent abroad would solidify the
light novel into my headspace, and in the following fall semester, I would finally start to discern
just what they were.
When I started researching in earnest, I had trouble figuring out what to search for
because of how malleable the medium was. Once I got a foothold, there were a few
misconceptions of the genre that I had to drop quickly.
First, a ‘light novel’ was not necessarily a short story. There are a few examples of the
contrary. However, I did not find a reputable source that gave a definite answer to how the term
came to be. The best answer I found, which was cited by two other sources, was that the term
“was apparently coined by Keita Kamikita around 1990” when he observed a coalescence of
manga and anime fans around science-fiction and fantasy novels because “they featured
illustrations by famous manga artists” (Morrisy). There are also multiple sources that linked the
origin of light novels to pulp fiction magazines (“Light Novels: The Modern Day Pulp Fiction
Books”; Peters), but I was unable to ascertain their credibility. If I must extrapolate, perhaps the
name perhaps derived from their characteristics of being “light to read.” As I have stated earlier,
these novels are generally designed for youth readers by using easy-to-understand plot structures
and the heavy use of dialogue. They are also initially serialized in magazines, meaning they are
split into several bite-sized reads. One could read through several of these small-bites from
different series in one sitting on the subway home, then do it again when the next issue comes
out.
Second, light novel adaptations were not a random occurrence of an author breaking out
with a series that somehow got popular enough to justify an adaptation. Light novels are a
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massive industry, and there are established systems for seeking out the next big novel. The
industry is extremely demanding and has earned the reputation of being “mass-produced and
disposable,” with authors “churning out one book after another in order to feed the machine”
(Morrisy). There are well-known contests held to find new talent, of which many authors such as
Kawahara started their careers from.
There is, however, one aspect I was able to anticipate. For some authors, the
popularization of web novels has offered an alternative path to acquire an adaptation. While they
have the reputation of being poorly written (Morrisy), given how accessible it has become for
anyone to publish online, there are well known examples of series that originated as web novels,
then gained enough popularity to attain a light novel imprint. One series that is currently airing is
Tappei Nagatsuki’s Re:Zero, an ‘isekai’ or “different world” story in which a person from Earth
is transported to another world or parallel universe. After an editor of a publishing label
discovered the story through his Twitter feed, he was impressed by its fresh take on the fantasy
subgenre and worked with the author to adapt the series into a light novel (Luster). A year after
that, it was adapted into a TV series.
Seeing instances of successful web novels was particularly encouraging to me. As
someone who spent their teenage years meandering through internet forums, chat rooms, and
massively multiplayer environments, I was very comfortable with the digital space. Jumpstarting my career through online publishing would be a compromise I would not be too miffed
about. I was well aware of the high barrier of entry into the manga or animation business, and
after reading about the rigorous schedules and unstable careers of publishing these “disposable
writings,” I was not too keen on joining in. Ultimately, I decided not to distinguish Of A Flower
as a light novel because of how far I felt it strayed from the common characteristics of easy-to-
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understand plot and dialogue-heavy composition. I also did not like the idea of applying the
aspect of “disposable” to my work.
It was not a waste of time, however, as the information I gleaned from this search made
me more informed to make my decision. I now know it is safer to call my work “short novels”
rather than “light novels.” They have encouraged me to have more confidence in my minimal
writing style. And ultimately, reading the journeys of these authors has encouraged me to move
forth with a personal project I contemplated for several months, and establish The Eighteenth
Station on February 2018. It is a creative writing blog where I committed to posting a short story
or one installation of a short novel every week. The project is still ongoing as of my graduation,
and I plan to continue writing for it as long as I can.

Manga to Animation
When I shifted the focus of my project back to animation, the aesthetics became just as important
as the story once again. I began to read about some of the methods and principles that were used
by traditional animators from studios such as Disney and Warner Brothers. Additionally, I
wanted to compare and contrast these teachings with the perspectives of Japanese animators
from companies such as Toei Animation. However, similar readings were, for one, written in
Japanese, and secondly, not as concisely consolidated as books such as Richard Williams’ The
Animator’s Survival Kit. Since I had to be careful with the time I had left, rather than searching
the web for scattered interviews, translations, English commentary on those translations, et
cetera, I decided to analyze Japanese animations myself.
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I specifically picked animations I had already seen so as to be less engrossed in the plot
rather than how they handled different aspects such as camera angles. Doing so also allowed me
to skim through the episodes. At this stage, I was watching without the intention of including my
observations in writing, as I had enough on my plate already. But once I noticed the kinds of
comparisons I was making, I found them interesting enough to include, however brief they may
be. After all, the observations do relate to my interest in animation adaptations; this time, they
begin with the manga rather than the light novel.

Fullmetal Alchemist
Written and illustrated by Hiromu Arakawa, Fullmetal Alchemist is a science fiction set in a
world of alchemy, the scientific practice of transmuting materials from one form to another.
People who can use alchemy are highly valued, though their capabilities are bounded by talent
and the universal ‘Law of Equivalent Exchange,’ which states that something of equal value
must be sacrificed for a gain. The story follows two brothers named Edward and Alphonse Elric
who discovered this truth the hard way when they failed to transmute their deceased mother,
despite having the necessary physical materials, resulting in the loss of Edward’s left leg and
Alphonse’s entire body. In the near aftermath, Edward sacrificed his right arm to retrieve back
Alphonse’s soul, binding it to a suit of armor. After years of despair, the two brothers resolve to
search for the fabled ‘philosopher’s stone’ which is said to be able to bypass the Law of
Equivalent Exchange and retrieve their bodies back.
The manga was serialized in Square Enix’s Monthly Shonen Gangan magazine between
2001 and 2010, and received its first adaptation by Bones studio in 2003. This TV series,
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however, eventually caught up to the manga, leading its production studio to take the story in its
own original direction. In 2009, the series received its second adaptation, Fullmetal Alchemist:
Brotherhood, produced by the same studio, which followed the plot of the manga more
faithfully. For the purposes of this comparison, I will primarily reference the faithful adaptation.

Figure 2: Fullmetal Alchemist Manga & Animation Cover

A few years ago, when I was rereading the Fullmetal series for the third or fourth time, I
remember observing Arakawa’s preference for action poses. Looking back at this observation
today, it was possibly made as a result of the story being fairly action packed. These action poses
are not unique to Arakawa, as I will be analyzing another action-packed example after this.
Arakawa does, however, stick to reasonably proportionate poses most of the time, even in her
cartoony and comedic panels.
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The animation handles these action scenes expectedly. The cuts are fast and the shots are
animated on ones rather than twos. In layman’s terms, the action scenes switch camera angles
quickly, and each frame of the animation—with twenty-four frames per second—is a different
drawing, rather than every other frame. Unlike the manga, the animation does not use
stylizations such as blurring fast movements. However, it is similar to the manga in that it
oftentimes cuts from right before the action is performed to immediately after, implying the
action has been done. As a result, the viewer can easily miss an action if they turn away for a
second, but the scenes feel as fast as they should. This treatment of the shot is therefore similar to
how the manga handles its panels. Just as the animation has the missing frames of the action
carrying through, the manga has the ‘gutter,’ or the space between two panels. Scott McCloud
describes this well, as the space where “human imagination takes two separate images and
transforms them into a single idea” (66). Through our need of closure, we as the reader complete
the missing action ourselves in our own heads. Animations have the benefit of being a timebased medium, and could bypass this ‘gutter’ using a stream of images, but instead, the
animators chose to mimic the manga. Faithfulness could be one reason, or a faster pacing, but I
would not be surprised if this was done for efficiency, as the animators can animate less without
losing the viewer.
Other miscellaneous aesthetic adaptations: The overall style of the characters is the same
for both mediums, with large eyes and round faces; a style influenced by Tezuka Osamu—albeit,
Arakawa mainly uses this style for young characters. The cartoony style used for comedic panels
is also used in the animation, though they do not necessarily translate one-to-one in exactly
where they are used. The use of visual effects to depict emotion is also used by both mediums.
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Figure 3: Visual Effects Depicting Emotion

In terms of plot adaptation, the plot of FMA Brotherhood still differs from the manga.
The first episode is original, using the crisis of a rogue alchemist called ‘Isaac the Freezer’ to
introduce the Elric brothers through an action sequence, to introduce the concept of alchemy and
equivalent exchange, to introduce relevant cast members such as Colonel Mustang and his men,
and to introduce the taboo of human transmutation and the philosopher’s stone. The manga, in
contrast, starts with the uprising of Liore, in which the animation does not reach until episode
three. Over the first two chapters, it also introduces the two brothers, alchemy, equivalent
exchange, the taboo, and the philosopher’s stone, but it does not introduce the Colonel and his
crew until chapter four. Introducing the reader to this fictional world is arguably slower for the
manga than the animation. The manga also does not introduce the brothers’ backstory until
chapter nine, while the animation introduces it in episode two. Instead, the manga sprinkles in
details of their backstory over several chapters, while the animation introduces it all in one
episode. These differences are perhaps a result of animations needing to be brisk, as they are
limited to roughly twenty-four minutes per episode and cater an audience that may have a shorter
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attention-span, preferring to watch shows over reading. Finally, there are a few differences in the
sequence of events, such as the death of one of the state alchemists by the terrorist named Scar,
but none too drastic to the overall plot development.
Which one performs better? To each their own advantages. The sequence of events used
by the animation is concise, while the sprinkling of details and backstories in the manga keeps
the reader in suspense to read the next chapter when it comes out in a month. This is certainly a
technique I use in my own writing, and it makes me wonder if the same would happen to me if I
was ever fortunate enough to obtain an adaptation.
Interestingly enough, a few arcs from manga are removed in FMA Brotherhood, such as
“The Coal Mine Town” and “Battle on the Train.” The removal of these ‘side stories’ does let
the plot flow a little faster, but at the sacrifice of some backstory that comes into play later. The
most significant cut is the coal mine chapter, which explains why Lieutenant Yoki is
unemployed and on the streets when he returns later on in the story. However, the animation has
a convenient tool in the fact that Edward comically forgets about Yoki when they encounter
again in the manga. The animation uses this fact to emphasize how insignificant Yoki was to
Edward. But what makes these cuts more interesting is the fact that the missing chapters were
covered in the original run of Fullmetal Alchemist in 2003. “The Coal Mine Town” is episode
nine, “Be Thou for the People,” and “Battle on the Train” is episode five, “The Man with the
Mechanical Arm.” So, if the manga readers, or anyone interested in what happened to Yoki,
wanted to see these chapters animated, they would have to watch the original run. It gives it
additional replay value.
Fullmetal is an interesting case, as its early popularity resulted in its quick adaptation that
would have certainly outpaced the source material. One can tell the producers were aware of this
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fact, as the original run had several differences even in the parts where the manga covered. If
such a situation happened for me, it would be difficult to make a choice. On the one hand, it
would be an honor to know that readers enjoy my series so much that producers are seeking an
adaptation right away. If I pass, then I may lose the opportunity in the future as the excitement
may die down. On the other hand, having two different series like this can be confusing. It also
creates a rift in the fandom, with those faithful to the original author’s vision in one camp and the
ones who watched the original run first, or simply enjoy both series, in the other camp. If I had to
make a prediction of what I would do in that predicament, I would probably go the safe route and
take advantage of the current excitement. A few caveats are that I would most likely be writing
novels instead of drawing manga, which means I can hypothetically pump out content faster, but
at the same time, I would want to direct the animation direction myself, which would impede my
ability to write. Nonetheless, my career path can certainly go a different direction, and we will
certainly see what happens if it comes down to it.

Magi: Labyrinth of Magic
Written and illustrated by Shinobu Otaka, Magi: The Labyrinth of Magic is a fantasy adventure
based on the 1001 Arabian Nights Middle Eastern folk tales. It is set in a world created by King
Solomon, governed by ‘Rukh,’ the essence of the eternal cycle of life and the ‘Fate’ of the world.
Rukh can be converted to ‘Magoi’ energy by magicians or ‘Dungeon Capturers’—people who
have conquered magical castles and recruited the aid of powerful magic beings called Djinns—to
perform elemental magic. Rukh can also be corrupted by those who curse their fate and ‘Fall into
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Depravity,’ causing them to leave the guidance of Fate and become unstable. The story follows
Alibaba Saluja, a Dungeon Capturer, and Aladdin, one of the four beings known as ‘Magi,’ who,
unlike normal humans and other creatures, can utilize Magoi from the Rukh around them, greatly
increasing their capabilities. For those familiar with The Last Airbender universe, a Magi could
be regarded as an Avatar in terms of how the world treats them and their capabilities compared
to the masses—except there are four of them rather than one.

Figure 4: Magi Manga & Animation Cover

The manga was serialized in the Weekly Shonen Sunday magazine between 2009 and
2017, and received its first adaptation by A-1 Pictures in 2012. This TV series has only produced
two seasons thus far, which does not nearly cover the entire story written in the manga. There is
speculation that the TV series will not receive a third season for various reasons; none that are
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entirely credible. The spin-off series, Magi: The Adventures of Sinbad, written by Otaka and
illustrated by Yoshifumi Otera, began in 2013 on the same Sunday magazine and received a TV
adaptation in 2016. The show is licensed as a Netflix original, and it covers the origin story of
how King Sinbad came to be in the Magi series.
Both the manga and the animation put a heavy emphasis on human form, especially for
the Djinns, who are depicted as large, stereotypically genie-like figures. The contours can be
archetypal, with prominent male characters being ideally muscular and females being ideally
slender and curved. There are exceptions, of course, of larger-bodied or starved-looking
characters in spots where wealth disparity needed to be portrayed. This emphasis on the human
form could perhaps be attributed to the inspirational material of ancient Arabian art, but it is also
utilized with great effect to depict power. Magi is filled with action scenes, and the proportions
of characters in these scenes are exaggerated to convey the kind of power being thrown around.

Figure 5: Otaka's Linework, Shading, & Form Exaggeration
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The exaggeration is more prominent in the manga than the animation, most likely because
animation can show the power of an action through camera movement and visual effects, while
manga must portray through shape and value; and Otaka uses these two qualities to great effect.
Since mangas generally only have access to one color, black, they must rely on linework,
shading, or other techniques to get across ideas such as depth and texture that could normally be
done with color or time-based media.
Unlike Fullmetal, Magi’s TV adaptation takes advantage of being a time-based media to
catch an entire action sequence. Rather than showing frames of before and after an action is
executed, it either animates the scene in real-time or uses a slow-motion shot, where the subjects
seem to levitate in spacetime. This has the added effect of giving emphasis to the action and
slowing down the progression of the plot to give the viewer time to digest what is going on. The
latter point is certainly what these shots are used for, as the slow-motion shots are more like
artificial constructs rather than a realistic Matrix-style cinematic. Characters are able to think out
or exclaim full sentences during these slowed-down scenes. This is not to say I criticize the
technique; our thoughts are not always formulated in complete sentences, allowing an idea to
snap into minds in the heat of the moment, so these fully-sentenced slow-motions are a way to
translate this sensation in an understandable manner to the audience. Even though it may feel
artificial to me, it is useful for plot progression and explanation. What I will criticize, however, is
the multiple occasions where one character would answer another character’s internal thoughts.
This ‘telekinesis,’ mind synchronization, high perception, or whatever excuse useful for
explaining the phenomenon, helps move the plot faster and offers immediate explanations, but it
happens often enough that it pulls me out of my suspended belief and makes me wonder, “Do all
of these characters really know what’s on each other’s mind that well?” To be fair, I believe
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Otaka and the directors at A-1 Pictures—since the animation does this as well—does this to
make the plot accessible to as many viewers as it can, similar to how light novels execute their
plots, so I will not antagonize them too much for it.
Other miscellaneous aesthetic adaptations: Similar to Arakawa, Otaka’s style features
characters with large eyes and round faces for young or female characters. Her illustrations have
a higher amount of detail than Arakawa, such as the visual effects for magic, emotion, and the
environment. That quality transfers to the animation as well, and would certainly require a higher
budget. Both the manga and animation utilize the same cartoony ‘chibi’ style used for their
comedic panels, but I find it more reserved than Arakawa’s. Either that or the higher detail of the
environment diminishes the ‘cartoon feeling.’
In terms of the plot adaptation, the animation follows pretty closely to the manga. No
parts have been skipped or reordered so far; the discrepancy is the fact that the entire storyline
has not been adapted to the TV series yet, if it ever does. If I had to guess, the demand was not
high enough to justify such a high budget needed to fulfill this series’ vision. The main
difference in plot between the manga and the animation is that the manga spends more time—or

Figure 6: Usage of Cartoon Style in both Manga & Anime
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panels, rather—explaining things through the thoughts or exclamations of various characters. In
the TV series, most of these thoughts are cut out because of the limited amount of time in an
episode. For the most part, I do not see this exclusion as an issue, as most of the thoughts that
were cut out were simply describing how a character perceived an action that unfolded in front of
them; unnecessary material when an animation can show rather than tell. I also felt some of these
excluded exclamations were unnecessary or cliché, but that is getting into my personal
preferences rather than objective reasoning.
The way Magi was adapted to a TV series would follow closely to the ideal goals for my
own work. Little was done to interfere with the original author’s vision. It is a cautionary tale as
well, considering how it has been five years since the end of its last season. Whether it was
deemed unsustainable or if the author did not bother to approve another season, I do not know.
But for my own work, I would certainly be upset if something was left unfinished. It is troubling,
considering how I plan to have an aesthetic quality similar to Magi, but a series as long as FMA
Brotherhood, which had sixty-four episodes. I presume Bones had to take shortcuts such as lower
detail and fast-cut action sequences in order to sustain for that number of episodes, and since
Magi did not compromise, it could not sustain. The saving grace from such a situation would
most likely be either high demand or maybe the use of a movie format instead, just like Kinoko
Nasu’s Garden of Sinners, which produced eight movies as an adaptation to its light novels.
Though films are expensive to make, they generate a lot of publicity if marketed well, due to the
film-viewing culture. That fact could change as entertainment steadily moves towards online
streaming. It has me excited as to what new possibilities could open if the world becomes more
attuned to streaming online rather than watching TV or going to the theaters.
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It would not surprise me if there was enough interest to warrant a third season for Magi,
but the studio simply could not afford to make one without significant compromises. Since
animation is such a rigorous industry, the sad truth is that compromises must be made all the
time. It takes a lot of confidence, or arrogance, to resist as many compromises as possible and
forge an author’s vision faithfully. In being a single artist, I will definitely refer to my own
struggles with this friend of mine as I begin to detail my process.
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PRODUCTION
As an undergraduate, I am by no means an expert on the methods of traditional animation. It may
also be overly critical for me to claim I am not apprentice-level either, since I spent so many
years working on my writing skills rather than studying the human figure. However, this sort of
humbling mindset is one I am proud to admit to. It is a trait that keeps me searching for
improvement, and one I strongly feel must be mentioned in order to understand who I am and my
mindset as I worked on this project. My vision is obsessive and ambitious, as I dive into my
work knowing I will have to make compromises down the line. If I must make a compromise, it
is not done without reasonable resistance; but in the end, always find a way to accomplish the
task, no matter what.

Story
I outlined and wrote the first two chapters of my short novel at the same time as I researched the
Japanese light novel. Their prevalence in animation adaptation inspired me to begin the project
centered around written text, but as I mentioned before, I eventually avoided that distinction
because of my general disagreements with producing “disposable” content. That is not to say I
did not inadvertently adopt some characteristics from light novels into my own style.
I enjoyed the way they were dialogue heavy. They also do not use dialogue tags. Instead,
exposition is used to indicate who is talking and how they may be expressing their thoughts. The
omission of dialogue tags may be due to the grammatical structure of the Japanese language,
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being highly contextual, but it was an attribute I found pleasing to read in English. It reduces the
pauses between two or more different characters’ dialogue to allow a conversation to flow faster.
The choice to cut out some of these tags may be criticized by traditional writers, as it forces the
reader to work harder to keep track of who was talking and how they are feeling, but it is a
sacrifice I was willing to take for the immediacy they give. There are, of course, strategies I
employ to avoid the impression of crudeness. With each change in emotion, or in instances
where two characters sound alike, a dialogue tag may be given. Or, I would use exposition to
cushion it, much like the Japanese light novels.

Figure 7: Example of Omitted Dialogue Tags in ‘Of A Flower’

The omission of dialogue tags also made the readings feel more minimal, though I was
misguided in thinking they were minimal for the sake of minimalism. This trait aligned with the
trajectory I was already taking to simplify my writing style. One big reason I was doing so was
to make the text easier to read. I also speculate it was a mental backlash to the fact that my
writing used to be obscenely convoluted, cluttered, and stale. I repeatedly used the same few
words and sentence structures, a problem I still have to be careful about as I write this paper.
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The intent to make the reading as accessible as possible would be one goal I share with
light novels publishers. My target audience is young adults, and I myself had trouble in the past
with complex readings. The intent I do not always share is the heavy emphasis on dialogue.
There are some short stories I publish on The Eighteenth Station that are mostly composed of
dialogue, however, Of A Flower is still heavy on exposition. The western novels I read as a child
still hold their influence on me this way, such as Rick Riordan’s Percy Jackson series, Erin
Hunter’s Warriors, and Mary Pope Osborne’s Magic Tree House.
I wrote the first three chapters for the novel in an independent study for my junior year,
then refined those three chapters in an English fiction writing course during the first half of
senior year. However, once I decided I would add an animation to the project, it became unlikely
I would have time to finish the writing in time, since the plot does deal with some heavy
concepts. Rather than rush the product, I focused on refining what I had, as a proof-of-concept,
to show future potential and demonstrate the practice of adapting writing to animation.

Character Sheets
Character sheets are used as a cheat-sheet for animators to draw from when they work. The goal
goes beyond simply showing a character’s shape and costume, but their personality as well. In
the time that I had, I focused on the two main characters of the story, Elisabeth and Alice, who
are featured prominently in the animated trailer. I used Adobe Photoshop to illustrate.
I already had an idea of what character sheet should look like, based on examples I saw
for different animations from studios such as Studio Ghibli and Toei Animation. I kept mine
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fairly simple, without using colored lines to depict shades and highlights. I was more concerned
with consistency from drawing to animation and personality.

Figure 8: Elisabeth Character Sheet

Elisabeth is a modest and soft-spoken character. She is contemplative, easily frightened,
yet kind and caring to whomever she meets. She makes a living selling uncommon flowers from
the forest, and was raised by a fairly wealthy but seclusive father which, is why she lives in the
forest. She now lives by herself in her family’s forest cottage, as both her parents passed away.
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Figure 9: Alice Character Sheet

Alice is a playful spirit, innocently from the complexities of society. Yet, because of her
instincts as a bunny, and because of how humans have shut out her brethren, she still maintains
some caution upon the first meeting. Her human appearance is mimicked, but not perfect, thus
explaining why she has traits such as bushy eyebrows that are not found in the townsfolk.
Normally, character sheets would have upwards to a dozen or two of expressions and
poses for one character. Since the scale of my animation is fairly small compared to what a full-
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fledge studio could produce, most of the expressions depicted in my character sheets are similar
to the expressions found in the animation.

Storyboard
A storyboard is a sequence of drawings that lay out the plot of a film or animation. It is the
equivalent of outlining in writing, and only the frames important for conveying the scene or plot
are drawn. The purpose of a storyboard is to see what works and what does not before spending
the resources to animate.
When I started to storyboard a trailer for my novel, I played it safe. I looked at trailers for
different films, especially Studio Ghibli and Disney ones, and followed the pattern they had.
When I presented the first rough sequence, however, I was advised to try something else. The
omnipresent voice and use of subtitles detailing the plot and release date are restrictions placed
by marketing departments who need to ensure return on investment, and as an artist not yet
bound by those constraints, I was advised to try and be more “experimental.” There were some
clichés I did avoid with the first iteration, such as the omnipresent voice, but I did have subtitles.
I was quick to drop the subtitles, but it took me awhile to make the trailer feel less formal and
more experimental. After all, the goal was to entice viewers to find out more about the story by
reading the novel. But I was fearful of leaving out too many details; fearful that the suspense
would cause misunderstanding, which would then lead to disinterest.
What ultimately led me to cut out more and more was compromise. At the level of
quality I demanded, I did not have time to animate twenty-two different scenes, some of which
have complex action. I slimmed down to about fifteen scenes and sped up the rate of cuts in the
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second half of the trailer so that I could get as many impressions of the plot without needing to
animate too much.

Figure 10: Initial Outline, Pencil Sketches, & Digital Storyboard

If I had unlimited time, would I animate the entire set of twenty-some scenes? Probably,
because I am stubborn that way. Was it the right decision to sacrifice my vision a little and cut
down the trailer? Well, upon reflection, I now believe it was the best choice, as it shortened the
trailer from roughly two minutes to one. I was trying to shorten it down anyway, as any more
than one minute generally loses the attention of people scrolling through their social media feeds.
Compromise also forced me to experiment instead of mimic. As much as I hate to admit it, but
this bittersweet friend of mine most likely saved the project from missing the point of the
trailer’s role in the project. If not for it, my fear of being misunderstood would have cluttered the
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trailer with excess scenes that may have taken away from the suspense. I will stop short of
claiming it was the absolute best way for anyone to handle the situation, as I am sure my
emotions will bias my ability to objectively analyze at the time of this writing. I will save that for
when I inevitably return to re-read this passage several years later. At the very least, my job now
is to document my process as best as possible.

Animatic
The animatic lies between the storyboard and final product. It is essentially the storyboard in four
dimensions, timed out to show camera movements and pacing. Ideally, sound should be included
as well. Like the storyboard, animators use this as a further measure to test what is working and
what is not before animating.
The process for my animatic was the same as the storyboard. It kept changing. When I
was continually cutting down the trailer, I was testing the results with the animatic. Normally, an
animator would not move forward from an animatic unless they nail down a sequence that the
director approves, but since I was a student testing my limits in an academic incubator, I drifted
between the two steps. Inexperience played a role in my numerous returns to the drafting board.
The best way to avoid this in the future is to keep on practicing.
Being a one-man team on a time schedule this short also hindered my ability to carry out
my job to the best of my abilities, as a team of animators could have split the workload. The
guidelines for the project did not prohibit the recruitment of aid, but I decided to make the best of
the situation and experience all the different parts of the animation process myself. As someone
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who aims to become a director or producer, it gave me perspective of the amount of work it takes
to properly execute such an undertaking, and what I should possibly watch out for.

Background Art & Sound
The background and sound play a significantly larger role in the overall impression of a film or
animation than many may believe—unless the said film heavily emphasizes establishing shots.
Unfortunately, these are the areas of least expertise for me and definitely required several
compromises. I had private training in acrylic painting and music theory in grade school, but I
had trouble transferring my painting skills to a digital workspace. I was somewhat familiar with
the workspace I used to compose the soundtrack, which was Logic Pro X, but I had trouble
fitting a musical composition to the animation.
I drew the backgrounds after I finished the refined drawings of the primary action, or the
key art. I will discuss what those are in the next section. I am not sure if this order of completion
would be ill-advised or not important. For me, I chose to focus more of my time on the character
action, and the backgrounds were quickly done after the keys were finished. To match the
contemplative sentiment of the story, I chose to use a painterly style for the backgrounds rather
than a cartoonish one.
The soundtrack had more of a melody when I started composing. It ran in three-quarter
time—which meant there were three beats per measure or ‘musical phrase’— a common time
signature for waltz. The novel is set in a time period similar to the Victorian Era in England, thus
I took inspiration from the music around that period for the animated trailer. The reason why I
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Figure 11: Background Painting

abandoned the waltz-like composition and went for a less-structured, ambience soundtrack was
because of my difficulties with matching the animation to the soundtrack. In order to match the
beat, some scenes were either cut too short or dragged a little too long. I did not mind the
compromise too much, as it still fits the contemplative sentiment of the story. The silence and
droning help convey this feeling better than a waltz. It was simply unfortunate that I spent the
time and effort to compose my own waltz, only to scrap it a few weeks before the deadline.
I love music, and it is often times how I am enticed to watch an animation. I also love
crafting scenic vistas and detailed background environments for the worlds that I create.
However, in the future, I would most likely need to rely heavily on the expertise of others for
these two departments. If I am fortunate enough to become a director or producer of my own
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animated series, my job as a director would be making sure both teams concisely understand my
vision for the story so that they are able to synchronize and do their best to answer my directions.

Keyframes, Breakdowns & Inbetweens
At the heart of animation, there are three parts to the final process: keyframes, breakdowns, and
inbetweens. Keyframes contain drawings that are pertinent to the action taking place. They are
important enough to the point where a keyframe should be able to stand by itself if frozen as a
still image for an episode thumbnail or online article. Breakdown frames describe the action that
occurs between two keyframes. And finally, inbetweens are the frames cushioned between
keyframes and breakdowns so that the final animation does not stutter, and are generally done by
less experienced animators. In an ideal world, every frame should receive equal care, but that
workflow is generally unsustainable and unnecessary. Twenty-four frames per second is fast
enough for the human brain to not notice if there a few awkward frames within. That is not to say
they are always lower quality compared to keyframes. For slow-played actions, such as walking
or slowly leaning forward, the differences in each frame is more noticeable, and if there are
inconsistencies in the shapes or line qualities, a viewer will definitely notice. Action scenes, on
the other hand, can afford a sloppy frame or few, due to how quickly the subject is changing.
Action scenes are also animated on ones, while most others can get away with twos and
sometimes threes.
Working in Toon Boom Harmony, this project was the first time I properly went through
the process of keyframing and inbetweening. I did not entirely start from square one, as I had
some fundamentals under my belt, ranging from stop-motion to vector animation. Experience
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Figure 12: Examples of Keyframes with a Breakdown & Inbetween

with programs such as Adobe Premiere and After Effects prepared me to quickly adapt to Toon
Boom’s workspace. What I did not have experience on was inbetweens. With vector animation,
all you need is the assets, some keyframes, and graphs. After Effects can handle the rest. Stop
motion animation has inbetweens as well, but the kinds of stop-motion projects I did were not
very complicated. I either moved the subject or the camera, then snapped a photograph. With
two-dimensional animation, each frame is redrawn. It is possible to have the program inbetween,
or ‘tween’ for short, two different frames if drawing with vectors; and Toon Boom does have the
capability to draw with vectors. However, it generally does not work well for complex shapes
such as the human body, especially if the perspective is changing. So, animators just redraw
every frame. Not necessarily every stroke needs to be redrawn, though, as a digital workflow

41

enables functions such as copy-pasting, rotation, and resizing. And since the strokes are vectors,
which are geometric shapes rather than pixels, no quality is lost when expanding a shape.
Even with these modern conveniences, animation is still rigorous. It is still a lot of
drawing, there is no perspective ‘autocorrect,’ and the bar for “good work” is higher now that
studios have been using digital workflows for decades. I knew the process of inbetweening
would be the most difficult part of the entire project. I paid especial attention to how I managed
all my files, since I was working off of my desktop at home and my laptop on campus. While I
worked, I tried to multitask, drawing my frames and watching anime for my research analysis,
but that workflow often ended with me watching more than I was drawing. I then listened to
music or podcasts instead. Again, I still had problems focusing, perhaps because podcasts were
introducing new ideas into my head as I try to focus on something else. Finally, I settled with
working to either complete silence or, if silence was not affordable, soundtrack music that had no
lyrics. I found the soundtrack for Garden of Sinners to be useful, as it contains a lot of droning,
white noise, and other ambient sounds.
I experimented with two different workflows. One fast workflow and one quality. The
fast workflow was used for a two-second scene that had nuanced action: Alice peeking out from
behind a tree. I worked as if the animation was due soon, completing the scene in five days. The
quality workflow was used for the most complicated scene: Alice grabbing the flower for
Elisabeth. Unlike the previous workflow, I paid more attention to how I drew my lines and
allowed myself to be a little on the perfectionist side. This workflow was more of a morale
booster, since the three weeks prior were filled with failures to draw one of my urban
backgrounds. I wanted to prove to myself that I could animate, and it did end up helping my
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morale. I knew it would not be a sustainable workflow, as I still could not finish it even after
working all of spring break, but it provided a proof of concept that I could animate.
After testing workflows, I moved back to the speedy workflow for the rest of the project
and continued to cut down the trailer’s length. Due to the amount of parts in the project and the
little amount of time I had left, I completed a supercut version of the animated trailer, which
contains just enough scenes to accomplish its purpose. I had the foresight, or perhaps dumb luck,
to choose to do a trailer rather than a short film, giving me greater flexibility in the amount of
content I needed to produce. It is a shame that I could not accomplish my vision in its entirety
before graduation, but as I stated before, accomplish the task at hand, no matter what. The rest
can come later.

Post-Production
As the final step of the process, this is where the project comes together. It is the final hurdle
before an animation can leave its nest and go out into the wild. Any remaining issues must be
resolved here or become subjected to eternal judgement. Post-production can be closely equated
to copy editing in the writing realm, as it mostly consists of error checking and quality of life
additions. All of the different scenes are composited into one reel. Pacing is refined and scenes
that do not end up working are cut out. Visual effects, such as glows and hazes, are added. Sound
effects such as sound folly or the musical score are added. And finally, the entire sequence is
rendered and encoded into a format that can be played back or streamed to a computer or played
at a theater.
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For this project, I jumped between post-production—‘post’ for short—and animating
fairly often. Since this was my first time going through the entire stack for a two-dimensional
animation, I was experimenting here and there. Many of the experiments ended up being too
time intensive or did not work out, thus why I jumped back and forth between the two steps.
Additionally, I sometimes performed sanity checks to see if something would work after it has
gone through the whole process, or simply wanted to boost my confidence and have a proof-ofconcept of one finished scene.
Because I was short on time, I did not get around to perfecting a lot of the post effects
such as glows, lighting filters, and sound folly before graduation. For those viewing the trailer
after the fact, these details will have hopefully been touched up by then. My senior year process
for applying these visual effects may also be different, as I stuck to what I was familiar with and
created my lighting filters in Photoshop, then added them on top of the animated scenes in the
Adobe Premiere composite. I am sure there is a way to do this in-house in Toon Boom Harmony,
however, so I would not recommend doing the same unless you are in a pinch like I was.
Performing visual effects in post was also a field I was not familiar with in the animation
realm. I was aware of the concept of using celluloids—transparent sheets also known as ‘cels’—
to apply visual effects in traditional hand-drawn animation, but it is not something I had the time
to completely learn about. I will look into it after graduation.
Being a solo artist gave me a lot of flexibility and burden in the post-production stage. I
had no one but the thesis directors to reign in my perfectionism as I worked, so I had to stay
sharp and check myself. Working by myself also allowed me to fully reflect upon the health of
the project, since I was in the know for all of the parts in the process. I was essentially in the
position of a film director, except I knew the exact thoughts and actions taken by the ones under
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my direction. I was already thinking of what I would say for the final write-up as early on as the
storyboards, thoughts of which have certainly changed as I was continually visited by
compromise. In the end, my thoughts soured a bit as I could not accomplish the quality I wanted
from the start, but once I reminded myself of the fact that I went into the project first with
overambitious plans, then planned to dial things back as needed, I came to peace with my
circumstances and resolved to finish after the first premiere.

Figure 13: Finalized Still Image of Animation
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CONCLUSION
As a post analysis, I am definitely proud of what I accomplished. I will not belittle how far I was
able to push my vision, tackling all the parts that would normally be done by an entire studio. At
the same time, I cannot deny my disappointment. I had trouble managing all the ambitions I kept
concocting as I worked. It was also hard for me to not get ahead of myself. Several times
throughout the project, I was applying what I learned to other projects I would pursue after
graduation, including one project that will take a decade or two to complete. It took a lot of
mental effort to avoid these distractions and focus on the current project, and since I was a oneman team, each slip-up resulted in a significant delay for its completion.
But there are positive takeaways. First, I now know what the Japanese light novel is after
dodging it for several years. I have a basic understanding of its role in animation adaptations,
knowledge I can apply to how I handle my career path. And consequently, I am now writing and
publishing prose on a weekly basis, a portfolio I can use to regularly practice and demonstrate
my discipline.
Second, I proved to myself that I can animate. I did not just flop face-flat with a few key
drawings that I never ended up animating. The building blocks are there; I simply need to keep
practicing.
Third, I proved my flexibility, being able to write and animate. Throughout my time in
university, I have gotten feedback on both my art and writing from professors knowledgeable in
their respective fields. I can pivot to whichever path catches steam first and progress towards my
goal of producing my own animated series from there.
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Now, where does this project go from here? It will not end with graduation, but I also do
not want to drag it out for another year. I do, and should, want to move on to other projects. After
the dust has settled, I will go back and touch up the details that I rushed, such as the
backgrounds, linework, and a few of the animations. I will add back a few scenes that I further
dropped from the one-minute animatic due to time restraints. Finally, I will finish writing Of A
Flower so that I can submit it for publication.
As I conclude this story, I cannot help but feel like I had mostly written this paper for my
future self. Taking such a passionate approach is one of the best ways to get myself interested in
what I write. To others who are perhaps struggling with their own overzealous projects, perhaps
my story can provide inspiration to continue reaching for your goal. It is my belief that a little bit
of obsession and stubbornness is required to accomplish any ambitious vision. At the same time,
never lose sight of your dear friend, compromise, who will be bothersome at the best of times,
but sometimes have something important to say. If nothing else, I hope my analysis of the media
mix strategy was eye-opening to how one can approach the forms of entertainment people
engage with every day. As for myself, reading this in the future, this story functions as a time
capsule, perhaps to be used as fond memories or a saving grace if I lose my way.
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APPENDIX A: Story Excerpt
I
It was a summer evening when it happened.
The streets were thinning as the sun began to dip under the ocean of tiled roofs. Residents
retired their activities and disappeared into their bricked havens. I heard a rumble as a streetcar
rolled by outside. In its passing, the echoes of the trotting horses and idle chatter resumed their
jurisdiction of the streets.
Standing up, I stepped outside and began to move my garden from the shade of their canvas
awning into the indoor shade. The racks were carefully arranged into tidy bundles behind the shop
window, still in clear display to passersby.
A few citizens drifted still, presumably on their way back home, or perhaps on an evening
stroll. Most were familiar faces I saw everyday—people of the working class, identified by their
relatively simple or dirtied attire. Once in a while, men of business would visit these streets. It was
a rare occasion, since they hardly ever stepped outside the inner sanctum of the town. But every
once in a while, I would see these kinds walk by my shop, which was situated relatively deep
within the town. That evening was one of those exceptions.
This man of business greeted me before I was aware of his presence. “Good evening,
madam,” his voice chimed. I turned around and responded in kind, modestly smiling as I always
did. He tipped his hat upon this gesture. I did not recognize the visitor, but nevertheless gave him
my full attention. His stature was immediately recognizable from his suit and top hat. He wore a
dark brown vest and a black frock coat, despite the warm weather. A golden chain dangled from
one button into his vest pocket. A pocket watch, if I had to guess.
“Business finds you well today?” he inquired with a stern smile and perfect articulation,
one with similar resemblance to my father’s. The stranger was perhaps in his forties, with signs of
gray in his whiskers.
“It was fair. Pleasantly warm today.”
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The man raised his eyebrows harmoniously. “Ah! I must admit I am delightedly surprised.
It’s not every day that one comes across a proper lady in these streets.”
“I am honored to hear that, sir,” I politely replied, but did not say much else. It was not
customary to comment on such matters.
“The pleasure is mine,” said the man, tipping his hat once again.
Despite his civility, something felt out of place about the man. I observed him as we stood
in awkward silence. His posture was fairly straight—perhaps too straight. His arms poised stiffly
by his sides, with his hands neatly tucked into his coat pockets. He had pale skin and wrinkles
under his eyes. Noticing this made him look much older.
After some time, he nodded and turned towards the flowers. Perhaps he had expected me
to continue.
“Quite an assembly you have.” The man hunched over the remaining vases.
I gently laughed. “Thank you. They’re from the woods just outside of town.”
“Is that so? Who sold you them?”
“I collected them myself,” I declared.
He looked up with a raised eyebrow. “Do you go by yourself?”
“Yes. The ideal spots to pick are not very far from my house.”
The stranger straightened himself. “Why, that’s certainly brave of you—a young lady such
as yourself—to venture out there, despite the rumors that have been circulating.”
I shrugged off the comment as nothing unusual. “It is natural to me. Furthermore, in the
years I’ve spent growing up in the woods, they have never bothered—”
“Ohhh, things could very well change soon,” the man interjected, his voice tensing as if I
had spoken the devil’s name. The smile gradually left my face as he continued. “It would be best
to watch out for your own sake.” The man paused, quickly glancing around the streets before
leaning forward, a little too close for comfort.
“The spirits.”
He now whispered. I felt a chill course through me, startled by his grim demeanor. The
stranger paused, seemingly deliberate this time, for what felt like a lofty stretch of time before
resuming. “They may change their mind about letting you live amongst them.”
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Unnerved by his accusation, I grasped my hands tightly behind me and did my best to stand
my ground as he ever so slightly leaned further. He did not speak another word; rather, he waited
for my response. Eventually, I managed a timid smile and submitted. “I will take heed to that
advice.”
Upon my answer, the stranger’s expression suddenly lightened. “Very well.” Straightening
once more, he continued to stare down upon me for a few moments before turning to motion at a
tray of light blue flowers. “If I may, I would like to purchase a flower before you close up.” Smiling
excessively, he added, “For my wife.”
“Ah…” I fumbled. “Of course!”
I served the visitor the single flower and he set off with a final tip of his hat. From the
doorway, I watched his tall, dark hat mix in with the remaining civilians without ever fully
blending in. I imagine I must’ve had a curious expression as I watched him casually stroll away,
eventually turning a corner and disappearing.
Once I had lost sight of him, I retreated into the shop and resumed my work. Checking the
time, I hastened my daily procedure, bringing in the last of the stands and briefly assessing their
remaining inventory. Collecting a basketful of expiring flowers, I locked the door and briskly
retired into the streets, joining the waning stream of citizens. The streetcar was already on its way
out as I reached the station a few blocks down the avenue. I had to chase it a few steps before
jumping onto its bridge plate, gripping the outside handlebars tightly as the car sped up. It never
drove very fast, but it did teeter quite a bit. Once I secured myself at the door, I turned around to
watch the sun dip into the rising smog that rose from factories across the river. The car whistled
as it drove across the bridge and further away from the inner sanctum.
By the time I reached the eastern outskirts of town, the sun had dipped low enough to dye
the sky deep orange. Here, the landscape gradually transitioned from bricks to fields. The
interweaving streets converged into a single dirt path that solemnly snaked through the
countryside, rupturing the crop fields into two halves. There were no tracks or power lines or the
constant roar of engines. In those days, only echoes of the city ever reached out there.
The fields further gave way into uncultivated pastures of grass, where livestock lazily
grazed wherever they pleased, inhibited only by their shepherds and the delineated line of stones
that ran across the rolling hills. Standing a measly one meter tall, this simple wall separated
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civilization from the wilderness. As with the fields, the dirt path split the structure and opened the
town to the forest just a few dozen meters yonder. A single oil lamp guarded the breach, swinging
with the wind as it hung on its wooden post.
I saw, near the broken gate, three small figures sitting on the caps of these shallow walls.
They were familiar faces—townschildren who ventured to these outskirts in search of adventure.
Since I walked by fairly often, they had come to expect me everyday, and entertained themselves
with my presence.
It was the youngest who noticed me first; a girl of eight years old with short, brown hair.
She laid on her belly atop the wall, her chin rested in her arms. The others sat staring out into the
woods. When the girl noticed me from a distance, a mischievous expression came across her small
face, a smile large enough to distinguish from where I was. She entrenched herself behind the wall,
pointed my direction and cried out, “Hark! A beast approaches us!”
With this exclamation, the other two, a girl of eleven and a boy of ten, turned to face me.
The older girl quickly joined her sister behind the wall, brushing aside her long, brown bangs with
her hand and shield against the sun. “Aye! I sees it! Prepare the crossbow, Silas!” The boy,
however, did not jump down from his perch on the wall, and instead looked across the field at me
with a modest smile.
“Hey! Quit dawdling and get behind the fort! Before it notices us!” commanded the older
girl. Her younger sister imitated the motions of spinning a crank.
“Nevermind him; I’ll handle the bow! Quick, load in the spear!”
Silas turned back to the girls and spoke calmly. “You hooligans, you’re on the wrong side
of the wall. Furthermore, Miss Allen is an ally, not an enemy!”
I chuckled as I approached the children. “If you two yell like that, you’d scare off any beast
before you could get a shot at it.”
“Drats!” said the eldest. “It reached the gate.”
“Aw, Silas!” cried the little girl. “Can’t we play a game? Nothing ever comes out from the
forest.”
“I exit the forest in the morning,” I pointed out.
“We have school in the morning, however,” the older girl griped.
“Indeed, and you mustn’t skip it either—just to see me emerge from the forest.”
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“Can we come out with you?” the little girl exclaimed.
“I do not think your parents would be pleased if you do,” I explained with a smile. “Perhaps
when you are older.”
“Ahhh, but that’ll be forever!” she whined.
The boy swung his legs around to our side of the wall, his dark hair sweeping across his
eyes. “Say, Adeline was curious why you lived in the forest.”
I looked at the elder girl as a blush bloomed across her slender face. “It-it was an offhand
curiosity!” she stammered, avoiding my glance and hounding Silas instead. “You didn’t have to
say it in such an intrusive manner!”
“Adeline’s blushing!” taunted her younger sister.
“You too, Hazel!” the eldest scolded. “It’s not proper to agitate your sister!”
“If I may,” said Silas. “I am curious as well.”
I indulged their curiosity. “It’s because of my father’s cottage. He built it as a seclusion to
raise his family.”
“You have a sister too?” Hazel inquired.
I shook my head. “No, I’m a single child.”
“How come?”
“That’s not something you should ask,” Silas quickly nagged.
“Why not?” she protested. “You’re not my brother. You can’t tell me what to do!”
“That doesn’t change the manner of the question!”
“I don’t care; don’t tell me what to do!”
“Hey now,” Adeline broke in. “Be nice, Hazel.”
Her sister briskly resisted. “You’re always defending him.” Nevertheless, she did not
continue and instead pouted.
I laughed. “Perhaps I’ll explain another day. It’s getting dark. You three should head home
now.”
This prospect was enough to satisfy the young girl. “I look forward to it!”
Silas hopped off the wall, glancing at Adeline. “Well, as she says then.”
Adeline nimbly got down and helped her sister climb back to their side of the wall, lifting
her by her armpits.
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The children coalesced and began to walk back home. Silas waved “‘Till morrow, Miss
Allen.”
I waved back and bid them goodnight before turning to cross the threshold.

II
Inside the forest, there was hardly anymore sunlight. Only a few slivers managed to penetrate
through the dense foliage above. In due time, their warmth would be extinguished, and the forest
would be left to the cold blue darkness of the night.
But it never did descend into total darkness. Because, as the sunlight faded, orbs of light
began to softly illuminate the century-old trees with their serene glimmer. They meandered
carelessly around the branches above and along the forest floor, sometimes bumping into
unsuspecting travelers that passed by these woodlands. The orbs never cared, and simply continued
their waltz into the night.
I never learnt what they were. My father didn’t quite understand them either. But I did not
regard them with fear. Instead, I smiled as I always did, and spoke out to them. “I am home.” They
were, after all, the only ones I could say that to. I had often fantasized they responded in kind,
asking if I was well and clamoring to hear the details of my day.
Then remembered the businessman’s words. The words he spoke during that brief
encounter at the storefront. Upon this remembrance, they began to echo through my head, over
and over, in that same tone he had used. The spirits, it kept saying. The spirits. A term that had a
natural place within me; but for whatever reason, the way he said it, made it unfamiliar once more.
I tried to shake off the feeling, eventually distracting myself by planning what I would prepare for
supper.
The trail eventually broke into large clearing within the woods. It was an artificial one,
since most of the trees had been cut down to afford the sun’s radiance. A garden of flowers and
other ferns blanketed the space, their growth enabled by the thinner foliage from above. A stream
snaked through the edge of the space, offering its nourishment to the garden. In the past, these
conditions came together to make the space glow with color. Now, their colors were seemingly
muted, inhibited by an invisible force.
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A stone cottage stood in the middle of the clearing; a leftover from my father. It was well
built, despite its looks. A mixture of moss and vines had overgrown their franchise and taken over
the stone walls. I never minded their contribution, however. They blended the cottage with the
forest and made it feel more like it belonged.
A large watermill spun nearby. It had its own oakwood deck to accompany it, which
bridged across the stream. The sound of the mill’s steady and perpetual displacement of water
filled the clearing through night and day. Black vines protruded from the mill’s shed to the cottage,
where it was accepted by the green tangle of natural vines. They had begun to branch out along
the cable line, camouflaging it as one of their own.
I walked through the flowerfield and up the stone steps of the cottage. At the door, I stopped
and reached into my basket, searching for the keys amongst the flowers. However, as I looked
down, I caught a glimpse of movement just outside the corner of my eye.
I stopped and peered up, just in time to see a small figure frantically disappear behind a
tree. Although it was a brief glimpse, I recognized what appeared to be a human. Upon its sudden
retreat, I froze for a moment, dubious as to what had just occurred. My hand slipped out of the
flowers and to the basket’s outer brim. I observed the tree in silence. Though there was no further
movement, I did eventually notice curls of blonde hair poking out from behind the tree, illuminated
by the light of the orbs when they passed by. The hair was not a color I was familiar with.
Hesitating, I turned around and softly spoke towards the forest. My voice cracked as the
question left my mouth. “...Are you lost?”
There was no reply.
I watched quietly for a reaction. The hair, however, was patiently still.
Gathering the courage, I straightened up and cleared my throat, repeating myself a little
louder.
Once again, there was no reply, but after a few moments, a tuft of hair peeked out from
behind the tree. It was a little girl, and from her expression, hidden behind long strands of hair, I
could tell she was even more frightened than I was. Who was this girl? I had thought. And what
was she doing here? Alone, deep in the woods where I lived. I looked around to see if there was
anyone else. But there was none. Only the orbs of light inconspicuously accompanied us. Looking
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back at the girl, I saw she was looking around as well. Once she realized she had my attention
again, her eyes fell back on me.
As I took a small step forward, the girl began to creep behind the tree again. I retracted my
step and gripped my hands together at waist-level, in clear view for the girl. “Do not worry, I won’t
harm you.” I did my best to smile, but not too much. I was not one to invite strangers into my
garden, but I could not bear the thought of leaving a child out in the wilderness. Not as night falls.
The girl did not move, and stayed perfectly still once more. How I must have appeared to
her as a witch. A forest dweller, inviting a small child into her mossy hovel. I disliked the image,
and wanted to avoid the situation altogether, but at the same time, I could not leave her to the dark.
I knew better than anyone how ominous the forest could become at night.
My mind paced frantically on what to do. I did not dare to move towards her again, afraid
of scaring her off. I considered sitting down on the spot to indicate my invitation. But upon further
inspection, I realized she was not looking directly at me anymore. Rather, it was almost as if her
gaze had fallen down, looking at my waist. I traced it and saw the basket of flowers I had been
carrying, which had swung down my arm to dangle in front of me.
Looking back up, I could see the girl glance up at me briefly before looking back down.
For whatever reason, I felt the need to carefully reach down into my basket. Keeping my eyes on
the girl, I felt for the stem of a flower, and as I gently pulled one out, I saw the little girl’s expression
change; her eyes following my hand.
I held still for a few moments, analysing her expression. Without too much thought, I
eventually squatted down and extended my arm, offering the flower to the girl. It was a
Hyacinthum flower; a light blue flower with seven long petals.
The girl’s eyes lit up. After hesitating for what felt like several seconds, she finally stepped
out from behind the tree and slowly crept forward into the clearing, allowing me to see her a little
clearer.
She was a thin little figure, wrapped with a ragged light brown cloak as large as herself.
She wore a simple brown dress which appeared to be stitched together quickly, and the tops of her
dress were loosely fastened together by criss-crossing strings at the chest. From the looks of it, she
was no older than a five-year-old.
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The girl paused and looked up at me again. As if asking for my permission. Not knowing
if I should speak, I leaned closer, gently nudging my arm further out. The flower head bounced a
little.
A big smile grew across her face, and before I knew it, she swiftly dashed through the field
at a startling pace. Once I had realized what happened, she was already at the bottom of the stone
steps I stood on. On instinct, I took a hobbled step backwards and retracted my arm. The hairs on
the back of my neck stood up, urging me to flee. For whatever reason, however, I did not. I forced
myself to hold my ground. The girl, presumably realizing my fright, broke her smile and took a
few steps back, distancing herself from me. From there, she inspected with the same watchful eyes
she had before, as if awaiting my next move.
After a while, I judged that there was no harm intended, and stepped back towards her,
extending my arm once more. I dipped it down so that the girl could reach for it. She treaded
forward at a carefully predictable pace and accepted the flower with both of her small, outstretched
hands. Once I had let go and fully transacted the gift, she immediately returned to her previous
glee, hugging the flower closely and swinging her little body side to side.
I was bewildered by her transformation. A nervous laugh broke out from within my chest
as I watched her celebration. She no longer looked any different than what one might expect from
a child. Still, something did not feel quite right about the girl.
I began to back away towards the door, slowly standing up. The girl perceived my retreat
and glanced back up with unflinching eyes. I abruptly stopped and stared back at her, anticipating
her next set of actions. We stood silent for a few moments, watching each other, before the girl’s
expression changed once again. Looking guiltily down at her gift, she extended her small arms
back at me, as if handing back the flower.
I realized she had mistaken my silence as a request to return the flower. Shaking my head,
I squatted back down and tried to converse with the girl. “My name is Elisabeth. Do you live out
here? Where are your parents?”
Her face slid behind the flower, shaking her head. She did not say a word, nor a murmur.
“You don’t know where your parents are?”
The girl shook her head again.
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That was what I had feared. What was I to do next? I could try and help find her parents,
but it would not be an easy task in this forest. Especially as night falls. As far as I was aware of,
no one else lived this deep into the forest.
The girl circled around me to walk back into my view. I had stared off to the side as I was
pondering. The girl looked uncertain what to do. Perking my head back up, I smiled. “Cheer up, I
will help you find your parents, okay?”
The girl shook her head again.
Not knowing what else to say, I slowly stood up. “Either way, it will be getting dark soon.”
I said as I looked towards the dusky purple sky. After some hesitation, I continued. “Would you…
like to stay here for the night?”
The girl smiled and vividly nodded.
I laughed. “Very well, then.” Turning back to the threshold, I found my keys and unlocked
the door. With a creak, I pushed it open and stepped into the dark. Once I glanced back, I was
surprised to see that the girl had sat down on the stone steps, facing out towards the flower field. I
tilted to the side a little to get a better look at her. Easing my hand on the door, I walked back to
the threshold.
“You can come inside, you know.”
The girl turned around and looked up, the flower still close to her face.
“You can come inside,” I repeated. “Safer than staying out in the dark.”
Her gaze fell, looking beyond me into the dark hallway. Quickly realizing my own
contradiction, I felt for the light switches and flicked them.
The dim hallway lights sputtered on. The brighter dining room light followed after, filling
the house with its warm glow. The act elicited a complex reaction out of the girl, a mixture of
astonishment and fascination. She sat completely still, peering into the house as if she had seen a
ghost.
I waited where I was, holding the door open. Had I frightened her? Collections of plants
and flowers of all sorts of sizes were scattered around the hallway. Potted shrubs and ferns sat at
every corner, surrounded by smaller plants and numerous flowers. Perhaps the intermingling
foliage with the desks, chairs, and other furniture made the space a little eerie.
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The girl finally moved, standing up and walking towards the doorway, stopping briefly at
the elevated threshold to carefully step over it. Once inside, I gently closed the door and secured
it. Leaving my shoes by the door, I walked past the girl and into the dining room. She watched me
silently, then followed. I realized she had no shoes.
In the room was a larger gallery of flowers. Their aroma overpowered the space, thickening
the air with the smell of pollen and herbs.
“Sorry, it is a little dingy in here. I don’t often have guests over…” I glanced around,
looking at the mess of potted plants scattered around the kitchen. “Here, I can open up a—”
But as I reached for the kitchen window, I heard rapid little footsteps rushing past me and
towards the back corner. Numerous vases of flowers were stacked up on a large wooden table.
They were all wilting; their leaves shriveled up and the petals losing their color. Still, the girl took
a liking to them, leaning on the table ledge, which was just about her chest height, and excitedly
surveying them.
I slacked and gently smiled. Walking over to the table, I scooched in beside her and started
arranging the flowers from my basket into the vases.
“These are all the flowers that were not able to sell before they aged too much,” I explained
as I slid a pale red flower amongst the back row. “I tried to grow them here, but unfortunately they
lose their magic after they’ve been uprooted.”
The girl looked at me in a sort of somber manner, her eyebrows knitted and her mouth
petitely open as if she was going to speak, but no words came out. Turning back, she tenderly
reached one of her small hands to the center and stretched her fingers out wide.
“You’re welcome to take some of them if you’d like.” I examined the shelf closely, looking
for flowers that were due for disposal. Spotting a withering flower, I reached over to pull it out.
But as my fingers touched the stem, it suddenly began to glow, its radiance growing brighter before
it regained its vigor and restorated to full bloom. I hastily retracted my hand as all around it, other
flowers began to sparkle as well before they too recovered their vibrance.
I then realized the girl, whose hand was outstretched above the bouquet, was the source of
the glow, feeding streams of golden energy-like substance to the assembly. The energy rejuvenated
their heads and leaves; their stems straightened back once more.
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Baffled, I watched in silence. The glow eventually faded away, leaving the flowers in full
color, as if they were just gathered today. The girl’s hand retracted back to grip the blue flower she
had held closely since I gave it to her, and she returned to her childish swinging side to side.
This time however I did not laugh. I was spellbound by the flowers, stepping in closer to
see if they had truly rejuvenated. Touching their stems and stroking their petals, they had indeed
felt fresh again. Even their fragrance regained its tanginess, and I was blasted by their rich aromas
all at once.
I gazed in amazement at the girl. She looked back, and proudly smiled.

III
I sat at the dining table in silence, slouched forward, elbows on the table, and my hands wrapped
around a warm cup of tea. An empty plate sat nearby, dotted with the crumbs of a pastry. The
house also rested in silence, save for the ticking of the grandfather clock. I often spent the evening
like this, enjoying a cup of green tea and reading a book.
Except, tonight, I was not reading.
The book was still on the shelf. I had not retrieved it. Instead, I watched the little girl
gleefully sipping her cup of tea.
She sat across from me, seemingly oblivious to the fact I was watching. Her entire focus
was on the cup of tea I had offered her, occasionally stopping to blow at the hot steam. Though, I
reckoned she did it for amusement.
I did not speak, for I did not know what to say. She appeared so pure and innocent, ignorant
to the fact she was in a stranger’s house. Out in the middle of the woods. Sitting across from a
stranger, drinking what she had offered.
Furthermore, it did not bother her that I was plainly watching her. Every move she made.
Nevertheless, the girl behaved as if she was at home. It was a peculiar feeling, as it made me feel
like I was the stranger, despite having resided in this house for most of my life. Perhaps it was the
flowers the girl had reinvigorated, which bloomed in vibrant and grand manners I had never seen
before.
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Finally, the girl addressed my gaze and crossed eyes with me. The cup still pressed in front
of her mouth.
Unprepared, I awkwardly smiled back. “Is the tea to your liking?”
She lowered the cup and nodded enthusiastically, smiling ear to ear. A pure, juvenile smile.
I laughed a little. “I am glad you like it.” The girl blew at the steam again, watching it swirl
into the ceiling, before taking another taste.
Easing myself, I took a sip as well. But I could not help to glance at the girl again, hiding
my face behind the cup with both of my hands.
We sat again in silence. What felt like several minutes passed by. Disinterested in my drink,
I let myself wander. I stared past the girl and at the back corner flowers.
Eventually she held it towards me, interrupting my thoughts. Fumbling, I set down my cup,
spilling a few drops, and reflexively took the cup. She pointed to my cup. I glanced down at my
cup, which was still full, then glanced back up at the girl. She nodded, and I assumed she wanted
more. I refilled her cup and handed it back. She gladly accepted it and started blowing on the newly
generated steam.
Slowly putting down the teapot, I took the moment to talk to her again.
“If... you do not mind me asking...” The girl looks up. “What were you doing out in the
forest this late in the evening?”
She placed her cup down and smiled, staring at me for a few moments. Then, as if realizing
something wrong, she moved her hands up to her head and closed her eyes, concentrating. Slowly,
she began to retract into herself, her arms bunching together and her brows knitted.
“Ah...! You do not have to tell me...” I said quickly, leaning forward and instinctively
raising a hand off the table.
The girl abruptly stretched one of her arms forward, waving her hand as if indicating I was
mistaken, then went back to concentrating. Eventually she stopped and gradually lowered her
hands, opening her eyes and dipping her head low. She looked at me in a sort of apologetic manner.
I was unsure what was going on. “Something wrong?”
She shook her head in defeat.
Contemplating for a moment, I realized, “You cannot speak?”
The girl further ducked her head in shame and slowly shook her head.
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She must be mute, I concluded. Or perhaps...
I glanced off to the side.
After hesitating for a few moments, I looked back at the girl.
“You are... a spirit... aren’t you?” I asked in almost a whisper.
She sank backwards into her chair. Flittering her eyes between me and the tea in front of
her, she finally casted her eyes down at her lap and timidly drooped her head as if for mercy.
“I see.”
I leaned back into my chair. “I understand now.”
She looked back up at me, her head still ducked down, studying my reaction. It made me
feel guilty, as if I was alienating her as a foreign entity. Yes, it is indeed what she is, but it still
made me feel guilty.
Trying to comfort her, I smiled. “Do not worry, I have no harmful intentions.”
She raised her head, judging my expression. Reassuring her, I replied with a comforting
smile and a slight giggle.
The girl slowly perked up, and a open smile grew across her face. I could tell from the
squeaking of the chair that she had started kicking her feet excitedly.
“Are you sure this is alright though? For you to stay here?”
She nodded.
“No one will attack me if you stay here, correct?”
Her expression saddened, but nodded even more enthusiastically.
I smiled. “If you can promise me that, I will let you stay.”
Excitement rushed through the girl. She jumped out of her seat in celebration, shaking the
table and rattling the teacups a little. The flowers in the table vase suddenly rejuvenated to full
bloom, as if reacting to her excitement. Unexpectedly, I let out a naive laugh, pleasantly surprised.
She hopped around the table. I stood up and slid my chair to the side. “Come, let’s find you
a place to sleep.”
Upstairs, I found a small spare mattress in the attic and brought it down to dust out on the
backyard porch. The sun was no longer visible, leaving only the moon and the indoor lights as my
source of light. Cicadas chirped their evening songs and the orbs of light floated around still.
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Bringing the mattress back upstairs, I laid it on the bedroom floor, under the single dusty
window in the room, across from the door. Whilst I arranged the spot, the girl sat in my bed at the
right corner of the room, a single-person mattress with a wooden bed frame. Once I was done, the
spirit hopped onto the bedding and laid down on top of the bedsheets. I gently pulled them out
from beneath her and, to much of her curiosity, tucked her in. She found a great deal of comfort in
this, as she immediately closed her eyes and did not move again.
I went back downstairs to clean the table and fetch my book. At the stairway, I glanced one
last time at the shelf of the drawing room, reaffirming the sight of the renewed flowers, before
shutting the lights and returning to the bedroom.
I sat in bed, settling into my reading. But just as with the rest of the day, I could not focus,
and instead thought about the girl who was sleeping on the floor next to me. I had a moment to
reflect now; the prospect of a spirit, as innocent as it looked, in my house, and no less, sleeping
next to me. The man’s words returned, echoing anew as I watched the girl. The spirits, I recalled.
They may change their mind... And one of them did change their mind. It had approached me,
when they never did before, and it was then a matter of whether the rest would follow.
Unable to distract myself, I closed my book and set it upon the bedside table. Turning off
the lamp, I rolled into my bedsheets, and after a long while, fell asleep.
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APPENDIX B: Animation
The final animation can be found on my online portfolio at www.kevliang.com.
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