an excerpt from
The Pre-History of The Far Side by Gary Larson
One day, a long, long time ago at a retail music store where I had been working for almost a year, I had an unexpected revelation. As I stood next to the cash register, the sky seemed to suddenly open up over my head and a throng of beautiful angels came flying down and swirled around me. In glorious, lilting tones, their voices rang out, "you haaaaate your job, you haaaaate your job…” And then they left. But I knew it was true—angels don't lie. I hated my job.
There was nothing really that terrible about it but, without prior warning, it came over me that this just wasn't what I wanted out of life. (We didn't even get good employee discounts.) I wanted something more. Insurance salesman, ice cream vendor, gravedigger—many things occurred to me, but I was pretty much rudderless.
So I took a couple days off, went home, and thought about it. Of course, thinking about a career crisis for two whole days was more than my attention span could handle (a clue to why I do a single panel cartoon instead of a strip), so I sat down at the kitchen table and started to draw. Exactly why, I'll never know. Other than an interest in Mad magazine during my adolescence, I knew nothing about the cartooning world. But, on the other hand, cartooning is not exactly a field that requires a graduate degree, complete with upper division courses like "Noses 401" and "Crossed Eyes 502."
I gave it a whirl and drew a half-dozen cartoons. The net result was six of the worst little drawings cartoondom has ever seen. Bearing my soul, here are five of the original six cartoons. (I couldn't find the sixth.)
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