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1: Prompt Comic:
The Story of Buich
the Cat

2-4: How to Bake
CupcakKes
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PREHEAT THE OVEN TO

WHISK TOGETHER FLOUR,
SALT AND BAKING SODA.
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BAKE 20-25 MINUTES.




Rain Shanks

1: Promp’r Comic:
The Story of Buich
the Cat

2-4: Personal Comic




understands it in
he still thinks an ;
he didn’t make it or me to know
the language, and then I stopped seeing

~ him when I was 7. I carry his color but I
 have to translate my thoughts before I
speak them here in Mexico.

I miss my girlfriend more than I ever
thought I would. When she was here we
could only hold each other in publ
we walked down the dirt roads a

impress her. I love that I gre
Texas so I can tell her about tk
wildness. I'm going to ask her me
blessing to propose to her.



iends not sure if she
1d want to be engaged if
e not in the same country.
3 wants to be able to drive
to me if she misses me. I want
her, and I also want to heal
‘ the cultural hole in my heart
34 ked on, ‘ | al that’s been rotting away since ) )
- took a lower paying job so they I was 7. If you know about the wildness of the land you kpow that life and death
could be closer. are lovers. They’re always close but they only kiss hello and goodbye.
. Sometimes the kisses are closer together than we would like. ; foqnd a
litter of bunnies, but the dogs found two of three first. Their kisses
hello and goodbye were less than a week apart. The only one left I tried
to save and when I couldn’t it broke my heart. I video called my
girlfriend so I wouldn’t be alone when I buried his little body. I drew
his picture and hung it above my Santa Muerte altar. I wrote a prayer I
recited over and over while tears blurred my eyes. I held my heartbreak
in a shoe box until I could dig the hole in the ground.

Maybe grief & joy are lovers as well. Maybe they hold each other in bed
and cherish every moment and then mourn when one of them has to leave for
ork, only for love to be reignited when the day is over and they can
embrace again. I don’t know much but I know that these things are
intertwined in my life. So I hold the grief of a short life, a language
lost, a lover separated, and in that I hold the joys of beginnings, of
learning, and reuniting. It’s in my blood, it’'s in the soil I grew in. I
cry for loss today, but only to cry in love tomorrow.
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1:3 Prompl Comics:
Couple Adopting Cat,
Dolce (not Doce!) the
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