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This book is dedicated to my darling wife, Liz.


The bravest and kindest woman I’ve ever known.




Introduction


Almost exactly fifty years ago, a young man clutching a drawing pad and a few pencils walked into Northcliffe House, near Fleet Street in London, to start the first day of a trial period as the social and political cartoonist of the Daily Sketch, a tabloid owned and run at that time by Associated Newspapers. That nervous, quivering jelly was me and I remember so well just how terrified I was at the prospect of having to dream up what I hoped would be an amusing comment on that day’s news.


The resident cartoonist was retiring due to ill health and three other hopefuls and I had been invited to try for the job. We were each to have our work published for two days and then a decision would be made on who would be taken on.


Amazingly, without having had to bribe anyone, I was given a six-month trial. It was a huge turning point in my career. Little did I know then that I would still be providing the daily cartoon fifty years later.


The job with the Daily Sketch, however, was to last only two years. The paper was closed down and taken over by its sister paper in the group, the Daily Mail, and, much to my delight, I was taken on with it.


For me, they have been fifty great years. I have been lucky enough to work for two editorial giants of journalism: David English, later to become Sir David English, and Paul Dacre, both possessing a really good sense of humour and the ability to sort the wheat from the chaff when presented with my daily bundle of rough ideas for selection.


Looking back, it’s hard to believe that I have been keeping ink and board manufacturers in business for so long. Not once has it been boring. The news changes constantly from day to day, so there is always some new topic to chew over and develop into an idea for the next day’s paper. Each day is a fresh challenge, and every morning the ritual is performed of scanning rival papers to see what one’s fellow cartoonists have made of the same subjects that each of us had been struggling with the day before.


Lots of readers collect cartoon originals and once in a while a celebrity or a politician who might have appeared in one of the drawings gets in touch asking to buy or to be given the work. Over my fifty years tenure I’ve handed over originals to The Beatles, Frank Sinatra, Laurence Olivier, Ted Heath, Harold Wilson, Margaret Thatcher, Denis Healey and countless others. I have been asked to draw for Dustin Hoffman and Roger Moore, Eric Morecambe and Ernie Wise and if this all sounds conceited then I’m sorry. I don’t mean it to be. I just thought that you, the reader, might be interested.


Being a newspaper cartoonist doesn’t mean that one is always tied to a drawing board, although most days it does mean exactly that. Occasionally, wonderful diversions happen. I have been sent to a nudist colony, where I had to strip off in order to present a drawing to a group of nudists. There was the time I was challenged by the Army Catering Corps to compete with a squad of young and fit soldiers over their assault course after they complained when I had drawn them as fat and spotty. That was hard work and exhausting, but I managed to finish the course without having a heart attack, and it was a really fun day. On another occasion, I was treated to a slap-up, and very boozy, lunch by the famous American film star John Wayne in his hotel suite.
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