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EC is for me, see”? You bet your sweet ass you don’t! Look at you... Your eyeballs protruding, your tongue gently lolling, the
cappuccino slowly encrusting on your lips... You, the knowledgable hipster! You might know all about percussion ensembles
from Senagal but what do you know from EC Comics? What do you know about the ‘50's most notorious crime and horror
comics ever? From where would you have heard of the Old Witch, or Melvin Mole, or Superduperman? How would you know
about EC’s funky sci-f1 stories or the he-man adventure of Tweo Fisted Tales?! 50 maybe you know MAD... But the original
MAD, the real MAD? You only know Tales from the Crypt, cuz of the dippy HBO TV show with the dumb robot crypt keeper
host, and because the gangsta types in the “90’s started co-opting the title on account of “crypt” sounding like "crip” (or crib).
No, a small look back is needed. And why not? Last year, the year 2000, marked the fiftieth anniversary of the founding of EC
Comics, and while fandom doffed it’s tiny hat with the usual half-hearted tributes, the mass media at large, predictably, uttered
nary a squeak. however, the San Diego Comicon did quite an amicable job of acknowledging the anniversary by hosting the EC
Reunion, which brought together nearly all the surviving artists of the EC gang, possibly for the first time since the company’s
demise. | had the moderately good fortune to have been present at a fraction of these festivities, so The Editor asked me to write
an article bearing witness to this momentous occasion.,

For the unimtiated, EC Comics have always held an exalted position in comic book lore, due to their talent pool of artists,
whose work was an anathema to the multitude of hacked out post—depression era trash of the time, and 1s still rarely surpassed
today. These artists are equally distinguished for their penchant for gutsy material (in more ways than one) in their line of fan-
tasy-scare books- which pushed the boundaries so far, it landed them in the midst of a legendary battle with the government of
the United States of America and EC’s fellow publishers. Bill Gaines’ televised appearance at the inquest on Comics and
Juvenile Delinquency forever cemented his status as comicdom’s favorite maryr for the cause, while Harvey Kurtzman’s MAD
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has further enhanced EC’s legend status, and earned comics were a revolution — a small renaissance in the medi-

Kurtzman sainthood among multitudes of weirdos since. um, and when a wave of mm:_r_;_fgh‘ung up, Bill am:l Al con-
But for the uninitiated we go back! Back to lh:___b@; ning! U

';éﬂﬂﬂf} and Bill as the hcart (publisher, think
” now exclusively published horror, sci-fi, and crime

Golden Age, it was a time when dé QIQ.,'ZL;-.
buck or two during the depression worked in go

from entenalnwm_;miiimumlmn That third individual was
Publishers in the *30’s, sé¢, were anyone young Harvey Kurlz.m And he invented MAD
paper; they were car :;'ﬁf:ff' _' ff?ffiﬁ.iﬁf;@:ii’ff’f:
accountants” sez Harv:;':' @ ;

'F'Eiﬁéiié?ﬂd’f’hﬂ Crypt ﬁeﬁpﬂ- the three ghouls who

-'iiiffi'fﬂu{,cd each individual horror ‘im "‘iﬁ M’F_!’!_’F‘m‘ﬂ puns
And if it weren't for EC’ s weird poimjf of ignoring writer's
credits, Al would be appl-‘ecm on a _‘whufe cﬂwr kﬂ:‘l
; 5;;;;j§hwmﬂ despite the later, scatter-shot contributions of some
;"’“ﬂﬁh&ud;:' an M wrole t:ﬂ:ﬂ' damn story ﬂiey ever. pubhﬂmi
M r:ﬂ-tﬂﬂ he i I:lm:k (he on

comg y':'épubllshcd such the pencils :-.harpun mnnsw} hﬂtﬂiﬂﬂﬂﬁmh&
Fm-fhf Erﬁa, Tiny Tot Comics,  remarkably entertaining, | fﬂﬂhbiﬁ stories for the masses.
sin, Fate played it's firsthand _was genre work, inspired by the pulp novels of the time, ar

e written for f ﬂ* m ﬂ* fﬂ*‘ ﬂh’-‘ ages, but they were wor

ling  derfully dense, |i s (30 dense, in fact, his narrati
' __pmﬂ ﬂmﬁ m
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stalked the pagcﬁ.mrc Mary and .lnscph had once hraveiy | mdaf rm:m ['lﬂ‘lﬂhl}' in I:he works of Berme Wﬁghlﬂﬂn our
sought room at the inn, Mary now hacked Joseph to bits and rmxiern day master of the macahre .
kept the pieces in separalcly Iahcled jars. As mning corpses

:':55':hms’hm hear on aﬂ of Efl”s ﬁﬂes He found ﬂ} way to adﬁpt it



perfectly to suit the dirt and grime of the war stories, or exag-
gerate it to match the crazy extremes of a MAD send-up or rip-
ping horror yarn. He is a cartoonist’s cartoonist; the accurac,
and appeal of his work blows all others off the map.

Over in Crime Suspense Stories and Shock Suspense Stories.
Johnny Craig, George Evans, and Reed Crandall-were bring-
ing material to life that rwaled the gruesumel_'-,r a.ens.atmndl

murder, adultery, r-:mus.al and ’ii:xu&| ahuse and su j"j'j
revenge...
Evans, and Crandall. Less. EI]JI‘E‘i‘iI\"t‘. than Daws and Ing;ls,

edged reality of the crime stuff. Craig in parmular distin-
guished himself herﬁ, pﬁmng to be a maatcr of noir in such
gems as "The Sewer” and "Touch and Ga®,.
Somewhat transcending all these pulp antl-::s were the science
fiction titles. Weird Fantasy lifted young readers away from

the blood and rain‘soaked gutters of Crime Suspense Stories
and into the cosmos as it should exist, while Weird Srffucffg';:i :

gleefully played on the nation’s fear of atomic energy and

annihilation in [hﬂ wake nt Hlmshlma_arhd the ESCElhlllng Cold

style endemic to sm—ﬁ ll Ihe Hml: mtﬁ ﬂm '50’- mjecnng a
funkiness, crcdlhlllly,md sensualltymm prﬂceedmgs Wood
in partlcular had a great sense nf ;lhat perml:l s pop culture

Mansfield starlet to his harcd mh:l riffed damsels in dtﬂmss,
and the tail fins and chfome grills of the ‘50's convertible w0
his rocket ships. Another work horse, he spent uncountable

hours rendering interStellar landscapes, mafhlwy and mon-
sters with impeccable grtce As Frank Miller so aptly put it:
"He could find glmr in anything. He Luu[ddrawa:hg turd

life.”
Keeping pace wuh Wmd was Al Wll]lammﬂ,ﬂ: . u:u,m:e'

fiction artist extraordinaire, who created pretty boy mwnrk of ..
great elegance, J:mmu;gtP as he did - like: Wood ~ from the .
aym nd.-"Burne Hﬂgar‘lh scl’r&ﬁl uf illog

Harold Foster/Alex

pendently, employing a talcm: pool of artists as:assistants that

rivaled EC’s heavy hﬁlﬁrs (rrm::h to Feldstein’s envy, which:..

was obvious even rmr ufr_ San Diego). Among them were
Angelo Torres, Roy:K I iﬂdd’ll‘.] less lhan H&e greal Frank

more stories for EC than any other artist. mh hﬁ IEﬁf .hl;!-'g::i

same flair as his contemporaries, earning him the uncharitable
tag "everyone’s unfavorite" from Bill Gaines. True, his work
may have had less personality than, say, Wally Wood's, but he
3

meh"ﬂ Aas .k ._.jfj:_::

their solid draftsmanshlp was ideally suited to dcp:ct the hard- ]x H&weg .

and it would be the mst beautiful thing }ruu ﬂwzr saw :n ynur:gz;zzﬁ:i

was no less talented. Originally hired to draw romance comics
that never materialized, his talent for depicting gorgeous
women was still apparent in everything he touched.

Defying categorization was Bernie Krigstein. A fine artist
slumming in the funnies for the moneys, he brought an amaz-
ing hard-edged graphic style to the EC line up. His surreal,
visionary interpretations of the most routine Feldstein story
are as much a revelation today as they must have been in the
'50's. His greatest stogy will always be Master Race, a sus-
pense SLOry ':':__a#ﬂmEuppanEE concerning the Holocaust. Risky

'*'*"'_,_smff mns.déﬁngﬂ wits ofie of EC’s first code approved sto-

s..For those so Enclmcﬂ it ¢an be found in Impact #1.
=0 s:New Trend began taking off, legend-to-
rman ‘wﬁa makmgchls presence known on his

ser-Brand once rqaorted hac practically nwm:d the

_:plﬂcq’: HE: I.nlﬁﬂi"ﬂlﬂﬂ inventing: afmus{ every one of his own

Iﬂchmquta many of whu:h are now uummn coin in the medi-

.uwd n-alkof EC's titles Lxc:_pt MAD}, !'EfLISEd Feldstein’s

pag:, hreakdnwns FETHMM wnrk in hﬂrmr cumics. and was

......

Feldxtun s-only {I‘-’d| in the pmcf.-ss}. Iwo h.rrrd Tales was a
singular effort- nat just in the EC oeuvre;: but in the whole of

___th: ﬂumu, buuk medium. Ung:nally the comic was exactly as
i :'nm fLEmrﬂﬁ an ﬁmhmmﬁmg "Yellow pcnl action piece
'p&nﬂﬂd b;-' Al F&[d&lem called Hmtg Hﬂﬂg Intrigue. Feldstein's

Ieal man’s adventure stlﬂ'f (the first issue

mmmt now: ”Pi}ur Htrw:}r” ThIS was my |dl:a of a ‘two-

man, Iﬁf mnm

::;..'_ sm dredgi ng every flag-wav-
mg racist page ufﬂte nther war comics of the.time. No such

‘grandstanding would be, found in Kurtzman® 's.war books; he

found humamty in the common Sﬁidiﬂ' of‘all races (the com-

ZEf_;:ﬂ'Iﬂﬂ v::ln:rnt:nt Eﬂ:mg lhl.‘:ll' humamy} ;gd tragedy in every con-
tration. A studio unto hlmﬂclf in the *50's, he worked: fde-

in aII mannt,r ﬂl' s[rangc e:rl:umsfances, tl:l# books themselve-a

into the realm of greatness, and Kurtzman himself in the hos-

pital, wasted by bis own: pcrfecnmusm As legend goes,
burned out and ncutmg e:lra income, he proposed an idea for
a humor comi¢ to Gaines ffum his husrma] bed (or Gaines pro-

pc-wd it, 45 hgemi ulsra: gpes} Gaines-agreed, and added one
. more title to his Iirmjp in 1951, an innocuous little three letter
\ titlesthat smlled MAD. All arguments about who initially
"';; sparked the idea are hﬂl‘tﬂlﬁﬂl’ forever rendered moot. Harvey
5;;'-55_'-f5craalﬁi Hﬁlﬁ Pﬂﬁﬂﬂ He formed it's manic breathless humor,
intelligence did shine fﬂnhmd a F.rufy Hmughtful mlﬂ wnuld
be served up, most ofien dut:iﬁr ﬁslﬂs{ﬂiﬂ*! m'tremial adapla

refusing 1o let it bw&mt sweetened, blasé, or generic. He

brought the m':;lu belt quality to it, the jewish sense of
d _-lwarenes*; thdl Wﬂu[d l‘aler attract folks like Bob & Ray and

.......

il n aﬂd the pla[es began to shift.

MAD magazine would eventually find fame the world over
| -;;___I'm it's social and political satire, but few people know that
considerable craft to all of EC’s titles, he never displayed the -

Kurtzman's original MAD was an entirely different animal.
MAD the comic book made it’s mark by specifically trashing
other comics. Undisputed classics Superduperman, Ping
Pong, and Little Orphan Melvin gleefully ransacked the pub-




lic’s favorite characters, and sent unsuspecting readers reeling.
Here the lunatic Will Elder- the ultimate, original, and defini-
tive MAD man- shone, He was a wicked mimic who nailed the
styles of fellow professionals with killer accuracy and turned
them on their head. To this day I'm amazed he got away with
his parody of the Mouse and the Duck (treading carefully
here) in Harvey's seminal breakthrough send-up Mickey
Rodent. Perhaps the Mouse was not yet so rabidly devoted to

crushing all-who-sully-the-golden-signature-of-uncle-Walt in
it's gloved iron fist. Apart from these chameleonslike abihm;ﬁ'i;‘;?;;? atmar
Elder, a whacked-out prankster, set lhﬁ HIHE fmm artin MA H:*:- e
E ‘ﬂghl gags. allnm-;.

by crammmg every panel Wllh)ﬁﬁ

More than any n
love and gratitade.

+._.:..

[he lnuse mu:sum:s im:ﬂmtmg
: r:amed l'u:r the old

*alaging :I.nd dedicated attemmn tﬂ hlstﬂr*
ical detail. He also worked on MAD, but:
his :ﬂﬁﬂs did not serve hlm hﬂsl in ther
funny page

John wafmently anttmmnunlst ["And pmha‘hly
aH the ﬂ!l_l@i‘alnu s’ that go alﬂng with it” rﬂmarkq Kurtzman s

pos the title. = &
‘Such was lhe 1

though originally a snu

Elder, Wood, and the rest seemed to thrive on an atmosj

vitality during the company’s short life span. It showed on
every page. They were dedicated to their craft, and the work.
Though famous for the irreverence of their material, they were
not iconoclasts (rather, they were not flakes). The wife and
kids, the war, the depression, instilled in them a need for secu-
rity. The work ethic that developed kept them fastened to the
desk, while their imaginations ran wild on the page. Because
of this we have a substantial body of quality work to celebrate
fifty years later. But what it meant for Bill Gaines at the tipne
were sales, not to mention the first flourish of comic book fan-
dom. Pen pal fan clubs like Spa-Fon and Fandom, started by
dedicated young collectors (remember there were no comic
book specialty stores at the time), popped up the country over,
attracting tykes like Robert Crumb and Marty Pahls. Bill had
turned his fathers's business into a success story, and EC’s

artists savored their first taste of stardom in the industry. But
the walls were starting to close in around them.

The rest is an oft told story: By 1953 parents were starting to
take notice of what their kids were reading (which wasn’t
hard, given the severed heads and limbs on the covers). Dr.
Frederick Wertham- a concerned, paranoid, demented child
psychologist- poured a healthy dose of lighter fluid on the
smoldering flames of discontent with the publication of his
nutr.}nuus book Seduction of the Innocent, in which he pegged
n and Robin as fags, saw the Neitzsche-Nazi myth in
comics’ pﬂWﬂI fantas:m and lau:! the blame for adolescent

ﬂl pyrt: ﬂf puhin: ﬂﬁttﬂgL as sﬁ ahiazf: by the good doctor
[ﬁ!mmi footage of which hﬂb gnren ¢omic fans enough

" Nuremberg rally imagery ﬁ)r well over a hnlfcl.ntury of hand
| __u. rmgmg} [*mall}r in 19'i-¢ Ielemmn {cmmcs new entertain-
Th':" 'h”ﬁ:':mi' | Mﬁl‘iﬂ Sﬁ‘tﬂﬂ *EC § mnsmﬂnﬂc" ‘and

:md whule |'II;5L ﬂpemng m:tmments are hg:md ha:
Ht:pped all aver his dick in.the sécond half of his
“estimony. ‘His notions of what made for gond
tash. in h{!rmr cnmﬂ:uml EI‘IES nf' mur

repc:rlen Ul[lmﬂlﬂl}f the ﬂalmnai Xp

sure hurt more than it he]pﬂi, The ml:ch
comics had bEﬁfl g;'ﬁ:n the:r ""ff:___:_lit:

sﬂmmbhng 10 1P|Iitﬂht. th mmmunﬂy
and thus m'-.nlulul the ("nmms Cﬂdt
ﬁulhﬂn[}r, a volunlary system nf Imﬁ}r

handed wif—regul.ﬂnm {ﬂ:mwr after _:'_:' 1 f:::' nt-
ﬂti hy that weird little stamp of approval in;fhr.' cor-
nerﬂrf‘ thmu double-sized Archie digests you bnugh!m a kid).

So sweeping, 111-4:1&1"*md and repressive were the néw code’s

ﬂmdthm:i that EF s hr:lml nl \pdtlﬂr hl{]ﬁﬁh Luufﬁ‘ﬂm pﬂs*ﬂb]}'

......

{addmg o [hﬂ- h‘l.ll'dﬂl’l in no small way w:as ‘the fact that

;@5_}@;_:=;;.:Gaums fui]ﬂw pubhsh-::rs conspired tﬂ;mthim out of business

3?55@?5}5-5:; fﬁfbiddmg the words ' hDITDl'" “mrm or "weird" on the
kidhke [}E[\i'l'i haﬂt gnm; m l'.h:fgf-f' @

same high school of Music lﬂd Visual arts in New York as

Elder, Kurtzman, and Feldstein, fmng a sortof unofficial

version of the gang as teen-agers in the " 3{! ﬁ[ E(L EZIHM':f'E::'

cover of a comic book). Sun: snoigh, Gaines’ rivals succeed-
t:ti he quickly put his ﬂi‘imﬁ. hmmr dﬁd science fiction titles
out to pasture; This was thﬂ: downside of EC. Now all Bill had

was Kmt:mans strange little esoteric humour comic, MAD,
here ;::;::;:;sa-ndfi that ‘was threatenmg to walk out the door. Harvey
of healthy (but fierce) competition, enjoying a great period of

Kurtzman, ever ambitious, wanted to work in a more sophis-
ticated format than comics and was being wooed by then
novice magazine publisher Hugh Hefner. Bill, desperate to
keep Harvey, countered with an offer to let Harvey turn MAD
from a 10 cent comic into a "slick”, which Harvey would have
creative control over. And that, kiddies, is how MAD maga-
zine was born. Conveniently, it could now avoid the censors,
as it no longer fell into the shameful realm of the comic book
medium. Kurtzman fiddled with the new format as Gaines’
company burned, and as a result, got better work than ever
from his regular contributors Davis, Wood, and Elder. MAD
magazine was launched in July, 1955. The new format
worked, and moreover, it sold, "like pizza on Mulberry
Street”. The rest is all troubled history.
In the meantime, conditions worsened at EC. Cops raided the
offices and busted the secretary and business manager due to
35



a Mickey Spillane parody in Panic, EC’s own MAD imitation.
Gaines and Feldstein were both in therapy. In a pathetic
attempt to appease the code, and to keep the gang busy, they
concocted the New Direction line- featuring such socko titles
such as M.D, Extra!, and Psychoanalysis (the latier inspired
by Bill and Al's own therapy jaunts). It neither appeased the
Code, nor kept any one husy One slnry addresscd anu -semi-
lism, yet* Hﬁjaw:sh refe . : s
quick. EC closédit’s doors. ‘) 15
'55’{"' _ cmt in the cold. Fck:lslr:m found himself unem-

EC emd with EC, and as frightening as that is, ghoulunaucs

the Codeﬁlll exists today (thanks largely to chains like Wal-
Mart), ﬁ*ﬁ restrictions unrevised. ﬁmgnﬂ:,dcar aﬂll'm S an-

wmhg now subjected to it. T'mi

:'.'.
o

beaten ﬁ HAD was continuing (o

sell, %ltﬂ I{unzmms c.gnall par.:g
pcrf_::;'_fﬁ' onism, and Gaines e

ship utl ﬂﬂﬂ

busmys manager L_-,fl: Stuart, a s
tabloid - :publisher who reseq

F:Mn back to run MAB in the fall
of fE Wllh Al bringing method to the
i$:and Bill further hnmng
husmess:ilwr they put the magazine

lasted. It was Kurtzman's brainchild. Gaines is rich as a pig in
shit. There is no justice." But | would advise those who
endorse such an - ahem- extreme point of view, that MAD was
all Gaines published at the time, and thus Harvey was asking
for- nay, demanding- 51% of Bill’s entire business.
Remember, although nothing Gaines published besides MAD
survived, nothing Kurtzman every created besides MAD sur-
vived either. Perhaps Harvey and Bill needed each other.
S0/50 (or 51/49, as the case may be). But, in the end, creators
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drunk man’s mess. Wa:id went on in the undergrounds, creat-

Jf theres pne Life Lesson
Harvey can teach us all,
its mot to tvork for a fat
olA Aiatetic Mnmﬁﬂg like
William FN. G7aines.
MAZD Magazine is
Kuﬂzm;ﬁ; Bill dmpped Harvey l'ﬁ: the ﬂ"‘? tﬁ,}ng he F"ﬁ‘
Cished that (asted. Jt was
Aonrtzman’s brainchilA.

- Scott Russp

e ﬂ-ll Palm?llh !ﬂ lot c:ﬁfwww love and shit Ilkc diat, For |
mﬂww Mz

rights are creators rights, and if owning something one creat-
ed- the whole damn thing- was unheard of at the time. and if
51% ownership was considered an insult, then Kurtzman was
at least owed a chunk, something, of what was his by rights.
There were more downsides. Reed Crandall and fan favorites
Wally Wood and “Ghastly” Graham Ingels were slowly being
consumed by alcholism. Sadly, the cartooning profession,

ilhids-dong lonely. houss.and constant. pressures, is.a breed-

EC collective. In

s o ;'.mn Thcjob'asa

ot

Ing charming strips in his own title Witzend, but his problems

withe the bottle contin 4. He wrned his back on thcﬁ? days,
ﬁﬂ an &a{ﬁlem%rme in his work. Wally's most @mus
m for EC ﬁs "rﬂa‘ from Weird Science #22. Aﬁautn—

| Hngraphlcat story, Wood takes us

cil andmkandhmshandswiﬁanda
' l dcal of Imre for my wnrkfé Fnl I

: ." The words were ﬁtually
Mn-ed by scripter F:Idstt:m,;#ld Wood
was now trying to kill that idenity for-
ever in My Word. Switching fmm Iush
ah:n landscapes to the SprﬂWhllg;ll

wa:ﬂrtht

“‘Ghastly” It e s'hwnuld fare no better. He c@unu:d
to struggle-in comics-10.no avail, until giving up for good in
'59. Unﬁr.\vnunannlj,r he stuck with the bottle, and ﬁ”u:r three
nly:a%nduned ﬁﬁ" family

sa:nungiﬁ off the

wing out-

ali to varjmg dcgrces uf sa.mc:ss Elll Gaines ::unlﬁu:d with

geNc ufﬁc fan-
¢ ﬂﬁl fame

Kunzman and F:ldslem in later life. Ignoring them so's he
would get the glory... So’s he could go on making his mil-
lions... So’s he could eat wine dipped, mongolian fried
sausage and fill his cherished wine cellar...

Flash forward to the year 2000, to the San Diego ComiCon,
and the veterans re-uniting for the first time in the forty years-
plus since the end of the affair. Many have led legendary
careers in the interim, becoming institutions until themselves.
In fact, one of the young men who was in the audience that




day remembers following the works of Davis and Williamson
as just a little aficionado-to-be, long before ever hearing about
the two letter company that kicked off their careers,
Williamson for his Star Wars strips, and Davis for his fine,
fine Spalding ads ("Man, those rubber balls are just too
slick!"). Now they had been gathered under one roof, in the
meager conference rooms of the convention center, for one
last fling- all greying, some spry, some not, but in apparently
good spirits and willing to indulge in faded nostalgia once
more for the sake of the fan-addicts.

The ubiquitous Al Feldstein, EC figure head _aM_,[mn;mm,; it
';:.;.:E;Enmisha:[?muﬂ:ed in the early ‘60's, hut Bill Gaines ew:nlu

was the mnst accesslble and available nj; thﬁ rgm__._'hj b

Entﬂﬂﬂlnlng Comic tﬁu ;-.;: -:
Magazine, from wh
the world in 1985, He

painter of the '!H 'g wlﬂm-=:ﬁndﬁe&pﬁ;;..hul"ﬂespile' thi:"“

inherent wn.;;:...;iijijiii
Child, his

hl:m ain:gular mh.:-rvﬁfs. re]at‘ing l:llt‘:s
ﬂffﬁﬂlﬂls pranks (my favorite being the
time. __I'ie_a_::drﬂssed joints of rnf:li in :::hrl*

the local
inclu

thruugl’i”:_:::_ .......
fl.]"}’ pal

.................

Originally Uﬂﬂﬂ
i L hizaee

diately carried on with h
Flump, heallhy, and gﬂﬂd

and w.:nt.rahle'

art, but while his loose, water color TV guide covers, movie
posters, slim jim ads, et al. still have that trade mark Davis
zing, they can’t (for me) match the crisp crackle of his pen and
brush work of the EC salad days.

Also in attendance was Al Williamson, who came across as
bullish and irascible during panel appearances, and let the
audience decide for itself whether his attitude was tongue-in-
cheek, or the hubris of a man who is rightly recognized as
comicdom’s premiere fantasy artist. Joining him was former
assistant Angelo Torres, who stuck with MAD afier his EC
days, re-inventing himself as the magazine's second best car-
icaturist (after Mort Drucker, Sorry, Ang), and Jack Kamen.
Under-appreciated work-horse Kamen left comics for com-
mercial illustration after EC folded, where he stayed until his

mxl to cnmpm-mt Elder{whn unme:-;}_};;;;?_':;
im | [ike ihﬂ}' were a palraﬁ leenagers b
' , Davis was; as Jim

Davis is WIdEhF recognized as the grand daddy of éaﬁimﬂmml;p;z;_.

retirement, the loss to comics going unchecked. Par for the
course, he was hardly the center of attention in San Diego, but
at least one person present was in awe of the man. EC’s other
science fiction artist, Joe Orlando slipped out from under the
shadow of Williamson and Wood in post-Gaines life, finding
his own style at DC comics, where he remained for more than
thirty years, eventually becoming one of the company’s top
executives, He died in 1998, so we'll forgive him.

The spectre of "Ghastly" Graham Ingels did not present itself
during the con, though a walking -::nrpm: wuuld have bn:en a

ﬂlly Lrﬂtkcf.f him ﬂﬁ'ﬂf& n ﬁnnda in 1977, only to be brusque-

Ihat 1& Was nﬂt 0 be bnlhei'ﬁd wﬂh hr-; EC days Russ
C{JC]'II'EIB* puhllsllﬂr of the EC reprints tllmughuut the last three

dEEdl’JLb ﬂeutmliy cuaxed ingulb out nfhﬁimg in 1988, con-

. .hencl"‘t sales of hlu Lurrﬂni *.w:-rh Ingt‘:l B pdlnimgs of historic

Vlclumn hnmﬂ in Fll‘.rl'ldﬂ suld .1:} WEH as _'-mu m]ﬂ nnagme

nmhu zﬂmhu pln up fm lhﬁ‘-JI' panr:nﬁ base-

m;.m Finally, |rtgﬂh gave them what  they
wanted when Cﬂchmn_ cﬁnmmmone-ct him
o produce a handful of new paintings of
lhe EC's hnrmr Jmsl, The Old H"“'trh

which qnld 1-::-r nmft: rriﬂm:y thau B.fan-

FnaH_'-,' Lami: fulk E[!‘EIE Ha: pasaed EWE_‘,-'
‘ J in 1991, slmnly after another EC | guy-
turned- tme artist left us. Avar '-g;ii’dc

% 5 cartoonist - Bernie  "Master | RﬁEL
va Kn,gatcm gave up the ghost in 199& Hﬂﬂ he
inﬁed I doubt he would have graced, m many

ﬁ:-mlu bmk mﬂvunnunm HE loo, denﬂﬁm&d his
Alun missing Imm thu. roster were the crime B{J}‘E. Gen}rge
Evans, .luhnny Craig and Reed Crandall. Evans and Craig

ed on the reunion for different persnnalmn'; Crandall

""""mmply passec d t;m_ hm not befnn: n:achmg ar.; rgm}mmmm cnd

w:lehftﬂ Kansas t:m:.i the m:d ?r.rs. Mchnhulmm took it's

?ffna[ toll when he died of a mwy in a nursing home in

WB"’ After cnnunulng to:work in war comics for DC, Evans

reuru.i fmm *:.,uum’:s ;m l% but still pruduus one of those

E'tu*-: but he 0o hung up the hruﬁ'.h in the ‘90s. Funemly he can

still be commissioned to produce a vintage scene of grisly
murder for those with the right coin.

Silver-haired Marie Severin was also present, in better health
and mind at age 70 than myself at half that (which she sweet-
ly rationalized away with some line about the cartooning pro-
fession being harder on men than women). She’s come a long
way, baby. Originally EC’s colorist, she was also an accom-
plished artist in her own right. But, with her youth as a dis-
qualifier, she was not quite up to company standards. Since
then she has staked her claim at Marvel Comics, gracing their
books with genuine drawing skill. Her current work can hold
a flame to any of the old EC boys, including her big brother
John, who was nowhere to be found at the con- and was given
nary a mention in any of the promotional materials, or in any
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of the panel dlgﬁiﬂ:ﬂnh attended (not even from his sis)” " Jéss,
John Sevem;e’has ahawaauw ‘wlong way since his akaiﬂi Fh'”ih: hopelessly devoted much of what San Diego had to
days at EC. He's “Found f:ﬁm ay the number un@ﬁmgﬁatﬁ offer was; pnr:eless If we had heard the stories a hundred
Cmcl'wd magazme HAD S f::hief ﬁval rendengigﬂ%nfﬁ'vﬁ’ itimes befqr;; hearing them now at least confirmed our faith in
A Wi '*H'*mjﬁylbﬁpgy If Kurtzman taught us all the world was a lie,
ﬁaﬁfﬁ*;@; :s_seerﬁg thEEC Gang cavort like high school kids in San Diego
ﬁﬁ a.‘l; iﬂuaﬂ[ a chance to momentarily return to childhood inno-
Die ﬁ&’fehratmn X LCEW S ; t Was, in all sincerity, a once in a life time experience.
Bﬁﬂ ly, an&,,mnsl nn;ﬁ)]ﬁ' )sent were }fﬁﬁ;ﬁ(um:nﬁn ﬂiul ﬁut "S“w

ﬁt_( .l-hﬂ‘ s ﬂ;,, B
two menim a room together, but lhe:rhmmmi' @’e
evenlua]l&:dtssnlved and by lﬁc mid’ £Ds the;ﬂemmmh‘i\‘t

and mechanical gre}tmés Mg;mh was this,
treason that earned ﬁﬂi smﬁ{]{?g ﬁpanah ﬁl&ﬂw ’iﬁ_t ﬂ:ﬁ: ﬁ

Tﬂ-

: being expended by fans and organizers to
gﬂf s the gramf high mystic gods of pen and brush a proverbial

e

J'.wﬂm}'-nne gun salute-complete-with-cake-and-ice cream..

made améh:ls Gainesieven ﬁmaﬁtahl; offered Kurtzman ‘!«_’uh ‘our rapturous applause at the merest cough from one nf
work at MAD'6iée ag mﬁ ' ﬁ“ dgmf@ﬂcrﬁlﬁiﬁgg;ﬁ;ﬁfii_""'u ‘honored guests gleefully drowning out the Ben Katchor

charitably accepted {lhgp@*&a;_?l'f , aﬁgﬁﬁg Th.mlﬁ*ﬁacj -::-_ and Phoebe Gluetknr::r presentations down the hall... The
sion). Feldstein comments: "1 ¢ @@gﬁhbwaq very sweetand  question begs asking: What exactly were we EEll:hratmg‘]‘
kind of Bill to allow him t0° #ofe’ihat il{hnugh | think he  Perspective is ‘negded; We can not idealize EC comics 100

[Kurtzman]was already beginning to suﬂﬁ A little fmrn his
physical problems" (read: the work stunﬁﬁ*ﬁﬁ o

sick. During the last decade of his life
he suffered from Parkinson’s disease,
and later colon cancer. He died in

1993, still cracking up fellow patients

during chemotherapy sessions. He is
still regarded here and abroad as one
of the most influential cartoonists
ever.

Gaines, himself, had shuffled off his
massive mortal coil just months prior
to Harvey in "92 due to medical con-
ditions exacerbated by a life long love
of food and wine. The proximity of the
two passings (I believe) kicked off a
decade that witnessed the death of far
too many of our most cherished lumi-
naries (most recently Don Martin and
Charles Schulz). Bill and Harvey will

the re-union by their WJdDws Adelle and Annie, re;pefhvely
| know little about Annie Gaines, other than th’at she was ;
Gaines third wife, was active at MAD magazine as Gai nﬂ'-‘}'ﬂ%
assistant editor for the last dozen years of his ]1!'1!:},b Mh}iﬁfs .f.ﬂc[h&
day rcpresems the heart and soul of her late hu'-;hind al whaﬁs %{ﬁ thmt.fﬁc student of i ﬂﬂ!ﬂlﬁs ean ieam a lot from Al's

reunion. She too has her place in EC lore;as’ ;hqﬂ;g}kimgy

while a scr:retary at Timely Cnmlcs [Ia!er to “be”

mented Kurtzman's sensibilities perfectly {man}r of her recol-
lections of the good old days are the sha,rpest, not o mention
most laughably cynical, of the Emcrtamlng g:ng} She’s also
a worthy trustee of her late husband's memory; She has
worked for the past 12 years at Clear View ﬁchml a school

...............

Jf T had it all to Ao over
again, ] wouldn’t Ao it...
A nd yet, J'm not sorry J
am there ] am.

J guess it all Aqgends on
hoty this tyorks put.

7f 7 make it, it wwas all
tyorth it _‘ff T Aox’t, it
tyasn't,

\ally Weed

always occupy a sper:lal place in my heart (though Hanfo

ettt

10 TR’ ‘and

ﬁtmﬁd - Fli"t:,r years latﬁr t

cam;: coﬁr{tﬁ ﬂﬁine H
ﬁwen Haryﬁy% eternal rewards
ure of Bill ﬁwnes aaafgmlcﬁ:n‘w for magic and.
as well, His heavy handed paten
................. Fﬂﬂﬂ%ﬂﬂl fﬁ' Hfﬁﬂﬂg?ﬂﬂﬂl#mﬂﬂjgﬂﬁwusai to'pay royalties

ligence, and wry, wry, sense t}f humor-that must haw: r.:nmplch .;’m: Féturn. _;r

much. Desptte ﬁfe prodigious talent and technical efficiency
fiyas  found within, &E‘}f do not represent the pinnacle of what the

medium has to offer. On the contrary,
EC comics were at best primers, a
primitively structured use of the art
form as compared to the expression,
invention, intelligence and literary
scope seen in the better undergrounds
of the 60’s and alternatives of today. |
highly doubt when Al Feldstein was
frantically writing one more revenge
from the grave story at three in the
morning to fill that week’s quota he
had any notion that he was creating
potential "classics-to-be”, destined to
be scrutinized under a microscope fifty
years later. "I wasn’t seeking any laud-
ing or fame for this," Feldstein says
now, "I was seeking a cheque so I could
pay my mortgage out on Long Island

and get these Kids of mine grown and pay. fpr the car and what-
_cwr, you know. So that was the.driveé b m¥: part. I was turn-

SR

t@ out a product that was, :I:}grﬁn&:_nf _the-eompensation |

product is by and large incon-

ﬁmg to tal-.:e gnu ﬂnﬂ'le,. samu;;amusel ride. While

1 f;ln be sumryfd up:dn, one
a;]:w}r&j(ur}znﬁn

 for this mhut 'r”?:'ﬂ'lf: pic-

irth starts
alism, his

LLLLL e

5 agi vauits overflowed they

l.'l‘:lDl:l

ﬁ&ﬁ amuﬁuehnn aL et

......

hsequf:ntly netted over
the artists. No "just

Itall mmcl-:& ;‘;ﬁhe typtml image of a puhllsher who sees hlm-
gfi‘mﬂifﬁs bi:fsmess at the top of an inverted pyramid, with

for emotionally handicapped children, which’ she, md”ﬂanej; ﬂic amst;mam,g squarely on the bottom. That Harvey died one

helped establish for the sake of their autistic’ mn, Pﬂcr ﬁg Zmore p\'ﬂﬁlfgmd velergn earns old"Bill not a few demerit

remarkable woman. But even leaving these ﬂutstand;ngqu;ﬂ« g
ities aside, meeting either Mrs, Gaines or Mrs. Kurtzman WII[’
now be the closest anyone can get to meeting Harvey or Bill:.

pmnrﬁ.

Hut Bo m;uahces canstrip Kurtzman of his mantle as the
mﬁls behind MAD. MAD was an neutron bomb dropped on

By virtue of this alone, their presence in San Diego was price- fhc p&EEﬁjl nation of *50’s pop culture. It's initial release had




a delayed effect, like a shock wave slowly working its way
from the epicenter of the initial blast out to the very periphery
of the collective unconscious of America’s youth, laying waste
to the *50's idealism that stood before it. I'm ¢onvinced that
the arrival of MAD, coinciding with Elvis’ arrival on the tele-
vision, did no less than bridge the modernist and:the. post-
modernist ages, paving the way for a new era, Art Spiegelman
claims "MAD had at least the same:impact as pot or LSD on
the shape of the '60’s.", as.is"€choed by Pauti Smith, who so
aptly put it: "After MAD, drugs were nothing. ““MAD had a
young Robert Crumb rummaging through endless garage sales
for back-issues, saved BilF'Griffith from a career in”plastics,
and made a young Denay.Eichorn throw upiin the toilet. It put
the zap to Gilbert Shelton and Rick Griffith, It even made
young feminists laugh. Witness Trina Robbins: " My genera-
tion became the hipptes and Yippies and rebels we did because

MAD taught us to laugh at ‘authority,. MAD formed us."

Because of it Kurtzman was pegged “the father of the under-
grounds” (he wryly-demanded a blood test),

The rest of the EC cannon, however, was found to have had
a malignant effect.on the ﬂﬂlﬂ end{}flht undergrounds. The
horror swff was being apud S0 slamshfy hy folks: like Jaxon
and Richard Corben, the Death Rarrte gang, that Zippy creator
Bill Griffith eventually issued A Barde Cry in 1973, an impor-
tant wake up call that bears repéating thirty years later. "Why
1s there a tendency in the .uﬁﬂer_gmwd comic to resemble 2
slightly altered version of abeve ground comics?” ¢ Griffith
penned, "What's this bissiness with the tits and monsters and
werewolves? Hey, | want 10 know what's underground about
corpses besides burying “em, huh? And all that half-baked,
crackpot science fiction creeping onto the racks that was
pathetic back in the "50's when it was at least new? 1 recog-
nize the mastery of the EC creators, as well as other innova-
tors of the ‘40°s and ‘50°s. What's really impdl?tiﬂt to recog-
nize is that comics then were still an unevolved agt form for all
their technical prowess aad tight exécution. They were held
back by their times, réstraified, leashed by the law, by éco-
nomic realities and public reaction. On the other hand under
ground comics have burmwe& through to the day light as an
evolved art form, hnngmg lﬂgl.thr.r diverse elements dnd ideas

. So what do we need ‘Wil:h th EC tradition?"

Wh.u do we need wnfh ﬁm E.C tradition, indeed?

In her reflection on the mediom in the Comics Journal, Heidi
MacDonald once wrote: "Like it or not, we're trapped in our
sick, beautiful little world. And it i beautiful no matter how
bad the pain. I can’t help but recall Wally Wood's famous u.li
portrait (My World). Talk about a sad life and r;h,ar.h

what great art along the way. Was. it worth u? | think all art4s
_both genders in the flfly years since. And this then, is worth it.
~ Thisis our heritage...
 dead. but its soul still haunts the land. The EC gang have for-
_ ever encoded their genetic imprint of lunacy on generations of
“misfits to come.

worth the suffering.” Was it worth it? Were.the ‘space-ships,

the inter-stellar beef-cake jocks, the s :md mnnsters and'

werewolves worth it”?

Myth-making aside, any suggestion that Wm}d s art ;:n:st hlm-
his life- that the greatness brought him down to the nothing-

ness- is ultimately inaccurate, and, | think dangerous. The sit-

. Elder’s Melvin Male, Davis’ Crypt Keeper.

uation is more complex than that: Jack Mendehlson, writer of
Panic and the Yellow Submarine movie, revealed in San Diego
that Wood once confided to him that he suffered crippling 24
hour migraines that he could do nothing about... save work
through lﬁétﬂ_t Given the labour intensive complexity of
Wood's work, this.would drive anyone to drink. His intense
schedule- compounded with his psychiatric problems, com-
pounded with a string of failed marriages, compounded with
financial problems- hmught on a stroke, leaving him partially

.ﬂamljized and blind in one eye. He internalized it all..

I'}ra*_mr_ug w_i;atew:r work- for-hire j0bs came his way thmugh
the sixties and seventies, Wally finally came to the end of his
line when they started hooking him up to a dialysis machine.
In 1981 ht'tmlt his own life. His last.work, Gang Bang #3, a
superhero smut rag, was puhhﬂhed posthiimously. It is not a
worthy epitaph. Nor are the tales of his hoozy indiscretions,
such as his dismissal from MAD. ﬁlw.:n the' circumstances,
and the quality of his work that was pnnted inMAD, it can be
forgiven. In the.end, | don't believe his passion and intensity-
and the art it subsequently. pmdu-::t.d ever took a toll on
Woody. Rather these qualities saw. him through tremendous
adversity- the kind lhal oo often Ll}n"-‘.’pﬂﬂ"i o r.mp artists dead
in thewr tracks: :

*if | had it all to.do over again, 1 wauldn't de'it. ..
And yet, Em not sorry Fam where | am.
I guess it all depends on how this works.out.
If'l makelt it wasall worth it. If | don’t, it wasn't.”
" .Wally Wood

| aggree \#iﬂf};ﬂﬂ}ll McCloud’s assessment in Understanding
Comics: Our culture is held in thrall to.the simplified, dynam-
ic reality: of the cartoon, This, then, is.the popularity of EC
Comics. The power: and himpliﬁii‘y of the images- the car-
foons- “still resonate. Jt.llf.‘s FEIﬂ"EI' in his essay The Great
Comic Book Heroes, pot it thus: "We werea generation... We
were out to be gplendid- snnmhnw 2 Mﬂch: of that generation
couldn't draw, but they had hfan” .'md once in a while one of
those non-drawers drew so-mach, for so lang, with so much
heart, that'a Jack Kitby ﬂ!fi:fﬁt:d, __](irhy. Crane, Caniff, Eisner,
Wood- all.of them took tremendous pride in crafting comic’s
first rocket-from-the-crypt, industrial strength icons. They had
cajones. And if you understand this, you understand why we
must honour them: These canmmn[q were our manhood- our
living manhood! An lﬂgﬁis rombie, a Wood hot rod in space,
.. these icons, no
matter how naive and unsophisticated they seem in retrospect,
haveé made a. greater impact on our society's consciousness
than & million gutless attempts at "art” by girl cartoonists of

“and our greatest debt. EC may be long

Hoo Hah.

ames uMd by Drippy The Newsboy

Boy-o0-boy-o0-boy-o-boy! Mr. Lloyd is one of my favorite cartoonists! Ask

him to draw you a picture and he’ll do onel And it will look just like Bart
or Homer or Maggie or Fry or Bender or even Bill Gaines.
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