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FOREWORD 

In a BiG collection like this, covering some twenty-five years of work, there 

are naturally a number of my earliest cartoons. For the most part they will be 

found in the opening sections of the book. I admit that, being among my first, 

they linger in my affections. Furthermore, with all their inadequacies of tech- 

nique and draftsmanship, they form the background for what was to come 

later. 

Fora starter, asa curiosity, here is the first thing I was able to sell toa maga- 

zine—-a most memorable occasion in my life, as you might imagine. It was one 

of a number of decorative spots made for The New Yorker when it began pub- 

lication. I think it serves to show with what small acorns I planted my field: 



Up to this time I had been drawing, both at school and for The Yale Record, in 

a rough, rugged style—heavy blacks and dramatic lighting, for I wasa painter 

at heart, and the slick, polished pen-and-ink vogue of the era was not my dish 

of tea. But I had found no takers among the magazines. The technique was 

“too advanced,” “‘too violent.” After several years of no success at all, I de- 

cided it might be expedient to tone down the style, at least till I had a foot in 

the door. This wise decision was reached just as Te New Yorker made its ap- 

pearance—exactly on cue. I’ve since believed, without a moment’s doubt, in 

the theory of predestination. There’s never been a better piece of timing. 

IT HAS BEEN suggested that I answer, in this foreword, some of the questions 

that come most frequently to a cartoonist. Or at least to me. 

Number One is: “Which do you do first, the picture, or the caption?” 

With the modern cartoon, unlike the chicken and the egg, there is only one 

answer. The idea comes first. , 
In the days of the old Lzfe, Puck, and Judge, many an artist drew end- 

less variations of his particular specialty—boy-and-girl, old-gentleman-and- 

small-boy, monkey-talking-to-giraffe—and then some bedeviled staffer would 

sit down and tack on whatever variation of stock joke, pun, or he-and-she dia- 

logue he could think of. It was the period, too, of the illustrated poem or jingle. 

The days of Daumier, Gavarni, and the rest were over. Artists, with rare ex- 

ceptions, were no longer expected to think. 

Harold Ross, in starting The New Yorker, cast out the stale joke, the pun, 

the he-and-she formula; and before long these faithful old servants were 

dying everywhere else—or everywhere, perhaps, except in the rosy pages of 

the Hearst papers, where they continue to this day to do yeoman service. In 

their place there developed, primarily in The New Yorker, a humor related to 

everyday life; believable, based on carefully thought-out, integrated situa- 

tions, with picture and caption interdependent. This interdependence was the 

most important element of such cartoons. The reader had to examine the pic- 

ture before the joker in the caption made its point, or vice versa. The quick 

revelation of incongruity (actually, the sudden realization by the reader that 

he’d been hoodwinked ) brought the laugh. Or at least we hoped it did. 

Here are a couple of early examples that show what I mean: 
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“Every time he gets up enough energy he starts after me.” 



Question Number Two seems to be: “Where do you get all your ideas? Do 

they just come to you?” 

The last thing they do, madam, is “just come.” My ideas are produced 

with blood, sweat, brain-racking toil, the help of The New Yorker art staff, 

and the collaboration of keen-eyed undercover operatives. For the first few 

years I did think up most of my own situations. I had to. I was developing a 

style and a new kind of format, and there was no way anyone else could do it for 

me. But as time went on, and a distinct pattern for my work was set, it became 

easier for others to make contributions. By “others,” I mean the scant handful 

of gifted idea-men (there are hordes of the other kind) who have grown up 

in the field during the past few years. 

This system, I think, is as it should be. No man, after he has evolved several 

hundred variations on the few basic human themes, can be expected to keep it 

up indefinitely. Not entirely by himself, at any rate. He has a large job, alone, 

in continuing to improve and vary the style he has developed: the struggle to 

avoid easy stagnation (if he wants to avoid it) is endless. For ideas for the 

pictures, new minds and fresh slants become a necessity. 

The ideal collaboration—and [ve been fortunate enough to participate 

in several—consists of sitting down together, with lots of paper and pencils, 

and digging; staring into the microscope from all angles, till suddenly the 

elusive germ is spotted. And sometimes this is only the beginning. Often it 

takes days and weeks of patient tearing apart and rebuilding of an idea before 

the artist is ready to start work. 

I can hear the well-meaning matron who started this discussion saying 

incredulously, “What! All that fuss over a joke? Why do you go to so much 

trouble?” 
There are times when J wonder why. 

Money, I guess. 

On the next two pages, for illustration of the foregoing, are an Arno idea 

and a contributed idea. Do you want to guess which is which: 
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“And what 1s the purpose of your visit?” 



“Wake up, you mutt! We're getting married today.” 

The one opposite was a contributed idea; the one above was one of mine. 

Question Number Three, from the more initiated, is likely to be: ‘“Didn’t 

you invent the one-line caption?” 

I like to think that I did, and have been given credit for it; but nothing so 

basically simple could be “invented.” It must be as old as Confucius, or older. 

It was lying there all the time, waiting to be picked up. I gravitated toward it 

naturally, and was one of the first to use it consistently, so that it became more 

or less a trade-mark. (Now, of course, it is found everywhere. ) I suppose it 

appealed to me particularly because my English grandfather, who was the 

light of my boyhood years, had taught me that brevity was the soul of wit—a 

surprising maxim to come froma lifelong reader of Punch. As with a smoking- 

room story, the shortest caption, if it hits with a wallop, brings the loudest 

guffaw; the kind that warms my heart. The one-line caption or “overheard 

remark,” together with its running-mate, the captionless drawing or “sight- 



laugh,” would seem to be as far as graphic humor can go. I don’t know. I admit 

I have been wondering for some time what the next step might be. (I may 

open some magazine tomorrow or the day after and find out. ) 

Here is an early drawing with a one-line caption, as well as one that 

needed no caption: } 

“Have I ever told you about my operation?” 





I am sometimes asked, by those 

who remember them, “Why don’t you 

revive the Whoops Sisters? ” 

(For the benefit of those who came 

in late, the Sisters were two raucous 

harridans, usually suspected of being 

deep in gin, who cavorted about town 

yelling ‘““Whoops,” followed by appro- 

priate remarks, at the pop of the near- 

est button. Readers either grew quite 

fond of them, or were outraged by their 

language and general carryings-on. ) 

This question is an easy one to an- 

swer. I don’t think the Whoops Sisters 

would fit this day and age. They came 

to me at the time they were most 

needed, both by me and by The New 

Yorker, and after running several years, 

they had served their purpose. By then 

I was able to handle the “big” pictures 

I’d been eager to do, so I quietly in- 

terred them, before I or others could 

grow tired of them. But they were fun 

while I was doing them, and I some- 

times shed a nostalgic tear for them. 

For club members who may feel 

the same way, I’ve dug them up again 

for a brief glimpse, and here they are: 

“Whoops!” 
“Whats up, dearie?” 
“Oh, nuthin — only its 

kinda nice P get yer boots off 
fer a minute, now that th 

fleet’s gone—Gor!” 
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“The hussy—she says Pl 
give yuh aring—then she asks 
me ‘is yer phone number under 
yer own name? Lordy!” 

“Whoops! Wha did she 
think it was under—yer bust 
measure?” 

“There! That jamitor’s rid- 
wm in the dumb-waiter again!” 

“Move the pie a little closer, 
dearie, and when ’e reaches for 
it—whoops!” 
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“Lordy! Bettern a horse 
and cab any day,I say! Gets y’ 
there quick—hic!” 

“Whoops! Where wuz you 
gow, dearie?” 



One last question: ““How do you go about drawing one of your pictures?” 

If you’re an artist, the following will bore the life out of you, so skip it. 

As briefly as I can describe it—and I think the procedure is fairly general 

practice, though naturally I speak only for myself—it goes like this. When I 

decide an idea is promising, I make a sketch in some such easy medium as 

charcoal. A “rough” of this sort takes anywhere from five minutes to half 

an hour, and while the idea is still fresh I try to cram into this first draft as 

much of facial expression and characterization as I can. I often hit it right, 

the way it’s going to stay, on my first try. Background and details, except for 

sketchy indications, wait until later. 



Sketches like this are gone over, at Te New Yorker, at a weekly art meet- 
ing. The ones that seem funny and solid enough (there are always a few duds 
mixed in) are picked out for finishing, often with constructive suggestions for 
improving the picture or rewording the caption. Sometimes there are half-a- 
dozen versions made, over a period of weeks, on the same idea, before the thing 

feels right. Then the rough is back on the drawing-table, ready to go. 

It happens that I work sporadically, in concentrated doses, so I get set now 

for a twenty-four- or thirty-six-hour session, in which [ll hope to turn out 

four or five finished pictures. 

Occasionally a drawing, one of the simpler ones, comes off like a charm, 

and I’m finished with it in an hour or two. This brings a wonderful elation. 

More often, in the early stages, it’s a long, tough grind, with endless pencil- 

ing, erasing, rectifying, to recapture the effect and mood produced in the origi- 

nal rough. This penciling is the invisible framework that’s later erased so the 

viewer will never suspect it was there—the labor and sweat which enable it to 

look as 1f no labor or sweat had been spent on it. 

Sometimes this pencil layout won’t come right, no matter how I wrestle 

with it. It lacks the life and movement it should have. When this happens I 

start all over again on a new piece of gleaming white board. Sometimes I 

make five and six beginnings, reworking faces and postures, striving for the 

exact comic quality the idea calls for. 

But finally I think Pve hit it, and am ready to continue. 

Now you—let’s suppose, here, that you’re the artist—you dip a fine- 

pointed sable brush into India ink and start laying in the heavy black strokes 

that will be the skeleton of your drawing. You keep the line rough, jagged, 

spontaneous-looking. That’s your god (or mine): spontaneity. You move fast, 
with immense nervous tension, encouraging the accidentals that will add flavor 

to the finished drawing. 

When the ink is dry, if it still looks right to you, you start that awfullest of 

chores, the erasing of the maze of penciling that lies beneath the ink, till noth- 

ing is left on the board but crisp, clean black-and-white. 

Now, with the skeleton completed, and the penciling cleaned up, comes 

the dessert course, the laying-on of the wash. (Rather an ecclesiastical- 

sounding process, I’ve always thought. ) 



The drudgery is over, the framework is up. You pick out a fat red-sable 

brush, the kind that used to cost six dollars and today costs seventy-five, and 

dip it into one of the washes you’ve mixed. All you have to do now is swim 

luxuriously in rich grays, startling blacks, and brilliant whites, while you build 

up the lighting effects that will make your characters stand out like actors on a 

stage—or so you hope. (To tell the truth, before I reach this stage I seldom 

have more than a general idea of what these lighting effects are going to be. 

Sometimes, in the middle of things, I find I’ve unconsciously switched the 

imaginary light source from the left side to the right, or from behind the char- 

acters to in front of them, seeking, without thinking, for a better effect. What 

I’ve done up to then, of course, has to be changed to coincide. This sometimes 

turns into a revolting mess. ) 

All of this, the inking and the laying-on of washes, must be done rapidly, 

with careless care, so that it doesn’t look like work. It must look fast and loose, 

with a drawn-on-the spot quality. If you decide finally that, despite all your 

efforts, it’s come out too slick, too finished, too static—boom! Over you start 

again, and far into the night.... 

But if finally, at long last, you’re sure you’ve hit it, so that it looks as 

right to you as you can make it, you set it up in front of a deep armchair and 

settle back to look at it, even though dawn is breaking in the street outside 

and your eyes are burning in your head with fatigue; and you gaze on it with 

a loving joy, and you say to yourself, with a bit of surprise, “By golly, I 

made it!” 

PETER ARNO 

New York City 

September, 1951 
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“Doeswt this remind you of Lake Geneva?” 
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“Good God! I forgot to get favors for the men!” 
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“Young man! You put that celery in a bag, where it belongs! 
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“Why Alfred! Your hands are like tce!” 
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“We do sell them sometimes, lady, but only to other teams.” 
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“T hardly know how to say this, Mrs. Landecker, but what youve got there 1s 
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