


Who am|?

- Graduated in lllustration (BA) from
Edinburgh College of Art, 2020

- Book designer at Little Tiger Press
- Comics lover and maker

- @katcassart

Recent work:

Marmalade

(illustrator, self-published)

Stitch Head: The Graphic Novel
(design and colour, Little Tiger Press)




Why a Graphic Novel?
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I'hen | met Oscar.
Like me, Oscar despised sour things. That’s why I loved

him most. Strawberry jam was shared favourite flavour of /K
ours. He made his own with jars that he had collected over the 7 'a’
years and presented them on his kitchen shelves like trophies. Fe ~<-hw\

On our first date, he invited me to go strawberry-picking and o \nﬂ' ,gmn
then to his flat to make jam afterwards.

ollowing days and nights of boiling sugar-coated .
strawberries, breaking them down and melting them mtu a
thick red sludge. Oscar used to eat it straight out o;
ith two fingers.
n under a few months, I had met his closest family and
many of his friends. Oscar’s strawberry jam became my
addiction; it was like a fly was always buzzing behind my ear,
a small companion to keep me company while away from
him. My few friends grew concerned for how fixated 1
became, but being dependent on jam was far more desirable
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than having nothing. Life before Oscar felt as hopeless as an Sex sl
empty jar.
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I didn’t sleep that mght but it wasn’t because of the
buzzing or the twitching. I could smell the marmalade
mingled with mint on his dense breath. I kept on thinking of
that taste, if he had made the orange jam himself, if he
3‘ 19 enjoyed its flavour more, if it wasn’t his first time trying it.

My body became sticky with sweat while he was slew W}

softly. His alarm made his phone rattle on the table,
distracting me from my long night of dark thoughts; it was a
new day but I still tasted marmalade.
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He left for work at 7:30 and he came home hours earlier ;\WWJ M\Mg*a
ghanct

than usual. We made jam but he forgot to taste it; he sealed
the jar and shoved it on the shelf without a date. All the time,
my eyes were fixed on his orange fingernails.

That night, he had to take a call on his work phone,
leaving his own unlocked on the table. I checked his internet
history, scrolling down until I saw ‘marmalade recipe’ and a
sour taste tainted my tongue once more.

I met him in the kitchen. He had just hung up his phone
with a smile that vanished when our eyes met. “My boss is
being a-pain. I have to go to the office, sugar,” he explained.
I repeated, words thick in my thrunn"\
He chuckled. “Sweetheart.”

I pulled away as he leant into kiss my cheek and grasped
the closest jar on the shelf. I let it drop and smash, scattering
shards across tiles. He stared at me in shock before grimacing,
his face crumpling on itself like a rotten strawberry. Red
splatters had sullied his white shirt. I left him surrounded by
the many fragments of my broken heart.
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“At our wedding, Oscar vowed
to our small crowd of guests
that | would forever be his
sweetheart...Our wedding cake
was a Victoria sponge with our
homemade strawberry jam in
the middle. And as we swayed
to a slow ballad, Oscar rested
his cheek upon my head and
promised me the world.”
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[ stared at my hands for hours; they were red but nat sticky.

When ! fina”j wentto bed, he didn'tjoin me and he wasn't there when | woke.
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Itwas a new day, but | still tasted
|
i wiadad marmalade. Itwas a new day, but | still tasted
marmalade.
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ATTRACT - why do |
want to work on this?

Horror
Romance
Lush imagery
Composition
Collaboration
Pace
Fulfilment

REPEL - what is
putting me off from
working on this?

(Can | work around
it?)

Faces
Colour
Length
Fear



“Life is Sweet”

/AR
Chris and 1 had only been iryether for four months before
he had to move back to the |.5.

| was confident he'd
made the most of his
fime in the UK and
beyond (witha [itfle
help from me)

/ Remember
— this?

and make sure
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| was also fairly
confident that we

counld makethe lon

distance work

s0 | held ittogether
inthe knowledge
that one day he'd Untilthe airport was in Sight and | realised
return... hed never tried Percy Pigs.




Exercise!
Take an A4 sheet of paper and fold it into 8 pages.

Very roughly with a pencil, sketch a moment from the last
week or your journey here this morning.

Is there any imagery you can draw on to make your story
more exciting or intriguing?

- Panel composition

- Pace

- Point of view (is it you or something/someone else?)
- Extended imagery

- Cast

- Tension

- Angle

What makes you want to tell the story?

What is going to make someone else want to read it?







