




How do you do justice to 
the life of Jack Kirby in the 

span of one comic book?

How do you confine 
such a giant to 

twenty-four pages?
How do you tell 
all those great 

stories?

How do you 
express how 

beloved he was? 

It can’t 
be done.

How do you convey 
how much he meant 

to an entire 
industry, to an 

infant art form?

How can you come close 
to encapsulating the way 
he touched millions and 
millions of people, the 
way his work continues 
to reach new audiences, 
to fuel movie empires?

Oh, sure, Jack himself might 
have been able to capture 

such a large topic in such a 
little space.

His memory, his legacy, and 
his work will never die, and 
in that way, neither will he.

But that was Jack. There was 
only one of him, and there will 
never be another, and no one in 
the world of comic books could 

ever do him justice.

Long live 
the king.


