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Introduction 

 This project began with a few simple sketches. I always enjoy drawing characters and coming up 

with stories to distract myself from the pressures of my fine art practice. Many of these stories remain 

as such; just a few doodles in a variety of notebooks and sketchbooks. However, I was very drawn to the 

feasibility of bringing one story in particular to life: the story of Odd. He came about in a random 

fashion; I painted a small watercolor of a deadpan otter and decided that even with his blank stare, 

there seemed to be a lot of life in him. I knew this character had to go somewhere, but I did not know 

how or where at the time. I continued to doodle Odd and eventually came up with several other 

characters he would encounter on his travels. His facial expression never changed no matter what 

situation I imagined him in, which developed the way I saw his personality growing. I wanted to tell the 

story visually, but was indecisive as to how. Comic books seemed like an obvious answer, but I found it 

unnatural to paint in a segmented fashion. With a fine art background, I could quickly invent single-

panel compositions, and so the first storyboards were somewhat of a hybrid between segmented comic 

pages and cohesive paintings. My goal for this project was to develop these initial ideas into a story that 

held appeal across age groups and provided both entertainment and symbolic significance in relation to 

modern social issues. 

 When the question of a thesis project for my honors degree came about, I decided I could 

appropriate Odd’s story to fit some of the more creative criteria for the project. At this juncture, I had to 

find a way to turn a few doodles into a full and engaging story. I did not want Odd to be a 

straightforward tale, but rather something worthy of the protagonist’s name. For this reason, I chose 

advisors for the project that had both a knowledge of print media as well as professional experience in 

other fields in order to develop the character of Odd into something notable. I approached Joseph 

Scheer, Kathy Vajda, and Amy Button with my proposal, and all agreed to be on the board of advisors. I 

had worked with Kathy Vajda in a digital media class through which she became familiar with my work, 

so she would lend personal experience to the project and advise on the aesthetics of the images. 

Professor Scheer was recommended to me as someone with a great amount of technical knowledge 

when it came to publishing and formatting images both online and for print, and he agreed to be the 

chair of the board. It was of great importance to me that the character of Odd be defined and relatable 

very early on in the story, as at this point I was still unsure of how much of the story I would get to tell. 

For this reason, I wanted one of the members of the board to be a non-art professor with a background 

in a field related to the study of personalities or literary development, and Dr. Atlas recommended that I 

speak to psychology professor Amy Button. At the point of choosing my advisors, I had already 

endeavored to make the first few pages of Odd’s story and explore ways of distributing them. These first 

pages were a compilation of different methods. I was attached to the initial watercolor images of Odd 

and was striving to mimic the softness and simplicity of those drawings. I would draw the panel on 

watercolor paper, add a few washes to darken and flesh out the image, then finish coloring in 

Photoshop, using thin photographic overlays to add texture and unique lighting to the image before 

laying down the text. As the techniques used to create these panels evolved, a clear path for the story 

itself began to unfold. 



The story of Odd begins one morning with a cottage-dwelling interspecies couple enjoying their 

routine, when one notices something strange floating in the bay by their home. They discover it to be 

their long-lost friend Odd, a sea otter who mysteriously disappeared years ago. Odd is brought back to 

the cottage, where he promises a wild tale with a hint of melodrama and characteristically deadpan 

delivery. The two characters in the cottage are simply named Fisher and Badger; a decision I came to 

based on the fact that fishers are not a familiar animal to every reader, and as such it would be helpful 

to simply call Fisher by his identifying title. I set this story’s introduction in the far Northwest of North 

America, the native home of sea otters, where European badgers are not found naturally, making 

Badger the only one of her kind in the area. Odd, however, was named after the Norwegian artist Odd 

Nerdrum, a painter of dark and surreal images. This was not only to hint at a deeper complexity to Odd’s 

character, but because Odd is, of course, a bit odd. The three main characters at the beginning of the 

story represent aspects of myself, and were relatively easy to create based on my own ambitions and 

personality. Fisher and Badger represent my desire to live simply and in touch with the wilderness 

sometime in the future, while Odd is the part of me that wants to find adventure and explore the world. 

He is, additionally, a parody on what it was like to grow up as someone who was known for being 

socially uncomfortable and therefore spoke in a very monotone fashion, often using dramatic 

phraseology informed more by books than social interaction. The character of Odd was built by 

emphasizing those characteristics of myself and allowing them to find life in a story other than my own.  

 Odd begins to recount his tale to fisher and Badger, and it is revealed that he was swept away in 

a thunderstorm and dragged out to open sea after being knocked unconscious. He dodges sharks and 

roosting seabirds until he meets a silent but friendly pilot whale named Cook, after captain Cook of the 

British Royal Navy. I felt it was important to emphasize that Odd had never ventured outside his bay 

home in the north, so as he told his story I had to find ways of describing other characters as if I had no 

idea what kind of animal they were, or what their motives might be. Cook is described to be similar to 

dolphins that Odd sometimes interacts with, and is able to give Odd a ride to the nearest shoreline. 

Ironically, Odd reveals that he is overjoyed at the sight of land because he does not enjoy swimming, 

even as a sea otter. In my original sketches, Odd encounters a band of quirky flamingos, which I found to 

be very amusing animals to draw. In order for Odd to meet these creatures, he would have to reach 

South America, and so the land mass he finds himself on is a fictional place based on the landscape of 

the Andes mountains, with all the wildlife found therein. To Odd, the flamingos are a new and terrifying 

species, and one he is unable to easily communicate with. His fears fade away, however, when the 

flamingos take him to see their spiritual leader: a plastic garden flamingo. Odd, and presumably the 

flamingos themselves, see this object as one of the birds who has reached a state of deep meditation or 

enlightenment, and does not conform to the laws governing living beings. Odd ignores this spiritual 

significance, however, as he falls in love with the lawn ornament at first sight, believing “her” to 

somehow be trapped in this state. This point in the story is meant to be bizarre and amusing on the 

surface, but speaks to deeper themes in the story. In speaking to Amy Button, it was decided that Odd’s 

nature could be defined as including a level of antisocial personality disorder. His love for the flamingo is 

meant to convey an inability to express such feeling for a living being, instead falling in love with an 

inanimate, idealistic figure. As Odd is meant to represent aspects of myself, I had to exaggerate those 

aspects in order to make him appear as someone who commanded either complete emotional 



commitment, or complete detachment. Even when risking his life, Odd is very matter-of-fact in his 

account of events, and seems to emphasize emotions of terror and trepidation verbally, but is never 

seen to express those emotions visually.  

Furthermore, from a historical perspective, Odd’s love for the garden flamingo is meant to 

symbolize Western objectification and romanticizing of native cultures. Odd’s story is similar to many 

adventure stories from the golden age of exploration in which European colonists and writers looked on 

native peoples with terror and fascination, often describing them as anthropological  objects of study. 

The literal object of the flamingo is what Odd is most enthralled with, poking fun at the literary historical 

depiction of the “savage,” which, in this case, is a tribe of flamingos. His passion is taken advantage of, 

however, as the flamingos promise him he can see what he refers to as their deity again after he has 

spent some time resting and eating after his long journey. Odd soon becomes overweight and far too 

comfortable with the flamingos as they continue to feed him over a period of weeks. When they tell him 

he is finally allowed to see the deity again, he is too sluggish and heavy to move on his own, and needs 

to be carried on a platform. The flamingos, however, do not take Odd to the deity, but rather to new 

field, where he finds himself alone by a large bare tree surrounded by bones. In a dark twist, Odd 

discovers that he is to be fed to another being revered by the flamingos: a gigantic albino Andean 

condor. In order to buy himself some time, Odd reasons with the condor and asks that the last thing he 

hears be the condor’s story, and to learn who she is before she eats him. It is implied that this somehow 

works, as Odd is seen alive and well after his adventure at the beginning of the story. At this point in the 

tale, I was constrained by time and decided that there was too much left to be told to rush to a 

conclusion and not do my ideas justice, so I ended what I declared to be the first book on a bit of a 

cliffhanger. I have notes on a continuation of the tales of both Odd and the condor, explaining the 

condor’s role as a protector of the flamingos after being raised by them. Odd was meant to be a gift, as 

the condor does not search for food on her own very frequently. She is represented as another bizarre 

creature, being much larger than a normal condor and lacking pigment, giving her a mythical, dragon-

like appearance. If the reception to the first book of Odd is positive, the story will continue with her 

making peace with Odd and helping him on his journey home. I was not content to close off the 

possibilities of furthering the story in directions that have not even occurred to me yet, and so I allowed 

the first part of the tale to play out before choosing a strategic end point for the first book without a 

definite conclusion. 

 The initial method with which I created the illustrations for the story followed the comic-like 

composition of the early thumbnails and storyboards I produced, with the story reading from left to 

right and top to bottom, but without the restrictions of panel borders. I tried to format the images as 

creatively as possible without losing necessary clarity. There was no narrative text; only the dialogue of 

the characters. I originally used speech bubbles, but found them to be obstructive and off-putting. I 

opted instead for simply writing over the image as if it were a children’s book, placing the dialogue 

above the character speaking without a bubble. It seemed to read clearly, though it was sometimes 

difficult to find an appropriate place to put the text, and the watercolor images were difficult to change 

compositionally to accommodate it. I resolved the issue by adding lighter or darker patches of color 

behind the text to make it stand out.  



 These first panels were completed over winter break of 2016 and seemed like a feasible way to 

tell the story of Odd, but I still needed a platform to distribute the story. Before the official start of the 

project, I consulted several friends and looked at ways in which similar stories were being distributed, 

and became interested in the world of online comics. These comics were of great variety in style and 

narrative, and many operated through free social media platforms. The opportunity to reach so many 

people was greatly appealing to me, and the most popular and easiest way to set up a visual blog 

seemed to be through Tumblr, so I opened an account. I was able to put up the first few images without 

issue, but each subsequent image uploaded above the previous one on the page, making it difficult to 

read the story in order. Nevertheless, I had faith in the accessibility of social media and even had a few 

people following the story before I even began the honors project. When I proposed the official project, 

I included weekly social media updates as part of the idea. This ambition was soon revealed to be 

unrealistic.  

 When I first began working on Odd, I had an immense amount of free time and plenty of 

leftover supplies from the previous semester, so I lead myself to believe it was possible to create the 

entire story by uploading an update each week, or at least every two weeks. In my second semester, I 

was under pressure to finish my major and minor on a limited budget, which meant that re-supplying on 

watercolor paper and paints was difficult, as well as finding time each week to complete what was 

essentially a small, mixed medium painting. Increasingly, I worked in Photoshop to reduce the amount 

of time I spent with watercolors and filled in large areas of color and text with convenient tools. I was 

unsatisfied with the result; the opaque and bright colors I achieved in Photoshop did not mix well with 

the delicate and loose pencil and watercolor drawings when combined in the same image. The images 

looked rushed and forced; I did not have as much time to develop the story and was focusing on holding 

on to my original methods. For this reason, I began to paint exclusively in Photoshop. I embraced the 

brighter colors and more consistent style; the images were simpler and bolstered the children’s book 

aesthetic without losing the readability I desired. I was able to draw the characters with a tablet in much 

the same way as I would with a pencil; because of this, the shift in style was noticeable but not jarring. I 

was now able to complete several panels in a day or two, rather than slowly working away at one all 

week. Still, the pressures of my degree and technological setbacks forced other changes in the scope of 

the project. 

 A few weeks into the publishing of Odd online, I lost access to my Tumblr account due to a 

bizarre glitch. I was unable to log in or reset my password, and after many attempts to resolve the issue, 

I admitted defeat. However, this was by no means devastating to my project, and in fact opened up new 

possibilities. The format Tumblr provided was not cohesive to my style; Odd was beginning to look more 

and more like a children’s book with an untraditional narrative, and displaying the latest image first on 

the blog did not allow it to read as such, but rather a jumble of individual works. I wanted the story to be 

viewed as a whole, and therefore turned to the idea of printing it as a physical publication. My mind was 

still set on releasing bits of the story at a time to build a following, so I selected groups of pages and 

began printing them as a series of zines. The zines not only allowed other students to read and follow 

the tale, but provided a mock-up of what Odd might be like as a printed book. My initial plan for the 

final publication was to print and bind the entire collection of panels as a hand-made art book to be part 



of the library’s collection. Grappling with the technical knowledge required to format the pages for 

printing was a new challenge, but the zines lent themselves to the intended lighthearted and 

homemade qualities of the story, and hopefully alerted other students to the work I was doing. The 

zines were placed in the Moka Joka zine library, which I deemed to be the easiest way of making them 

accessible to as many students as I could. The one aspect of this decision I did not see as progressive was 

the lack of diversity in my audience, but at the time of the transition from digital to physical publication, 

not many people had discovered my blog and the loss was not significant to any kind of following.  

 The final stage of the project saw yet another transition, this time back into the digital realm. 

The demands of a well-printed book were becoming less realistic to overcome, and the decision was 

made to release Odd as an e-book. This format would allow me to reach the diverse audience I desired 

with the original blog publications, but provide a more cohesive reading experience and allow the work 

to present itself as a whole. The zines remained a helpful part of the process, however, and alerted 

students to the existence of the project. I wanted to write this book in a way that would be appropriate 

and interesting for younger children, but appeal on a deeper level to young adults as well. The 

entertainment market has recently seen an influx of interest in stories that appeal to both audiences, 

especially with action-packed remakes of popular Disney movies and animated films that speak to larger 

social and political issues. I consider Odd to be partially inspired by this movement, though his story 

remains largely a method of personal expression. This project has been greatly beneficial to the way I 

work and sort through ideas; with it, I became more efficient at creating storyboards, thumbnails, and 

compositions, all while discovering the various elements necessary to bring a story like this to life. This 

was my very first attempt at a project such as this, and I am greatly interested in further exploration of 

modes of visual storytelling. As with many first attempts, I consider this one to be full of flaws and 

elements that I would change should I attempt a sequel. Nevertheless, I also consider it a success in the 

end, as many of those flaws informed the actions I took to complete the book, and being able to find a 

way to tell this story was a valuable experience. I hope to have given my audience a collection of works 

that both amuses and provokes thought, not only on the larger issues of community and perception, but 

on how we may relate to characters who are just a little bit odd.  

  





Here’s your tea, love...

Thank you, sweet Fisher!



...hmmmph

Oh, you can be such a grump in 
the morning...
Hey...what’s that out on the 
bay?

Huh?

I dunno what it is...go 
get your binoculars!



It looks like an otter...he’s not moving...

I’ll get my coat!

Do you think it 
could be him?

Maybe...but it’s been 
so long

Let’s go



Odd?



I have seen things.



WHEREHAVEYOUBEENWHATWEREYOUDOIN-

Fisher, how about we take him 
inside and have a nice, calm 
chat. 



What a splendid idea.

Then he can take the time to explain why he went missing for years 
with no explanation, or even a note, allowing us to believe that my 
best friend was dead all along. 



Take a seat, Odd. I’ll put the kettle on. 

Thank you both...I know you have a lot of questions, but I 
hope that all shall be resolved ere too long. I have a long tale 
to tell, and it is all I can do to hope that you will believe me 
once it has been told. 



It all began one morning when I was floating upon the bay, murdering some invertebrates for my breakfast. Suddenly, 
I noticed a disturbance on the horizon. I turned my head and beheld the sight of a force that would forever change my 
course in life.



It was a mild thunderstorm. 



I tried desperately to swim back to shore, but it was no use.

The winds and waves 
were fast
upon me, and their 
strength pushed 
me against the rocks, 
where I felt
my head ram into the 
hard and cold
facade of an outcropping. 
It was
then that everything 
went dark. 



When I awoke, I realized 
the extent of my troubles. 



I had drifted beyond the waves into the domain of 
demons and unknown horrors



To avoid detection, I made my body completely stiff and mimicked the shape 
of a floating log, hoping they would pass me by



So I remained for many days and nights. Some birds 
came and went, but they were not much help (due to 
the language barrier) and I found myself alone with 
with the sea...



...until I met Cook. 

Land.....

oh.



Cook was a strange but friendly creature. His language was similar to that of 
the dolphins that we sometimes meet in the bay, but with a heavy accent and 
many words I have never heard before. We were able to exchange names, and 
I conveyed to him my situation. He implied that I should go with him, and so I 
did, with no other option but to trust him. 







As someone who really only swims out of necessity, I collapsed with 
joy and exhaustion at the feeling of sand in my flipper folds.

My jubilance, however, was short lived...



I began to hear scuttling 
and shifting in the sands 
around me. Branches 
of pink appeared at all   
corners of my vision.

I realized they must be the legs of 
some unknown creature which had 
taken an interest in me. I was terri-
fied. I knew not what land I was in 
or what terrible beasts inhabited it. 



And so I made peace 
with my god. 



To my surprise, they did not devour me.



Their language was indescribable, but with a collection of squawks and gestures 
(clearly they were some sort of bird), they coaxted me to my feet and led me in-
land. With no sign of violent intentions, I was cautiously optimistic about the rela-
tionship I might have with the pink stick beasts. 



I spent the night sleeping in their field, and when I awoke, they took me swiftly 
to what appeared to be their deity, or perhaps one of their own kind in a state of 
deep meditation.

 They squawked excitedly as we approached. The deity appeared to resemble 
the creatures...but something set her apart...



She had smooth, glossy 
skin...

...and deep black eyes... 

...they were like the sky I 
watched for so many nights...

She was the most beautiful creature 
I had ever seen...my heart aches as I 
recall her silent grace...



They took me away from her and to a small wood. There, I was treated like royalty. I had 
all the food I wanted, I never had to swim, and the pink creatures tended to me day and 
night. We rarely spoke aloud, but developed a fairly advanced understanding of each other 
through gesture and rough drawings. 

I asked each day if I could see the lovely pink goddess 
again, and each day they replied the same way, implying 
that I would see her soon, but to eat and rest for the time 
being. 



This carried on for a few weeks, and before long I had gained so much weight from 
constant feeding that I could barely move on my own. Finally, they one day appeared 
in the wood and told me that it was time. 

I was overcome with joy as they loaded me onto a wooden platform. I was to see the 
pink deity again, and this time I resolved to somehow awaken her from her vacant 
state and make her my beloved, even at the cost of my friendship with her people. 



My heart dropped when we arrived, 
as she was no where to be found. This 
was a new field, and it sported an old 
tree and ominous decorations.

The creatures made loud, bizarre 
sounds and hurried away, half 
running and half flying. 



and landed in front of me in a cloud of dust and grass.

Suddenly a massive form flew from the tree





A deep, feminine voice bellowed from her as she 
placed a heavy foot on my swollen stomach.

“Well now...” she croaked, “my friends have 
brought me a treat this time. What exotic deli-
cacy is this?”

Her motives became immediately clear, and I had to 
think fast to overcome the odds against me.



I spoke quickly but confidently: “If it pleases you, 
my lady, I will tell you what I am, and what a rarity 
it makes me, if only you promise to do the same. 
My last wish is to hear your story.” 

“Is it really? No one has ever 
asked me for such a thing.” 

“Yes. Please.”



“Very well...” 
she mumbled, lifting her foot. “I am 
nothing if not honorable.”

“I will tell you my story, little morsel, but it’s 
all that I can do to hope you will believe me 
once it has been told.”
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