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  “Funny Ladies is a unique insider’s guided tour of one of the most hidden and opaque and loved of the arts—the New Yorker cartoon. Liza Donnelly gives us a truly comprehensive appreciation of the cartoon form, along with its history and its creators—with special emphasis on the women who have made us laugh (including the author herself). You can’t ask for more—laughter and illumination within two covers.”




  —Edward Koren, New Yorker cartoonist




  “This is my kind of broad humor.”




  —Signe Wilkinson, editorial cartoonist, Philadelphia Daily News




  “For any fan of New Yorker cartoons, Funny Ladies is indispensable.”




  —Andy Borowitz, New Yorker humorist
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FOREWORD





  DAVID REMNICK AND EMMA ALLEN IN CONVERSATION




  David Remnick: Emma, Liza has done a lot to shine a light on the women who have published cartoons in The New Yorker. She’s been rightly critical of how long it took before more than just a few women were drawing for the magazine at any one time, but she’s also told the story from the very start.




  Emma Allen: A thing that I don’t think a lot of people know is that there was a cartoon by a woman in the very first issue of The New Yorker, which, despite all the dead-serious stuff we now publish about issues of war and peace, was in fact launched as a “comic weekly” in 1925. I remember being so excited when I learned that, but then I looked up the cartoon and could not understand it in the slightest. Something about flappers and “the wages of sin”—they apparently don’t get enough of wages, and/or sin? But then I came across this book and found myself cracking up at a Barbara Shermund cartoon from 1928 in which a man blathers on for eight panels to his totally silent date and then, in panel nine, states, “You’re a very intelligent little woman, my dear.” Because it’s a mansplaining joke! We’d run it today, right? Ditto the classic, caustic Alice Harvey gag, also from the late twenties, in which one woman confides to another, “Oh, she’s very attractive. I don’t like her at all.” It’s essentially the same joke as one of my favorites from Nora Ephron’s “When Harry Met Sally,” when Carrie Fisher’s character describes Harry’s new girlfriend to Sally: “Thin. Pretty. Big tits. Your basic nightmare.”




  DR: I see the link!




  EA: And of course there have been droves of amazing women cartoonists who have contributed since 1925, including Liza. Though there were some stretches in which the gender equity and diversity among the cartoonist pool was pretty abysmal. I often think about Roz Chast’s story about how, when she first sold a cartoon, in 1978, a male cartoonist asked then–cartoon editor Lee Lorenz if Lee owed Roz’s family money. I won’t ask if you got any similar remarks regarding my hiring.




  DR: I have to admit one of the unexpected parts of starting this job was that the editor plays a serious role in choosing the cartoons. You deal with the artists directly, they all sub “roughs” to you—multiple roughs each and every Tuesday—and then you narrow those down to a pile of about fifty or sixty, and then we meet every Wednesday. I was really hoping that you’d bring more women, more artists of color, more younger artists into the mix at a faster rate. We talked about it right from the start, and you were on it right away.




  EA: People do often ask me, almost as an accusation, if I was hired to enlist more women cartoonists, like some sort of Soviet spy recruiter. And I assume to some degree it’s, like, yeah, absolutely. The thing is, though, that seeking out and publishing diverse new talents is not part of some secret agenda. As I see it, this magazine’s aim is to publish the best, most innovative voices in various artistic, journalistic, and literary fields. And it’s abundantly clear that doing so entails working with a diverse array of voices and perspectives, ones that allow many readers to see themselves and their experiences in the work we publish, not just Upper East Side dentists (who love our cartoons; just try being me and getting out of a dental cleaning in under an hour). As I see it, at the end of the day, lots of cartoons about old white men in boardrooms and operating rooms are boring.




  DR: Some people can’t get that ridiculous Christopher Hitchens essay about women not being funny out of their heads. Ever since its publication, it seems, every funny woman—from Roz Chast to Tina Fey to Tiffany Haddish—has to answer to it in one way or another.




  EA: I’ve definitely had people imply that, as a woman, I might not be capable of picking cartoons that men find funny. In fact, a male cartoonist once said that to my face, immediately after I’d rejected a bad cartoon of his. But, David, you occasionally laugh at the cartoons I show you, in our weekly meetings, even when they’re about contentious things like how men are not always perfect. What is it, in your opinion, that makes a cartoon worth buying, since you have the final say? How do you know it when you see it? Correct me if I’m wrong, but I suspect your Y chromosome plays a minimal role.




  DR: I’d guess that a lot of things play a role in what makes any one person laugh or not. Being a man is one, maybe, but many things that comprise a human being go into your responsiveness to any art form, including the funny stuff. These things are so mysterious. I’ve been around the magazine for a long time and it seems to me that older readers, when they are in a mood sometimes, say the same thing with every passing generation: the cartoons used to be funnier. I have to think that’s been going on forever. And you do see things changing, and it’s possible that some people are not eager to hear new voices, new jokes. Some of the old tropes—desert islands, two mopes at a bar, first dates, the climber seeking a shaman at the top of the mountain, there are lots of them—have been around for so long that the only time they work is when they have an added, modern twist or some sort of self-deflating mechanism. What’s really refreshing and what enlivens the form is when someone comes along who has a distinct artistry, a look, and, maybe more importantly, a distinct world, a point of view. Roz Chast is a perfect example of that, and maybe what is so amazing about her is that her world and her language are so rich that they keep suggesting new possibilities; she keeps expanding her imagination, and we’re laughing harder than ever. Very few artists in any field have that kind of distinctiveness and an ability to continue.




  EA: I think with certain New Yorker readers, it sometimes comes down to an aggrieved sense that it’s sacrilegious to change anything about the magazine. But publications, institutions obviously have to evolve to not feel fusty and dated, safe and stale. In the early days, a lot of the cartoons we ran were “he-said, she-said” jokes with two stacked captions—a mini, witty repartee, rather than a single gag line—which was much less comedically elegant, in my opinion. When people bemoan that the cartoons aren’t as good as when they were young, I like to point out that while Saturday Night Live is forty-six years old, The New Yorker is ninety-six years old. But I guess people feel the same way about the SNL cast they grew up with. Doesn’t mean we or Lorne Michaels stop hiring new people, though.




  DR: One of the things that you have managed to do in a pretty short period of time is bring in more and more young artists—including, very much so, more women, more people of color. And, at the same time, you are paying a lot of attention to the work of people who have been around for a long time.




  EA: I remember when cartoonist Michael Maslin pointed out, three or so years ago, that an issue of the magazine was the first ever in which there were more women cartoonist contributors than men cartoon-ist contributors. Which is nuts. And, thank goodness, it has been repeated many times since. But it made me think of a story I probably learned from this book, about the cartoonist Hilda Terry saying in 1949 that the National Cartoonists Society should be renamed the National Men’s Cartoonists Society since they didn’t admit women (apparently because then they feared they’d have to stop swearing in meetings). And today, I think a lot of boys clubs are threatened by the idea of women in their midst. In the world of comedy, they justify it by saying that women won’t “get” or like their sense of humor. I mean, I grew up on Beavis and Butthead, Jackass, and Judd Apatow’s bromances, and (to varying degrees) I loved them all. Even more, I love that there’s such a rich array of alternatives now. And I feel like being able to post jokes and cartoons and funny videos online, without having to make it past traditional gatekeepers, has really shifted the demographics of who can succeed, and who is succeeding.




  DR: I used to worry that cartooning was like the craft of making horseshoes, that there were still wonderful craftsmen around, but they were aging and were not going to be replaced. But more and more, I see funny people, writers and artists, sending us cartoons. It seems like revival itself, and really promising.




  EA: And yet, I will probably get submissions till I’m old and decrepit that are addressed “Dear Sir,” or worse, “Dear Sirs,” which brings to mind some powdered-wigged tribunal and seems also to imply that I’m not man enough, even Sir that I am, to do the job alone.




  DR: Maybe I’m overly optimistic, Emma, but I bet that dwindles to nothing with time.




  EA: And yet every year, like clockwork, the question “Are women funny?” seems to be up for heated debate once again, incited by some stupid op-ed. But the joke’s on men because, as this book proves, ladies are and have always been funny—and if you address me as “Sir” or “Sirs,” you are very unlikely to be published.




  DR: I’ve got your back on that!
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FOREWORD THE OTHER SIDE OF THE DESK





  LEE LORENZ




  Liza’s narrative well describes the field as experienced by the cartoonist, but how does it look from the editor’s side of the desk? I hope my attempt to answer that question, based on my years as cartoon editor of The New Yorker (1973–1997), will be useful to artists in the field and reassuring to those considering entering it.




  The cartoon editor’s first responsibility is, of course, to supply the magazine with cartoons—hopefully funny ones. These come from two sources—the cartoonists under contract, about twenty-five in my time, and the unsolicited submissions, often two thousand a week, from the great army of hopefuls. When I succeeded James Geraghty as art editor, I inherited some of the best artists who ever worked for the magazine, including Charles Addams, George Price, Whitney Darrow, Saul Steinberg, Mischa Richter, and Charles Saxon. In addition, there were the bright new stars of my generation—Donald Reilly, Warren Miller, James Stevenson, and Bud Handelsman. The regulars submitted weekly batches of fifteen to twenty ideas (James Stevenson routinely provided thirty or more).




  Choosing from these, as well as from the unsolicited roughs, a pile small enough to bring to the weekly art meeting was the most difficult part of my job. Obviously the rejection rate was high. Although the final decision was made by the editor—first William Shawn, then Bob Gottlieb, then Tina Brown—it was my responsibility to announce the results to the artists.




  It would be fatuous to say that it was as painful to deliver the bad news as it was to receive it, but this was certainly the least pleasant part of my week. Most cartoonists accepted the results philosophically. Bud Handelsman, on the other hand, always left my office looking as if I’d shot his dog, and Ed Fisher once suggested to William Shawn that the cartoonists be allowed to edit their own work.
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  Even if they were greatly outnumbered by rejections, there were, thank god, plenty of okays. Working with the artists on their finishes was always a pleasure. The basic considerations were simple: where are we and who’s talking? My suggestions usually involved nothing more than strengthening the characterizations or changing the venue (do two guys talking always have to be sitting in a bar?). Major surgery was rarely required, but these stories of redoing drawings again and again are not entirely unfounded.




  To a cartoonist, a well-wrought caption is a thing of joy, and captions always received special attention—my predecessor James Geraghty maintained that the best captions had a distinctive “rhythm,” and he had a marvelous gift for teasing these out. This was always my goal as well. It’s important to add that any change to either caption or drawing was done with the consent of the artist.




  The most challenging, and satisfying, part of my job was bringing new artists to the magazine. In the early days, artists like Peter Arno and Helen Hokinson literally walked in off the streets. I was never that fortunate, but I did have great success sifting through the “slush pile,” that forbidding mountain of unsolicited material that arrived in my office each week. If the numbers (two thousand) cited above seem discouraging, it should be noted that every new artist I brought in to the magazine (over two dozen) was discovered this way. The list begins with Jack Ziegler and Roz Chast and continues through Victoria Roberts, Danny Shanahan, Robert Mankoff, Bruce Eric Kaplan, and, yes, Liza Donnelly. This search for fresh talent continues today.




  Although I retired in 1997, I recently received yet another batch of unsolicited submissions sent to my home. They were photocopies of rejected material accompanied by a note asking me to explain why they were deemed unsuitable for the magazine and a check for one hundred dollars to encourage a reply. Behind this bizarre request lies the even more peculiar but unshakable belief that selling to The New Yorker requires some kind of arcane knowledge: the conviction that buried somewhere in The New Yorker’s archives is Harold Ross’s recipe for the perfect New Yorker cartoon. Like the Rosicrucian, cartoon editors are believed to pass these secrets orally from one generation to the next.




  Unfortunately, I had to return the check.




  There is a recipe for the ideal New Yorker cartoon, but it doesn’t lie in a vault. It’s revealed in the drawings published in the magazine each week, and it’s as easy to state as it is difficult to achieve.




  The ideal New Yorker cartoon is the happy marriage of a distinctive personal style and an original point of view. A fortunate few are born with these gifts. For the rest of us I pass along some sage career advice George Booth received from his mother:




  [image: frn_fig_011] Always stand up straight.




  [image: frn_fig_011] Act like you know what you’re doing, even if you don’t.




  [image: frn_fig_011] Finally, no matter what you’re getting paid, give it plenty of oomph! ◆
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INTRODUCTION





  Twenty years ago, when I began to explore why there were not more women cartoonists in the world, little did I know what I would find—or what would happen fifteen years hence. As my previous edition of this book revealed, there were women contributing cartoons for The New Yorker in 1925, beginning with the very first issue. That was a happy surprise, one I did not expect.




  I wish I could go back in time and ask co-founders Harold Ross and Jane Grant if it was even on their minds that women might not be funny. Grant, an early feminist, would probably have found it an amusing question. Suffrage had been finally won, but so much more work was yet to be done for equal rights for women.




  Since the first edition of this book in 2005, the small glass ceiling of New Yorker cartooning seems to have completely shattered. In the fall of 2017, the first issue of The New Yorker was printed in which there were more women cartoonists than men. And it continues. Now there are possibly an equal number of cartoonists who identify as women and those who identify as men drawing single-panel cartoons for The New Yorker magazine.




  So what has happened in the past fif-teen years? There has been further, albeit slow, growth in awareness of women’s rights and feminism over the course of my adult life, with some backlash in the 1990s. Many skeptical Americans began to embrace feminist ideas even more when Hillary Clinton delivered her speech in 1995 at the fourth World Conference on Women in Beijing. The phrase “Women’s rights are human rights and human rights are women’s rights” might sound obvious now, but it wasn’t at the time. It bears repeating, unfortunately, because even in its conspicuousness, we have yet to fully embrace it.




  We have confronted abusive and predatory behavior at high levels in our society, and the global #MeToo movement forced us to examine ourselves on a personal level. This was followed by the blatant misogyny of Donald Trump and the responding women’s marches all over the world. Not without significant intersectional difficulties, feminism has been embraced more in the past fifteen years. We are seeing that women’s rights in all professions and all corners of the world are crucial, and that they only help humanity overcome deep divides.




  In terms of humor, I can point to a few key things that began to change how we feel about women creating comedy, no matter what the form. In 2000, Tina Fey became the first woman to head the writers room at SNL, and her portrayal of Sarah Palin during the 2008 presidential election served to remind Americans of strong women in comedy. Historically, strong women in comedy were considered the exception, as it was still believed that women just weren’t funny, particularly feminists like Fey. Well-known writer Christopher Hitchens proclaimed that women aren’t funny in an essay for Vanity Fair in 2007, which caused a huge backlash. Comedian Jerry Lewis said the same. These things stirred the pot and empowered more aspiring female comedians, particularly those interested in stand-up comedy. Then in 2011, something miraculous happened. Writers Kristen Wiig (also a performer on SNL) and Annie Mumolo wrote a screenplay for a comedy called Bridesmaids, with an all-female cast. Produced by Judd Apatow and directed by Paul Feig, it was a huge hit at the box office and was nominated for an Academy Award. The film and its success showed that women being funny was popular on a large moneymaking scale after all.




  How does this affect cartoonists? The year 1925 marked the beginning of women drawing for The New Yorker in its first issue—just a few years after gaining suffrage, the general attitude towards women was changing, particularly in urban areas. Cultural environment is (and was) important for creatives—women were given a chance and many felt comfortable taking it. And while some women felt humor was a way to address injustice, others just yearned to let their funny out. This is certainly true today. Women are drawing cartoons to address political and feminist issues, often—and this differs from the women in the 1920s—in very personal ways. The personal has become political, openly, and the cartoon form is an excellent medium for that expression.




  When I began drawing professionally in 1979, I did not “see” any women cartoonists; I have to say I wasn’t looking for them. I just wanted to be a cartoonist. The fact that I felt it was even possible is a reflection of those times; had I been born ten years earlier, it might not have even occurred to me that it was something I could do. Now there are women humor-ists everywhere; it is the norm. Young girls growing up in today’s world don’t think twice about becoming a cartoonist. It is generally accepted that of course she can, and luckily these young cartoonists now have female role models.




  With the rise of the graphic novel form in the 2000s, two artists paved the way for women in the field. Marjane Satrapi published her memoir Persepolis in 2000 (second volume in 2004), which was followed by an animated film in 2007; Alison Bechdel’s memoir Fun Home was published in 2006 and adapted to a Broadway musical in 2013. These narratives, or “text graphic narratives,” as Hillary Chute describes them, allow the authors to tell their stories and memories, put bodies on the page. Perhaps one reason why women have not historically been cartoonists is because the act of putting their bodies on a page with narrative storytelling has been threatening to men. Men have often been the controlling force of women’s bodies, and for a woman to take over that control would not have been the norm.




  Graphic storytelling is ideally suited for women’s self-expression in part because of an overemphasis placed on bodies in our experiences as women. Cartoons have slowly become a place where practitioners can share intimate feelings and experiences, whereas typically cartoons had been primarily about humor. If a comic or cartoon was “personal,” it was guised in a more everyman/woman context. This distinction can been seen in an early graphic series in The New Yorker by Helen Hokinson that depicts a woman doing things in the world (“So You’re Going to Buy a Mop,” 1929) but show her (and we don’t know if the artist felt this woman was a version of herself or not) doing something silly or odd.




  Beginning in the 1970s with a second wave of feminism in the United States, a few women cartoonists began to combine experiences and humor in much more personal ways. Nicole Hollander created The Feminist Funnies in 1978 (which became her comic strip, Sylvia), and comic strip artist Alison Bechdel drew about the lives of lesbians as early as 1986. Neither of these comic strips were accepted by mainstream media at the time. There were also a number of women drawing in the underground comix movement, creators such as Aline Kominsky-Crumb, Trina Robbins, and Shary Flenniken. Many women are creating webcomics. New Yorker cartoonist Marisa Acocella published her graphic memoir Cancer Vixen in 2006, about her battle with cancer; Roz Chast wrote Can’t We Talk About Something More Pleasant? in 2014, a graphic story about her experience of watching her parents’ aging and death.




  As it emerged, the internet provided a gatekeeper-free platform for cartoonists to publish and share their work (print magazines were struggling, which in turn created a vacuum for paid placement of cartoons). Furthermore, colleges and university art departments now offer comics and cartoon classes, producing creators every year in large numbers. All of these elements have led to more women practicing the art of cartooning. Many of these women draw political cartoons, although this field is shrinking. Historically the number of women political cartoonists has been low, compared to men; it still is. Every woman’s daily life is political, so her cartoons created from the heart are both personal and political.
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  Not only are women embracing the comic art form, but their expressions are being acknowledged and validated by audiences and publishers. Social media and new technologies make drawing cartoons easily accessible, and they are encouraged by digital viewers hungry for content to read and share. The media landscape is changing and cannot support this new large volume of creators, but it is not going to stop artists from drawing about their—and our—lives.




  Upon hiring Emma Allen as cartoon editor in 2017, not only did The New Yorker begin to publish more women cartoonists in its pages, but Allen’s editorship led to graphic narratives in a new online section titled “Daily Shouts.” A great many of these pieces were and continue to be written and drawn by women and women of color.




  The function of humor is to both solidify and break down cultural tradition. On one hand, humor offers us shared experiences in laughter. On the other hand, certain types of humor can keep the marginalized out of the mainstream, as it has done with women and people of color for decades. For generations, women creators have chipped away at this, attempting to expose wrongful cultural conventions and stereotypes with their humor. Now with boundaries almost all but gone, women are drawing about all of life—their own included—and their work is accepted by the mainstream. With the explosion of women cartoonists, we are able to see the lives and experiences of more of humanity.




  For this new edition, I was not able to profile every new woman cartoonist who has appeared in The New Yorker since the publication of the original edition, Funny Ladies, in 2005. There are, happily, too many.




  However, I have listed every known woman cartoonist published in the print edition of The New Yorker at the time this book went to print. In my last chapter, I did not profile or list any online cartoonists or comics creators, nor did I include co-credited cartoonist/writers. I interviewed many of the new cartoonists in this book, and I am extremely grateful for their time and insight. I learned so much by talking with them. And I am incredibly thankful to all of the women for allowing me to reprint their work. It has been a joy to get to know them a little bit. ◆




  




  



  CHAPTER ONE




  THE EARLY INNOVATORS




  1925–1930






   “The publication of Kate Sanborn’s anthology The Wit of Women in 1885 was a direct response to the debate in America’s literary community about whether women possessed a sense of humor. The debate . . . originated long before Sanborn sought to settle it and lingered long afterward. So pervasive was the idea that women were incapable of humor that works written by women were sometimes assumed to be written by men.”1







  It took the persistent efforts of men and women over the course of fifty years to gain the vote for women in 1920. Some of these efforts were made by cartoonists, mainly female cartoonists. This movement promoting women’s suffrage caused America to grapple with woman’s role in society—certainly not a new concept—but a controversial one at the turn of the century. Cartoons, by nature, cut instantly to the quick of an idea; that is how they are meant to function. Whether the idea is funny, poignant, or both, a cartoon frequently intends to make people think as well as laugh. The female cartoonists who drew for the suffrage movement did just that, many of them drawing in response to the vicious negative visual images being published of women. Women have always been visual “objects” in society, often for their sexual marketing or appeal. The women who drew cartoons for the suffrage movement, however, sought primarily to gain the vote through their art. And at the same time, they opened up a visual dialogue of women’s place in society as well as the discussion of whether or not women had a sense of humor. Inspired by their lead, a fresh group of women began to draw cartoons in the newspapers, the “funnies,” and eventually in The New Yorker.




  



  At the beginning of the century, a number of women were drawing comics for newspapers, most of which were about children. Kate Carew was one of the first women to draw and write a strip, The Angel Child, about a little girl who gets into trouble every day. In 1889, at the age of twenty, she was a staff illustrator for the San Francisco Examiner. She moved to New York City to draw caricatures for the New York World and was billed as “The Only Woman Caricaturist,” drawing eminent individuals such as Mark Twain and Sarah Bernhardt. By 1911, she was writing and illustrating a page of political commentary and satire for the New York American. Nell Brinkley drew a daily panel for the Los Angeles Examiner, which captured romantic “girls” and their escapades in love and fashion. Women who drew comics for newspapers usually depicted children or beautiful women. Trina Robbins, in her book The Great Women Cartoonists, suggests that Brinkley was, in actuality, a feminist, who managed from time to time “to squeeze in one important comment on working women, suffrage, and women in sports.” Two early syndicated strips in the 1920s, Ethel and Flapper Fanny by Ethel Hays and Gay and Her Gang by Gladys Parker, moved away from the fancy style of Brinkley, drawing sleeker women with short hair—sometimes even wearing pants. Women were becoming regular “girls-about-town” and not just beautiful artifacts with lots of hair. These early female cartoonists were perhaps role models for the women who started at The New Yorker a few years later. Women cartoonists were beginning to write about the New Woman who was voting and working, and The New Yorker became a perfect place for them to publish.2
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  A mecca for artists in the 1920s, New York City attracted young people seeking success in the world of commercial art, including women artists. The postwar commercial boom, with new jobs and innovative technologies, drew many to settle in the city. And, with the newfound feeling of freedom from gaining the vote, women were among those arriving with aspirations. Doors opened for women in many fields, and female artists tried their hand at comic strips, advertising, and illustration. At the time of The New Yorker’s birth, there was a youthful, vibrant energy in the city—men and women flocked to the urban center.




  A native Midwesterner, Harold Ross fell in love with New York, influenced by his new wife’s enthusiasm for the city. He and his bride, Jane Grant, not long after moving to New York, talked about starting a fresh journalistic endeavor. Grant was the first full-time woman city reporter at the New York Times, and Ross was editor of Judge, a humor magazine based in New York. They both were professionals in the world of journalism. Still, Ross was not particularly happy at Judge, and his time there perhaps informed him of what kind of magazine he didn’t want to create. American humor of the day tended to be unsophisticated. Ross saw a need for a new kind of humor that reflected the mood and energy of New York.
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