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JAKOV, MEIN KIND,
KOMM DA. GRUSS DEIN
. BEIBI BRUDER, DAVID.

EVERYTHING IN MY NEIGHBORHOOD
WAS GRAY AND DIRTY. THE ONLY
COLOR CAME ON SUNDAYS.

I’D SPEND THE WHOLE DAY THERE.
THE ADVENTURE STRIPS COMBINED
WITH THAT EXTRA DIMENSION OF
COLOR SET MY IMAGINATION ON FIRE.

HALLO, DAVID. ICH
BIN JAKOV, DEIN
GROSSER BRUDER.

MY VACATION WAS GOING UP ON THE
FIRE ESCAPE AND SPREAPING OUT
THE SUNDAY COMICS SECTION.,

TARZAN, PRINCE VALIANT, FLASH
GORDON--THEY WERE MY ART
EDUCATION, HAL FOSTER AND ALEX
RAYMOND WERE MY TEACHERS.
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) ICH TUN NICHT
JAKOV, DU HAST L 5 FOHLEN GUT, MAMA.
NICHT BERUHRT £ ICH BIN KALT UND

DEIN MITTAG. 3 |CH VEYTIG.

DU HAST | SCHLAF MEIN
EIN Hl""‘ZE, DU LIEBER ZOHN, DU
MUSS ETWAS ‘ BRAUCHST RUHE,

TRINKEN.

WENN ER NUR | : ICH WERDE
ETWAS ESSEN GEHEN ZU
KONTAKT DER
RABEI.

DIE STUNDE
ISTT SPAT-IGH
WILL GEHEN.
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MY PARENTS MET THROUGH THE BEFORE LONG, THEY WERE MARRIED
AUSTRIAN COMMUNITY IN THE AND LIVING AT 147 ESSEX STREET

NEIGHBORHOOD. A MATCHMAKER ON THE LOWER EAST SIDE.
PUT THEM TOGETHER. .

=

g
[0

TR

MY FATHER HAD A JOB IN THE SHMATA MY MOTHER WORKED THE
~ INDUSTRY. I GUESS YOU COULD CALL FOR A nmsKTooT L
THE PLACE HE WORKED IN A SWEATSHOP. frorn

THEN,ALONG CAME ME, BABY JACOB, OUR APARTMENT WAS SMALL,
BORN AUGUST 28, 1917 BUT MY MOTHER KEPT THE
PLACE |MMACULATE.
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I WANTED To BE THERE FoR HIS
ARRIVAL, BUT MY FOLKS SENT ME
To STAY W[TH THE NEIGHBORS.

WHEN I WAS FOUR YEARS OLD, MY LITTLE
BROTHER DAV|D WAS BORN AT HOME ON
THE KITCHEN TABLE.

L] By
"TOONERVILLE Fo! Fi&?,mm =%
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SENDING
THIS ONE
ALL
THE WAY
TOTHE

TWO WAT CH
STRIKES, AND LEARN,

JAKIE. SMART GULY!
YOU’RE NO

WE WERE THE SUFFOLK STREET GANG.
OUR ENEMIES WERE ONTHE NEXT
BLOCK, THE NORFOLK STREET GANG.
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WE SHAREP AN ALLEYWAY BORDER
WITH THE ENEMY. GANG WAR COULD
BREAK OUT AT ANY TIME. WE'D
ES.

IT’S A BLOCK FIGHT!
WE GOT ABLOCK

-w
WE’D CHASE EACH OTHER UP AND

POWN FIRE ESCAPES, OVER THE ROOF,
AND EVEN ACROSS CLOTHESLINES,

THERE WAS AN UNSPOKEN STREET
COPE. |F YOU KNOCKED SOMEBODY
OUT, You DID YOUR BEST FOR THEM,.

THE PUNCHES WERE REAL.
THE ANGER WAS REAL.
THE INJURIES WERE REAL, TOO.

THEY KNOCKED ME OUT COLDP
AND CARRIED ME HOME. THEY
STRAIGHTENED MY CLOTHES AND
MADE SURE I LOOKED OKAY.

THEY DIDN’T WANT. MY MOTHER

TO BE Too SHOCKED WHEN
SHE FOUND ME.
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DEMON!
EOME OUT OF
TS PO

WHAT IS YOUR TELL US
NAME, DEMON? / YOUR NAME!
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HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO
TELL You NOT TO SCRIBBLE ON
THESE WALLS? YOU WANT I SHOULD
THROW YOUR FAMILY OUT ON
b THE STREET?

LOOKAT ME
WHEN T TALK
TO YoU.

V' s rheren
| BLOCK FIGHT
oN, JAKtE?
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MY MOTHER WAS A NATURAL.
STORYTELLER. SHE’D TELL US
“WUNDER-MEYSES"” OR
“WONDER STORIES” FROM
THE OLD COUNTRY.

TWO TAILOR’S APPRENTICES CAME TO
COMPETE. THEY WERE LAUGHED AT.

THE YOUNBGER APPRENTICE
DEFEATED THE REST.

\ ',ﬁ L% _A
I LEARNED
STOR(ES. THE RABBI HAD ME TELL
THEM IN FRONT OF MY CLASS AT
HEBREW SCHOOL.

WHEN THE KING DIED, HIS DAUGHTER
SAID SHE WOULD MARRY THE
STRONGEST, CLEVEREST MAN IN
THE COUNTRY. A GREAT WRESTLING
MATCH WAS HELD,

RO NOZOS0OZ0SCZ0N0A

THE ELPER APPRENTICE DEFEATED
THE CHAMPION WRESTLER,

TO DECIDE
BETWEEN THEM,
THE PRINCESS

TOLD THE ELPER
APPRENTICE TO
BRING HER
THE MOON.

SHE TOLD
THE YOUNGER
TO BRING HER
A CHARCOAL

FROM THE
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AT A CERTAIN POINT MY LITTLE BROTHER
DAVID STARTED CATCHING UP TO ME.

WHAT
GIVES?

HE GOT ME OUT OF A COUPLE
SCRAPES. HE SAW MY LEGS
STICKING OUT OF A POGPILE

AND PULLED ME OUT.

MY MOTHER DRESSED HIM LIKE
LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY. MOST OF
THE FIGHTS I GOT INTO WERE A
RESULT OF ME TRYING TO
PROTECT HIM.
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THAT’S HOW I DISCOVERED THE
PULPS-- WONPER STORIES
PUBLISHED BY HUGO GERNSBACK.

I HAD TO KEEP IT A SECRET. PEOPLE

THOUGHT YoU WERE THE VILLAGE
IDIOT \F YOU READ THOSE THINGS.

IT WAS MY GATEWAY TO ANOTHER
WORLD. I BECAME A FANATICAL
LIFELONG COLLECTOR.

ITWAS THE FIRST TIME ANY OF Us
HAD EVER SEEN AN AIRPLANE.

THAT WO RRY.
NOISE? IT’S JUsT AN
2 AIRPLANE.

EVERYBODY WANTED TO GET A LOOK.
SOME GUY REALLY SHOVED
ME OUT OF THE WAY.

GANGWAY! |
I WANNA

T KNOCKED HIM CLEAN OUT.
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MY PARENTS ENROLLEP ME [N
ART CLASSES AT PRATT INSTITUTE.
I LASTED ONLY A WEEK.

BROOKLYN DAILY EAGLE

Complete Lomg Islan

*lw T W th A A o my,

WALL STREET CRASH

Attempt Made to Kill ftaly’s Crown Prince “m‘"“fu

(e

Wi Gt Hollywood Fire MW (M (16T High Duty Grot
MU Destroys Eilms (MUt (i (civte G‘?us“go o up e
(NIR TG0 Worth Millions \((W (1M um«\um C IK

s oy iy =
S o gyl = It aim
S5 Wl an e
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I HAD To PITCH IN, T GoT A JOB AS
A NEWSBOY. YOU HAD T6 FIGHT
YOUR WAY PAST A CROWD OF KIDS.

MY FATHER LOST HIs JOB, SO WE
COULDN’T AFFORD THE TUITION,

WAIT YOUR. TURN
LIKE EVERYBODY
ELSE, SQUIRT,

WATCH YOUR






OEBPS/images/9781984856913_title_page.jpg
JACK
KIRBY

THE EPIC LIFE OF THE
KING-rCOMICS
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JACK
KIRBY
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MY FOLKS WERE FROM A PART OF THE

AUSTRO-HUNGARIAN EMPIRE CALLED

GALICIA. ITWAS A CENTER OF CULTURE
L AND A HAVEN FOR REFUGEES FROM THE

RUSSIAN POGROMS. ITWAS JUST BEFORE
= . GALICIAWAS ENGULFED IN THE FIRST
WORLD WAR, AND BEFORE IT WAS
WASHED AWAY FOR ALL TIME BY THE
HOLOCAUST.

MY FATHER, BEN KURTZBERG, WAS FROM
AWELL-TO-DO FAMILY. HE OF FENDED A
LOCAL DUKE AND GOT CHALLENGED TO A
DUEL: SWORDS OR PISTOLS AT DAWN. AT
© LEAST THAT’S WHAT HE TOLD ME.

MY MOTHER,
ROSE BERNSTEIN, LEFT AS A
CHILD AND CAME TO AMERICA
WITH HER SISTERS.

HIS FATHER TOLD HIM : L ADOLLAR WENT ALOT FURTHER IN THOSE

TO GET OUT OF THE DAYS, BUT THE MONEY EVENTUALY RAN OUT

A GOOD BIT.OF MONEY
TO GET STARTED IN HIS
NEW LIFE.

COUNTRY AND GAVE HIM 1 AND MY FATHER HAD TO START EARNING,
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This is a biography of Jack Kirby, not an autobiography or memoir. The first-person
narration in this work is a literary device. The story is told through “Kirby’s” point-of- -
view, adapted from a number of sources, including interviews he gave throughout

his life. There are differences of opinion and other points of view about the events
depicted in this work.

This book is not authorized by the Jack Kirby Estate, Marvel Entertainment, or DC Comics.
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