










THE BEST 0 F 

ART 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

HEYWOOD B R 0 U N 

THE VANGUARD PRESS 

NEW YORK 1936 



COPYRIGHT, 1936, BY THE VANGUARD PRESS, INC. 

Copyright Curtis Publishing Company, Cro,....vell Publishing Company, 
Life Publishing Company, Leslie Publishing Company, Weekly Masses 
Company, The Nation, Masses Publishing Company, Liberator Pub
lishing Company, Keppler & Schwarzmann, New Leader Publishing 

Association, New YDrk World-Telegram Corporation 

No portion of this book may be reprinted in any form without per
mission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who wishes 
to quote brief passages in connection with a review written for inclusion 

in a magazine or newspaper 

Copyright Not Renewed 

(no record in Stanford Copyright Renewal Database) 

This work is thus assumed to be in the Public Domain 

MANUFACTURED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 



The original drawings from which this collection is reproduced became the property 

of the artist by arrangement with the editors after their first publication. After many 

years since their initial appearance, a special acknowledgment is due the following maga

zines for their courtesy in consenting to this re-publication: THE SATURDAY EVENING 

POST, THE NATION, COLLIER's, THE NEW MASSES and LIFE 





INTRODUCTION BY HEYWOOD BROUN 

AMERICA forgets too readily its native heroes. I am not referring to Washington and 
Jefferson and Lincoln, who are honored annually in our oratory. I have in mind a coun
tryman of rather later vintage. To me he has always seemed the perfect revolutionist. 
Although he never compromised or gave an inch, he still managed to go along without 
getting very sore at any individual. Naturally, I refer to Art Young, who will be a great 
man when he has been dead a hundred years. It is rather a pity that both America and 
Mr. Young should wait so long. 

Like most efficient radicals Art Young is utterly conservative in one respect. I refer 
to his art. The subject might be provocative and wholly distasteful to standpatters, but 
the line which he drew was tight and stern and as ruggedly individualistic as the mind 
of Herbert Hoover. 

Young, I think, ranks with our great draftsmen, but modern art never so much as 
rumpled his hair. He drew the most shocking and scandalous cartoons, all done in the 
somewhat nostalgic manner of one who had been frightened by a woodcut in his early 
life. At a distance an Art Young drawing suggested the illustration for some moral 
maxim. Closer view revealed the fact that he was saying that every exploiter should fry 
eternally for his sins. 

HELL AND TREES 

Hell and trees were his favorite subjects. But though vast and elaborate tortures 
were being practiced upon the people whom he didn't like, there was somewhat a lack 
of venom in Art Young's inferno. There was a child-like quality in the fantasy. Even the 
gentleman who was pictured as being tormented by seven devils could take no great 
offense because it was quite evident that Art did not believe in hell. 
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On the other hand, he was the only artist I have ever known who could make 
trees serve as agitating influences. When in the mood he could do you a maple which 
stood ready at any moment to drop a bomb upon the head of any passing captain of 
industry. 

As to the precise position or "line" which Young establishes for himself I have 
never been quite certain. It is my belief that he is away out on the most leftward limb. 
But I rather fear that he lacks a little of the components of blood and iron which go 
into the composition of the Lenins and Stalins. I hate to level a nasty accusation at an 
old friend, but I gravely fear that there is concealed in the heart and mind of Art 
Young something of the Utopian heresy. He has never quite abandoned hope of 
those brands which are in any reasonable radical ideology already lost and burning. 

BOTH UNBOWED AND SMILING 

Possibly I am unfair to the old warrior, because in action he never bent or mani
fested the slightest desire to compromise, no matter what the compulsion. During the 
war he was one of the four editors of The Masses who were placed on trial on the 
charge that they had conspired to obstruct the draft. It was his impulse to get up on 
the stand and say that of course he hated war and that he had done everything he could 
to stop America's participation. Counsel for the defendants advised that the case should 
be conducted in a somewhat different manner, and after that Art lost all interest. 

To the lawyer he was a greater trial than either Jack Reed, Max Eastman or 
Floyd Dell, who, as I remember, were the co-defendants. The potential penalty was 
something like life imprisonment. Possibly all the men involved could have been taken 
out and shot. In 1918 almost anything could be done under the law. 

SLEEPING UNDER WRAPS 

Young made it difficult for his lawyer, not through any outbursts in the courtroom, 
but through a characteristic inattention. He wasn't interested. He had done that which 
he felt he should do, and the reaction of the rest of the community was none of his 
business. Accordingly he came each morning to the prisoner's dock and fell asleep. 
While passionate arguments were going on as to whether or not he should be com
mitted to prison for life, Art Young was snoring. 

This limited the gestures of the lawyer for the defense. He could wave only one 
fist in the face of the jury. He had to reserve the other to wake up Art Young for the 
peroration. 

Here is one of the very vital figures of our generation. Here is a native son of this 
country who stems as directly from our own soil as did Gene Debs. 
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ART YOUNG REVIEWS HIS OWN 

WHILE studying at the Academic Julien in Paris, I would occasionally take an after
noon off to look around at the galleries and picture shops for reproductions of works 
of art. I would shuffle over many photographs and etchings and buy a few if they were 
not too expensive. 

I was a young man-dreaming. Dreaming that some day I would have an art gallery 
on an "estate" of my own somewhere near New York City. 

This gallery would be a large one on a hill. In it you would see reproductions 
of paintings, etchings, drawings and sculpture from the principal museums of Europe. 
You would walk through and look at my Louvre Room, my London National Gallery 
Room, and other rooms of selected prints in black-and-white and color made from 
originals in the European centers of art. It would be educational and display also the 
work of caricaturists-for example, Gillray, Rowlandson, Hogarth, Leech, and Tenniel 
of England, and among the French, Callot, Daumier, Garvarni, Dore, Steinlen, Cham, 
and many others. 

That was the dream. But of course I expected to have an American section, first 
door to the right, where you would sec my preferred prints of American art and espe
cially the work of cartoonists. Here I would show the caricature etchings published 
during the uprising years of our forefathers, and would include those crude efforts 
printed around 1768 by P. Revere, the same Paul Revere famous as a galloping alarmist, 
but known also in his day as a designer, engraver, and humorous draftsman. The Nast, 
Keppler, and Gillam cartoons of the last half of the nineteenth century would be hung 
in my gallery on the hill of my estate. In this section, too, you would find my own 
drawings, displayed with becoming modesty among my contemporaries. To be sure, 
this was a mere hope, but encouraged by the fact that I had been an embryo cartoonist 
in Chicago for a few years prior to these school days in Paris-year 1 890. 
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You will conclude from all this that it was quite a grandiose dream and must have 
included in its magnificent scope the expectation of having plenty of money to carry it 
out. But I had made money enough as a contributor to newspapers and other publica
tions in Chicago to spend about three years, all told, at art schools in that city, in New 
York, and now in Paris, trying to find out what schools could teach that you could 
not learn by yourself. Money had come to me quite easily in those early years, long 
before I was "corrupted" by socialist theories. However, I don't recall having spent 
much time in serious thought about the financial problem involved in such a dream
project. I must have felt quite sure that I could always depend on selling my drawings 
and make a substantial income. A resolution to work hard, to be economical, and keep 
an eye on the ultimate goal for a few years, and the dream would come true. But a 
serious illness in Paris, the exhaustion of my own funds, which made me dependent on 
my father's limited means, ended my student days, as well as the pursuit of prints. 

Nevertheless, the dream persisted, and from my way of thinking it was not wildly 
nor hopelessly visionary, except in its scope. The factual outcome, however, was like 
that of many of our daydreams which eventually fade and shrink to a feeble resem
blance of the original intent. 

It was about eight years after those student days before I could earn enough 
money as a free-lance cartoonist to begin buying three and a half acres of land in 
Connecticut on which there was a house to live in. The house, of course, came first, and 
it was fifteen years after the final payment before I could afford to build a structure with 
a skylight, down by the creek next to the orchard, which, in deference to my youthful 
dream, I call "The Art Young Gallery." 

The large public galleries of the cities need not fear another outbreak of ambition 
on my part to compete with them. I am resigned to the result of that particular dream; 
an octagonal-shaped building covered with tinted asbestos shingles-one room, I 9 x 2 I 

feet, with wall space for a limited exhibit of my original drawings. Some of the time 
it is also used as a working studio, at other times as a place for reverie and talk, and 
there are lots of books in a home-made case. No Louvre Room, no vistas of other 
rooms displaying the best examples of classic art and graphic humor, although I still 
have the small collection that I bought in Paris in I 891. From the same old trunk in 
which I brought them across the sea forty-five years ago, I took them out and looked 
them over recently, recalling dimly that they were once the nucleus of a dream. 

From the road which passes my humble portion of the good earth, this so-called 
gallery is visible and often causes the passersby to make loud comments. Recently, two 
men were walking by. They looked at the sign out by the gate, and I heard one of 
them say: "The Art Young Gallery. Don't look like a shootin' gallery." To the prac
tical-minded the building should have been a shooting gallery or, better, a garage. 
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In summer, on Saturdays and Sundays, it is free to the public. When "the public" 
comes, well and good, but I look around at my own drawings occasionally all alone 
and, in the quiet communion with my past, feel that I learn something, and that, given 
another ten or twenty years, I might do better. 

Some time ago, the publisher of this book asked me to collaborate with a jury of 
three others in selecting the best drawings from among many hundreds of originals that 
have been on exhibition from time to time in this gallery, seen only by myself and a 
few visitors since they were first published in American periodicals. Readily I agreed, 
but conscious that those familiar with my work might have memories of certain pictures 
that we would overlook in selecting, perhaps better ones than some that are here pub
lished under the superlative title, "best." 

Broadly speaking, my drawings can be summarized under three heads, although 
this volume contains variations of these themes: 

First: Observations in country, city, street, and home, or wherever my eyes 
wandered in search of character and amusing conduct-what we used to call "joke 
drawings." 

Second: Picture criticisms of government-political cartoons, which have occu
pied most of my time since boyhood. 

Third: Allegory and fantasy. 
In the first list, I prefer a drawing I made for one of the first issues of The Masses, 

of a small boy and girl of the slums looking up at the night sky. The boy is saying, 
"Chee, Annie, look at de stars-thick as bed-bugs." 

I like most of my pictures of child jokes, because, as expressed before in my book, 
On My Way: "Every child is a genius until forced to surrender to civilization." I will 
mention also that drawing of a scene in Central Park, of a man looking at an elephant, a 
rear view of both: "Beast and Man," a study in analogy. This picture, first published in 
Life about twenty years ago, was made from a sketch drawn on the spot. Another title 
submitted besides "Beast and Man" was: "There's a divinity that shapes our ends." 
There are others, especially the character studies called "Types of the Old Home 
Town" which appeared in the Saturday Evening Post. Then there is that "Nice Cool 
Sewer" picture which obviously should be mentioned, but relatively speaking it has 
become too popular. When one drawing is praised too much, I turn against it. 

In the second list, my cartoons on Politics and Government, I am at a loss to point 
out a favorite and yet, collectively, these may prove to have been the most worth while, 
if not my best work. Still, I will not argue with those who prefer others. As I view them 
retrospectively, it is some satisfaction to know that I did not spend many years of my 
life cartooning the trivial turns in current politics. Although a few of these are related 
to the topical issues of other days, it will be noted that practically all of them are 
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generalizations on the one important issue of this era the world over: Plutocracy versus 
the principles of Socialism, which in a broader sense is the same old issue that has 
aroused the talent of artists and writers throughout history: the exclusive arrogance of 
birth or wealth that humiliates and enslaves the too-tolerant, common man-the same 
old issue which in this twentieth century is coming to a showdown. 

In the third list, Fantasy and Allegory, I favor Trees at Night, most of them first 
published in The Saturday Evening Post (1924-I926); the Complex drawings later in 
the same magazine; and that picture, printed first in Life, entitled: "This World of 

. Creepers"-the crawling, cringing horde of human beings afraid to stand up and call 
their souls their own. I could mention others in this class that I think are my best, 
among them the Inferno drawings, some of which appeared in Life, Puck, the early 
Cosmopolitan, and later in book form. The latest book on this hot subject was Art 

Young's Inferno, I933, which contains some of my best drawings and writing (such as 
it is) and puts the crimes of Capitalism in Hell where they belong. 

Most of my political cartoons for the past thirty years were drawn for Liberal, 
Socialist, Communist, and pro-labor publications of all kinds, including The Masses and 
Liberator (I9I2 to I922), The Nation (I922-24), my own magazine, Good Morning 

(May, I9I9,toOctober, I92I),andTheNew Leader. The Masses, Liberator, and 
other radical publications paid little-generally nothing in real money-for contribu
tions, but paid a good deal in that coin of consolation, that comfort to the mind when 
it is relieved of pent-up grievances against social conventions and the tyranny of wealth, 
It ought to be said, however, that in those days it was not so difficult to live. You didn't 
have to think of money all of the time. 

Many of the publications to which I contributed are now mere memories of hope
ful days. There was The Coming Nation (I9I2), published by J. A. Wayland and 
Fred Warren in Girard, Kansas, and The Dawn (I9I7), edited by Leigh Danenberg 
and James Waldo Fawcett, a national peace magazine which came up for a brief 
period of existence during the war. Then there were I.W.lV. publications in Chicago, 
The Call, edited by Charles W. Erwin, in New York, also The Big Stick, Jacob Mari
noff's humorous Jewish weekly, and other periodicals-in the main, all of the same 
political and economic faith, but of different bias in the technique of pi"Opaganda. 

The Metropolitan Magazine was the first attempt to produce a high-class monthly, 
printed expensively, with the slant of Fabian Socialism as an editorial policy. It lived 
some eight years and attained a large circulation. My pictures with accompanying 
comment on Congress, from I 9 I 2 to I 9 I 7, appeared there monthly. Then there was 
Puck, which was liberal in intent, the oldest of the New York humorous weeklies, 

founded in I87 I. My drawings appeared in it irregularly for a few years, I9I I-I9IJ, 
during its ownership by the heirs of the founders: the talented Joseph Keppler, Jr., and 
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A. Schwarzmann, Jr. Besides these, I contributed a few drawings to Collier's, The New 
Yorker, The New York Sunday American, American Magazine, New York Sunday 
Herald Tribune, all of which have been looked over for the "best." In this review, it 
ought to be said .that there was never much of a demand for my work by editors of 
conservative publications. Throughout many of my years, I peddled my pictures and 
not to sell was often a calamity. 

To make a book out of all this material, it was decided not to divide it into general 
subjects as stated atiove, but to present the drawings as nearly as possible in approxi
mate chronological sequence. 

It was agreed that very few of the pictures could be called "best" and worthy of 
inclusion that were . grocery house-this 
drawn prior to 1906, magazine was called 
my fortieth year. Tbe Nimble Nickel. 

From then on, most 
of these selections 

fudge and The Nim
ble Nickel must bear 

were made, the years the responsibility for 
of my awakening. starting me on my 
But my work ap- way. The fudge 
peared in Chicago as drawing is here re-
far back as 1883, produced as a sample 
when I was seven- of what a country 
teen. In that year a boy from Wisconsin 
drawing which I had thought was comical 
sentto]udgewasthe back in 1883. 

first to get published. i The newspapers 
About the same time, Ow GJ·::-;-r oF THE Btmnn PERSt:AsioN-" Yoongj of Chicago on which 

man, this is prepostprous l You ought to know 
however, I had be- 1 better. Why! it's ignominy." I found regular em-
gun to illustrate a ' YouNG MAN-"'Tain'tneithor;it'•mn_thin'buta plov. ment were The 

' Don't yer tink I knows a p 
trade publication for Daily News and 
a Chicago wholesale later The Tribune. 
This was before the days of news-photography and I was assigned to illustrate with 
pen-and-ink sketches fires, baseball games, conventions, theatricals, railroad disasters, 
steamboat excursions, et cetera. Most important of these assignments was the historic 
anarchist trial of 1887 for The Daily News, sketches in the courtroom of the defend
ants, judge, lawyers, and jury. 

During the school year in Paris, again I had a feeling that my illustrations were 
being appreciated, when the Pall Mall Budget of London published a full-page drawing 
that I had sent to it of scenes at the Paris Exposition. Returning to Chicago in 1892, I 

xvii 





soon found myself a political cartoonist, regularly employed on the Daily Inter-Ocean. 
In politics I thought of myself as a Republican, perhaps for the reason that most people 
in the town where I came from who were the best-dressed and had the most money 
were Republicans and to my youthful mind these were, of course, "the best people." 
That was long ago. 

Though I was always curious about political platforms, statesmanship and the cam
paign issues which agitated the minds of my elders, at this period in my life it was 
drawing pictures, composition, light and shade, and all. that goes with creative work 
which was my study and main interest. Ideas were secondary in importance. In my 
thirties, now living in New York City, with time to think things over, and beginning 
to experience something of the harsh problems which one with a family must encounter 
merely to exist, I came to the conclusion that this talent of mine ought to be purposeful 
and that the use I made of it was more important than having been born with it. It was 
in these years that I attended the class of Parliamentary Law and Debate at Cooper 
Union, graduating in 1904. I felt that I needed this education to help me debate with 
editors, while trying to sell them my ideas of ridicule and dissent against the kind of 
world that surrounded me and all of us who wanted to work and live decently without 
becoming yes-men and slaves. 

I had begun to take more than a superficial interest in social conditions and gov
ernment and decided to enlist, with a pencil well-sharpened for attack, in the ranks of 
those who do the world's work, get no credit for it and die forgotten. No historic 
writer ever convinced me that the artists of the Renaissance did not feel the truth of 
their propaganda paintings for the cause of Christianity. Similarly, is it not obvious that 
Hogarth, Daumier, and our own Tom Nast could not have done good work without 
honestly feeling their ideas as well as having technical skill for graphic satire? While I 
had no great admiration for my own intelligence or my ability to understand political 
economy, neither did I have a servile respect for the intelligence of editors and pub
lishers whom I had met, and who expected their writers and cartoonists to conform to a 
particular policy of their own. Think of spending one's life promoting and propagan
dizing the prejudices and political "principles" of a Frank Munsey or a Northcliffe or 
a Hearst! 

As a choice between accepting the political judgment of the average newspaper 
owner and my own judgment as to what was best for my country and the future of 
mankind, I voted in favor of myself. I'd make up my mind, and follow through. But 
the difficulty ahead was the small demand for my point of view in the editorial offices 
of successful newspapers and magazines. 

On looking through the files of certain popular publications of that period, it 
now seems likely that the editors tolerated some of my radical drawings because of the 
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surprise element in them, for to provoke discussion with a cartoon or other feature that 
is different is good editing-if not overdone. But occasionally respectable readers would 
be exposed to an Art Young cartoon that was positively shocking to conventional taste 
some twenty or thirty years ago. Sometimes they would shock even myself when I saw 
them in print, "sticking out like a sore thumb," as F ornaro once described my drawings. 

Comprising the bulk of this book are such cartoons as have social content-they 
represent my truth as I tried to keep track of it winging its way through the tragi-comic 
chaos of an epoch. An epoch which may yet prove to be the most important in all his
tory to the human race. 

BETHEL, CONN., AUGUST, 1936 A. Y. 
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