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The title is mostly black and white, with the word ‘multiplicity’ in green cursive.  The title is contained within a speech bubble, as though asked by someone off-panel.  LB sits at a con table, looking confused, with a comic for sale next to them. (The comic has a crying sad face on it, and LB looks a little haggard.)
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Header: Crazy Fun
After the gloom of The Homeless Year and All In The Family, the fine folks of LB take a commission.  The subject? “What’s your favorite part of being multi?”
Being eight people in one body isn’t all bad, after all.  There are fun parts too.  Rogan, Mac, Sneak, Miranda, Mori, and Gigi each take a page to share their favorite parts of being them.
Made for courageous—me on tumblr.  Thank you for your support! (Heart doodle)
Underneath are little color drawings of all the system members together, along with the words “LB Lee, AKA Loony-Brain.” Sneak is a tall gangly white person with coltish legs, overalls, and pigtails.  M.D. is a scrawny, short brown androgyne with a blond undershave.  She clings to the arm of Biff, a stocky brown man with frizzy graying hair pulled back in a ponytail.  He stands next to Rogan, a fat bearish brown man with short hair, glasses, and a beard.  His arms are around Biff and Mac, a towering red head with cut-offs, brown blouse, side-burns, and very big hair.  Next to him stands Miranda, a slender white woman with curly blond hair and a pastel dress.  Next to her stands Gigi, a small white child with long ice-blond hair in a green headband.  And at the end is Falcon, a middle-aged Italian man with graying black hair and a charcoal gray turtleneck.
etsy.com/shop/MadComics; patreon.com/LB_Lee; loonybrain@healthymultiplicity.com
Pg. 1
This page was done by Rogan, all in black and white with cross-hatching and with itty-bitty panels, as he usually does.
Panel 1: Rogan holds up books of All In The Family and The Homeless Year, which instead of their usual cover illustrations has unhappy figures on them. “Lately, we’ve made lots of comics about the hardship of being disabled with DID (Dissociative Identity Disorder),” Rogan says.
Panel 2: Rogan tosses the books aside with a look of frustration. “Which is a shame, since I actually like being multi.”
Panel 3: He disappears with a POINK!, leaving only his speech bubble: “Obviously, I wouldn’t exist without it...”
Panel 4: He reappears with another POINK! “...but despite the trauma, so much good comes from it!”
Panel 5: Rogan walks over to hug Mac and kiss his cheek, saying, “My loving husband!”
Panel 6: He waves to a bunch of people in the background. “So many friends, internal, external, online and off!”
Panel 7: The whole system except Mac stands at a railing, looking happy.  M.D. and Sneak seem to be pointing at and looking at something beyond sight, Miranda merely stands serenely with a potted flower, while Falcon (in his coffin-in-a-hat incarnation) looks on as Gigi plays with a bat.  Rogan leans on the railing, saying, “We wouldn’t live here if not for plural pals!  My comics career may never have happened!  I owe so much to multi!”
Pg. 2
This page was done by Mac.  It’s a full page illustration/collage of Rogan and Mac wrapped in each other’s arms, obviously in the middle of sex, and Mac is saying, “The love.”
Waves of watercolor red undulate in the background, filled with brown cursive in Mac and Rogan’s different handwritings, showing alternating snippets of the readings they had at their wedding.  Mac’s handwriting has his reading, which is from the Book of Ruth: “Wherever you go, I will go, wherever you live, I will live.  Your people shall be my people and...” Rogan’s reading and handwriting is from Shakespeare’s “The Phoenix and Turtle”: “And so they loved as love in twain/Had the essence but in none/two distincts, division none; Number there in love was slain” and “For you are life is more more more honey and wine and rich more more more.”
Pg. 3
This page was done by Sneak, and is a digital photo collage with drawings.  It shows Sneak, back when ze was young and twelve, dressed in a cape, jeans, and Superman T-shirt, waving at Mac, who sits in a Treehouse up in a tree.  A beautiful blue sky with clouds hovers behind.  Sneak bounces away, saying, “Shared dreams!”
Pg. 4
This page was done by Miranda, and is done entirely with calligraphy on watercolor gradient panels.
Panel 1 (a bilious mix of brown, gold, and green): Being multiple allowed us to escape abuse.
Panel 2 (shades of royal blue): When I was created, we were with an abusive boyfriend.
Panel 3 (dark blue gray, like a fading bruise): If not for Rogan, we might have married him.
Panel 4 (watered down red): Later on, things with our family worsened.
Panel 5 (purple): If not for Mac and I, we might have stayed.
Panel 6 (bright, vibrant grass green): Despite our conflicts, we always have each other.  For better or worse.
Pg. 5
This page was done by M.D., in black and white cross-hatchy style like Rogan, but at least with more panel size and shape variation.
The first three small panels show a gravestone with an old-fashioned death’s head at the top, with the words “Here lies Mori” carved on it.  The first panel is still, but the second has the sound effect of “skriiitch—THMP!” and the third shows disturbance in the dirt and continued “scrsh SCRSH SCRSH” sounds, as though someone’s digging themselves up.
Panel 4, much larger, shows M.D. erupting triumphantly from the dirt, declaring, “Well, I’ll be damned!  It didn’t take!  Man, didn’t see that coming!”
Over the course of the next three tiny panels, M.D. hauls herself out of her early grave, all the while casually remarking, “See, I’m a hardcore atheist. (mf!) No gods, no magic. (nngh) Plenty irony, though!” She points at the gravestone.
Freed from her earthly prison, she leans on the gravestone with a smirk. “See, that’s what I love about being multi.  Always keeps you guessing.  I might be crazy, but at least I’m not bored, haha.”
Pg. 6
This page was done by Gigi, who draws like a five year old.  She depicts herself as a mostly mouthless little scribble child with enormous eyes and shaggy hair.
“I like resting,” she says.
She hides in a corner, menaced by a looming shadow. “At first, I had to hide all the time.”
Now she rears up at the shadow, waving her arms and glowering at the shadow, even though it’s much larger than her. “Then I had to be scary all the time.  RARR!  Go away!”
She’s left alone in the panel, and slumps sadly with a sigh. “But I am tired of all that,” she says.
She flops on the floor. “It’s not very fun.  I don’t want to do this anymore.”
She gives an envelope to M.D. “Now I can let the others do things.  Here.”
Now she chases a butterfly under the watchful eye of Falcon. “I can rest and play.”
“Have fun, Gigi,” Falcon says.
“Okay,” she says.
