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‘Not Here : Not There’ is a young adult 
fiction novel about a group of  previous 
best friends in high school that get togeth-
er after college, only to confront issues of  
the past that they thought they left far be-
hind them. Imagery used for the book was 
drawn in Photoshop, with minimal color. 
The book was written, illustrated, and de-
signed all independently. ‘Not Here : Not 
There’ was professionally displayed in the 
Undergraduate Thesis Show at the Mary-
land Institute College of  Art (MICA). 

Not Here: Not There

Normally, I would be there on time, all ready to go, properly dressed in 
my finest linen. Something made out of  cotton I would suppose. Defi-
nitely not polyes- ter. I really hate polyester, it just makes me feel so... 
gross in it. I’m not really sure how to explain. It’s really unpleasant and 
I just know when something polyester comes into contact with my skin. 
Call it a party trick, I suppose.

I would think that a nice pearl necklace to accent the slope of  my sharp clav-
icles would also work. And of  course the pearls would have both the beauty 
visual- ly but meaning equally of  its relation to the sea. Plus, all classy women 
wear pearls. I don’t buy the fact that only older folks wear them nowadays.

I sit on the small couch, sipping lady grey tea and think through or-
ganizing every part of  my luggage too for the weekend. All the parts 
of  my suitcase would be or- ganized by their color, their weight, and 
use. I would most certainly separate the clothes from my utilities. Maybe 
in another smaller, but matching suitcase. I would triple-check to make 
sure that all of  the individ- ual bottles of  shampoo, conditioner, body 
wash, lotion lined up perfectly within their own individual ziploc bags.

“Everything would be perfect.” 

Close ups of  various images 
used in the novel. 
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The Past and 
the Present

“I’m sure the fact they are here meeting you means 
that they care. Don’t worry.”

“...You think?”

He starts chucking under his breath, “Well that, or they 
are only there as an obligation.”

“That doesn’t make me feel any better.”

He looks over at me as the car slowly stops in front of 
the manor house. “I’m your cab driver, not your thera-
pist. Now, do you have the money?”

Sighing, I grabbed the cash out of my purse before 
handing it to his beckoning hand open towards me. I 
didn’t look, I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of 
seeing my furrowed face as my stomach turned itself 
into many knots pulling against one another. He mum-
bled a short “thanks” under his breath as I got out the 
car into the cool air. 

The wind pushed it’s fingers through my hair, tearing 
the curls apart. Goosebumps began to arise on my skin, 
and there was the soft whispering of leaves in the trees 
above. My eyes became deadlocked on the house’s 
windows, scanning to see if any lights were turned on. 
Squinting, there seemed to be one in the top room. 
However, the light would flicker, following an ebb and 
flow as a figure would briefly walk in front of the light. 

Hearing the crunch of my luggage behind me, I looked 
back to see the driver walking back to the cab, briefly 
waving to me as a goodbye. 

Glancing towards the falling sun on the horizon, I took 
a few deep breaths, trying to disperse all the negative 
thoughts in my head as the clouds pulled away from 
the horizon. All that was left was a haze of amber and 
fuschia. The car driving off behind me, I begun to drag 
my bag across the gravel, looking back to see the the 
crevices where the bag cut into the dirt beneath.

Before knocking the door, a surge of confidence erupt-
ed inside of me though, whether it be due to sheer 
adrenaline, or the realization of finally seeing long-
held friends. The door creaks open, and I see Eoin. 

“Gabby, you’re here….what a surprise...” He gives me a 

sly smile as he starts shutting the door.

“Eoin! Come on, let me in- it’s really fricken’ cold out 
here!” I can hear him chuckling on the other side of the 
door as he pulls the door back open. 

“You seriously just said ‘fricken’?”

I stare up at him for a bit, then look towards the kitch-
en, beginning to walk down the hallway. “I come all the 
way over to England, and this is the welcome I get.” 

“You are in England Gabby, I’m surprised you thought 
that you would get a genuine welcome.” He raises his 
eyes, smiling as we walked on forward to the kitchen. 
His face rests though in an awkward way as his steps 
slow down on the tiled floor beneath us. His furrowed 
brow suggests frustration, but the slight smile through 
the corner of his lips suggests otherwise. Sliding a chair 
from the breakfast nook, I look over to Eoin, staring 
out through the kitchen window towards the garden. 

“Are you ok?” I look through the corresponding garden 
doors besides me, adding “ If you don’t want to tell me, 
you don’t have to.”

“No, it’s ok. It’s not really a problem that you should 
have to focus on.” He looks back towards me, leaning 
on the cupboards. “This is your weekend.” He pulls a 
fake smile, suggesting anything but happiness. He 
sighs, looking down towards his feet: “Anyways, what 
would you like to eat? Nobody here is really that picky, 
so I suppose you are the final decidor.” 

“What do we have as choices?” 

He chuckles, and points to the counter where a couple 
of boxes of pasta, pesto, and alfredo sauce sit. “We’ve 
got… pesto pasta and … alfredo pasta!” 

“Ah, so many choices.” We both start laughing. “I’d say 
Pesto? My stomach is still settling from the flight over-
seas.” 

“Pesto it is! I shall make the best bargain pesto pasta 
you have ever chanced to taste in your life!” He begins 
shuffling around the kitchen, opening the bottom cup-
boards to find a pot for the pasta. 

“I’m going to look around the manor in the meantime, 

“You don’t believe that.” I pause, taking a breath in. “I 
know she’s really special, but so are you. Maybe you 
are two people that were something more for the time 
that you needed it. For the time, she was perfect.” He 
turns to face me, as I continue on. “That doesn’t mean 
that you two together wasn’t important, but…” I think 
for a second, trying to put my words together correct-
ly. “Don’t try to force a relationship that doesn’t exist 
between you two.”

Focusing his gaze back to the pot of boiling water, 
pouring the pasta in, before responding. “Somewhere, 
deep inside me, I think I know that.” He pauses, stir-
ring the pasta in counter-clockwise circles. “ I just don’t 
want to accept it.” Looking back to me, he smiled. That 
kind of smile that tries to be hopeful, though they knew 
that they’re not. “Supper will be ready in 30 minutes, 
make sure to awake by then. There’s a good sofa over 
in the garden room, if you were looking for somewhere 
more quiet to sleep.”

I crack a smile. Eoin seems to always understand what 
everyone’s wishes are deep underneath. Sauntering 
over to the garden room, I find a large couch, worn 
in so much that as I sit down, my body begins slow-
ing meshing into the cushions. “God, I could sleep for 
ages, this is the best fucking thing in the entire fucking 
world.” I murmur to myself as I get myself situated in 
the couch, falling into a deep slumber. 

I open one eye, just for a second to see Eoin looking 
over to me from the kitchen, before shutting my eyes 
again to the soft pitter of rain beginning to fall outside. 
Somewhere in the distance before I sleep, I hear the 
distant voice of Kat and Gabriela greeting Eoin before 
passing far away into the past.

Kat and I never had the issues that others in our oth-
er group of outcasts had. It seemed that we were both 
like-minded people, as long as we didn’t have to go to 
each other’s apartments. Hers were always tidy, and 
well, mines a mess. But being the grumpy know it alls 
of the group? We were so similar we would try to com-
plete each other’s sentences. 

It was so funny how we were alike at the time that it 
would make me laugh as Gabby would sit there, staring 
at us, questioning if this is some big ruse or something. 
She never believed us that it wasn’t some big conspir-
acy. There we would be, sitting on the field in our full 

winter/fall gear sitting on grass sidelines watching Eo-
in’s Rugby game, Kat dead staring ahead as she refer-
enced some emo nonsense, and I would complete it, 
pretending to smoke with the cold air. The look on her 
face was so funny, it became a challenge to see how far 
we could go to get a reaction out of her. 

I don’t think I’ve laughed as much as I did then. 

Awake as promised, thirty minutes later, I awake to a 
quiet room. Far too quiet. It doesn’t really sound like 
anyone is eating, and yet there’s the tempting smells 
of pesto off in the distance. I pull my arms up above 
me, yawning as loudly as I could to break the silence. 
As I get up from the sofa, pulling at invisible strings to 
pull myself up, I start walking around the manor home 
for any sign of life. While the pasta is done and ready 
to serve, it looks like no one started to eat it. Sighing, I 
placed the lid back onto the pasta. As much as I would 
love to dig in, then go back to sleep, something inside 
told me to investigate more. “Morals, probably.” 

There is the unmistakable sound of people talking up-
stairs as I walk down the hallway, trying to minimize 
the sounds of each of the steps. Shuffling up the stairs, 
I pass by Kat’s room, and contrary to before, there is 
only the mild sounds of whimpering. But for the life of 
me, as I stood just outside the door, I couldn’t decipher 
if it was Kat or Gabriela. I don’t really care which way 
around it really is, but it would take a lot to get Gabby 
to cry like that. Though the most emotional of us all, 
she never really liked to exhibit that part of herself. It 
makes me a bit worried, but I try to not hold the idea 
for too long, and look for my room down the hallway. 

It’s the smallest room, with these awkward walls that 
cave in to themselves. Other than a bed, there’s just a 
large dresser on the other side of the room, big enough 
to fit four adults easy. I debated hiding in there earli-
er, but didn’t out of the fear of when that closet had 
been cleaned next. Looking into my suitcase laying on 
the bed, I pick up a beer stuffed in the very bottom, 
considering the drink, before stuffing into my bag. I’m 
already hungover enough as it is. Sitting on my bed, I 
consider just going to sleep here and now and waking 
up tomorrow, but before I can do so, I hear a knock on 
the door. 

“Come in.”

  Jihun
Eventually, yes really eventually, I needed to get up. It 
would take effort, but after waking up to the echoing 
shouts across the house, once again as earlier, I pulled 
myself away from the chair to find some peace some-
where else. I thought, you know, with it only being the 
four of us, I could get some fuckin’ rest, but no, it turns 
out that’s not true. You’re never heard the fire that a 
ex-couple could spout until you heard the fights be-
tween Kat and Eoin. 

I wonder if Gabby ever knew about that before she set 
up the dates to meet. 

Walking down the hallway, I hear the faint whines of 
Kat upstairs, moaning about the ‘woes’ of her relation-
ship life to Gabby, I’m sure. I sigh, long and drawn out, 
announcing my annoyance out loud, and stroll into the 
kitchen looking around to see if any good couches or 
chairs are in there. I suppose I could talk to Eoin too, 
but he keeps cooking, only nodding to me as I walk 
around the room. I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to 
make the effort. 

“What are you up to?” 

“You assuming that I’m up to no good?”, I throw my 
arms up, looking over to Eoin still cooking on the other 
side of the room. He doesn’t respond. Walking over, I 
curiously look into the pot. There’s only boiling water, 
as he holds one of the boxes of pasta in his right hand. 
His hand trembles, and I realize only now that he’s cry-
ing. Or, that he’s trying to not cry, as his face becomes 
red in the steam of the boiling water. 

“Eoin, she’s not worth this. She’s messing with you 
man, fucking around with your mind.”

“I know”, he mumbled back at me.

“So...why?”. I try reaching for the pasta, trying to help 
him out of his trance. His hand grips the box tighter. 

“I haven’t met anyone like her. She’s different.” His 
eyes keep staring at the boiling water, and despite the 
sentimental notion, his tone lacks the same romantic 
tendencies. It sounds like a false mantra, something 
that if repeated enough, you may believe it yourself. 

Detail of  the inside of  the young adult novel ‘Not Here : Not There’. Layout of  the book was simple, 
for the most part allowing only the image to take up the page, spread, or the text. The image acted as a 
way to serve the text and would reflect what took place within in it. Colors were minimal, using the coral 
red to draw attention to what was important on the page. The paragraph style and fonts were constant, 
allowing variation in how the illustration would inhabit the space on the page. 

Typography Examples of  the process of  picking 
an appropriate type format for book 
covers. Final is on the top left. 

Isolated text designs, all are 
hand-lettering. Final on the top 
left corner



Clarice was always an odd child. Whether it be that she bumped 
her head just one too many times, or that she was born one cog 
short, she was always a bit batty. 

Like a bat, Clarice always woke up late. 13 minutes to be exact, 
as she believed 13 to be a magical number. Clarice would wish 
each of  the eight planets good morning, before wishing Plu-
to an extra special morning. She didn’t want Pluto to be left 
out. Perhaps what was even more strange was Clarice’s big pet, 
Theodore! A big scaly Alligator with a toothy grin and lopsid-
ed tail. Today was a big day for them both, as it was their birth-
day. They would be going to the zoo, which made them all jittery 
and excited. They had been planning where they wanted to go 
for weeks, both determined to see what kinds of  birds they had. 

. Clarice, Theo, and The Zoo .

. C
oncept A

rt .

A children’s book [age 8-12] about a young girl and pet alligator that go to the zoo for their birthday. While at the 
zoo, Theo gets lost, and Clarice sets out to find him. Throughout the book, the reader will learn many more ways to 
say that something is ‘strange’ to use on their own adventures.

Concept art for the Dummy Book. Illustration depicts Clarice (pictured 
left) and Theodore (pictured right) eating their dinner. Illustration served 
as inspiration for the book that followed. Illustration made with pencil on 
watercolor paper. Final work would be in a digital watercolor style.

With a leap, Clarice exited the train, and in a swift movement, ran to the escalator with Th
eo and Ollie bounding behind 

her trying to keep up. Benjamin reminded them as they grinned on the escalator not to move. He heard that the blades 

of the escalator could pull clothes with its teeth into the underbelly of the machine. How  absurd , Ollie thought with a 

frown, but Clarice stood in shock, imagining what the belly of the escalator must look like. A train in the distance rum-

bled. 

Pg 11

“Could Theodore play an instrument too?” Clarice asked her parents. “Can we teach him to play 
the piano too?”.  Before Antoinette could tell Clarice how that sounded like a plan for disaster, Irma 
chuckled before saying “Maybe Theo would prefer the harp?” Theo looked up in worry, as Ollie, Ben-
jamin, and Clarice thought of what song to teach.

Once the group had reached the gates from it’s long trek from the station, Clarice oogled at the  weird  an-
imals dancing at the tip-top of the clock tower, strumming violins and tapping at their drums, hammering 
the two bells at the top.

Pg 12

Bob, Barbara, and Benjamin were a very ‘normal’ family, or atleast they thought themselves to be, compared 
to everyone else. They had ‘ordinary’ clothes, ‘average’ jobs, and quite ‘regula’r smiles upon their faces, very 
different from the cooky smile and attire of Clarice’s parents. Compared to her family, Benjamin’s was very  
ab-normal . Benjamin’s parents were both accountants, so they said a brief how’d-you-do and such, before 
Bob left and only closed the door once, as everything was calculated beforehand. Clarice would jiggle the 
handle at least twice to check though, when they weren’t looking.

Pg 7

When Bob, Benjamin, and Clarice and her family walked to Ollie’s door, they could hear instruments of all 
kinds bouncing down the hallways, echoing back and forth. As they knocked on the door, the hall would be 
at once be silent before Irma, Penelope and Ollie would bound out in colorful yellow and blue, smiling and 
humming each a different tune. Ollie was  goofy , just like her, and was wearing a combination of a soccer 
uniform and a wetsuit. Ollie would jiggle the door handle four times before they left, believing four to be a 
lucky number. (Despite Irma telling him otherwise)

Pg 8

Each family sat on the train, with smiles on their faces, humming tunes, click-clacking numbers on their thing-a-
ma-jigs, and chitter-chattering back and forth, unaware or perhaps, not caring of the stares of other passengers.

Pg 9

How  irregular  they thought.

“How  funny  and  out-of-line ” they concurred.

Pg 10

At the same moment, 

Cautiously, the man moved over to capture the gator, and place it where it should be.

Pg 19

a worker at the park was coming to the reptile exhibit to check on the animals, and 
to his surprise, found the  oddball  Theo. With a yelp, the worker jumped back, 
before realizing the alligator had not moved. 

When Clarice ran to the end of the enclosure and reached the center garden, she looked around for 
Theodore, who was not to be seen. In a panic, she shouted: “Theo! Theo?!”, but he did not come for 
her.  Panicked, she looked to her friends, telling them that

Pg 20

she lost Theo.

Selection of  proposal chil-
dren’s book design spreads 
for ‘Clarice, Theodore, and 
the Zoo’. The layout gives 
emphasis towards how the 
illustration interacts with 
the page, allowing the text 
to intermingle within the 
negative zones on the page. 

Children’s 
Book Design
_________________________________



(Volunteer) Focus at LIN was to edit and 
reccomend advice on color design and for-
matting for their newsletter to contributors 
for a clean read. 

Volunteer color design and formatting ad-
vice for the Indianhead of  Camp Redcloud 
(US Military) in South Korea.  The use of  
color was outdated in the magazine and 
needed an update to retain and recruit new 
readers. The flow of  text page to page need-
ed organization and a clearer paragraph 
style. Colors and headers were less varied 
in order to have a nice flow from page to 
page.  Pictures and other general features 
were reduced to make the spreads less con-
fusing and claustrophobic. 

Fashion and   Magazine Design
. Examples of  Editorial Work . 

Sayem is a start up fashion brand based in Ho Chi Minh City, Vietnam, focusing on 
young woman fashion that blends girly florals with mature patterns. Development of  
the brand began in June 2019. The project outline was to create a recognizable brand 
logo and palette, then to make clothing, price tags, packaging, and a postcard. The 
branding would need market to a youthful and independent audience of  women in 
Vietnam, with hopes to expand. Opening of  the shop began on July 17th, 2019. 
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       Made in Vietnam

Wash me with love, please!

. Sayem . 



. Other Narrative Work .
Selection of  black & white film photography 
and clay and paper sculpture

Black and white film photography 
porfolio focusing on various stu-
dents from different departments 
at the Maryland Institute of  Art 
(MICA) in spaces and poses that 
reflected their character. All work 
was taken on a Nikon film camera 
for a a course at MICA and de-
veloped traditonally. Work was to 
focus on the use of  light and sat-
uration. 

Distorted and scratched imagery 
were a particular interest. Dust 
fragments were always kept.  

Full Bleed Journal Print | Web
An annual art and design 
journal published by the 
Maryland Institute College 
of  Art (MICA). Work fea-
tured focuses on contempo-
rary artists and designers that 
inspires, critiques, and elabo-
rates upon the subject matter 
given. Students were set with 
a wide range of  different 
tasks depending on what was 
needed. Editors would be 
tasked with multiple articles,  
working with designers, and 
planning other details.

Above is the home page for 
‘Full Bleed’ online. Right and 
left are part of  a spread for 
the piece I edited, called ‘The 
Struggle for Time: History & 
Memory in Belarusian Art’.

https://w
w

w.full-bleed.org/



. Figure Sculptures . Part of  an independent project redesigning old character 
designs from childhood and expanding a narrative from 
such. Super Sculpey multimedia sculptures were designed  
in correspondence with the redesigns.

. Paper Sculpture .

. Dawn to Midnight .
‘Dawn to Midnight’ is a triptych shown at the 
International Exhibition at MICA depicting the 
color and life of  Vietnam throughout the day. 
Most of  the photographic work during the se-
mester abroad (2017) was spend document how 
people brought character to the spaces they in-
habited. 

‘Paper Sculptures’ is a series of  buildings built 
out of  paper and other found materials inspired 
by the Grimm Fairy tales and the various archi-
tecture explored during journeys to China and 
Italy within the same year. Most of  the sculptures 
like the image to the right were roughly 5-10 in 
in height, the largest at 2 ft. 



Left Page: [top] ‘Hunting Deer Hunters’ Poster, ‘Centerstage Young Playwrights’ Poster, ‘Tea Cup Dolls’ Poster, 
‘Dads Guns’ Narrative
[bottom] Fashion Editorial Illustration for the job position of  ‘Professional Mourners’ 

Right Page: [top] ‘Head in the clouds pt 1 and 2 [bottom] ‘Paying Taxes’ and ‘Donatella Flies’ 

. EditorialSample selection of  editorial . poster . fashion . and web focused
illustration. All work retained a narrative flow, but with a focus 
on visual aethetics than the writing behind it. 


