WHAT MAKES A MAN
GO INTO HIDING?
NOT ANY MAN.
A LITERARY GIANT.
WHAT FEEDS HIS EGO
BETTER THAN 1Juer

ADULATION? LOVE
THE

OBITUARIEC.

ARE YOU CALLING
ME A PHONY?

NOBODY CALLC ME A PHONY.

HOLDEN CAULFIELD
WOULD HAVE
HATED YOU.

GALINGER HAD COMMITTMENT...
TO HIC CHOCEN LIFE. IF NOT HIC CANON.
HAI NOT EVERYONE DOEC IT
“I'M THE MOST TERRIFIC LIAR I'M COING TO LKEWEDO. B8
YOU EVER SAW IN YOUR LIFE.” PRETEND I'M A RARE
IDIDNT PHENOMENON.
WHICH BRINGS BACK MY POINT: HEAR THAT.

WHAT KEPT SALINGER

FROM PUBLISHING?

NOTHING COULD

PERSUADE YOU FROM

THOSE ENDLESS

PAINTINGS AND

FILM-THINGS.
&,«

¥ YOU KEPT

Co GOING RIGHT

} UP UNTIL THE

DAY YOU DIED.

AND YOU... WELL, ACIDE FROM
THAT CRAZY CHRICTMAC ALBUM,
YOUR RECENT WORK HAC REMAINED
AC CATCHY AND POTENT

ACYOUR CLACCIC OEUVRE.

CHURCH DINNERS?
HOG REEVES?

I'VE READ ALL OF —
THE REPORTING ON  yQUR PROBLEM.
SALINGER'S DEATH,

HOPING TO LEARN TECHNICALLY.
SOMETHING... HE BECAME WAY
MORE FAMOUGC BY
WERE HIS TURNING HIC BACK
ARTISTIC AMBITIONS ON THE CTUFF.
QUENCHED O HE'C LIKE GARBO!
NEGLECTER IT'C BRILLIANT.

OH... I'M A PHONY?
DIDN'T YOU EVEN CEE
I'M NOT THERE?

YOU'RE CUCH AN

INVENTION IT TAKEC QIX

DIFFERENT ACTORC
TO PORTRAY YOU!

OH, THANK YOU, ANDY.
THAT REALLY MEANS
ALOTTOME...

COMING
FROM A
BIG PHONY.
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