


DID IT
HAPPEN!?

DURING THE STRANGE,
STRUGGLING EARLY YEARS
OF MY LIFE, I WALLOWED IN

EMBARRASSMENT 
BECAUSE I WAS A MERE 

COMICBOOK 
WRITER.

AND NOW,
BECAUSE OF THOSE

SAME, HUMBLE COMICBOOKS,
HERE I AM, THE FEATURED STAR
OF A REAL, GROWN-UP BOOK,

THE HERO OF MY OWN
LIFE STORY!

There’s
probably

a moral hidden
there. Feel free
to search for
it as we roll

along.



I ca�ot te�
you how wonderful

it is to s� you a�. I’ve
spent decades of my life

trying to entertain
and divert you.

And now I
wi� do my best

to te� you how it
a� came about, with
some digre�ions

along the way.

We should
start at the

very begi�ing,
I gue�.

I was
born in New
York City on
December 28,

1922.

And I
was raised 

in--

hey!
There’s a

big scr�n
there!

Why should 
I l�k at you

guys when I can
l�k at

myself?!

Hold it. 
I can’t s�
my face!

This is
ridiculous! I

don’t wa�a stare
at the back of

my head!

Although,
damn, I go­a
say, it l�ks
pre­y g�d.
Joanie did
a great

job.

My whole
adult life, I’ve
never b�n to

a barber. Joanie
always cuts

my hair.

But I’�
get to her in
a while. First
things first:
back to me.
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Anyway, I was born in the apartment that I first lived
in. My father was Jack Lieber, my mother, Celia. He
was a Romanian i�igrant who came to the States
when he was young; my mom was born in New York.

Nine years later my kid brother,
La�y, was born. We never rea�y
got a chance to know each other
because by the time he was 5, I
was 14 and playing with older kids.

We were living in Washington Heights
by that point, having moved out of
the apartment on West 98th Str�t
and West End Avenue.

I’d spend most of my time reading.

And not just
that, but my
mother loved
to watch 
me read.

Or chew gum.

I probably got
my self-confidence
from the fact that
my mother thought
everything I did
was bri­iant.

I loved
to read. 

Or breathe.



As for what I read, it
would be easier to say:
What didn’t I read? 

When I was younger,
anything by Mark Twain,
Jules Verne…

…the Hardy Boys,
Tarzan of the Apes,
Tom Swift.

When I got older, the
poems and stories of
Edgar A�an Poe…Nevermore

I'd read the label
on a bo�le of
ketchup if nothing
else was around!
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…George Bernard Shaw,
Arthur Conan Doyle…

…Victor Hugo,
Charles Dickens…

…H. G. We�s…

…Shakespeare.

To be,
or not
to be--

And my mother… 
man, she loved
to watch me read.



Dad was a dre� cu�er by trade, but he
spent most of his time going through the
want ads, l	king for work.

I was never
ha�y with
our place.

Our only view was
the brick wa� of
the rear of the
building next to us.

My dream was to one
day be rich enough to
have an apartment
that faced the str�t.

But it was
the time of
the great
depre�ion.
There was
no work to
be found.

Anything? Of
course not.

There’s never
anything.

I have
absolutely

no idea how I’m
going to pay

the rent this
month.

I’d lie there at night, wishing I
was older so I could get a job.
But what kind of job could I get?

I figured that if I thought
about it hard enough, I’d
come up with something.
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