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Rough draft of my mini-autobiographical tale 

My Uncommon Comic Book Collection 

by Mr. Corbett Harrison (who gives you permission to write suggestions to make this paper better!) 
 
 

 

I have two older brothers.  When I entered third grade, my mother decided to return to 

college after taking a break to raise us.  My two brothers are a bit older than me, so they were 

allowed to go home after school, or to visit friends, or to do after school activities.  I, however, 

had to walk halfway home from school and remain at a babysitter’s house until Mom picked me 

up after her day at college was over. 

 

My babysitter (Marge) was a very nice lady, but I think she could have been a better 

babysitter.  I wanted to be outside with my friends, but Marge turned on the TV and had me 

quietly watch cartoons for thirty minutes, which were followed by an hour of reruns of “The 

Mickey Mouse Club” from the 1950’s.  I watched these programs at the babysitter’s house every 

day for my entire third grade year, and in that time I probably saw every episode of “The MMC” 

that was ever shown.  The show became a favorite of mine even though it was broadcast in black 

and white and was really quite old compared to me.   

 

I liked the whole show.  My favorite part on “The Mickey Mouse Club” was a serial called 

The Adventures of Spin and Marty.    It told the story of two boys with very different personalities 

who weren’t much older than me.  Spin was a nice guy that everybody liked because he was down 

to earth.  Marty showed up and was spoiled and pompous and he tried to get sent home from the 
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cowboy dude ranch where they were to spend their entire summer.   I envied them because they 

learned to rope, saddle, and ride. They never once sat in front of the TV and watched it!  On 

weekends, I got to play (often we played “pretend dude ranch”) with my friends, but on 

weekdays, I had to watch Spin and Marty have all the fun.    

 

When I was thirty years older, I found a Spin and Marty comic book in an old bookstore.  I 

love old bookstores because of the treasures you can find in them.  It was tattered and torn, 

originally priced at 12 cents. The bookstore sold it to me for a dollar and I wondered if other comic 

books about Spin and Marty existed.  I found out there were eight comic books published in the 

50’s about Spin & Marty, and thanks to eBay, I can boast that I own pretty nice copies of them all 

now.  They are framed in my home office and hang together on one wall. 

 

My actual friends from the third grade, like me, have now turned gray and I don’t see or 

hear from them very often.  Spin and Marty became a different kind of “old friend” to me.  The 

two boys—like Bart Simpson—don’t change, and they are forever stuck on the covers of my eight 

comic books.  They remind me every summer, which is when I work in my home office the most, 

that I should get outdoors and metaphorically saddle up and rope and ride.   

 

I still have never been to an actual dude ranch.  Someday I’ll go.  Maybe I’ll run in to Spin 

and Marty there, and I can tell them about my uncommon comic book collection. 
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