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Editorial

Lately I've been thinking a lot about the act of finishing. To me it is a skill in
and of itself. My career background is in graphic design. A strange job in
many ways... Basically, an element of it is to be creative on demand and to a
strict schedule. Things that a lot of ‘creative types' would argue goes against
the process. In some ways this is true, but again, it's a skill. Skills must be
cultivated and developed over time and with practice.

| consider a lot of my commercial work to be ‘unfinished’ because I'd have
liked to explore more ideas, but time and budget constraints meant | couldn't.
The clients were happy though. They certainly didn’t consider the work they
got to be incomplete.

Nearly all of the commercially successful creative people | know don't sit
around waiting for inspiration to strike before getting on with their job. No, it's
a process.... You DO whatever it is you do, whether you feel like it or not.
Some days you produce utter crap, most days you won't. But making shit is
still making something. Contrary to popular belief I'm a firm believer that you
can in fact polish a turd. You see, it's much easier to make improvements to
something that already exists than spend time thinking about every little detail
of your creation before you make a start.

So... Finishing. | find myself less than 3 pages away from completing the inks
on a solo book I've been picking at for the last 18 months or so. This will be
my first complete comic issue as an artist, and once it's all inked the
remainder of the processes are in my creative comfort zone. But it seems to
be taking me a very long time to crawl over that finish line. | really don't know
why. I'm so excited to get it ready to show people and eventually sell. I'm
really proud of the work I've put into it, and that | have done every single step
in the comic making process. | guess it's that prospect of sharing, and to a
certain degree giving up sole ownership of it that might be slowing me down.
Once you share your art you no longer get to control it. Anyone can take it in,
process it and take a little piece for themselves. Sometimes in ways you never
imagined or intended. | don’t see my self as a precious creator... Maybe I'm
just holding onto this one a little too tight.

And this is the part of the process where completing work becomes a skill.
The closer you get, the more you can psyche yourself out about what
happens next.

That being said, we are very happy to have completed this latest issue of
Sliced for you! It has a few firsts. We've tried to heavily feature short form
comics, there is an experimental ‘jam-piece’ and the opening chapter of our
first serialisation.

Ken Reynolds
Editor

July 2017
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Eventually everything ends.
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I WANDeRED,
LONELY AS A CLOUD
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WAS THINKING

I DIDN'T S€€ ANY DAFFODILS, EITHER.

ABOUT COMICS,
OR SOMETHING.

HALF-WAY TO WORK

BEFORE T REALISED.




~FAa A AR,
NN AN [1_1‘-

- . VhiVhY' W

=4 =) v <

AU . 1 yld >

N7 =4 N4 =V ? DY é'l;

i W\ Wal= W\ Kl‘a,'/'& L : NG =

‘a;|z N7 =4 74 =14 % =) L e r g > !

AU A 'AM@;—-{/A 4 = o (] =\

YA = = 'y st 4 BN, i B S X
v DY 1 IT'S A BAREFOOT FEELING OF | 4

~Z8 T

ORCHID PIGS.
ASQUATCH DAT‘_LN(.-.
WYNFORD HOTEL P

% =4 %
P UAY
S =V N7 =4 7
A FLASH OF AURA

AGAINST REALITY'S
AN AP HIP CHRVATLIRE,

N\ =N

CABARET
EYES SHINING
HEAPPHONE
NOPS.




A TWIRLING OF MIRACLE
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LOOK, | PIDNAE I WASH MY FACE ANP CLEAN
WAN' TAE GO

MY DISHES, IN THAT SINK AND
4 |POONSTAIRS IN THE YOU PIsseD IN IT!
WHAT THE FREEZIB; CoLD, | %ﬂRNHAE STAND
HELL ARE YOU THESE BEPSIT WARRENS WI'
SHARED BATHROOMS

YOU BEGGED
AND HOW PO You pPiss ME AS A MATE TO PUT You
YOU REPAY ME? ! 33

UP AFTER THE PARTY! WHY?
50 WHY NOT STAY OVER AT YOUR S50 You po STAY OVER AT DETTI'S
'GIRLFRIEND'S' FLAT?

SOMETIMES? | MEAN YOU'RE
ZOULDNAE PUT ME UP Y RZHAGGING HER, RIGHT?

-HER SISTER'S STAYING

=T ™
I WIS SLEEPIN' ON THE FLOOR O' THE
MONKEY NUKES, RIGHT? AND THAT'S TOTALLY
ILLEGAL, | GOT A TIP OFF THAT COUNCIL
INSPECTORS ARE DOING A TRAWL TH'NIGHT...

OCH, | DIDNAE SAY THAT. IT'S I'VE KNOWN DETTI FOR A LONG
EARLY DAYS FOR DETTI AND ME.

TIME, | KNEW HER LONG BEFORE ADAM, I'M 50 SORRY... I'LL
WE'RE TAKING THINGS SLOWLY... | || KNEW YOU. AND YOU AND

NO' PISS IN YOUR
HER TOGETHER,..IT MAKES ME... I
ﬁ *a

SINK AGAIN
YKNOW...UNCOMFORTABLE
£
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A SHORT Comic. 8Y TARA LYCY, 20117

THE FLOOR I$ MADE OF LAVA!




A STRANGE PLACE




WORMFOOD

(C) DAVID HAILWOOD

THERE'S SOMETHING DIFFERENT
kBOUT YOU TODAY TEFF. HAVE
YOU LOST WEIGHT?

k ROTWEILLER
RAN OFF WITH
MY LEG.

NICE GOING, TERK-ASS. YoU
PUT HeR OFF. NOW SHe
THINKS YOU'RE ALIVE,

T'LL TRY
TO GET HeR
KTTENTION
WITH &
MUSCULAR

AND THEN TOLD ALL HIS MATES ABOUT
IT IN CHURCH, MLONG WITH MANY QUDE
GESTURES AND CRIES Of 'Wéﬂé?’f”

THAT WAS
PRETTY STUPID
WASN'T 177

-

WELL, YOU SHRGGED THAT
VICAR'S WIFE FRANK,
REMEMBER?

SOMETIMES THIS DEATH
BUSINESS GETS TO Me. PzND >

FIND MYSELF
THINKING

'WHY me?’
'WHY Me?’

W d—

MAN, THOSE JOODOO
RESURRECTION CEREMONIES
SURE ARE SOMETHING!

b S

7 DID You
GET CAKE? T
60T Chie.




AH, DEATH'S BRILLIANT,
ISNT IT FRENK?

WE GET TO LIe AROUND ON OUR BACKS
ALL DAY, ENTOYING THE SUN. 600D
OLD DEATH. LOVeL! DEATH.

T'LL TELL YOU ANOTHER THING
THET'S BRILLIANT, TEFF,
SELF-DENIAL.

At Yeh!
SELF-DENIAL'S
GREMT. LOVELY,
LOVELY SELF-
DENIAL.
-

LET'S PLAY K DIFFERENT
GAME. THIS HIDE AND
SEEK'S RUBBISH.

TOU KNOW THAT SAYING ‘LIVE
FAST, DIe YOUNG AND LERVE K
600D-LOOKING CORPSE?’

L 7

189
BoLLOCKS
ISN'T 117

HRVE YOU EVeR EXPERIENCED AN

OVERWHELMINGLY STRONG SENSE

OF DETA-VU, TEFF?
-

HRVE YOU EVER EXPERIENCED AN

OVERWHELMINGLY STRONG SENSE

OF DETA-VU, TeFF?
-

HRVE YOU EVER EXPERIENCED AN
OVERWHELMINGLY STRONG SENSE
OF DETA-VU, TEFF?

WHAT'S T
SODDING FeeL







I'MNOT SCAREP OF THE PARK....

I'M SCAREV THAT THE PARK WILL NEVER END.

TAZ



— There was electricity in the air that night, the gloom of the sky

—  predisposed a storm brewing. I sat in the back seat of the taxi
glancing out of the window at the passing scenery, fresh to the
mind yet it held a familiarity.
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I paid the driver and made I felt the cold in my bones If there is one thing which
my exit. Within seconds my as the rain seeped into my really gets me down it’s
coat was drenched. shoes saturating my socks. having wet feet.
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I decided it was not the time to be concerned with such exasperation,
to woman up and focus. I had to keep reminding myself to concentrate
on the task. This point had taken me a year to reach, all the time, all
the lost sleep, to reach this moment. I had no idea what I was to meet
when I entered, I just knew I needed to see what was behind that
door. I was aware of the risk I was putting myself in. I had no
experience in this field just an excessive curiosity and perhaps too
much time on my hands.



I wondered how
the house was still
standing. I found
myself questioning
if anyone could
find comfort in
this decrepit
shelter.

My mind kept

=3 drifting to the

worst—case scenario.
I wasn’t sure if I was
ready to stomach the
reality of what could
be behind the door.

I've never had a strong stomach and I felt myself retch with the thoughts
drifting in and out of my mind.

Alas, the curiosity was still alive and I knew until I found answers 1
wouldn’t have been able to let it lie. So I collected myself and with one
hand on the door handle I counted myself in...




My first reaction was the
malodorous air. It was
completely thick with

a damp, stale

stench. =

The years had taken their toll and it h
molded into a pulp of junk.

. =
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For this I decided to choose my s
carefully. Especially as the whole
place was trickling with rain from the _
storm outside. Washing the walls and -
adding ever more moisture to the

heap of congealed detritus.

Everywhere was
covered in decay.
I couldn’t work

out what most of
the debris
originally was.




My heart stopped while I was grounded within the moment. It was as
though the light was guiding me towards clarlty and with it my legs
felt the weight of anticipation.

Each step I took a
deep breath until
I approached the
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A teardrop slid down
and caressed my cheek.

The reality was I
had no reason to
be there and why
I was there was
still uncertain.

I followed a whim
and at what risk
I was to find out
but as my courage
found me I turned
around to face
the towering
shadow.

After all, I had
come so far and
this could well
be Farquhar.



Farquhar

Part 1

To be continued...

Tara Lucy
2017



Buddha of New York

Hello, my name is Malek Hawkins and | am a comic book writer from New
York, | am currently looking for an artist to work with me on a project that
involves a story which features Buddhist mythology but in a modern, urban
setting.

Ben and | have put together a small companion piece to set the scene.

- Malek Hawkins

Put simply, this is a modern retelling of the origin story of Gautama Buddha.
Its the story of a man, born into luxury, shut away from reality, who one day
travels to the outside world, who witnesses first hand phenomena such as
poverty, illness and death.

He then undergoes a period of deep contemplation, whereupon he is set
upon by all manner of demons, perhaps they are of supernatural origin,
perhaps they are manifestations of his own fears, negative forces.
Finally, he thinks his way out.

In some ways this can be read as a myth, but for me it's very comparable to
meeting the "black dog" of depression, or periods of anxiety, panic attacks
etc.

| contacted Malek about maybe doing something together a while back.
He's working on an action adventure story that mixes urban environments
with Buddhist mythology and | just really liked the idea. It just stuck in my
head.

Should Malek be successful in finding an artist, he intends to release the
comic as a web periodical on the Omnicomics website:
www.omnicomics.net

For me it stopped being a publicity stunt for a webcomic and became a
little art project quite early on. Buddha in New York, how can you not love
that?

- Ben Peter Johnson
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Jenny Brown
ARTIST

Twitter: @JenRhyssa28
dragonfairydesign.co.uk
jenbrown.bigcartel.com

Brad Brooks

CREATOR

Twitter: @ninthart
https://www.instagram.com/ninthart
dribbble.com/ninthart

David Hailwood

WRITER

Twitter: @DavidCJHailwood
davidhailwood.blogspot.co.uk
facebook.com/biodegradablecomic
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WRITER
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CREATOR

Twitter: @Shadow1972
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CREATOR
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CREATOR
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facebook.com/nienawidzeludzi666

Tara Lucy
CREATOR

Twitter: @drawingsbytaral
drawingsbytaralucy.com
facebook.com/drawingsbytaralucy
instagram.com/drawingsbytaralucy

Simon Mackie
CREATOR

toonsup.com/simonmackie
theduckwebcomics.com/Flick_and_Jube

Rahil Mohsin

CREATOR
instagram.com/rahil_mohsin
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John Osborn
WRITER

Twitter: @GobsOsborn

Ken Reynolds

CREATOR

Twitter: @kreynoldsdesign
kenreynoldsdesign.co.uk
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instagram.com/kenreynoldsdesign

Ben Rowdon
CREATOR

Bob Schroeder
CREATOR

bobschroeder.byethost3.com

Taz
CREATOR

David Thomas
WRITER

Email: dai72@hotmail.co.uk
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Are you a comic creator?

If you've enjoyed this issue, and like what we're all about,
get involved. We are running an open submissions policy
for future issues.

We're looking for ‘slice of life’ stories told in experimental
and innovative ways, this includes comics, narrative
illustrations and infographics. We aren't interested in
zombies, vampires, aliens or superheroes; there are plenty
of comics that have those bases covered.

We want stories that communicate. They can be funny,
serious, moving, thought provoking. You can do whatever
you want, as long as it isn't offensive or inappropriate.

We put the spotlight on the narrative potential of comics.
HOW the story is told is as important as WHAT it's about.

Writers, artists, or all-round creators are welcome. We're
happy to make creative teams if necessary.

slicedquarterly.co.uk/submissions

Twitter: @slicedquarterly
Facebook: facebook.com/Sliced-Quarterly
Email: editor@slicedquarterly.co.uk




