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In this memoir, penned by the late Jerry Robinson in his final years, he tells the story of a
seventeen-year-old college hopeful who became the artist on Detective Comics, and later
Batman, shares his thoughts on creating the Joker as the first super villain, and relates the
celebrity-studded journeys that a long life in comics afforded him.In this volume, you'll also find
never before published original artwork from iconic comics like Detective Comics #76 and
Batman #14 and cover artwork featuring Batman, Robin, and the Joker, delving deep into
imagery that has shaped the evolution of comics' most famous villain."I always thought that
heroes were essentially dull. Villains were more exotic and could do more interesting things".-
Jerry Robinson
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summer of 1939 was hot and humid. A proud recent graduate of Trenton Central High, I set out
to conquer the world—but doing what, I knew not. So I got a job selling ice cream, pedaling a
bicycle hauling a freezer cart to help pay for my first year of college. I couldn’t possibly have
imagined it then, but that job, that scorching summer, and a serendipitous meeting at a tennis
court would lead to my drawing Batman and thus would set my entire life’s course.I had been
torn as to what I wanted to do. My older sister gave up a photography career when she married.
My three big brothers (all significantly older) were professionals—a dentist, a surgeon
chiropodist, and a lawyer. I was impatient to get started with my life. My parents were finally
recovering from the depths of the Depression, in which they had lost everything in the crash of
1929, including their business and our home. They’d managed to put my brothers through
college with the help of scholarships. Each brother in turn took a year off from college to work to
help the next brother. So I had a high bar to live up to.Deciding what path to take was difficult.
Having ruled out the traditional professions, I was left with my love of reading and writing. I had
been an editor on the Spectator, my high-school paper, for which I did reporting, humorous
pieces, and occasional cartoons. I loved the short story form and avidly read everything from
Twain, O. Henry, and Poe to Chekhov, Dostoyevsky, and de Maupassant.A career in art or



cartooning had not occurred to me. I never took an art course because they did not give enough
college credit. So I decided to be a writer. My school adviser recommended applying to Penn,
Columbia, and Syracuse, because they were the best schools for journalism. Happily, I was
accepted to all three. Never having visited any of the colleges or even set foot in New York City
or Syracuse, I was torn as to where to go. I settled on Syracuse, probably because I envisioned it
as more of a college town, like nearby Princeton.At that time, I did have one unusual encounter
with a cartoonist. On a story for the Spectator, I drove to Princeton, which was only about fifteen
miles away, to interview George Washington. For the anniversary of our first leader’s
inauguration, his trip by horse and carriage from Mount Vernon to New York City was being
reenacted, duplicating every stop he made on the way. Dressed in the attire of our forefathers’
day, from the buckled shoes to the powdered wig, a tall, imposing figure met me at the venerable
Nassau Inn, the same inn our Founding Father had visited 150 years before. It was an exciting
moment for me—the first time I dined with a president-to-be and, as I was to learn, my first meal
with a cartoonist as well.Unable to tell a lie, George admitted that his alter ego was Denys
Wortman, the cartoonist creator of Metropolitan Movies, a syndicated panel then appearing daily
in the New York World-Telegram. He looked just like our first president and might even have
fooled Martha. In the years to come, I had the pleasure of following Wortman’s feature. He was a
superb artist who captured the gritty New York street life in his cartoons. Although I never met
him again, I was pleased thirty years later to include his work in my book on the history of comic
strips in America, The Comics: An Illustrated History of Comic Strip Art.WHEN HE REPEATED
THAT HE NEEDED SOMEONE TO ASSIST HIM ON BATMAN AND I COULD MAKE AS MUCH
AS TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS A WEEK, THE COMIC BOOK LOOKED MUCH BETTER!I was
offered a job after graduation doing drawings using the chalk plate process of my cartoons for
the school paper. I assumed it was the cheapest way to make an engraving of a cartoon for
reproduction. It was an exasperating procedure that involved drawing the cartoon on the chalk
surface and then using a sharp tool much like a dental probe to scrape the chalk down to the
metal plate for every line that was to be reproduced. Often large pieces of chalk would break off
when lines intersected. Liquid chalk would then be used to fill in the gaps, and all the work had
to be redone after it dried. The plate would be mailed off to the company in Philadelphia to make
the engraving. The only problem was that this job involved engraving chalk plates that I never
wanted to see again. It was very strange to me. I couldn’t imagine anybody needing or wanting a
chalk plate engraving. I don’t think I ever replied to the offer, and I never regretted missing out on
a career in chalk plates.As the ice-cream company’s new hire, I was given the least desirable
area in which to sell popsicles from a bicycle—the western residential suburb of Trenton,
sparsely populated and hilly. I had to pedal the whole day to sell my quota—at 1¼ cents
commission per popsicle. For a big sale, an ice-cream brick, I would receive a whopping 5 cents
commission. After about two months, I was down to ninety-eight pounds. My mother thought I
wouldn’t survive the first semester at college. She persuaded me to take $25 from my hard-
earned savings and go to the mountains to fatten up. The Catskill resorts were famous for their



ample meals—just the place for me to gain some weight!I probably decided on the President
Hotel because of its tennis courts—tennis was my lifelong passion—and perhaps because of
one David Daniel Kaminsky. Kaminsky, a.k.a. Danny Kaye, the “King of the Catskills,” was
performing at the President and only a couple of years from launching his Broadway career. The
Catskill Mountains summer resorts were popular for their lavish food and top entertainment set
against a backdrop of shimmering mountain lakes. As soon as I arrived by bus and checked in, I
couldn’t wait to change clothes, grab my racket, and head for the courts. If it weren’t for tennis, I
might actually have gained a pound or two.I started playing tennis at about four years old, when I
was about as tall as a racket. I had sorely missed playing that summer due to my ice-cream
venture. Tennis was a family tradition—all my brothers played a top game. One was city
champion, and my three nephews were state champions. In fact, I had once reached the
semifinals of the city boys’ tournament, only to be beaten badly by the winner, Eddie Moylan.
Eddie was a terrific player with a superb backhand who was to rise to become a top-ten-rated
player in the United States. I did have a few moments of tennis glory, however, as a two-time
winner of the Lee Falk Annual Invitational Tournament on Cape Cod. Lee was a dear friend and,
as all comics fans know, the creator of Mandrake the Magician and The Phantom.That first day
at the resort, I wore a painter’s jacket festooned with my cartoons that I put on during warm-up.
This was a fad we copied from the college kids at nearby Princeton. The jacket was white linen
with a lot of pockets. I was watching a match when I felt a tap on my shoulder, and someone
asked, “Who did the drawings?”Without turning around, I said meekly, “I did.” I was worried I’d be
arrested, because I couldn’t remember what I had drawn on the back of the jacket.The voice
said, “They’re pretty good.” He introduced himself as Bob Kane, the creator of Batman, and said
that the character’s first appearance (in Detective Comics #27) had just been published. He
didn’t play tennis and, as fate would have it, was just passing by at the moment I arrived. He
promptly showed me a copy. I had never seen a comic book before. I wasn’t very impressed.The
Batman character reminded me of the Shadow, whom I had seen in pulp magazines. I had
grown up with the comics in the newspapers and loved them. I would get both the Sunday
Philadelphia Record and the Philadelphia Inquirer when I could. They had terrific comics
sections, including all the great strips of the time: glorious full pages in color of Prince Valiant,
Flash Gordon, Terry and the Pirates…The Batman art appeared crude by comparison. The
Record also had a new comics insert of several features, the first being The Spirit by Will Eisner,
which was impressive. I later met Will, one of the great creators the genre ever produced, in New
York, and we became lifelong friends. Interestingly, Eisner and Kane were classmates at DeWitt
Clinton High School in the Bronx.Humor comics also enthralled me. I appreciated their styles—
Mutt and Jeff, Bringing Up Father, Skippy, and so many others. In fact, when I was sent to a boys’
summer camp at age eight or ten, I begged my parents to bring me the latest of the collections
of famous humor strips that were being published at the time (now known by collectors as the
Cupples and Leon series). I still have some of them—after over eighty years. One, a Rube
Goldberg collection, was signed for me decades later by Rube himself.Back to my first



encounter with Bob Kane. He was then about twenty-four, which was quite mature to me at
seventeen, but we seemed to establish a rapport. He was about five foot ten, slim, with a dark
complexion and sleek black hair—fairly good looking. He was very personable. He talked about
his success at DC Comics, as well as with women. He painted a glamorous picture of an artist’s
life in New York meant to impress a naive kid from the sticks, which it did.When I told Bob I was
going to Syracuse University in the fall, he said, “Oh, it’s too bad—if you came to New York, you
could work on my comic book.” I’d never read a comic book before, but when he repeated that
he needed someone to assist him on Batman stories and I could make as much as twenty-five
dollars a week, the comic book looked much better!I made an instant decision. I ran to a phone
booth and contacted Columbia to see if my application was still good. Luckily it was, so I told
them I was enrolling and then called Syracuse and told them I wasn’t coming. I called my parents
and said I had a job in New York, I was switching to Columbia, and I was going to the city straight
from the mountains.I didn’t know how to get to New York City. The desk clerk explained that the
only way was complicated and involved a change of buses. Suddenly he had a thought. “Mr.
Peerce is driving to New York shortly. Why don’t you ask him? He might give you a ride.” It was
Jan Peerce, the celebrated tenor, who had given a concert at the hotel that weekend.I shyly
approached the great man. “I’m trying to get to New York…I’m starting classes at Columbia,” I
sputtered.“Sure, kid,” he said as his enormous, chauffeured limousine pulled up the driveway.
“Hop in!” I quickly hopped in, along with my battered suitcase and tennis racket, before he
changed his mind. In retrospect it seems like a script for a Frank Capra movie. The fact that he
was a Columbia graduate (as I learned on the way) didn’t hurt. He plied me with stories of his
experiences on the concert tour, none of which I recall. My mind was on the future. New York!
Columbia! And Batman! It was too overwhelming to think about at once. I don’t think I uttered
more than a few words during the several-hour trip.That’s how I made my grand entrance to New
York. I asked to be let out of the limo somewhere in the Bronx to fend for myself in the big city.
Actually, my survival skills were not needed right away, as I was dropped off at my aunt Mae and
uncle Arthur’s comfortable apartment!COLOR COVER OF BATMAN NO. 10April – May 1942,
pencils, inks, and colors by Fred Ray and Jerry Robinson.ORIGINAL ART TO COVER OF
DETECTIVE COMICS NO. 61March 1942, pencils by Bob Kane and Jerry Robinson, inks by
Jerry Robinson.COLOR COVER OF DETECTIVE COMICS NO. 61March 1942, pencils by Bob
Kane and Jerry Robinson, inks by Jerry Robinson.
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K G, “yes another man the myth and a legend it shows .... yes another man the myth and a
legend it shows in intricate detail how he came up with the development of his characters and
his art work”

EWH, “5 stars. A good read.”

Squirr-El, “A series of biographical memoirs by the artist who created the Joker. This book will
not be to every reader’s taste. It is a series of anecdotes, for want of a better description, with a
collection of art by the writer drawn from his long career as an illustrator, not just as one of the
first generation of comic book artists, but as a political * editorial cartoonist that most of us
unAmericans would likely be unaware of.I was a regular reader of Roy Thomas’s Alter Ego
magazine for many years, which made it’s life work the collection of first- (and second)- hand
accounts of the history of the comic book industry and of the many creators who built it;
therefore, I am both used to this sort of content, and very interested in it, as I am interested in the
early days of comic books, and history in general, and Jerry Robinson has some interesting
stories to tell, and some surprising pieces of art to display.You will find the story of how Jerry met
Bob Kane, got recruited to join the Batman studio, and came up with the idea for the Joker, who
first appeared in Batman #1 in 1940 (Batman had begun in Detective Comics #27, about a year
before he got his own title), and let’s not forget Robin, either. That’s Jerry’s first sketch of the
Joker concept on the cover of the book, by the way.I describe these chapters as ‘anecdotes’, as
they flow naturally, as if being narrated, and you often get things mentioned as asides or in
passing that have you wondering about their background – such as the career as apolitical and
editorial cartoonist, which then form the subject of subsequent chapters.One of the chapters is
about him going to deliver a cartoon of Henry Kissinger (requested by Kissinger) to Kissinger’s
office round the back of the White House, only to be met by General Alexander Haig, who told
him that Kissinger was off on a secret mission, and they had to keep his schedule going to cover
for it. If Jerry wanted to know what it was, he’d have to stay locked in with Haig for the next 47
minutes until the news broke. He elected to stay. One of the other pieces of art reproduced in the
book is a cartoon of Richard Nixon, autographed by Nixon himself.Another chapter features
Mickey Rooney, who Jerry met when he (Jerry) was covering Broadway as a sketch artist for
“Playbill” for many years. When Rooney was a child actor, one of his roles was in a film series
based on a cartoon strip that Jerry worked on, and which eventually led to Rooney having to
change his stage name to “Rooney”…There are also accounts of visits with the various
cartoonists associations that the cartoonists of the day undertook to entertain US forces
overseas.Unlike many artists, there is an awful lot of living in Jerry’s life.As far as the art goes, it
is primarily reproductions of original art by Jerry (occasionally in collaboration with Bob Kane,
Mort Meskin, and others). There is the occasional finished/published version to show the



difference between the pencils and the end product. There are comic book pages as well as his
other work included, including some complete and almost complete stories.If you are a reader of
Golden Age comics, you can now see/recognise Jerry’s style showing through on the work that
came out of the Kane studio, and you can also see the continuities and differences where he
worked with other collaborators. There is also a change of style as we move from the forties
through the fifties, with that heavy style that evolved in the fifties obscuring (for me) a lot of the
individual artist, when compared to his own cleaner style.Anyway, now you know what you’ll find
here, so you won’t be disappointed if you are looking for a history book or an autobiography.
Those books are also available, but this is not one of them.”

Lazarus, “Memories and Artwork by a Master of Comic Art. Some overlap with Robinson's
earlier biographical book done in collaboration with Christopher Couch, especially, naturally, in
his recounting of his meeting with Bob Kane and his creation of the Joker, but lots of new
material as well. Lots of original Robinson art from the master artist's personal collection,
including many comics covers and splashes, two Batman stories, a wonderful collaboration with
Mort Meskin on a Black Terror splash, and western and horror material for Atlas (Marvel) and
Dell. Pages from Robinson's sketchbook and cover art for Heinlein's Starship Troopers. Of the
non- comic stuff, I particularly enjoyed the ten or fifteen pages reproducing sketches of actors
and actresses he drew for the theatre magazine, Playbill. Could go for a book devoted just to
those.  This guy could really draw . . .”
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