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INTRODUCTION

This is the very first volume of the Comic Book School 8-page Anthology:
Panel 1, showcasing the talents of writers, artists, editors, and dozens of
supportive comic book nerds. We put together comics from new, and previously
unpublished creators with some indie makers mixed in. The result is the comic
book you are about to read. We are immensely proud of the work we have put
together here and the community behind the scenes.

How this all started...

When Buddy Scalera ran the Comic Book School panels at New York Comic
Con, he was surprised that year after year so many aspiring creators attended his
panels but never broke into the industry. Each year hed see many of the same
faces at the Creator Connection networking events, but they still seemed stuck on
the outside. Buddy’s friends and industry professionals showed massive audiences
exactly how the magic was made. And yet there weren't many new comics coming
out of those amazing interactions.

I met Buddy Scalera, at New York Comic Con in 2019 at the Comic Book
School Creator Connection panel. I had a great time meeting a ton of interesting
people. I mentioned to Buddy my lack of confidence in my ability to produce
creatively. He took the time to speak with me one-on-one about that doubt.
Buddy challenged me to write an 8-page comic for New York Comic Con 2020. I
wrote myself a schedule and sent it to Buddy for accountability. He thought it was
great, and asked me to share it with others from the networking events. Thus, the
8-page Challenge was born. But as in any great epic, the universe had other plans..

The global events of 2020 can’t be overstated: we all had a lot to deal with
as our worlds turned upside down. But even with everything that happened, we
succeeded and created this anthology. We built a community of creators and
support for those creators. We hope to continue this 8-page challenge every year,
bringing more creators into the world of published comics.

To all of our creators, your work is spectacular. I could never have guessed
at New York Comic Con in 2019 that I would be reading, and reviewing such a
diverse and interesting set of stories. I appreciate all of your submissions, hard
work, collaboration, and determination. This anthology is for you, and I hope that
it is everything you hoped it would be, because thanks to you, for me, it is.

Id like to give a big shout out and a delayed hug to our IT support, Kevin
Pei, who not only kept the council in touch but helped keep the forums up
and running for this newly formed digital community. Many thanks to Arielle
Lupkin for always volunteering and having something to contribute, your joy and



enthusiasm are contagious. Cathy Kirch, thank you for being available always and
for helping mentor many of us with writing and storytelling knowledge to make
us all better creators. Thank you to Maryam Mark for keeping our community
a positive place of learning and sharing that keeps our community welcoming
to new members. And thank you to Rob Andersin for being the Comic Book
Advocate around the clock and teaching us the ways of live streaming and living
digitally. Kyle Rose, thank you for supporting the council, always being the voice
of reason and the first to support others in their own great ideas. And thank you
to Kristian Stout for helping with all the legalese that makes our heads spin; your
assistance remains an invaluable asset to our community. All the thanks to Kris
Burgos, Bolu Oriowou, Matthew Timpanelli, and Mike Ponce, thank you for your
involvement and volunteering to get our tasks complete as this year comes to a
close. Finally thanks to Grant Shorter for hanging in there with us and supporting
our site and our eyes with all the visuals Comic Book School has to offer. And to
all the people on the council and in the community, we couldn’t have done this
without any of you.

To A. A. Rubin, thank you for your experience and motivation which
not only kept us on track, but brought us to the finish line. Without your tireless
efforts and follow-up, this anthology would not have happened. Thank you for the
idea of the Flash Fiction section, and for staying up past your kids’ bedtime to get
this done. Thank you.

And to Buddy, we did it; we made a comic book anthology, we built a
community of Comic Book Creators, and we are published. Your continued
encouragement of the people in this community is inspiring, and your faith in me
has helped me more than I can express in words. You are the leader we were all
hoping for and didn’t even know it. Let’s do it again next year.

D. Alley
Editor, Comic Book School
December, 2020

“A leader is best
When people barely know he exists
Of a good leader, who talks little,
When his work is done, his aim fulfilled,
They will say, “We did this ourselves.”
-Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching



THE BATTLE OF THE
BELLY OF THE BEAST

Writer/Penciler/Inker/Colorist/Letterer:

Boluwatife Oriowo

On Twitter @aesderelict

For more visit: https://boluoriowo.wixsite.com/oriowoportfolio

The Battle of the Belly of the Beast © 2020 by Boluwatife Oriowo
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PREVIOUSLY ON
KIP KERSTOMM:

MAN OF TOMORROW'S
YESTERDAY FROM THE

AN AMBUSH
FROM THE DCEADLY
INTERGALACTIC
BOUNTY HUNTERS,
THE ERADIKOR/!
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ﬁf’" A ROUTINE MISSION . w:gNrLig!:;zsé;;E
[ FOR KIP AND VANESSA N
TOOK A COMPLICATED A OF THE SOFSERVIAN |
TURN... i || EMPIRE wWaAS INTERRUPTED
- - 3 BY...

1
THE CHASE CAME
/ TO A SUDDEN HALT...

WHEN THE Twio . /" ﬁ
=

SHIPS FOUND THEMSELVES

"y NOW OUR HEROES
ON THE WRONG SIDE A MUST &TRUGGLE TO
OF A GRUBNARIAN MUNCHNER. m SURVIVE...

THE BATTLE OF THE BELLY OF THE BEAST

STORY AND ART BY BOLU ORIOWO
@aesderelict




WE'VE LOST
THOSE GOONS

T ~Za \\ FOR NOW,

BUT IT WON'T N\
BE LONG BEFORE |- -
THEY FIND US. ANY PLANS
FOR GETTING
ou-r OF HERE?

YEAH,
You couLD
SaY I'VE HAD

A GUT FEELING

OR TWo...

YOU'VE
SEEN THOSE
oL’ HoLo-VIPS
RIGHT?
HEROES &TUCK IN
A GIANT MONSTER
GET OUT BY GETTING
IT TO SNEEZE
OR THROW UP.

DPEFINTELY
TRAUMATIZING,
BUT POSSIBLY

EFFECTIVE.
YOUVE

THOUGHT THIS
THROUGH, RIGHT?
YOU'RE SURE You
KNOW THAT'S IT&-

I'M THINKING THE

| SEE THAT,
| 'WESSA7 LOOKS
B LIKE & UVULA

IT WORKS
LIKE ONE
Too.

SINCE WE'RE IN
TUMMY TOWN,

OTHER'S OUR
GO To. UVULA, TRIGGER A
REACTION AND

RIDE THE WAVE

To FREEDOM, ‘
— N Ll

BETTER, WE'RE
CLOSER TO
OUR &HIP THAN
THEY ARE TO
THEIRS.

8/
a

..WHERE DID
You GoT




I WAS GOING
TO ASK IF
YOU KNEW WHAT
THIS THING'S UVULA

LOOKED LIKE.
ALIEN

ANATOMY,
M REMEMBERT

S WHY'D You
S4HOOT ITS

OOBLAK? - ;
N wWAS THAT .

! W2 SUPPOSED

To po
SOMETHINGT

HERE, HOLD?

/' THE PRINCE.

T'LL GIVE You
SOME TIME
TO FIGURE
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T MAYBE 10 SECONDS |
~~ REMEMBER R TO WAVE-RIDING  /
WHAT HAPPENED P
AT YOUR DAD'S )

LIFE-DAY

—

/7 BACK TO THE ™

l" SHIP, THERE'S

\ NOoTIMETO
. EXPLAIN! /

" YOU'D THINK
THEY'D AT LEAST
DIE WITH







BRON THE LUCKY IN...
HAIL CHAOS

Written/Art/Letterer: Zach Herring

On Instagram: @zherring

Colorist: Maja Opacic

On Instagram: @maja colorist

Story Edits: Mia Herring

For more visit: RedherringComics.com

Bron the Lucky in... Hail Chaos! © 2020 by Zach Herring
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SIT WHEREVER
You LIKE, T GUESS.
BUT DON'T SLOSH.

OR THREE
CROWNS, IF YoU
HAVE THEM.

AND FIND A SEAT. PICK
ONE ouTCoME You- £

might I have thmsz
I SWedr to you,

more pmts shall
swiftlLy follow.

I GUESS T CouLD
USE SOME CoMP-

But frst, my
tongue! It 1S
BONE dRY!




©oh GOds, aye.
AdRMKING 1S Ohe of
the sacrements

OF MY OR&ER,

I.am an acolyte
Of Leuc

this tale
BeGgMs m the
VERY Same
tavern that
we sit m now.

GOd Of chance

and Luck.

f YOU'RE A
PRIESTT WHO
DRINKST

I had spent weeks
CarROUsSmMG My way
across the
glLowious port here
on WORLA-GOASESS
Illyavana.

we Live h WoRrlLas
Cruelly dommated By
mtractaele fate and
prophecy. Illyavana’s
te was to se
MuRdered and fall mto
the cuter darkness and
€ndLeSs decay.

BUL to quote
OUR SCRIPLURES:

“as OUR CLOCKWORK
umverse ticks ever
on, € 4s Grams of
sand mits gears.”

Bedlam 1S My ORSER'S
callmg, and I was
Lookmg to sow 1t at
Tllyavana's eehest,
mayhap enough
Bedlam to save her.

as we set off,
traversmg the
great voia,
Illyavana's GRandeur
RECEDIED FROM VIEW.

and after a
fortmaht of

hard travel...

S0, GUIdEd BY Chance
and my talisman, T
was rRecruitied for a
quest to ostensmly
spare her that
Sreadful fate.




W€ arrived at
the dreaded
hunter, X6t1s. the
VERY NECRO-GOD
fated to murder
fam 1llyavana

one thousand years ago,
he Began drawmg s

terrmBLe ARROW BaCK ...and

4 MERE 200 YEARS PROM
now, 1t 1s foretold he will
Loose 1t, kilLmg IlLyavana

and destroymg all her
patrons..

the mas saron
meismer mmtiated
OuR jomt adventure,
4and he was also my
Glide, though he said
Little on our
VOyage...

we docked on the
VERY ARROW Whose
MURBEROUS ARC I
was determmesd to
stop.

~|| anad those who
. GReeted us at
the port?

...I sensead that
s fate
mtractaely
tangled with
IlLyavana and
xotas.

1f such wights
Greeted us at our
BeERth, what woulad
await us at our
JOURNEY'S €Nd?

necromatic
vassals.

mamgestations

of the terrmle

archer~Godlng
hmselg.

Light m the d1stancy
the terrmle visap




qon

mayhap I could
trousle you to

8UT I'M TRy
THS WAS M

at every fork
m our path on
X6t1s, 1
casted Lots

we mtroduce
chance By castmg
Lots fOR quidance,

4as a holLy sacrament AS PRAYER,
Of OUR ORSER.

)

attemptmg to
SOW chaos,
only to read
the same
BORMG
ANSWER...

“EORWARS", until the
BRUMOUS Lights at the
distance horizon
Rrevealed themselves
to pe a derelict
sepulchre.

I wWavered on
castig one Last
time, But decided,

on my own,

to proceed

“LORWARD.®
whyever notz

BRING FOUR, ah, no,
five draughts,
posthastez

splLendid!
now, sk troll,
WhERE was 1?2

ah yes! Rescumg
Illyavana from
PROPhECY. SO, as OUR
WORLAS are dommated
BY fate, SO my oréer's
POWER COmes frRom
mtroducmng chance to
events previouslLy set
m stone.

PORWAR
stillz hels.

“CORWAaRS”, 1t
Read, through the
stmkmg marshes,

and colLlapsmg
BRIAGES.

“CORWARA",
until xétis’s
visage
Blotted out




ENQUGH TITTERING.
ALL OF You.

Baron, you are

. ( garJ By many
\ ecades.

We cannot act
early any more
\ than we could
And whom has bt
he prought® A

FRIENDS. PLEASE. T

HAVE BROUGHT THIS

HARDY ACOLYTE OF
CHANCE, ALL THE WAY

...An interesting
development,
Meismer. Come with
us, both of you

fORWaRd.
PORWARS! EVER
FORWARS!

AND SHALL wWe
CONSULT YOUR

BLOOSY thing
must se
BROKEN...

SO we
BEGAN OUR
aecent

1tself.

what more, 1 coula

SENse ~~ another

dRaught, thank you

KmaLy ~~ Licit
mdcmmlxt

{
with each step,
the BARON ana those A
k dreadtul wights., I felt the

fmagers of fate
tighten around

my throat,
though T knew
not why.
t‘-hege empmp%
me SEEPER M
T
ated an
w1 Sl
a\:ae&“ngf }ne €nd of our
: short passage
was 1t made
clear...




that 1s..a
mountam of
skulls

The skulls we tale and
pile as an offerina. When
we finish our labor, The
Great Hunter takes
another celestial for the
Necrotic Hosts.

W\ ALTAR, You J
B, DOLT- g it was to be lllyavana,
7 the Light-Bringer
next. And Baron yeismer
was fated to be our last
sacrifice to secure her
for our host.

But here he is, early, and
with a supstitute whom
Fate accepts, that
is a-

That mountain
represents @
tgnousand
sacrifices to
Xotis,

T HAVE HWAD 1T WITH
OUR INFERNAL
DEFERNCE TO

\ YOURIDIOT [/

g |
! '“-‘n.— ;

T AM TO BE FREE OF |

MISERABLE FATE AND

AN INTRACTABLE

No MoRE
PROPHECIES, NOR
EMPTY PRAYERS TO

TINPOT BAUBLES,




A fire in our
inner-mos+t
chambers!

Blasphemy!!

adventures never
feel complete
until 1 smash

sacrificed to
X6t18, Baron
meISmeR
4 PrOphecy of
my own and

/ hanatas N\
GOOd as any \
ROLL, clearly |

mtrodUCE you
to my faithful

T WILL NOT
COME THIS

...NO SACRIfICES
WwiLl € had m



7 Meismerrrrr., You will

never be rid of us,
on your deathbed,
we will--

we sped through,
the rapidly
collapsing toms,
3RY and untouches,
went up Like a
tmaerBoxR.

chaos 1s
callmg. !

we
disemearkesd
from xéts,
and 1 shut
myseLt m my
capm to
RrReflect,

tismy
sacramental duty.
and yet my
susserviance to 1t
18, Mm and of 1tself,
1its own form of
servitude.

1S EVERY Man a
slave to

on reflLection,
1 realized...
hold a moment,

Good troll! _

€VEN A4S We
Lunged for
safety, paron
meISMeR's
careless taunt
troueled me.

fOUR MORE!
fOR WE are onLy at
the madle of my
tale, sut have
completely fimshed
OUR dRMKS!




CAMRIDDEON AND THE
LEIGHMAN LURKERS

Writer: Jack Holder

On Twitter: @jackholderAl

For more visit: http://www.arcaneinkdustries.com

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: Evan Scale

For more visit: http://evanscaleart.com

On Instagram: @evan scale art

On Twitter: @Evan Scale

Letterer: Micah Myers

Camriddeon and the Leighman Lurkers © Jack Holder & Evan Scale
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. A

1l HADP
SENT FROM DANNISFIRE.

BUT I MEAN,; PANNISFIRE, THE =
CAPITAL OF THE KINGPOM! TO 4 ARE You

DEAL WITH SOME LONELY '
BACKWATER LIKE LEIGHMAN. T@Ef&ggﬁélﬁ?

THANK YOU SO MUCH.
THE LURKER WAS NEVER

NO ONE CAME
TO LEIGHMAN. NOBOPRY
CAREDP ABOUT LEIGHMAN.
THE BEST THING YOU CoULP
PO IN A TOWN LIKE OURS
WAS LEAVE.

IT'S FOLKS
LIKE YOU THAT
MAKE LIFE WORTH
LIVING. WHAT ELSE

\ COULP I PO BUT

Bz A




NOW; THE

GENERATIONS, N |
SEEMS LIKE, IT ;
HAUNTS THE OLP

CROSSROAPS WEST
OF HERE,; ESPECIALLY
AT NIGHT. IT USEP TO
JUST PULL WHEELS
OFF WAGONS, SPOIL
EGGS, SOAK A FINE
\  TUNIC. PRANKS.

AND
WHO DOESN'T
ENJOY A GooP

PRANKZ

YES, UM...
HARRUMPH! T
MEAN, WE WOULDPN'T
SUMMON,; T MEAN; ASK
FOR A MAGE OF YOUR
CALIBER FOR PRANKS.

PLEASE PON'T
THINK THAT,

THE JOKES HAVE

AT PUSK,; TRAVELERS
CAN HEAR A WAILING,
PRIVING THEM
OFF THE PATH.




ANP WHAT
WOoULP You
LIKE ME TO PO
ABOUT THIS
CREATUREZ

KILL IT. GET

RIP OF IT; T
PON'T CARE. IT'S
TIME THE LURKER

4 WAS GONE.

TONIGHT;
ELPER.

I'LL TAKE
CARE OF IT
TONIGHT.

ALL DPAY. AND ALL SCRTS
OF GAMES. HIPE AND SEEK,
FOLLOW THE LEAPER. HE
TOLD OUR FORTLINES,
MAPE A FOOL OF HIMSELF.

S\
-

l ANP WHEN IT CAME TIME
TO GO OUT, HE WAS

[ 1 READY AND WILLING TO
FACE THE MONSTER.

-\




m - 1] [ am | | FE N ’
THE LEIGHMAN CROSSROAPS BUT EVERYONE KNOWS THE POWER |l
AREN'T ANYTHING SPECIAL. ONE i OF THE CROSSROADPS. IT 15 A

WAY LEADS TO LEIGHMAN AND ps. |
BACK OUT TO THE WESTERN !
WILPERNESS. THE OTHER
\ CONNECTS THE NORTHERN
Ty ICELANDS WITH SOUTHERN
| ROYALTY. NOTHING FOR LEAGUES. |4

e

o3




SOMETIMES,
LOOKING BACK;
I FEEL A PANG

OF REGRET.

THIS LURKER THOUGHT THAT T COULP
STEAL THE POWER OF THE CROSS-
ROAPS. BECAUSE IT WAS A MONSTER.

IT FORGOT
WHERE THE @
POWER FIRST

| PWELLEP.

NO ONE BESIPES

THE KING KNEW OF

THE MAGE'S PARK
PARENTAGE.

IF THEY PID;
WOULP HE

BE ALLOWEP
TO LIVEZ |




THREE )
CHEERS FOR
THE HERO OF

LE/GHAMANL LY

: HE ACCEPTED THE THANKS, AND 8l || oo T know THAT HE HAD THAT
CONGRATLILATIONS. EVEN TO HAVE THE | — DARKNESS IN HIM, BACK THENZ
CROSSROADS RENAMED IN HIS HONOR. | OF COURSE NOT. Woul

. WOULP T
HAVE SAIP ANYTHINGZ

A

[ _Bur I kNew THAT
| _THERE WAS MORE TO
THIS STORY THAN THERE
APPEARED TO BE.




WEAVING TRICKS
ANP PETTY MAGICS
FOR A BIT OF FUN,

HAVEN'T YOUZ

AH. THERE YoUu
ARE. WONPERED WHY
YOU FOLLOWED ME.

BUT
LINFORTUNATELY,
IT'S YOUR

DECIPED THAT
YOUR PLAYGROUNDP
WAS ITS HUNTING
GROUNP. WELL,
HE'S TAKEN
CARE OF.




DON'T BE LIKE
THAT. YOU KNOW
WHAT THEY'LL PO
IF THEY FINP YOuU.
IT'LL BE IRON; ANP

I WON'T HAVE THAT

ON MY CONSCIENCE.

\ IT'S BLACK ENOUGH
AS T 18,

PURGES; AND PEATH.

SUCH KNOWLEPGE,
SUCH REGRET. I FELT
WRETCHED, LIVING
DPOWN TO ITS
EXPECTATIONS.

IT'6 NOT YOUR '\
FAULT. SOMETIMES |
WE JUST AREN'T
REAPY TO FACE
THE WONPER OF
THE WORLP.

I NEVER SAW CAMRIPPEON AGAIN. WE
HEARD OF HIS APVENTURES, HIS TRAGEDRY.
THE TEARING OF HIS SOUL. BUT I NEVER
GOT TO TELL HIM WHAT HE MEANT.

| e b
LURKERZ
WeLL... |

JUST MAYBE.
YOUu ARE.




THE CREATIVE JOURNEY

Writer/Letterer: Rob Andersin

For more visit: MrAnderSiN.com

On Facebook: @Mr.Rob.Andersin

and ComicBookAdvocates.com

Pencillers/Inkers/Colorists:
Mike Sealie
Kvgir
Peter A. Deluca
Martha Schwartz
Danny McCallum
Criss Madd

Editor: Chuck Pineau
For more visit: mrandersin.website/cbs-8-page-challenge

The Creative Journey © 2020 by Rob AnderSin
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lis CREATIVE JOURWEY...........

The ANSWER TO AN 8-PAGE CHALLENGE by COMIC BOOK SCHOOL
WE ALL GET INTRODUCED FOR SOME OF US IT BECOMES

TO COMICS IN SOME WAY... A LIFE-LONG PASSION THAT...
P , = 7 'j m
. PA Z = ¥ THE BEST
A\ (‘.”'r : 0
w ' @f' W
! ‘.“.'_1
o>
G L
X ' G,
\ =
/i
“
= BECOMES PART OF WHO
WE ARE WHILE COMBINING

WITH OUR VERY DNA.




iF--—

That Fandom follows us through out our Life, and for some
of us, it becomes more than fandom, it turis into a need ko
create what we LOVE-our OWN comics for the world to read.,

Created to
i.hsPi.re and
entertain...

The process
crea&mg comics
mqui.res...

—

o




i P P — T S

A CREATIVE JOURNEY THAT REQUIRES

- - T a —i N VSN
A STUDY OF THE CRAFT OF COMICS ITSELF |
N FROM MULTIPLE RESPECTED SOURCES.

[ A

IT’s UP 10 You 10 GET AN

EOUCATION? !

YOU HAVE 10 ATTEND
PANELS ABOUT CREATING
COMICS, WATCH VIDEOS

ABOUT CREATING COMICS
AND YOU HAVE 70 ASK
THE QUESTIONS YOU
HAVE 70 THOSE
WHO CAN GIVE
YOU ANSWERS.

Your DipLoma wiLL BE GIVEN TO You THE PROCESS wiLL Require Deorcarion,
RePETITION, PRACTICE ANO AT TIMES,

8y THE FANS via THEIR SUPPORT -
OF YOUR VARIOUS PROJECTS, B G SACRIFICE!
You wiiL

Y,

J 4,

YOUR NEED For 4 : - HAVE T0
> \ »:—— )
(owrinceo EQUCATION . PRSI~ 75 PRIORITIZE
MR BN, ) e
3 A Pt To BECOME SUCCESSFUL
IT WILL B€ \/ R 4 ano SACRIFICE some or THE
up TO YOU TO ' ' THINGS YOU MAY ENJOY TO
CONTINUE TO / MAKE THE TIME NEEOED
LEARN ANO GROW r0 CREATE.
AS A CREATOR. % A “AKAPAD2.625 -~




Despite how hard you work
on your Creative Journey,
Life will continue to move at
its normal pace. Just because
you are creating your Own New
‘Worlds doesn't mean the one
you live in will slow down for
you so you can create. You will
have to live in both the World
around you and the ones you are |
creating at the same time and keep ||
on track in all these worlds you
belong to. Life has a way
of getting in the way just like in
your stories. And a lot can
happen to you on this Journey
You May Decide to Tie the Knot.

include
all the
stresses
of having
a job and
coming
home after
to work
on our
Creations.

For many
of us at the |
_ -] beginning, we ||
:,_-._:..,‘ will have to
—2% keep working
a day job to
pay the bills

— and keep

us creating.
That will...

Bad things will probably happen
to you, some of which may change
your life in negative ways. You
Jlwill have Setbacks and Suffer some

Losses along the way. That's Life.
1

[{5 [ It will become about what is NEXT

& Wi 1= |1l | Ls] that will shape Your Creative Journey.

n 1y 0 []I.l" Every experience in your life can- and

ﬁ often will- shape your creations. Even

““ iy Crippling loss can be later used to tell

] M 0 o story of a broken system or even

—1 W0 tnpgo T, I B Give Hope

o, 3 %ﬁ—ﬁ% '] to Those
RN X who May

S == NEED it

" - MOST!




T e || There will be moments in your Journey
that will change you, motivate you, excite
you and inspire you to change the world
around you. You may become a parent and
see the world in a new way. That moment
can inspire in you a change that you never
see coming, until, you hold that lil' human
in your arms and feel that responsibility of
making the world better for them. You may
be inspired by a scientific discovery that is
so interesting to you it inspires you to make
something never seen before.
You may leave behind
all you know and start a
new life in a new place.
You may be inspired by
New LOVE or maybe a
reconnection to the Love
you already had and took
it for granted for too long.
Life itself will be the
thing that inspires you in
ways that you will not see
coming, and it will be for
you to express through
your
by creations
even
|when you
1 reach a
painful
end. As

that is

— fuel for

l Creation.

| You have

to learn
to tap

into your
life for

Inspiration!




HARNESSING ALL OF THAT I;'I.EE:.
WE CREATE NEW, WORLDS,
TO,LSHARE WITH|

_THE!
e

TN

1 N(= I'-d."
ﬁ \"r‘.r'."‘;l' (’8 EQ
I

ADWLIVEENEN | [AS THE QUALITY OF THE
AEEDVALIEIEATeN) oo ~mm| | WORK IMPROVES...
[AND]EXPERIENCE|CEADSLTOR - “""‘\ ‘:I"“‘; ‘.

=

MORE[CREATIONS Sl




PAGE 7
NARRATION FOR TOP OF PAGE and rectangle Panels that should slash
an arrow that points toward the goal and outcome:

“All That Hard Work you do on
YOUR JOURNEY leads to big Changes”

for this page 3 rectangle splits of from fan to creator
Panel 1
row 1
Rectangle
TOP NARRATION::
“You go from From Fan to Creator...”

SCENE:
“From a computer screens buying a ticket
to buying a table.”

Panel 2
row 2
Rectangle
TOP NARRATION:
“From walking in the front door to walking Through the loading
Dock with a hand truck full of totes with my son Jaxx with me.”

SCENE:
“From walking in as a fan to walking in the back
with a hand truck full of comics to sell with your son.”

Panel &
row 3
Rectangle
TOP NARRATION:
“You go from from standing in front of a table
to being behind one talking to your fans.”

SCENE:

Have meeting a creator from in front of the
Table shaking their hand to me standing
Behind it shaking a fans hand. Jaxx next to
me when I am behind the table and cane
in my free hand and have it so I am back
to back to myself

Panel 4
row 4
Rectangle
TOP NARRATION:
“From their Fan to their Fan, Friend and fellow creator.”

SCENE:
Show a Pic of me shaking Buddy’s
Hand to giving him a pound hug.
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e A o’ __ \ .
[} : THE IOURNEY NEVER ENDS. THOUGCH YOUR ROI.E CHANGES AS :
: J ——YOU PASS WHAT YOU I.!ARN!D ON TO A NEW GENERATION. V/ :
| YOU REMAIN A STUDENT OF THE INDUSTRY BUT L
YOU BECOME A TEACHER, AN INSPIRA‘I'ION. :, 'l

A LEADER AND... / |

|

SO WHAT

! ARE YOU GONNA s
[ ~ CREATE? e

ot

e o o -

! i '
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THE LEMONADE STAND
FEATURING HIBAGON

Writer: Buddy Scalera

On Facebook: @buddyscalera
On Instagram: @buddyscalera

For more visit: https://www.comicbookschool.com/about-buddy/

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: Andy Seabert

For more visit https://andyseabert.com

Mid-Life Crisis © 2014 Buddy Scalera & Andy Seabert


https://www.facebook.com/@buddyscalera
https://www.instragram.com/@buddyscalera
https://www.comicbookschool.com/about-buddy/ 
https://andyseabert.com/

el
The Lemonacde Stemal

2\{,‘; AR

=~
s R
5 Y0 LR A

featuring [ 11§ ")


































MEATBUCKET MEGABABES
IN..THE VIRUS DIMENSION

Writer/Penciller/Inker/Colorist/Letterer:

Jarrod Elvin

On Facbook: @mickmacksjarrod
On Instagram: @jarrodelvin

For more visit: https://www.mick-macks.com

Meatbucket Megababes © 2020 Jarrod Elvin
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SOMEWHERE AMONGST THE
.\ COUNTLESS DIMENSIONS OF
‘| THE MULTIVERSE KNOWN AS
_ | THE MEATBUCKET,
5| THE GIGANTIC INTERDIMEN-
3| SIONAL SPACESHIP,
THE ARCHAEOPTERYXXX
TRAVELS THROUGH THE VAST [e,
OF TIME AND

EXPANSES \
5? ®
. .

THE CREW OF THIS SHIP IS THE RAG-TAG GROUP OF
FEMALE MERCENARIES/PINUP MODELS, KNOWN AS THE

Ty

WHAT ARE Y
WE DEALING
| WITH THIS
TIME?




| Lot

UNSTOPPABLE

MUL TIVERSE,
MEARNS OF

\ ERADICATING! |




ERIC B GEKS
™ THE FLOU OF DIRENGIONAL

BRACE FO
:”TEQU'F}EJlSlU'lHL
INuUs

JURP N

NOW EVERYONE,
THIS PLACE IS

5| CRAWLING WITH DISEASE,

S50 TRY NOT TO TOUCH
ANYTHING IF YOU

Y 50, WHILEWE N —

{ ARE WEARING THESE o/
SUITS, WE ARE TECH-

TN:CALLY STILL IN

WE HAVE
RRRIVED!




VIRUS HAS NOW
COMPLETELY TAKEN

NOT THAT THE sUITs 0.
ARE USELESS, BUT WE [0
ARE TECHNICALLY STILL S8
IN OUR OWN DPIMENSION |

ﬁ WHILE WEARING Y,
1\ 57
f -

AND WE CAUGHT IT
"\ FROM THERE!

JUST MAKING
IT WORSE!

OVER THE MEATBUCKET, \

THE
BIOHAZARD
SUITS ARE

/M UTATIONS
ARE ONLY
HAPPENING /

=7 WHAT | SAID;
@ THEY'RE USELESS.
W=7 & THERE'S NO POINT

WEARING THEM

) WE SHOULD
: FOLLOW THE |
; WE NEED N\ JENTACLES TO
TO FIND THE HEART |




) You GERMS
BEEN TRUDGING £

| FOR HOURS! WHEN'S Fﬁ:}{@aﬂgbmlf
IT GONNA END? - 1Y DOMALIL...

WHAT 18
THE PURPOLSE
T

0
1

\ N .

WAR-’lAN: Pus
LATHOPUS,
Y 1 AM THE GENES]S OF
THis piMENcIon AD. Y
N
MY CHILDREN, /el

" SAy cHEESE)
“ANCYPANTS
g CTRAML




1PLY
E<PAWN RIGHT
1S

% 4

TRANSCEND Rl
To APPEAR ANYWHE
1N TIME OR SPACE.
ACRO5S YOUR ENTIRE
MULTIVER

1 SE,
3 ”E' &

=

THIS SLUDGE!

G

: 0 . 'y - I/ =3 ):’_ . { \ . A ARGKCIA!HT 9 i
W ITIS RIGHT] X% = ¥ e Gl Al ND WE o
A IT'S IRREDUCIBLE IN | _ 5 L ams i g MOVE AWAY FROM Jiil

SUITS TO CONTAIN
A THAT RIFT. 4

DITCHED THE SUITS! Y
THEY'RE FLOATING IN A
PILE OF GOO, WHO KNOWS
\ WHERE IN THIS

DIMENSION.
¥ a

I'M GONNA  \
RIP THIS GOBLIN A 1%
NEW-BLOO-BLUH

1 SCYTHE, WE'VE
BEEN OVER THIS, WE
= CAN'T -BLUH-BLUB _~
2 -BLUFPP... Bwer...

vr. gl

1S THIS ENTIRE
DIMENSION, THAT




S WE e B " AND WE X
ALREADY HAVE A o ARE ALREADY

THE BIOHAZARD ' LS 7 3 _:“_ikT THE RIFT!

AND /
/" WHILE WE STILL §
( HAVE ANY CONTROL
S AT ALL, WE WILL

THERE!
WE HAVE
CONTAINED
THE INTER-
DIMENSIONAL /
s RIFT! /_‘__,

WE GO BACK TO
THE SHIP, AND GET
EXTRACTED FROM
“‘-IH;S GOOP... 4

 SOMEBODY'S™
{ TOUCHING MY )
GANGLION... ./




AND YEAH, IT'S
HOORAY TO Lo GooD, BUT |
THAT! | NEVER 8 ; DIDN'T GET TO
WANT TO GET 0 g DESTROY
SICK AGAIN! i R ANYTHING

' G
3 FIDGET! WHAT
HAPPENED TO
YOUR HEAD?!

SOMETHING

MY PRETTY
FLOWER IS
HORRIBLY

CONTAGIOUS

L]
WE HOPE YOU ENJOYED MICKMACKS' MEATBUCKET MEGABABES IN THE VIRUS DIMENSION!
SEE MORE OF JARROD ELVIN'S ART AND COMICS AT WWW.MICK-MACKS.COM.
AND CHECK OUT THE MEGABABES ON PATREON AT WWW.PATREON.COM/MEATBUCKETMEGABABES.
THANKS FOR READING!




A DAY IN THE LIFE OF
MR. STUPENDOUS

Writer: A. A. Rubin

For more info: http://aarubin.wordpress.com

On Twitter: @thesurrealari
On Instagram: @thesurrealari

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: Arielle Lupkin

For more info: http://www.artsmermaid.com

On Instagram: @artsmermaid
On Twitter: @ArtsMermaid

Letterer: Cristian Docolomansky

On Instagram: @docletterscomics

and: @docinks

For more info: https://docinks.wordpress.com

A Day In The Life of Mr. Stupendous © 2020 A. A. Rubin and Arielle Lupkin
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() DAY IN THE
LIFE OF...

TR

Uritten by
A. A. RUBIN
g omomom mowou . Hlustrated by
ARIELLE LUPKIN

pon
B Lettered by
no g B i C. DOCOLDMANSKY



TRY TO BE
HOME ON TIME
TONIGHT,




! HOLP THE

i POORS!




| | I |
W sTuPEnDOUS. “
sl

YOu LOOK \|
LIKE HELL. WHAT'S

A cAROL DOING

TO You?

| 1
AT LEAST W YOU BETTER HAVE
HE'S ON TIME : THE HARRIS FILE
s PONE BY FIVE.




LUNCH WHILE I
THERE.

GOT
THAT HARRIS
JUST
PRINTING IT
OUT NOW.

STUPENDOUS.




W“..m‘lns!w.ﬂli...vwr..m‘|,.|y..«_===_=_=_ Ej

\|‘—

FIND A PHONE
BOOTH.

)

_m::__




= DNE \ =
MOVE, AND I
& DROP HER.

STUPENDOUS,
ALWAYS LATE!

I WAS, um,
USING THE
RESTROOM.




...BUT YOU'RE
POWERLESS
WHEN YOUR WIFE
CALLS.

MEET ME ON
THE ROOF IN
\ HALF AN HOLR.

/" SHH/ EVERY
ROMANCE NEEDS
\ ITS SECRETS. | ‘

IT'S JUST...
STUPENPOUS.

GOTTA HURRY, \
SHE'LL BE HERE
\ SOON,




PARASOMNIAG

Writer: Matthew Timpanelli

For more info: studioavant.com

On Instagram: @psysci

Illustrator: Sam Purata

On Behance: @SamHdzP

On Instagram: @superpapersam

Editor: Philip Burnette

For more info: philipspace.deviantart.com

Cover Art: Carlos Trigo

On Instagram: @carlos trigo

Parasomniac © 2020 by Matthew Timpanelli
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EARLIER THAT NIGHT AT AN OPEN MIC...

| you may Have seen Me ArRoung
BUT THAT WASN'T REALLY ME...

: T O =
wayt\% "‘\;51 ,.\ “\\

=
YOU ANP I HAVE

HADP A CONVERSATION,
BUT THAT WAS NOT MY VOICE...

WE HAVE BEEN CLOSE
FRIENDPS FOR YEARS,
EUTIAM LIGHT Y54R5 AWAY...

YOU HAVE SEEN RIGHT
THROUGH ME,
| BUT I WAS TRANSPARENT...
I;

I WAS NEVER ACTUALLY THERE...

I AM NOTHING,
ANP SO ARE You.






- N
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ST L
= k]!_ .
1 < 4
T ]
= »
\ ¢ )
. 5
)
il

YOU KILLED IT LAST NIEHT.
AFTERWARDS WE WERE ALL
TALKING ABOUT IT.

I B0

JUST HAVEN'T
TTEN MUCH
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| THE NEXT MORNING.. |

HEY

LIL® BRO.

ey

275s
N av/ON

~Z
—=

~ I HAVE BEEN ARE THERE ;

HAVING THE ANY DISTINCTIVE f

STRANGEST SYMBOLS IN " 4 U
NIGHTMARES. \ THESE DREAMSZA)

N THERE IS A
Gy WOMAN..._

EMBEPPEPD INTO OUR
CONSCIOUSNESS. \

% ///ﬁf;m%

| (=1~

I SUGGEST KEEPING

A DREAM JOURNAL.
\ || § “]

\x<ﬁh




A AU 11
LATER THAT DAY... | ||

1y =

TO BE CONTINUED.. )\

 \ |




RAGNAROK COME

Writer: Kris Burgos

For more info: http://TalesBeyond.com

On Instagram: @talesbeyond
On Facebook: @talesbeyond

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: JP Vilchis

For more info: https://jpvilchisartist.artstation.com

On Instagram: @jpvilchis artist

On Facebook: @jpvilchisartist

Letterers: Kris Burgos & Maria Rosales (Title)

On Instagram: @mivi grafica
On Behance: @Mivirosales

Ragnarok Come © 2020 by Kris Burgos
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this was a mistake

,/?

men have no plLace sattLling
among Gods and monsters.
r
‘ -

: 7,
RAGNAROK 1S not fOR us.
A
. 1 Vs
/

com:f WARRIORS Wiped out m
BaRELY a passing of the sun.
we didn’t stand a chance.

o

to fight Beside the Gods we
should € 1 valhalla. no man
WwiLL even make 1t £o valhalla
fighting these... things.

there’'s not enough
Of a4 man Remammg,.

these creatures,
the grotesque
state they Leave

even the fiercest > - : ; tales Beyond
WARRIORS MN... ) 4 St presents...

SuRVIVING the maday
has onLy Left me aLone.
Nno BROLhERS N arms.
noeody to see my Body
CORRUpPtEd mto a
Ravaged CORps€ when
1’s my time,

and now my axe 1s ' .
c'g"ge my %wong when armies of duelig monsters fLood
Shatiereo, ando my MIBGARS tO use as ther vattLeground,
shield splmteresd. the maividual trives of northmen caught
m the mddle must come together to
§l}n£vn£ve. 4 squad of scouts h‘f]\:'c.\qecv,x ”
and once the sun mZJ O SURVEY an OVERRUN ViLLage wWhile
i ad : RESU OF ther Great warpack awaits
%asseil%hat LK m madmg... 2
Peak... CReEAtOR, WrRitER penciLs, 1nks
& Letterer & COLORS
KRIS BURGOS Jp viLchis
title d€sign
maria
Rosales www.talLespeyond.com

ﬁ {Wno's tnat]

2020 KRIS BURGOS
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damn the gods for this...

Left alive to watch the
sLaughter of everyone
around me, to see the
deaths of those 1
know and those 1 Love.

the gods wWiLl keep
me alive untiL
there are no
witnesses Left to
S€€ my demise.

€ven 1§ there 18
someone, I can’t 80
anythmng for them.

I WILL not B€ WORN
down By ther taunts.
this deception of Loki.

a trick of the eye,
there was no hand.

there was no apple.

rRunnng to see 1t
there 1S hope n a
hand and an apple.

FORGIVE ME BROChER.
I Can 30 you no Good
Now. pray for death
to e switt.

I am fated to survive
a Little LonGger, as a
cCOWard who runs from
Battle would.

€ven should 1 fmally
fmd help OrR a weapon
and the courage to
fight and &1€ n pattle
as a northman shouls.

nononot! "

come the gods wiLL make
Backi! certam there 1s no
R testament to secure
help me!! my s€at m valhalla.

50 I RisKk a pattlecry and
have all these monsters
come d0Wn on mez




I pray that my
AppEARANCE

catches Whoever N 4 - |
1t 1S Unaware-~ ) J
v

J
f
J

EXTEn \ﬁ \
4

¥

she's Scared.

are you that makes it wouLdn’t even
/ aLonez are | tWO Of us. 30 anythmg to
you By the things out
YOURSELP? J you can put there anyway.

% == that pigsticker*
away. 1T won't

harm you. cmid, 1

there anyone

€Lse herez
Leave me
alLone.

what are
jou domaG2 how
ong have you

BEEN heRe?

smce 1t
startes.

GOdS. she's
BEEN h1IdING FOR
three days.

S8
you

need to
RUN.

I came
with some }

smqum ’NES\ ae. &L\I\ELT{(\C
the CrReatures g“’\-‘y‘gu D Village. I'm the Great
wiLL fmd yoy’ come the Last WaRrpack 1
fROM?Z \_ oOne. came from
¢ ! awaits m the east
eventually. \/_ﬁ forest. when the
Like me. sun sets, they wilL
g

Ram fiRe and
destrROy YOUR
entire viLLage.

and hopefully eVery
foul monstrosity
within it.

you ne€d
\ to rRun

BeEfORE the
fIRE comes.

{




no chiLs,

Y voure vetter on he's as
D YOUR OWN. - o fRightened
m ) | \ as I am.
weapomiess,
1 can't~ I WILL 1€ a PooL today. : ) the way his

. hands were
SURVIVING as

Long as she

has with no

weapon.

I can take what'’s
you to YOUR hame,
WEAPONs! chiLdz

the arRmorer
1S on the way I WILL not holLs
to the east : 1t agamst him.
rorest! she must EVERYBODY
WONd€ER Why Was SCared.

Why 315 T

BRING her

with me2 1t we stay
together. we
can get
through this.

31d 1 BRING her
SO I WOULS have
somethng to

Creatures fOR
when they fmd
mez

thank the gosds
fOR BRINGING
hm to me.

30 1 )ust get
to glg; weapons
he'll protect and then give
me. Ipl)mow it. 1 her up?
can get us the

clLear the path
out of here.




after my Brother
was Killed sy the
monsters, 1've
BEEN SO AlLone.

aftter all, 1 ¢

must still get
to the warpack
and tell them
the vilLage 1S
doomed.

1'LL BE doomed
with the vilLage

1t we 80 not get B
to this maker's B
home quickLy.

T thought the
woRrst. sut now,
I have hope.

she has peen
true to her
WORS. how can

I EVER

GeL

mto valhalla
with these soon, we'll

though

tsz Be out of this
nmghtmare.

a
"

'/)

’ AN

au AN

it ‘
quickLy,

Get mside!

!

NN

\

\\\\\




I

=i
the girlL came throug
1t we get out of this,
| WILL Sacrifice to odn

!
we
n : choose
L
o eplLace tha
tRUE tO 4 nORthman, B3 Ly
LACING 4 SWORS In his make haste.
and and an axe for his
B s St NN oL
BROUGht his 1t up.
B SHIRIL YD way BEFORE
. anythmg
see! this fmos us.
1S the >
ARMORER'’S
home. 4

get down
kKaial!

What's that sounz

a switt
death, foul
peast!

GUNMAR
Look out!

another



dammit! 1t’s got me!
this 1s how 1 &1€. agam,
the gods Laugh.

I camot Let the
chiLd watch me die.
to pe EMBARRASSED
out of this Life.

GOdS, What can
Id0z1cant
Let him &1e.

vdalhalla demed.

kala, Run!
-~ save
=\ yourselLf! £

SR ek e Ypentn
- fREYA BLESS k
I Was a COWaRrd,
ot Bl But 1 WILL not
faLter agam.

—_




WE need
to Leave,
QUNNaR.

\ child, )

= WE are N
SURROUN3E3. )

She has Remmaded me
she understands me. what 1t 1s to Be of the
and 1'LL not Leave her. . northern trives.

“Imagine, dRmking frRom
golLden goslets. eating
the {rme%t m%ats c\?‘a
$ : applLes. Laughmg with
',}‘l}f‘,‘gj{ff,g‘ﬁg‘fn‘?ﬁgktg’ e * 4 ; ) YOUR famiLy agam. does
bestnoy Lhcm all.« ¢ ; . . feasting m valhalla next

1 to the gods sound nicez*

“ycs. chiLad.”

“the fury of the

\4-'\
and Let us

// ”/

sacrifices of
these hellish \
Bastards so they
hoLa the Gates ‘?'\
open fORr us!




TEDDIES

Writer: Kris Burgos

For more info: http://TalesBeyond.com

On Instagram: @talesbeyond
On Facebook: @talesbeyond

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: Mike Ponce

For more info: http://www.mikedoestheart.com

On Instagram: @mikedoestheart

On Facebook: @mikedoestheart

Teddies © 2016 by Kris Burgos
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: A
okay, sur N/ iy ¥
WHY THIS Nt

WAY? A

< e 7 N—C”
M oy = ( oY R\
\P (7 {!‘ o

BECAUSE IT'S \o
THE OPPOSITE OF
THAT WAY-

TEDDY BEARS AEE THE swozN PEoTEG TORS
NSTEES THAT
FTER A CHAMPION
| OF THE TEDDIES HAS BEEN SNATCHED AND
DRAGGED INTO THE NIGHTMARE WORLD, HIS
UNWILLING PROTEGE MIKEY IS FORCED TO PICK
UP THE TRAIL AND RESCUE HIM, FOLLOWED BY AN
UNI,IfEECLTY STOWAWAY; THE BOY HE REFUSES TO

S\ \\\,L
CREATOR / WRITER PENCILS

{ VTl “ TFERER £ INKS
KBS BlRESS MIKE PONCE
, 0, | \@! M\| i J © 201G KRIS BURGOS __ WWW.TALESBEYOND-COM
' L
IN74

WA

Wil
pV ERAD ¥ W e A
a _

MM Y 2 Mﬁ, NPT )
2 NOPE. T DON'T Y ‘ \ Ly
\_ SEE ANY SIGNS. & ‘ il

HOw ‘BouT YD
WAIT HERE, AND I'LL
{ SEE WHAT | CAN FIND,
THIS WAY- &

JEEZUS H-.. I I
SWEAR, GIVE ME
THE STRENGTH NOT
HA% THIS

YOU'RE NOT >

HUNGRY? WE'VE ]
BEEN WALKING FOR A
LONG TIME. :

AND I DON'T
SEE ANYTHING
THIS WAY.

e ,‘]J'
' \. ‘Ml v

EIVES o




WHY AM T
¥ ANGRY? WHY AM T gIEvNETBES'X
¢ 3 71
WA ANGRYZL ¥ o EST TO SAVE A
HERE? . TEDDY BEAR FROM
< ' / wWOoR OMINOUSLY -
TénED NIGHTMARE'

IF IT LOOKS
KE A

\ STEP INTO THE
eezzv... g WHICH MANY VoI

THESE AREN'T \ o
POISONOUS? " AS IF HE
WASN’T JusT
ATTACKED BY

AND
JUMPS INTO
THE PORTAL

FOLLOWING As

INTO THIS WoOR:
OF MAT BIﬂLIZED

5 % \, PERSONIFIED
MIND YOU, I'M NOT - CALAMITY-
LIKE OTHER TEDDIES. I'M NOT A
PROTECTOR- I DON'T WANT ANY
PART OF BATTLING THE FORCES OF
DARKNESS OR DEFENDING CHILDREN N
FROM THE #@<{%%* CREATURES THAT YOU WANT ME TO
COME FROM THIS #@<% WORLD SUMMON MY SPIRIT
UNDER YOUR BEDS. SABRE?! THE WEAPON OF LIGHT :
THAT SLICES THROUGH THE DARKEST
BLACK TO DEFEND THE |NNOCENT? YET, HERE T AM,
HUH?Z! THAT MAKES TWQ OF US, IN THE MIDDLE OF THIS
PAL, CUZ T CAN'T!'T Navez T’ﬁgﬂéﬁf
LEOSHED: 7] RESCUE MY FATHER, WHO, WHILE
BEING ONE OF THE MOST BOSS
TEDDY PROTECTORS EVER, COULDN'T
DEFEND HIMSELF FROM BEING
BEAE-SNATCHED, AND T HAVE NO
CLUE HOW TO FIND HIM, SAVE
US, OrR DEFEND MYSELF
ALONG THE WAY!
o

AND NOw, IT’'M
RESPONSIBLE For A
KID WHO'S A LITTLE TOQO
CURIOUS FOR HIMSELF AND WHO
DECIDED TO FOLLOW ME INTO THIS

STUFFED BEAR THAT HE
JUST DISCOVERED
CAN TALK!

I DON'T KNOw, I
THINK T'M DOWNRIGHT
CHIPPEE You TELL ME
WHY I’M ANGRY!!!

-..T NEVER °
THOUGHT OF




ANOTHER
TEDDY?

YA'LL SEEM I

NEW 'ROUND
HERE. WHERE YA
HEADED?

TO SAVE
ALEXANDER. T
FOLLOWED HIM.
WE'VE BEEN LOST
AND WALKING
FOR HOURS.

ALEX/ANDER HUH?
LE 1M
GUESSIN' THAT WAS MIKEY AIN'T A SA
ST ST Pohs SeEey
YO'SELF. WHY'DJYA /
FOLLOW HIM?

I JUST
FOUND ouT
TEDDIES ARE ALIVE

AND AMAZING
AND MY PARENTS
DIDN’T BELIEVE ME,
THEY NEVER BELIEVE
ME. NONE OF THEM
EVER Aaeeuave

I’M WITH
MY THIRD
FOSTER FAMILY.

- MU T THOUGHT THEY ‘
MIGHT BE THE
BUT THEN <Q.ONES, BUT... )
I FIND OUT » =

ABOUT ALL-

NOW THEY
PROBABLY THINK
I'M ZY.
THEY'LL NEVER
ADOPT ME.

AND NOwW MY

FRIEND-

FRIEND-




AND
I’LL BE
TO BLAME.

g HOW AM T
SUPPOSED TO HELP
HIMZ! I DON'T KNOW
WHERE YOU ARE. I DON'T
EVEN KNOW WHERE T AM. T
HAVE Slo IDEA WHAT T'M

ow I
WAS HARD ON
JUST

SUPPOSED TO BE
OuR
“CHAMPION" -

US. THEN You'LL
REALLY SEE HOW MUCH
OF A FAILURE I AM. IF

EVERYONE BACK HOME
CcOouLD Vs\JggCH THEY'D

...THEY WERE
RIGHT- I REALLY
AM A WASTE OF
TTON-

NOT EVEN LIKE
ALEXANDER'S
HERE WHEN T

I LEAVE
THE KID FOR
5 MINUTES!

ERIC?!
WHERE ARE-




—————

= [—— |8 : G
—— —— - O
P — Yo N S 0 \
> I'M S50 CHARLIE WOULD PLAY A i NN N
COMIN', KID! LOTTA WIT' JOE. =~ Wy KEEP
ROULETTE WAS A FAMOUS ONE. NN A MAKING -
W L \ o
A RN AN
@Lﬁ\ NS " R
e RN DR
N A O TR
L 3 v, |
N A ) s A
\ 0 Y A\ 1 / ‘i > v .
AWV N/ . )/ y T | My FavoRITE WAS THE
\Y N \/)»f ) ONE WITH THE KNIVES-
A N\ % /) \ R -
| 0 ‘ > s/ =
\ ‘V
; N SEEN VSEE, EVERY CHARLIE MUSTA BEEN l&s”
W, ) == SOME KINDA COOK, CUZ THEY ALL [=i™
=5 KNEW HOW TO USE KNIVES. <G
\r —//‘ = R |} 4 k
N % | HE/\N W= mikey!!

\

— o = |
} @ v @ A { "HE'D TIE JOE UP-

. "AND CHARLIE WOULD TAKE

R T S 7~ | TURNS THROWIN' KNIVES.
S 7
A\
- ) ) N 2
<& =
\ \\
R )
THE GoAL was To make a5 D N

MUCH OF A MESS WIT' JOE... | ==
WITHOUT KILLIN' HIM-
\ gy

PLEASE!
PLEASE STOP!!

"THEY'D MAKE BETS ON HOW I

=Y MUCH THEY couLD MAKE JOE
BLUSH, BEFORE HE'D EXPIRE.-

_EBRN
Rk
"IT WAS AN ART-

v A T i :',
/| | "CHARLIE WAS A SICK @K%, i
B8UT I’LL BE 6ODDAMNED IF i
HE WASN'T A KILLER ARTIST- .
4 ¥ :

T LEARNED S0 MUCH FROM
HIM OVER THE YEARS. BECAME
QUITE THE ARTISTE MYSELF-




GEEZ.
WHAT WERE
THEY —_ : #
SHOOTING? A 7= | < B/ fE{  THE HAMMER. 1
: WELL, NOT THIS /%

WAY. .

WAY TO
CHEAP SHOT A
TEDDY WHEN HE'S
NOT READY-

i NOow
{ WHERE DID YOU
| TWO CHUMPS
1 _COME FROM?

HELP
MIKEY! /M 1
OVER HERE!!

DON'T You
WORRY ‘BOUT
OL" MIKEY NONE ) !
BOY.

HE'S 6OT

HIS OWN ¥
FRIENDS TO |
PLAY WIT'!

-3 :
SADISTIC-LOOKING ' CAN'T WE ALL
GENTS HERE. _ JUST BE FRIENDS,
] WHILE I-




= ~
I'M so
SCREWED-
KILLER
CLOWNS.
AND KNIVES.

I ALWAYS ¥ i

KNEW THE
TEACUP RIDES
WERE AN IDEA
FROM HELL.

2X4
HE'D PULL
OUT HIS
MAMMOTH SWORD
AND CAUSE SOME

\ MAYHEM. I DON'T
HAVE A MAMMOTH-

A

FCa




I GOoT YDUIZ
STUFFING--

He
STORMED OFF. I JUST
HAVE A LOT OF
PRESSURE EIDING
ON ME, IS ALL

OM
THE(E AORTA
IERCED.

HEARING THE
SOUND OF YOU
CHOKING ON

YOUR OW

STUFFIN&"‘

I DON'T KNOW
/ 4 HOW TO GET YOU
< B HOME, MAYBE WE'LL
/[ FIND SOMEWHERE SaFe
4 YOU CAN HIDE FOR A
WHILE. T DON'T KNOW.-

CAN YOU HANDLE THAT
FORABIT?

FINISH WHAT T
> STARTED.

| ARMOR IF THE

WAIT, HIS
NNV\E WAS

MIKEY' I M

I
DIDNﬁT MEAN
TALK TO CHUCKLEZ’
HE JUST WAS SO NICE

A AND HE TRICKED ME,

I JUST WANTED A
RIEI

HEY, I'M STILL

NO CERTIFIED
PROTECTOR OR NOTHIN'
AND T AIN'T GONNA BE
YOUR KNIGHT IN SHINING
APOCALYPSE
RAINS DOWN ON US, BUT

WHILE YOU'RE HEEE,
I’LL WATCH YOUR
BACK.

'S NOT LIKE S
YOU HAVEN'T BEEN

YA PLAYING WITH ME FOR
YEARS Al

LREADY
ANYWAY, RIGHT?

NOW THAT,
\ IS INSANELY
" cooL.

FOR MORE ADVENTURE,
WWW.TALESBEYOND.COM

7k

WY/

—

AW

—
_—

>
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WHEN YOU TOLD ME THAT

WE COULD TRAVEL BACK IN e *
TIME TOGETHER... :
- I WOULD HAVE BEEN
IMPRESSED WITH LAST WeEK! 4

" OMETHING WENT WRONG,
A WE ARENT LUPPOLED TO
BE HERE Now! :

SOMEHOW WE WOUND
UP IN EUROPE DURING
THE MIPDLE AGES!

— CAN'T You TAKE U5 BACK?? )
—

T NEED TO FIGURE OUT WHAT WENT
WRONG WITH THE TEMPORAL MATRIX! g

- | BESIDES, T DON'T THINK THE NATIVES
WLLL CARE MUCH EITHER WAY. ||

»

Stovp and vt by Philip Burnette
LETTERING COURTESY OF BLAMBOT
PHILIPBURNETTE@HOTMAIL.COM




K& LIKE WERE OUT Y

ﬁ

wis\_ OF OPTIONS! e

WELL, WE TRIED IT
YOUR WAY!

HO TRESSPASSERS)!
YOU ARE STANDING ON THE LANDS
OF LORD MICHEL PU LUPE!
YOU WLL SUBMIT YOURSELVES To
OUR CARE OR BE PUT TO DEATH
WHERE YOU STAND! '

MY NAME 15 XANDRA,
THIS 16 MY FRIEND
MATTIAS.

' WE ARE MERELY TRAVELLERS
|  PASLING THROUGH YOUR LANDS!
N\ VIE MEANT No TRES4PASS!

MIGHT WE BE PERMITTED
T0, UM, PASS THROUGH?

YoU HAVE MY WORD THAT NO HARM
&HOULD BEFALL YOU fF YOU PROVE
T0 BE INNOCENT!

HOWEVER TVE RECIEVED
REPORTS OF FOREIGN 4PIES
IN THESE LANDS,

GAURDS!
ARREST THEM!

REAT ASSURED,
WE WILL DISCOVER THE
TRUTH ABOUT WHY

B YOU ARE HERE!




: LORD EMOND --

B TO MY EYES THESE ONES SEEM UNLIKELY

£  TOBE SPIES. WHAT DO YOU MAKE oF
THER BIZARRE CLOTHES?

WELL IT APPEARS THAT YOU HAVE ARRIVED
JUST IN TIME TO CLAIM YOUR LANDS,
LORD MICHEL.

BEEN GREATLY APPRECIATED,
EMOND, ESPECIALLY SINCE MY
FATHER'S ASSASAINATION.

ONE MUST BE EVER VIGILANT, MY LORD.
YOUR ENEMIES CROUCH IN WAIT AT EVERY TURN!

W REAPECTFULLY, YoU ARE ATILL YOUNG,
MY LORD. THESE COSTUMES BEFIT

A SPY PRECISELY BECAUAE THEY
ARE 80 CONAPICUOUA,

50 WE KNOW THAT
THEY'RE SPIES BECAUSE THEY DO

_\ VAT No Y WOULD EVER D07

X

v
Al ABLE TO FIND US IN THE FOREST [ ﬁ

N e T—
N

s N 441 ke COMING



b E 1
PER OUR ARRANGEMENT, TH
PRISONERS ARE IN OUR PUNGEON,
UNMOLESTED.

By THE BOY, A5 YET,
SUSPECTS NOTHING.

KNOW WE WOULD FIND THEM
IN THE FOREST?

THI4 14 LIKE THE DEVICE _
THE GIRL'S COMPANION CARRIED- )

' A WEAPON THAT CAN DEFEAT ANY FOE.
ONCE I HAVE THE GIRL, TLL 4HOW You
HOW TO OPERATE IT,

=" ALL THINGS IN TIME,

LORD EMOND. SUFFICE T TO SAY,

THERE 15 NO PLACE THAT GIRL
CAN GO THAT I WONT BE ABLE TO
FIND HER.

A A4 PROMISED, T BRING YOU THE
TOOL THAT WILL ALLOW YOU TO (%
RULE THS LAND UNCONTESTED. Y

YOU SHALL HAVE THE GIRL, \
AND WITH YOUR HELP T WILL AT LONG LAST
PUT AN END TO THAT WHELP MICHEL.
AOON HE SHALL TON HIS FATHER,
AND I WILL CLAIM THESE LANDS
AS MY OWN!




SINCE WEVE GOT A MNUTE, )
PO YOU MIND TELLING ME
WHAT'S REALLY GOING ON? A

PO YOU REMEMBER HOW I TOLD
YOU ABOUT THAT PROFESS0R THAT
T WORKED WITH?

HE CREATED THE DEVICE WE USEDFOR Y}
THE TIME TRAVEL. HE WANTS IT BACK, £
HE'S PLANNING SOMETHING BAD
WITH T,

T DON'T KNOW EXACTLY WHAT YET, Y
BUT HE DOESN'T SEEM TO CARE ABOUT
CHANGING HISTORY.

THAT'S WHY 1 TOOK IT,
THAT'S WHY WE CAN'T LET HIM GETIT.
THAT'S WHY I NEED YOUR HELP, T00. k

1 WELL HAVE TO BE CAREFUL, Y2\ <§
S0 | THE GUARDS Here are Loyal DN
NSa N T omemons,  Lath

BUT I THINK T CAN GET U8 WHY ARE YoU
OUT OF THE CASTLE AND TO HELPING US?
SOME HORSES, AT LEAAT.

LET'S TUAT 5AY THAT I NEED ALL THE "
HELP I CAN GET IF I EVER HOPE TO &EE
TUSTICE FOR MY FATHER. /

AND IF THERE'S ONE THING I KNOW,
T'6 THAT YOU TWO ARE DEFINITELY
NOT &Pies!




T THING YOU'LL BE
3\  NEEDING THESE.  / L
[ +—1 k| | TAKE THOSE STAIRS,
M THATS THE WAY OUT,

7 OTHERWAY! NG
OTHER WAY!

=== oni )

40 NOW WE'RE BACK TO
MY ORIGINAL PLAN...
—




WAIT!
HOW DO WE EVEN KNOW WE CAN
TRUAT THS BOY?

HE MAKES A FAIR PONT. '}
YOU'RE RE4PONSIBLE FOR
OUR IMPRISONMENT!

EINCE TIME 16 SHORT,

/ BREAK [T DOWN! | 2 ' BEDIRET

Now!

5 I{ll _
T SOLEMNLY SWEAR THAT T 8HALL N
DEFEND YOU AGAINST ALL WHO SEEK

OR SUCH TIME AS YOU SEE FIT TO RELEASE ME.
ON MY FATHER'S BLADE,
I 50 SWEAR.




0 DISRESPECT

A\  INTENDED, BUT--

THAT &, ALRIGHT,
I HAVE OUR EXIT! \

‘%’Q

“‘L’ 4
R
%

\;\ \\\ W{W{( /// :

\
6 srowp T us LU <

TJUATOUTSIDE OF
THE CASTLE) :

1 YoU WERE

21 sayiezi?

& | 1iﬂ

P8 (il 2
1) QA
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" FRAGMENTS FROM A N IN THE

PROPHECY OF THE ?:E'LLE;:/&I; C?SF
APOCALYPSE KNOWN AS OF RAN‘E-LAGH,

TWILIGHT OF THE GODS, IT WAS THE ORCS
CONTAINED IN THE DWARF WHO LITTHE
RITUAL BONFIRE

SC S, DATIN
ROLL ATING FROM OF TRUCE IN THE

3,000 YEARS AGO: /} SACRED PLACE.

.an age of famine,
escxleme and desolacion
shall sec upon che world
by your own hand, as you
ravage, slaughcer and
usur:p.' i

"and you shall inch
cowards che end of
che world, buc che
noise of decepcion
and chac of brochers
klllmg brochers will
noc lec you hear
che doom chac is
coming,”

"should all chac devascacion noc
suffice, i shall send cwo final signs..”

TNILIOUT Q¥ T H
ORNS FRJFUES




TELL ME ORC,
WHY SHOULD WE HELP

E I GO
s

Z SR

BECAUSSSE OUR
VILLAGESSS ARE BEING LEVELED
AND OUR ELDERSSS AND INFANTSSS
ARE BEING RAVAGED BY A MONSTROUSSS
CREATURE THE SSSIZE OF A MOUNTAIN
WHOSSSE CRY HAUNTSSS
OUR NIGHTSSS.

A BEAST ERADICATING
YOUR ILK FROM THIS WORLD?
SOUNDS LIKE AN ANSWER
TO OUR PRAYERS!

THE QUESTION

che Firsc si“n: REMAINS, WHY SHOULD
qunungwangi che
immorcal seven-headed
dragon. born in hell from
ser’:ﬁenc and FlyinS beasc,
big like an ocean, has a shriek
like chunder, and ics appecice,
like a volcano, is never sacisfied.

/& LA

ONCE NO MORE - &7
ORCS OR GOBLINS, I S HOLD YOUR

WHO THE BEAST GOING 3 TONGUE, GENERALI!
TO FEED ON? ) N ) WE HAVE AGREED!




WE CAN
RETURN CAPTURED
PRISONERS OF
WAR TOO...

THISSS BLUFF
HASSS NOW TURNED
VERY RISSSKY...

THIS SMELLS BAD.
I DONT TRUST THEM.
IT HAS TO BE A TRAP.

I AGREE. BUT HOW ELSE
CAN WE GET OUR PEOPLE
BACK ALIVE?

WE AGREE TO

HELP YOU. UNDER 5, \
ONE CONDITION. / BBY HALF OF THE
/ PRISSSONERS NOW,
HALF WHEN THE
JOB ISSS DONE.

RELEASE ALL THOSE
YOUVE KIDNAPPED,
IMMEDIATELY.

YOU NEED

FROM usg




gunungwangi; che eacer of worlds..” [ B AL AND WE PROVIDE
i : HOTTEST OF FIRES.

NEED YOUR HELP TO
SSSTOP THIS DEMON.

WE CAN PROVIDE
THE BESSST OF RAW
MINERALSSS.

’AND WE NEED
ELF’S MAGIC
SO THAT WEAPO
CAN KILL... EH,
IMMORTAL
CREATURE.

11

T Ny
Nk I

= AR it
! o
2 N

BUT WE NEED
THE DWARF/SSS
SSSKILLSSS AT

FORGING B8 "and needs noc feel hungry co eac.”
WEAPONSSS.




AS SIGN OF
APPRECIATION FOR YOUR
HELP, WE HAVE DECIDED

TO THROW BANQUET TO
REUNITE YOU WITH YOUR
LOVED ONES.

TO GAIN

YOUR TRUST, WE
WILL EAT FIRST.

GROWING IMPATIENT.
WHERE’S MY SON?

ON THIS
TABLE...

DON‘'T RECOGNIZE
TASTE OF YOUR OWN
FLESH AND BLOOD?



13
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[0]
& ©
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AIM
AND FIRE
AT WILL/

g co
g ic

n
co devour your wives and

allowi

by surrenderin
ou scay che second and

"...only
he beasc and

e
y
L

sk .




AVENGE
YOUR SON/

IS LOST.

NOT ALL

7l \d S
oL 7 Y o v e .\,“\\Q‘h.a"igg

/////

/////////

IT’S AN HONOR TO DIE
77 AT YOUR SIDE, MEVIEL.




"che second sign: buc if
che sun becomes black
in che middle of che
day, you will know chac

you have failed, for chis

is che lasc sisn."

"and i will sweep che
earch wich che broom
of descruccion, and
che whole land shall
become a desolace

wasceland forever,”

"and che responsibilicy

shall be yours and noc

mine, for i am divine,”

"..for peace shall

only be obcained
when no creacure

. -
remains alive,

I HATE
COCKROACHES.
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ALL OF LIFE IS SUFFERING. \(] WE ARE BORN, WE SLIFFER ... YOUR SRCRIFICE
7 s

WRS RCCEPTED.

WE GROW OLL; IN THE BEST |y
CASE, AND THEN WE D !‘-

THE HUB IS BROKEN, AND THE WHEEL
SPINS OUT OF CONTROL. USUALLY, ALL
THINGS CRUMBLE AND ARE REBORN
ONLY AFTER MANY AEONS. BUT UNNATU-
RAL CREATURES HAVE CORRUPTED THIS
PROCESS, AND NOW THE UNIVERSE DIES
AND IS REBORN EVER FASTER. SOME
CAN SURVIVE A RESET, BUT ONLY BY
USING THE ESSENCE OF LIVING SEN-
TIENTS. THE END IS NEAR...  AGAIN.

INCUMBENT ON ALL OF S TO |
ERING. ELAINE DISAGREES.
)| =
= B8/ CALL ANOTHER

SACRIFICE.

I AM GOING TO STOP HER.

MR’RM, THE e : i OF COURSE
TRANKS REMRAIN 5 . NOT, MR’AM,

EXPOSED.

PERHRAPS THIS
15 NOT R WISE

DO YOU POUBT
My WISpOmM?

L

1
AND FOR THAT, I NEEP THE SAP
SHE'S BEEN STEALING.

BUT FIRST I NEEP TO SURVIVE.



il

% OR I'M STUCK HERE...

SHE WINS... ’ ]

%MMMBI@

I WISH THERE WAS ANOTHER WAY.

DAMN! IT'S
CLOGGED! Za
L4 1




BUT MR'AM!




000000,
fUUUBEE;’.Cg

Ly i

i bt
! Gorra move. [

P PP

I
/T THROUGH THE NEXT RESET.

IF I HAP JUST A LITTLE
MORE I COULP JUMP
OUT OF HERE.

GOD PAMN!
THAT HURTS!

I NEEP TO LOSE THEM
POWN THIS ...




A

& e | &N
e S

-

" I PON'T WANT TO HAVE TO PO THIS,

" GET HIM

BEFORE HE
NEWT VRRINEV

ITS SAP ANV

PUT THAT
OuT OF ITS
MISERY.

ALY

IF HE HAP TO PO
THIS, HE MUST BE
VERY LOW ON SAF




I

|
I PIPN'T HAVE A CHOICE.
I HAP TO PRAIN IT.

£

T —

=
I|[

ANP I HAVE JUST ENOLGH TO
SURVIVE THE NEXT RESET.

IT'S NOT LIKE T
PRAINEDP A HUMAN.

THOSE ARE JUST ... ; I'M SO SORRY! T
THINGS. >

DIDN'T SEE YOU

IF I CAN MAKE IT THROUGH
THE NEXT RESET, I FINALLY
HAVE ENOUGH TO STOP
THEM ONCE ANP FOR ALL.

IT WAS A SACRIFICE
FOR THE GREATER
Goor

e oy
\'ﬁ'\./\\&'_%‘k ez oo
" c:(% IMNOT LIKE HER.
ELAINE WOULDPN'T

TAKE Us. .

&

SHE WOULD ONLY
GIVE FOOP FOR
OUR SON's

SACRIFICE.
WE WERE 50O

HUNGRY.




RALL RBORRY

BUT I'VE BEEN LUCKY $0O
FAR. WHO KNOWS,

=T

I HOPE THAT FAMILY MAKES IT.

5

3 . — » AN
— __!’:’.__ L} :-, 3 _ [ W" 2
- -
MAYBE I CAN SNEAK
I MIGHT NOT. ONTO THEIR $HIP?
E___$ —= THE TRRAP HE HES

4 \ WRS NOT SPRUNG HE wouLy HRRRSSEY
;- IN TIME. HRAVE BEEHN cnustTV 1S FOR R
JF... WE... HAY RCTE LONG TIME.

| i }» SOONER.

‘ . -
: : ANV
= \ MySTERIOUSLY
\ ALWAYS MANFGES
| HE FAILED! IF T ESCRPE.
! MADE A MISTAKE IT
HARDLY MATTERS.
| It ) [ i | o e
.'!-'i'!‘---- " —— ; 2z,
A o ALL HAND'S, \
) PREPARE FOR
L & LAUNCH,
A o
I 1| | s )
[ Y s
p II g
{ \
HE FAILED! \ [ = ~~
'_,r o7
/ S M
i Goop BYE §
ANUTON. I EXPECT
I'LL SEE yOU

AGAIN.
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FLASH FICTION

Why Are There Flash Fiction Pieces in a Comic Book Anthology?

Words and pictures have been intimately connected since human beings
began telling stories. As many comics pros have been quick to point out, some
of the earliest recorded stories—painted on the caves of France and Indonesia
approximately 44,000 years ago, were, essentially, sequential storytelling art. To
use a more modern word, comics.

But the history of words and pictures complementing each other is not
exclusive to comics or sequential art. From the illuminated manuscripts of the
middle ages, to the literati paintings of the Ming and Qing dynasties, to Gustave
Dore’s unforgettable woodcuts for Dante’s Inferno and Coleridge’s Rime of The
Ancient Mariner, images and text enhanced and illuminated each other even in
the most serious literature. Some of the world’s greatest artists, such as Edouard
Manet (Poe’s The Raven) and Eugene Delacroix (Goethe’s Faust) illustrated
editions of some of the great literature of the 19th Century. Charles Dickens,
arguably the greatest novelist ever, worked closely with illustrators on all but two
of his novels.

It is only during the 20th Century that illustrated writing—at least for
adults—was banished to the funny books and science fiction pulps. Why did this
happen? The most common answer is that readers’ tastes, led by literary critics
who felt that illustrations placed a barrier between the reader and their experience
of the text, changed. A more cynical analysis suggests that as books became widely
available, they were produced cheaply for the mass market. Art costs money;,
and pocket-sized, inexpensively-printed, paperbacks are not the best format for
presenting illustrations anyway. Either way, by the second half of the 20th Century
illustrated prose, with a few notable exceptions like Hunter S. Thompson’s creative
non-fiction, was exceptionally rare.

These days, however, things are changing. We live in a world where illustrated
literature is respectable once again. Watchmen appeared on many “Best Novels of
the Last 100 Years” lists, and many younger readers are more likely to remember
reading a graphic novel for class than one of their teachers confiscating a comic
book which they read, surreptitiously, inside the book that they were supposed to
be reading. Hollywood has mined the pages of graphic literature to create some of
the most popular movies and television programs of our time, bringing the genre
out of the counterculture and into the mainstream. At the same time, ebooks



(like this one) are now the least expensive form of publication, and have
eliminated the cost-related concerns associated with printing illustrations.
Still, with the exception of young adult literature, pictures in prose books
are still not as popular as they used to be.

They are, however, making a comeback. Many literary journals print
art to accompany their selections. Interest in books as art objects, which
often contain fancy;, illustrated book plates, have become more popular, as
well.

It is into this changing landscape that Comic Book School presents
the creators who completed the Flash Fiction Challenge. Inspired equally
by the classics mentioned above, the old pulp magazines, and early Ray
Bradbury short story collections that drew on both traditions, writers and
artists from our online community were challenged to create stories that
married one page of prose with a single, full-page illustration.

The results speak for themselves. From D. Alley, who like William
Blake, wrote and illustrated her piece, The Rescue; to George Dawkins
IT and Philip Burnette, whose powerful prose and black and white
illustrations for The Black Knight are reminiscent of the great 19th Century
engraved bookplates; to Mike Ponce, the master of backgrounds, who, like
Paul Kibdy did with Terry Pratchett’s Discworld, somehow pulled together
the surreal genre mash-up with which I presented him in The Duel.

In each of these stories, the marriage of art and writing enhances the
reader’s experience beyond what either could do on its own. We invite you
to join us on the vanguard of this revival.

A. A. Rubin
Prose Editor, Comic Book School
December, 2020



THE BLACK KNIGHT

Writer: George Dawkins I1

For more info: https://desertfoxcomic.weebly.com

On Instagram: @thedesertfoxcomic

On Facebook: @desertfoxcomic

Penciller/Inker/Colorist: Philip Burnette

For more info: http://philipspace.deviantart.com

‘The Black Knight, Story © George Dawkins 11, Art © Philip Burnette


https://desertfoxcomic.weebly.com
https://desertfoxcomic.weebly.com
https://desertfoxcomic.weebly.com
http://philipspace.deviantart.com
http://www.instagram.com/thedesertfoxcomic
http://www.facebook.com/thedesertfoxcomic




THE BLACK KNIGHT

Written By George Dawkins II
[llustrated by Philip Burnette

My name is Absolon. I am the Black Knight. I was born on a ship which held others
like me. I do not know where we came from, but I do know that we were in bondage. When
I was a boy, the ship was seized by the man who would become my master, Sir Henryk the
Noble. He was one of the greatest knights in all the lands, but, to me, he was my teacher,
father, and closest friend. He was in exile when he found me, and it was during that exile
that he taught me the ways of the knight.

My steed, Noir, is a creature like no other. Sir Henryk was teaching me how to ride
horseback when I first met Noir. He was just a colt back then. Henryk told me that a
knight’s horse should be a mirror into his soul, and when I saw this black beast running
free, I saw my reflection and knew that this was to be my steed.

My sword was forged from the ore of a falling star, and as a result, it is dark in color as
well. It, too, is unique, a weapon like no other. Henryk told me that a knight’s sword should
be a weapon that defines his character, and when I came upon a ball of fire that had fallen
from the heavens, I knew that this was to be the material used to construct my righteous
tool of justice.

It was Sir HenryK’s last wish for me to see the land of his origin in the flesh. From what
I see, this land has lost its way. The knights here have no honor, and I believe that there
are darker forces at play that I do not see yet. If Henryk could see all this now, he would
no-doubt be ashamed and beside himself. I have come to save this land. I will honor Sir
HenryK’s teachings and be a noble knight that he would be proud of. No matter what
challenges or prejudice may come during my quest, I will do whatever it takes to save this
land.
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THE DUEL

Written by A. A. Rubin
[llustrated by Mike Ponce

Two wizards stare at each other across the dusty road. “This town ain’t big enough for
the two of us,” says one, his dusky robe billowing in the wind.

His white-clad opponent says nothing. He just spits in the dirt.

The air crackles with kinetic magic as a lone tumbleweed rolls by. In the distance, a
coyote howls.

Everything is still save for the sun, which inches towards its apex across the azure sky,
and the hands of the tower clock, which mimic that arc with the steady tick, tick of doom.

Presently, the first chime sounds reverberating across the plain, followed by another, and
another.

At the ringing of the twelfth bell—high noon—each wizard throws back his cloak and
swings his staff toward his opponent. Magic explodes from the orbs atop the yew-wood
which strains beneath the power of preternatural energy.

Each wizard’s aim is true. The bolts crash midway across the road. The jolt crackles and
sparks where the beams meet, and—bang—the point explodes with the force of creation.
The feedback reverberates outward, and each mage’s boots slide backward through the dirt
as he fights to hold his footing.

Horses rear up desperately trying to break free from their reigns, dogs scurry away with
their tails between their legs, and even the vultures stop circling, and search for safe perches.

Through it all, the wizards remain resolute, their eyes fixed forward, toward each other,
through the glowing orb of pure energy which grows between them.

The wizards stumble forward, their staffs dim, their powers spent. All they can do is
watch as reality warps, bending toward the abyss, collapsing inward toward the rend they
tore in the very fabric of spacetime.

The locus convulses, belching forth reality. The world bends once again, this time in the
opposite direction. The town fragments and shimmers, refracting around the spot midway
between the two wizards, twisting and shifting, in surreal, kaleidoscopic glory. Buildings
fold outward, refracting around themselves in every conceivable prismatic formation,
shifting and spinning with the force of the universe, folding ever outward from nothingness
into reality.

It is over as quickly as it had begun. The still sound of silence fills the town again. The
wizards rise and people open their shutters—but, when the single chime marking the hour
strikes, it strikes in stereo, two bells clang, identically, from two clock towers, across the
street from two general stores, two brothels, two sherift’s offices, and, yes, two wizards
standing in front of two identical saloons, on opposite sides of a crossroads, between two
identical main streets.

“Now,” the dark wizard says. “This town is big enough for the two of us”

The white wizard inclines his head and touches the brim of his hat.

Each wizard turns away and walks down the dusty road to an identical magical
workshop. Beneath the high sun, two tumbleweeds roll in their wake.
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THE NEW WORLD ORDER:
THE RESCUE

Written and Illustrated by D. Alley

Marco laughed when Eddie reappeared on the upper decks with an annoyed expression.
Still grinning, he confirmed for his returning first mate that all the crew were aboard, and
all the salvage was secure. They set sail south. There was no wind for the first hour, so the
intense heat remained an issue, like a hot poker branding every inch of the tanned leather
skin on Eddie’s face, neck, and back. But coming into the Trinity Current, the wind picked
up toward the old gulf pushing the ship toward its new destination.

Eddie was still amazed at the transformation of this old-timey sailing yacht into
something out of an 18th century pirate novel. The original stern and cabin had been set
into a larger ship base and served as the rudder and third sail, but the entire rest of the ship
was built up from salvage of other ships, cars, even old highway lamp posts. Once they were
finally moving at a good pace, Marco leaned toward Eddie for a laugh.

“How badly did the Captain yell at you for waking her up?” Marco grinned, but avoided
eye contact.

“I think Peter got the most of it,” Eddie said, shaking off the irritation.

“But she still got you,” Marco said laughing, “I saw your face, oh man, I would not want
to be you at sundown.” He made several pretty vulgar gestures which Eddie wasn't sure how
to interpret, so he tried to ignore him. “Come on man, it’s been three years! How do you not
get it by now?”

“Watch the bow, we’ll come up on the contaminated waters before you know it

“Man, you are still soo stiff” Marco smiled, “You need to loosen up you wanna go to
Pleasure Isl—"

“I get it, Marco, I'm just worried about this call,” Eddie said, trying to change the subject.
He knew if his quartermaster got the chance, hed start in on Eddie’s dating life, or lack
thereof... Again. He was just so tired of hearing about it. But thankfully, Marco heard the
concern in his voice.

“Why you worried about an underwater rescue?” he asked earnestly.

“We know the call came from the Cowbells in the Keys,” Eddie said, working out his
thoughts as the ship sped south. “But they don’t normally do rescues, I doubt they even
thought to second-guess if it was genuine. Headed into a contaminated zone for a frikkin’
bomb shelter? After all this time?” Eddie stopped for a moment. It just didn’t sound
plausible.

“But who would wanna mess with the Cowbells?” Marco asked looking up at the sails.
“They are just farmers”

“Exactly, but who do they sell to?” Eddie asked, putting the pieces together in his own
mind as the younger man followed this new train of thought.

“Traders, shippers, and...Us?” Marco said, not getting to Eddie’s final point. Eddie
looked at Marco and smiled, knowing they might be headed right into a trap.

“Right, us...Pirates.”



AFTERWORD

A Final Word from the Publisher

This anthology turned out better than I'd expected. Yes, really. Better. This
entire project —to host a comic-creation challenge—was not supposed to turn out
this good. And yet, here it is.

What you have on your screen is something special. It's proof that we can
(quoting Neil Gaiman here...) “make great art” when times are bad, when the
conditions are wrong, and when nobody is really asking for what we’re making.

It’s proof that no matter how bad things are (and 2020 was very, very bad) you
can still make great art.

I've been working professionally in comics for 25 years. I've seen
important trends that have shaped the business: Boom years, bust years,
controversies, feuds, and shady business deals.

And yet, we persist. This is the thing that fascinates me most: The persistence.

Making comics as a career choice doesn't really seem practical, if you think
about it. The industry itself is rather small, but the talent pool is global. The
odds of succeeding as a comic book creator are, statistically, rather low. This is
particularly true if you want to be a writer or editor. There just aren’t that many
jobs out there, so you must be persistent.

The medium of comic books is enjoying something of a golden moment. Big
screen movies and innovative TV shows have made people aware that there are
some great comic books being published. The world thinks comics are kind of
cool.

Unfortunately, that enthusiasm hasn't exactly turned those moviegoers into
comic book buyers. Sure, sales are up for some fortunate publishers, but overall,
comics are not exactly a promising career path. There may be movies based on
comic book characters that have $200 million budgets, but there are no comics
with even $2 million budgets.

So that’s why this anthology is so remarkable. Despite the odds against
success and the lack of financial incentive, we produced a really good comic book
anthology.

In some ways, however, 2020 was the best possible year for making comics.
The lockdown from the pandemic forced many of us to stay in the house. It gave
us back a precious resource: time.



It also gave us time to reconsider our priorities. We had to set priorities that
we've never had to consider before. In 2020, we had to consider the very real
possibility of food shortages, household supply shortages, medication shortages,
and even death.

We started this anthology project before we had even heard of COVID-19.
We continued it through global unrest, a crashing economy, and massive
unemployment. We continued it through a contentious Presidential election.

We finished it because it was important to us.

We had every reason to stop working. Nobody in our lives would have even
questioned us if we decided that we could no longer carry on making our comics.
Everyone would have understood that 2020 was, well, 2020.

But against all odds, we finished it. The people who worked on this did it
for their own reasons, but ultimately because they were committed to telling
their stories. They blocked out the noise and met their deadlines. That’s what
professionals do.

We also rallied together as a creative community. People didn’t just focus on
their own stories. They offered help to other people making comics. They came
together for the production of this anthology, which was much larger than wed
expected. There was a lot of work, but somehow, we had enough hands to get
everything done.

To the people who worked on anthology, thank you. I am truly grateful for
the many ways you came together to make this happen. It’s one of those magical
moments that I will never forget. This means more to me than you can know.

For those of you who download this as a PDF and read it, thank you. We're
grateful to have you as our audience. We need you because, without you, this
would feel a bit less special. We make comics for passion and love, but we also
make them for you.

For those of you who are out there dreaming of making comics professionally,
you are not alone. This comic is proof that you can make comics with people who
share your dream. We are your people and we will read your comics.

Dream big, do the work, and never give up.
Buddy Scalera

Founder, Comic Book School
December, 2020
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