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Paul Brown circa 1940. Courtesy Judy Brown Malone
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Paul Brown in front of 42 Roxbury road, 1954. Courtesy of Judy Brown Malone
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Preface to the 2010 Edition


Writing the Paul Brown book was a great experience because of the joy it gave so many people. Many Paul Brown fans wrote to me explaining how the book and its illustrations brought back so many pleasant memories of their childhood and their reading and rereading of his children’s tales. Others who were collectors of Paul Brown artwork were glad to have the information the book provided.


When The Derrydale Press produced the first edition its print run was relatively small and the book sold well. Unfortunately, two years after its release a warehouse fire destroyed much of the print run. Those that were left undamaged were sold until the supply was exhausted. Since that time, the publisher (and author) have had numerous requests for copies of the book that we could not satisfy. Reprinting it was considered, but other priorities prevailed.


Then, in the autumn of 2008, a sketchbook which Mr. Brown did containing a dozen 12" × 18" pencil drawings was donated to The National Sporting Library in Middleburg, Virginia. This sketchbook was commissioned by Mr. and Mrs. John Hay Whitney and was a record of the 1931 Inaugural Race Meeting of the Piedmont Fox Hounds held at their Llangollen Farm in Virginia. Soon after it was received, I visited the National Sporting Library and spent an hour or so examining these sketches that were done seventy-eight years ago. His inimitable style—that action, that movement out of the page—was even more striking when viewing these original pencil drawings than when viewing the finished illustrations in books. The publisher had an opportunity to look at this record as well and it was just the impetus that was needed to produce this second edition.


I invite you to enjoy reading about the life of this unique artist and looking at some of his best illustrations.





Foreword


Nancy Brown Searles


My father was an artist who never had any formal training for his craft. He worked very hard at perfecting his technique by doing drawing after drawing and by studying his subjects thoroughly. As hard as he worked however, it was not work to him. He always told us kids and his friends that he thought he was the luckiest man in the world, for he regarded his work as enjoyable as play—and he got paid for it!


Dad worked at home and was always available for any neighborhood crisis. He would go out on call day or night with the volunteer fire department, which used to frighten the family, for we used to pray his hands wouldn’t get hurt. He would also go get ice for the neighbors when the electricity went out, or would frequently rush a dog or cat that had been hit by an automobile to the veterinarian.


He loved music, especially waltzes and marches and he imparted this love of music to us children and especially to me. One day I came home from school and he was with a bagpiper in the living room!


Dad and Mom were friends to all and would invite people to the house very frequently—our door was always open—literally, for in those days, we never locked the door. We came home from a drive one day and were amazed to hear the shower running. Dad went upstairs to see what was happening, and low and behold, it was Milt Weiler a great friend of Dad’s and fellow artist. Dad had told him, “Drop by any time!”


Although to boast would have been unthinkable to him, he was quietly proud of all of his work, whether it be a Derrydale, a children’s book, or one of the service books he did during World War II. Dad was especially proud of The ABC’s of the IDR, because he received many letters from young men who told him the book had been a great help in their training. He also received many commendations from the military for that book.


Dad was a caring and sensitive man. Once he witnessed a horse being put down as a result of an injury sustained while attempting a jump on a steeplechase course. He never could sketch from that spot again. When our dog Trouble (who was used as the subject for his book No Trouble At All) was put to sleep at the veterinarian’s office, Dad had to go out to the trunk of the car to get a heavy jacket (it was mid-winter) to wrap him in for the trip home. Dad buried that dog, along with two others, Sambo and Smokey, who died later, in heavy steel canisters in our front yard in Garden City, N.Y. His sensitivity sometimes caused him great pain. Invariably, when he returned from a day’s volunteer work of ambulance driving at Mitchell Field, he would be very agitated at having seen our boys with such terrible wounds.


He always dressed casually, in an open shirt and corduroy or tan slacks—unless he was going in to New York to visit with a client or publisher, when he might put on a simple sports jacket or seersucker suit. He used to love to take us kids along and we used to count horses pulling wagons on the early trips. Later, we used to count Volkswagens.1


We never were well off and there were a few lean years, but it never seemed to matter. Dad was always busy with his work, and even though he didn’t regard it as toil, he spent a lot of time on his art. He was never too busy for us, however, and I remember our life as enjoyable and content.


1. Brown was one of the first Volkswagen owners in the U.S.





The Paul Brown History


THE EARLY YEARS


Paul Desmond Brown was born in Mapleton, Minnesota on November 27, 1893. His family was of Scottish-Irish-German descent. His father, Charles H. Brown worked at his family’s business in Mapleton until the 1896 depression, which caused widespread financial ruin. So in 1896 his father and mother Philamena (they called her Minnie) packed up young Paul, his brother James and his sister Margaret and they all moved to Milwaukee. After a short stay there, they lived a very short time in Boston and family correspondence shows they finally settled on Perry Street in New York City when Paul was eight or nine years old. “My father was interested in the business end of the theatre game,” he told an interviewer for The New Yorker magazine in 1949. (Brown’s father had an early interest in theatre. He organized and produced plays and operas at the Mapleton, Minnesota Opera House. After settling in New York, he eventually became a very successful actor’s agent.)


Paul Brown told his host on a radio interview held in September of 1956, “One day in 1904, I got 50 cents someplace and went over to the National Horse Show at the old Madison Square Garden and saw ‘fine leppers,’ [a term used for jumpers] as we called them, and Thoroughbreds for the first time.”2 From then on he appeared to be hooked on drawing horses. Nancy Brown Searles and Judy Brown Malone have a half dozen of his childhood sketch books (dated 1905 to 1908) that are filled with images of horses drawn in his favorite medium—pencil. Even in these childhood sketches his artistic abilities are plainly evident.


As a healthy adolescent he was athletically inclined and actively participated in football, tennis, and boxing. But his first love was drawing. A fellow student, reminiscing years later wrote, “Paul used every available school minute drawing football and boxing, but mostly [he drew] horses.”3


Although his art teachers recognized his artistic abilities, Brown largely thought of himself as self-taught. Mr. Raymond Carter of the High School of Commerce faculty wrote in 1914,




Lucky is the lad who gets into his professional stride before he casts his first vote. . . . Barely four years ago this writer came to know young Brown as a pupil in one of his classes in the High School of Commerce, New York City. Hundreds of lads pass through our Art Department every year, as Commercial Design is a subject prescribed in our course of study. In a public Institution like ours the individual often gets lost in the shuffle. . . . My colleagues and I came to realize that we had found a lad who “had something”—a facility of expression with pen and pencil, and a willingness to “plug” that lifted him head and shoulders above the mass. . . . He was of a husky type, gritty and unafraid on the football field and cinder path and popular among his fellows. No dreamy, sad eyed, exotic type was he, no pale bespectacled weakling with a flowing tie and a seventeen collar on a thirteen neck. Just a plain, healthy American lad. . . . He began drawing for the school publications, headings, tailpieces and full page designs, and from the outset realizing that he had something very definite to say, and a very clear manner of saying it. We tried to keep our hands off as far as possible, in order to lead him to solve his problems in his own way.4





Studies bored the young Paul Brown. As he recounts in one interview, “Being a poor student I finished only part of the course at The High School of Commerce in New York City, because I wanted to draw instead of doing arithmetic and English.” Paul’s teachers, as part of their mission at such an institution, encouraged him to do actual work that was to be used commercially. The result was that at the incredibly young age of eighteen, he left high school to found his own commercial art business at 154 W. 106th Street. His early clients included American Exporter, a trade publication, Harper’s magazine, Collier’s magazine, The New York Times, and others. It has been reported that one of Brown’s earliest commercial jobs was to design the flying horse logo used by Mobil Oil (formerly known as Socony-Vacuum). From many references we do know that Brown did a great deal of work for Socony-Vacuum before World War I and many of the horses in Mobil’s flying horse ads during the 1930s are undoubtedly his, but most art critics do not believe the horse in the actual Mobil logo has the distinctive characteristics of a horse drawn by Brown.


Few details are known about Brown’s parents and their family life during his adolescent years. They must have been financially secure, because by about 1910 his parents had bought a large three-story home in Garden City, Long Island, and in 1911 the family took a trip to Yellowstone Park. While there, his sister Margaret wrote a diary she titled “Sage Brushing Through Yellowstone.” This was the first story Brown illustrated with wonderful little vignettes of the animals they encountered and of general camp life. Brown and his family remained close for their entire lives, as his sister Margaret married and settled in a town near Garden City and his brother Jim became a Garden City fireman.


Paul Brown worked steadily in commercial art in the time leading up to World War I. His work was interrupted when the war started; in late 1915 he applied for the first officer’s training camp at Plattsburg, New York, but was turned down because he didn’t have a high school diploma. Yet he was determined to be an officer and to see action. He gained entrance to Plattsburg the following year by participating in the “Broomstick Brigade” at Governor’s Island, a kind of pre-induction training school for aspiring inductees. During his stay at Plattsburg, his sketches were used in the 1917 issue of The Plattsburger, a camp yearbook. After being commissioned a First Lieutenant, he went to Europe with the 1st Light Infantry Division. He drew steadily through his tour of duty in Europe, even though his mind was on the matter at hand. In a letter dated to his parents on April 28, 1918, he wrote,




The first week has passed by quickly. I’ve been tired all the time the same as at camp. Can’t get enough sleep at all. Hardly any time to ourselves and it certainly looks bad for the art. However I have two series almost done and will mail them soon. Do hope the stuff is getting by.





In another letter to his parents two weeks later (May 14) he wrote,




Once more in a dug-out. I am in a good one with another officer. We have two bunks, two benches, a table and a fireplace. The whole thing is more like a hunting lodge in the Adirondacks and if one looks out at the hillside across the way, why he’d think he was way out West. . . .


Am on a new set of drawings, but will hold them yet. . . . Be sure and tell the World to keep those drawings in black and white if possible.





He was apparently trying to get a newspaper or magazine to publish these drawings.


Lieutenant Brown was transferred to the 23rd Infantry, 2nd Division, in France,




[A]t the front near St. Mihiel. He was assigned to a “quiet” sector at the front—and missed death almost literally by a hair. That’s where an exploding rifle grenade wounded the sergeant beside him—and missed Brown only because he turned his head! He finished the war as Captain, second in command of the First Training Battalion, Central Infantry Officer’s Training School at Rockford, Illinois.5





MARRIED LIFE AND THE FAMILY


On November 12, 1923, Paul Brown married Harriett “Sallie” Smith in St. Paul, Minnesota. Brown’s father had kept in contact with friends back in Minnesota and through these ties Paul was introduced to Sallie sometime in 1919 or 1920. She was the daughter of a successful St. Paul merchant and was attending Smith College in Northampton, Massachusetts. Paul and Sallie carried on a long distance courting arrangement as can be seen from the envelopes that Paul decorated, which contained his letters to her. Brown’s daughter Nancy has about fifty of these envelopes and they are a love story in themselves. It is interesting that in addressing her, Brown would sometimes use “Sallie,” sometimes “Sally,” and sometimes the more formal “Harriett.” Perhaps the latter two forms were used in the early days of their courtship.


Sallie had intended on finishing her studies at Smith and graduating in 1923, but the sudden death of her mother forced her to leave Smith just a few weeks prior to her graduation. She returned to St. Paul to spend the next few months with her family before her marriage.
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Addressed envelope, circa 1920. Courtesy of Nancy Brown Searles
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Addressed envelope, circa 1920. Courtesy of Nancy Brown Searles


When the Browns were first married they moved into a small apartment in Hempstead, New York, but after a few months began construction of a comfortable new house bordering a golf course at 42 Roxbury Road, in Garden City, New York. Their new home was filled with all the modern conveniences of the time. The bedrooms and bath were on the second floor and the first floor contained a large kitchen, dining room, and a huge living room that occupied one entire end of the house—it had windows on three of its walls and a fireplace on the other. This room was to become the center of activity for the family and was where Brown set up his studio (really it was just a drawing table at one corner with windows on both sides). He must have been doing extremely well in his commercial artwork to have afforded such a lovely home, or perhaps the young couple may have received some financial help from either of their parents.


[image: image]


Addressed envelope, circa 1920. Courtesy of Nancy Brown Searles


In 1924 the Browns started their family when their son Geery was born. The following year their daughter Nancy came along, and in 1930 Joshua Whitney (Whit) was born. Brown was content to have Sallie pick the names for the children—Geery and Whitney were surnames in Sallie’s family tree.6


Sallie Smith Brown was a strikingly handsome woman and very much a lady. She had been brought up in a very prosperous family, had attended private schools and in some ways might have been considered prim. Perhaps this was what particularly attracted Paul Brown to her, because his demeanor was more working class. Where Brown was a very casual person (he very seldom wore a suit, or even a necktie), Sallie always wore a skirt or dress. Their daughter Nancy says that as far as she remembers, she only saw her mother in slacks once: the Browns had been invited to an autumn afternoon cocktail party aboard a cabin cruiser. Although Sallie was always proper in every sense of the word, she did have a keen sense of humor. Both Paul and Sallie enjoyed pulling off practical jokes. Once the Browns served appetizers that they had prepared for one of their parties, but they made sure everyone tried them before they announced the main ingredient was rattlesnake meat!


Sallie was raised with servants and for several years her family’s home was a spacious suite at a St. Paul hotel. It’s doubtful if she ever even cooked a meal before her marriage, but she became proficient at running the household. This era had the neighborhood green grocer and butcher and she shopped daily for the family fare. The depression was a difficult time even for families with regular paychecks so the economic survival of the Brown family was a testament to Brown’s hard work and Sallie’s patience. Their daughter Nancy says that in lean times neighborhood merchants would allow her mother to charge purchases knowing that the account would be cleared with the arrival of the next royalty or commission check.


Mrs. Brown also became an excellent cook, which was important to Paul, since he loved to eat. His standing instruction to the butcher was to make sure all of the meats cut for the family included an inch of fat all around, which Paul relished. In addition to standard family meals, Paul loved to try unusual types of meat—game like deer, elk and bear. Sallie bravely prepared these unusual items—he once brought home whale steaks, which she began grilling, except that their preparation filled the house with such a horrendous odor, she was forced to fling them out the back door.
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