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1. Getting 
Started



Problem Statement

Young adults going to the real world are anxious and can feel alone, there 
should be a vehicle to share funny stories of another peer figuring out how to 

be an adult while also dealing with anxiety



Stakeholders

Primary

Family
Friends
Readers

Secondary

Publisher
Editor

Distributors
Bookstores



It is anxiety producing to leave the comfort of college and your 
childhood home to go into the real world and live on your own 
for the first time. I want to create a book that shows the heart 
and humor in the lessons learned growing up that we all hope 

are enough to prepare us for adult life in an easy to pick up and 
read format. This book will detail how I learned about anxiety 

and how to cope while figuring out what I wanted to do with the 
support of my family and friends

Thesis Statement



2. Research



Existing Resources
1. Progression Self Help Books - Books about how the author has evolved   
 and grown and offers the author’s insight

2. Component Self Help Books - Books where the author breaks down    
 complex ideas into smaller chunks

3. Autobiography - Books where the author shares stories from thier own life



Touchpoints
Fear of growing up

Family values
Humor

Relatability
Reassurance



Research TechniquesResearch Techniques

Interviews with family members
Collecting of old photographs

Reading old journals



Audience Profile

Sophia, 21

Occupation: 
College Student

Major: 
Graphic Deisgn

Interests:
 Likes illustration
 Learning about others
 Reading
 Collecting art books
 
Pain Points:
 Learning to take care of herself
 Unsure of the future after school graduation
 Ready for adult life but anxious
 Concerned she is behind where she expects to be

Values:
 Family and friends
 Creativity and humor
 Relatability



3. Solution



Resolution
Looking Good 

like a wisbey 
should

Julia 
Wisbey

Looking Good Looking Good 
like a wisbey like a wisbey 

shouldshould

Julia 
Wisbey





Chapter Breakdown

Chapter 1 - Introductions

 Family drawings and introduction

Chapter 2 - The Younger Years

 Kindergarten through 5th grade

Chapter 3 - The Awkward Years

 Middle School

Chapter 4 - The “Adult” Years

 High school through College and wrap up



Marketing
1. Social Media Marketing 
 connect with other artists and authors with 
similar audiences, instagram promotion, and 
sharing the process of creating on tiktok

2. Promotion in Bookstores 
 Give audiences an opportunity to physically 
handle the book and flip through the pages

3. Have Available to Sell Online -  
 wider reach to audiences and branded website 
for selling the book and merchandise



Merchandise



4. Ideation



Moodboard



Sketches



Sample Pages

MY cHILDHOOD HOME 
THAT I WANTED TO PAINT 

*BRIGHTer* PINK. MY 
PARENTS didn’t see 

my vision

the best homemade 
bagel place. It started 
a life long addiction 

and I miss it when I’m 
in cleveland

my fi rst job was a 
cashier at a grocery 
store. Fun Fact: I Once 

cashed out a man who 
was buying 72 jars of 

peanut butter.

the local mechanic 
Once told me I was 
coming in too much. 

I told Him i was trying 
my best.

I was dumped on 
a walk half a mile 

from home. let’s just 
say that was an 

awkward walk back.

Twelve corners 
middle school—

this is where I had 
my awkward phase… 

we don’t need to 
discuss that

Brighton High school—
when I tell stories, people ask 
if i went to school in a movie. 
There was a rap battle in the 

cafeteria once.

(dad)(dad)
PETERPETER

BUYS ALL HIS 
SHIRTS FROM THE 

DOLLAR STORE

Brown Keens for 
every season

Facetimed him Once 
while he watched 
football and he 

cheered in the middle 
of my sentence

cLAIMS TO BE 
A DOG PERSON 
BUT HIS BEST 

FRIEND IS A cAT

Self proclaimed 
curmudgeon

museum curator and 
history nerd

PLANS FAMILY TRIPS 
BASED ON MUSEUMS 
AND STOPS TO READ 

EVERY PLAQUE

prankster



5. Final Product



Chapter Pages

INTroducing  
THE wISBEYS

Chapter One

The awkward 
years

Chapter Three

The Younger 
Years

Chapter Two

The “adult ” 
years

Chapter Four



Finished Spreads
(MoM)(MoM)

Sarah

Best person for advice and help 
with panic attacks

Always watches 
movies and tv shows 

multiple times

Secret talent of getting 
somewhere just before a 

line forms

Cat magnet

known for her 
Impressive collection 

of earringsAlways wearing 
multiple layers of 

clothing

Gave me the artist 
genes and graphic 

design bug

Taught me that a 
long day of work 
means immediate 

pajamas

Sarah
(dad)(dad)

PETERPETER
BUYS ALL HIS 

SHIRTS FROM THE 
DOLLAR STORE

Brown Keens for 
every season

Facetimed him Once 
while he watched 
football and he 

cheered in the middle 
of my sentence

cLAIMS TO BE 
A DOG PERSON 
BUT HIS BEST 

FRIEND IS A cAT

Self proclaimed 
curmudgeon

museum curator and 
history nerd

PLANS FAMILY TRIPS 
BASED ON MUSEUMS 
AND STOPS TO READ 

EVERY PLAQUE

prankster

(SisTer)(SisTer)
Anna

buys me coffee in exchange 
for giving her rides

iconic red docs

claims she can psychically 
communicate with her cat, 

Iguana (iggy)

Glasses are 
usually on her 

head

Very good storyteller, should 
be a standup comedian

Hair never stays 
down for longer 
than 20 minutes

always carrying a 
bottomless bag of 

things

Anna
(the Author)(the Author)
JuliaJulia

Glasses usually 
left at home

very beat up 
vans

Bandana to hide 
uncooperative hair

Love of Musicals 
and high 

waisted pants

Sister’s designated 
chauffeur

dresses like a camp 
counselor

Always anxious

never without 
rings or hair ties

Recurring 
characters

Aunt Amy
Mom’s Sister

Anni
Childhood Bestie

Uncle Brent
Married to Amy

nicole
High School Bestie

Grandpa
Mom’s Dad

crystal
College Bestie

and the cats

Stuart
Dad’s Best Friend

jess
My cat; tiniest of cats

Mozzie
17-pounds of cat

Iggy
Anna’s cat; short for Iguana

watson
A Literal Scardey Cat

Family Artifacts
a Wisbey Exhibition

The Toast
Bananas

Floaty Pens
In the early years of 

their marriage, Dad was 
eating toast in bed, and 
when Mom yelled at him 
about crumbs, he left it 

under her pillow.

This would end up in 
a war of hiding the 

same piece of toast 
for each other to find 

and culminated in Mom 
sending it ahead to 
England to surprise 

Dad. Since he could not 
top it, the toast has 

been immortalized in 
a jewelry box in Mom’s 

dresser drawer.

When packing up my 
great-grandma’s house, 

Grandpa Hand discovered 
a bowl of plastic fruit 

and snuck it in the box of 
things to keep for Mom.

The bananas have been  
passed back and forth 
for decades even with 

the two of them living in 
different states.

Mom has indoctrinated 
us into the war and has 

used us as accomplices. 
Sometimes it takes years 

for the bananas to be 
rediscovered

Mom and Dad have 
been collecting floaty 

pens from every 
vacation, museum, or 

gift shop since before I 
was born. 

We have a custom 
display case, several 

mugs, and a few jars in 
a case in the living room 

full of floaty pens.

The collection has 
slowed in recent years 

because the production 
of floaty pens seems 
to have stopped, but 
every so often we find 
a new one or are gifted 

another pen.

Clothespin

The Christmas 
Radish

Frying Pan

Anna and Dad were 
joking around with a 

frying pan and it ended 
up with Dad swinging 

it back, meaning to 
hit his hand on top of 
Anna’s head and then 
having a moment of 

self-preservation. 

He pulled his hand 
back and accidentally 
smacked Anna in the 

head with a frying pan.

Dad was about to cry 
and Anna was laughing 
but that’s why we don’t 
play with frying pans.

It started out as a small 
red ornament with silver 

tinsel on my great-
grandma’s tree.

Mom took it when 
packing up her house 

and it has since gotten 
a little decrepit. The 

silver tinsel has become 
black and brown and 
the original red has 

aged so it has started 
to look like a radish.

It has become a 
tradition to hang it on 

the Christmas tree high 
enough that the cats 

can’t reach it.



Finished Pages

Growing up,  I called myself a 

worrier. I didn’t have any other word for 

it, I just knew that I was nervous about a 

lot of things. I was terrified of the worst 

case scenario and would have trouble 

calming down and moving on.

I always had a lot of stomach aches, and 

would have the occasional melt down. 

Usually about little things that to other 

people, seemed unimportant, but for me it 

felt like the end of the world. I didn’t know 

how else to communicate the feeling of 

panic and fixation I was experiencing. 

My parents didn’t always understand 

or know how to help me but they always 

tried. Mom eventually learned that when 

I was melting down about one thing, there 

was probably something more going on 

and whatever I was upset about was just 

the last straw. I’ve since learned how to 

identify the signs and communicate and 

deal with it appropriately.

Over the years I learned how to cope with 

the nervousness. My family was my main  

support system, Mom was a good person 

to talk to, Anna usually had a recent 

experience with whatever I was worried 

about and could explain what I could 

expect, and Dad always kept the humor.

I wasn’t diagnosed with anxiety until 

I was  a junior in high school so I spent 

most of my formative years dealing 

with issues that I didn’t know how to 

control or communicate. I didn’t always 

know that different problems were all 

tied to anxiety. For example, I found out  

that my stomach aches were cause by 

anxiety when I finally started talking to a 

therapist in high school and she explained 

how everything I was experiencing was 

connected. It was life changing.

I am writing this book to show that 

anyone can struggle with anxiety. I am 

sharing my stories to show that it doesn’t 

have to be completely debilitating, and 

even someone with a good childhood and 

a close family can still be anxious. These 

stories are how I learned to deal with my 

anxiety. They also show that while it is a 

background aspect of everything, there 

are still happy and fun times even with 

the more difficult aspects. I think that its 

important to show the full story and have 

a sense of humor and love because that’s 

how I choose to live.

A little tip to start the book. For anyone 

with anxious stomachs like me: Pepto 

Bismol tablets are a f*ckin’ miracle.



Finished Pages

Anna and I went to a daycare that had two different buildings 

separated by a fence. Being the socially anxious child I was, I was upset 

that Anna was in a different building.

During the recesses, we met at the fence and she would pass me objects 

like a daycare drug deal. She once passed me the zipped off bottoms of 

her cargo pants and I wore them on my arms like sleeves.

I would usually spend the rest of recess crying and clutching to 

whatever object she had passed me until I had effectively dehydrated 

myself and stopped having the ability to cry and tired myself out.

Mom always called me a worrier. I was constantly worried about 

little things and getting “convenient” stomach aches before we 

would go anywhere that made me nervous.

We spent years trying to figure out what was wrong with me 

including spending two years of my life being lactose intolerant. 

Turns out it was anxiety stomach problems. I don’t know if you’ve 

ever taken lactaid, but imagine eating vaguely vanilla flavored 

chalk before you can have ice cream. 

Mom and Dad put that in my school records and the lunch ladies 

barred me from eating any dairy products including putting cream 

cheese on bagels and I’ll admit I swiped some butter. What can I 

say, I was a rebel that didn’t want to eat a plain bagel.

THis is the face of a 
master butter thief.

I was never caught.

In middle school, each grade was split up into three teams and those 

teams dictated who your teachers and classmates were. Once you 

were sorted, you would rarely interact with other teams except for 

lunch and maybe study hall. Your friends were really decided based 

on your team because those are the people you saw the most. 

I was on team 3 with Anni and my other friends in 6th grade. But in 

a horrible turn of events, I was moved to team 1 in 7th grade.  It was 

pretty much a hard reset on my friends and I was a complete anxious 

mess. Mom kept having to remind me that I have the ability to make 

friends in the first place.

I spent a lot of time obsessing about who was on my team and dealing 

with being on my own. Of course Mom was right, Once the school 

year got into the swing of things, I started making new friends and 

reconnected with friends from elementary school again.

The middle school years were when Mom and I started to have deep 

conversations and she started teaching me some of the life advice 

I still use today.

Mom 
Advice

All of the voices 
in your head 
belong to you.

Make a list.

Panic is part 
of your creative 

process.

Just do 
what you 

can.

You don’ t 
have to forgive 

everyone.

Sometimes you just 
have to walk away 

and come back later.

Pajamas 
should be 
put on as 

soon as you 
get home 

from work.



Finished Pages

Second Grade also came with this 

magical place called: ART CLASS.

Holy S*@% was art class a game 

changer. You’re telling me I get to 

spend an entire class just drawing 

and no one yells at me for not paying 

attention?? I’m sold.

In movies, there is always 

foreshadowing that hints at where the 

plot’s going to end up. This is one of 

those moments.

The fun thing about documenting 

your life in a book is that you pick up 

on the foreshadowing in your own life 

and you’re like “yup, that’s where it 

started.”

I had always enjoyed drawing but this 

was a chance to learn new ways to 

make art and what to do. 

I started to discover that I didn’t really 

think about a lot while I worked. 

Drawing offered a little quiet time 

from whatever was worrying me at 

the time. It is a similar experience to 

meditation without having to give 

my brain free reign to worry about 

random things.

Middle school meant 
that I had to start 
changing classes and we 
weren’t allowed to carry 
backpacks. Everyone had 
to carry around giant 
stacks of everything 
they could possibly need. 
The only thing holding 
it together was wishful 
thinking.

Imagine, 5-foot tall 
me trying to navigate 
through a packed hallway 
attempting to carry 
everything I own and 
hoping for the best.

You can imagine how difficult it is to pick 
up something you dropped while still 
holding on to everything else while also 
in a crowded hallway. I’ve never been so 
coordinated in my life.



Next Steps
1. Professional Printing 
 Print hard cover copies and distribute to my family members

2. Finish Promotional Website 
 Make a couple tweaks and adjust a couple sections and go more in depth on the book

3. Make a Second Book
 Theoretically create a second book 10-20 years out about this next section of my life



Thank you!
Special thanks to Missy, Greg, Salli, and 
Scott for all your help, and to my family for 
letting me share our stories


