This comic is a 5.5 x 5.5 inch square, and each page either is one panel or four little square panels.  The illustrations are very simple.

Cover: Rogan stands, disheveled and blank-faced, with tearstains on his cheeks and jail bars in the background.  Above him in big capital letters is the title: MURDERER.  He’s holding a card as though for a mugshot, which reads: “a friendship gone wrong, by LEE, ROGAN of LB. #5486958”

Page 1: A laptop is open to a blogging site inbox.  All of the messages are indecipherable, except for one, which reads, “THEY have friended you!”


CAPTION: Once upon a time…


CAPTION: ...I had a friend.

Page 2: The first panel shows a window open to a night sky, with a crescent moon.  In the foreground, you can see a part of Rogan’s back, shoulder, and arm, and the sounds of typing.


CAPTION: We would talk for hours into the night.

Second panel.  The night sky and moon again, though much closer up.  The moon is now over half-full, showing time passing.


CAPTION: Joking, weeping, sharing our secrets, supporting through crises.

Third panel.  A simple childish drawing of a house.


CAPTION: I was one of the places they said they’d go if they became homeless. (A real concern.)

Fourth panel.  A large heart, with two interlocked wedding bands inside.


CAPTION: They were my first choice to officiate my wedding.  But they couldn’t make it.

Page 3: First panel.  A traffic warning sign, a triangle with an exclamation point in the center.

CAPTION: In hindsight, there were warnings.  Even from the start.
Second panel.  An enormous eye, similar to those of neighborhood watch signs.

CAPTION: They would stalk people they didn’t like.  Sometimes for years.
Third panel.  An image from a warning sign about corrosive chemicals, showing a test tube pouring drops on a hand, burning away the flesh.

CAPTION: Nobody could verbally flay like them.  But they were funny, clever.
Fourth panel.  A first aid sign, showing a hand bandaged up, with the red cross insignia on the palm.

CAPTION: At the time, it seemed… they only picked on the deserving.
Page 4: First panel.  A large cloud, pouring down rain.

CAPTION: A week before my wedding… things got very bad for them.
Second panel.  A close-up on a silhouette of a head in profile.  Inside is a white reverse-silhouette of a brain, and inside that is a scale, massively weighted on one side.

CAPTION: They were suicidal.  I was scared for them.
Third panel.  A silhouette of Rogan’s head in profile, with a simple phone against his ear.

CAPTION: So I called them.  I said,
Fourth panel.  A speech bubble, holding the words.

CAPTION: You have reason to feel the way you do.  I think in your shoes, I’d feel the same way.
Page 5: First panel.  A version of a happy face, except the mouth is X-ed out.

CAPTION: I wish I had never said those words.  What a terrible thing to say.  I was a fool.
Second panel.  A bouquet of flowers.

CAPTION: I mean to express sympathy.  My feelings of helplessness.
Third panel.  A silhouette of Rogan’s had in profile, with a speech bubble.

CAPTION: I wanted to say,

BUBBLE: “I love you.”
Four panel.  Exact copy of the previous.

CAPTION: But they heard,

BUBBLE: “Kill yourself.”
Page 6: First panel.  A close-up on the simple black phone.

CAPTION: When class was over, I had a voice mail message.
Second panel.  A speech bubble, connecting to the phone.

BUBBLE: “The only reason I didn’t kill myself because of you is because the bus was late...”
Third panel.  The phone and its speech bubble are smaller, fitting inside.

CAPTION: The message went on.

BUBBLE: “...I was going to jump in front of it...”

CAPTION: But I can’t remember.
Fourth panel.  The phone and its bubble are tiny now, and the words in the bubble are indecipherable.

CAPTION: All I remember is feeling like I was falling… everything small, far away…
Page 7: One panel.  A silhouette of a torso, with a white ribcage inside, and a vibrating heart within.

CAPTION: ...and like my heart was strangled by the cage of my ribs… which was suddenly too small.
Page 8: One panel.  The phone and its speech bubble are back.

CAPTION: I was scared that she would die.

BUBBLE: “The number you have dialed is not in service.  Please hang up...”

CAPTION: That I had killed her, my friend.
Page 9: Blackness.
Page 10: More blackness.
Page 11: Nothing but blackness and the words in white.

CAPTION: I had never known true fear until that day.
Page 12: First panel.  A broken heart.

CAPTION: I tried to apologize.
Second panel.  The heart is still broken, but now held together with band aids, a cheap facsimile of wholeness.

CAPTION: But how do you apologize for that?
Third panel.  The silhouetted head and phone again.

CAPTION: No matter what I said, all I could think was…
Fourth panel.  A speech bubble, with a thought bubble inside it, blocking out whatever’s being truly spoken.

THOUGHT BUBBLE: “I love you.  Please don’t die.  I’m sorry.  I love you...”
Page 13: One panel, mostly black, except for an enormous shattered heart inside, dripping blood and gore into the darkness.

CAPTION: Needless to say…

CAPTION: ...I was no longer her friend.
Page 14: One panel, showing a calendar open to November 2009.  There’s a tree on the cover, and days X-ed off.

CAPTION: It has been almost seven years.

CAPTION: They have stalked me ever since.
Page 15: First panel.  A speech bubble, with the label ‘before.’

CAPTION: Not that it was perfect, even back then.

BUBBLE: “Why do you have to uncloset to everyone?”
Second panel.  Another speech bubble, with the label ‘before.’

CAPTION: Things had already been souring.

BUBBLE: “Do you think it’s selfish to force people to acknowledge your multiplicity?”
Third panel.  Yet another speech bubble, with the label ‘before.’

CAPTION: But now was different.

BUBBLE: “I worry you’re not letting yourself have casual relationships that evolve.”
Fourth panel.  A fourth speech bubble, with the labels of ‘2012’ and ‘untrue.’

CAPTION: Now I was an enemy.

BUBBLE: “[LB] is a fucking privileged bitch who can afford to come out as trans and MULTIPLE to their potential landlord.”
Page 16: Four panels, all with the same format as the earlier page, CAPTIONs and speech bubbles.  The first panel is labeled 2010.

CAPTION: As the years went by, their rage only increased.

BUBBLE: “Be sure you’re going to be willing to stand over [your parents’] coffin and not have any regrets that you’ve spent decades out of their lives.”
Second panel, labeled 2011.

CAPTION: As per their wishes, I never contacted them.

BUBBLE: “They sent both their parents to therapy by saying YOUR DAUGHTER IS DEEEEEEAAAAD.”
Third panel.  2012.

CAPTION: But I heard from them.

BUBBLE: “Stop being all white females and so damn privileged about your unrestricted access to the Internet.”
Fourth panel. 2014.

CAPTION: Every year, almost.

BUBBLE: “I want you to know I’ve forgiven you… I don’t want you to come 100 miles of me after what you did to us… I hope life continues to be stable...”
Page 17: first panel, a small phone with a speech bubble coming out.

CAPTION: Or they sent emissaries.

BUBBLE: “Sorry, I have to disinvite you to my wedding.  They won’t come otherwise...”

NOTE: They didn’t come regardless.
Second panel.  A cartoonish picture of a troll with horns, eyes hidden behind a thatch of hair, a pig snout, and fangs.

CAPTION: And trolls.

TROLL: “So, we heard you came out to your landlord.  Moron.”
Third panel.  The troll again, but its face is actually a mask with a popsicle stick handle, which it holds up with one hand.  It has a speech bubble, but it’s filled with dark scribbles.

CAPTION: One day, I realized every major troll attack I’d had since 2009…
Fourth panel.  The troll tears its mask away, showing a person with the famous 4chan Trollface.

CAPTION: ...came from them.

TROLL: “Surprise, bitch!”
Page 18: A tiny figure, curled in fetal position at the center of an enormous dark spiral, filled with words.

CAPTION: This only helped convince me…

SPIRAL: “after what you did to us...” “Rogan’s rape wasn’t real...” “insanity privilege...” “you think it’s cool to let [LB] out on the streets...” “I WAS RAPED BAAAAAWWWWWW!” “all your asspats will do [LB] real good when they’re homeless...” “fucking privileged bitch...” “Maybe move the fuck on with your life...”

CAPTION: ...that I was human poison.
Page 19: First panel, the tiny figure still in the center of its spiral, shaking and wheezing.

CAPTION: Making this comic has been terrifying.

SPIRAL: “KILLER,” “YOU DESERVE THIS,” “ATTENTION WHORE,” “SELFISH,” “BITCH.” “LIAR...”
The second panel is covered in overlapping speech bubbles filled with dark scribbles.

CAPTION: Years of bile and rage.  I hadn’t even read it all.
Third panel.  A close up of a shaking hand.

CAPTION: Even now, I’m shaking.
Fourth panel.  Black torso, white ribcage, gray heart.

CAPTION: My ribs feel too small.

CAPTION: But...

Page 20: First panel.  A laptop, open to a tumblr post.  No text is legible.

CAPTION: I read their callout post from 2012 for the first time.

CAPTION: And I saw…
Second panel.  Text from the post, with most of it grayed out but still legible.

GRAYED OUT TEXT: I’ve read two stories of oppression of these identities and as a

HIGHLIGHTED TEXT: former pathological liar

GRAYED OUT TEXT: who is unafraid to fess it, I can tell there…
Third panel.  Zoomed in on the text.

TEXT: former pathological liar
Fourth panel.  Zoomed in further.  The text now completely fills the panel.

TEXT: FORMER PATHOLOGICAL LIAR
Page 21: First panel.  Rogan sitting at his computer, a startled look on his face.

ROGAN: They…
Second panel.  He looks confused.

ROGAN: They lie about me.  In this post.
Third panel.  His hands are coming up, starting to cover his face.  His shoulders hunch up.

ROGAN: “They… they lied...”
Fourt panel.  He curls in on himself, hiding his face in his hands.

ROGAN: “They lie...”
Page 22: First panel.  Rogan stays curled in on himself, hands fisted against his face.

ROGAN: “a-huh huh… a-huh...”
Second panel.  He raises his head from his hands.  Tears are streaming down his cheeks, but he’s starting to smile.

ROGAN: “Haha.  Hahaha!”
He sits up straight, throws out his hands.  He’s grinning now through the tears.

ROGAN: “Seven years of guilt and shame, and they LIED!”
He slumps back against his chair, laughing hysterically.

ROGAN: “BWAAAAHAHAHAHA!  Thank god they welshed on my wedding!”
Back Cover: an old Monopoly ‘get out of jail free’ card, with Mr. Moneybags replaced with Rogan.  He has grown little wings and is flying out of a jail-like bird cage.

CAPTION: It’s amazing, what you’ll believe when it comes from someone you loved…
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