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			··· Dedication ···

			In memory of the cartoonists we’ve lost along the course of this journey: Handelsman, Cullum, Crawford, Weber, Ziegler, Wilson, Shanahan, and Darbyshire. The world will miss their brilliant work, and we will miss their friendship.
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	··· Foreword ···

	by emma allen

	cartoon editor for The New Yorker

	Rejection is the pits. Disagree? Let me illustrate my point. Once, I was out on a date (yes, yes, please hold your applause). We were way uptown, and, as we prepared to board the subway we’d both be riding back to Brooklyn, my erstwhile beau said that he’d taken stock, and I wasn’t for him, but no hard feelings. Reader, I’ll admit, there were some hard feelings. Into a crowded subway car we went, together, making the awkward small talk of the never-going-to-see-you-again-so-why-do-I-care variety. Then the train stopped, between stations, for forty-five minutes.

	Sometimes I run into cartoonists on the street and they give me that recently dumped, trapped in a subterranean tin can look, and while they may not believe me (even after my painful confession above), I get it. When I took the job of Cartoon Editor at The New Yorker, I mistakenly thought that I was signing on for a lifetime of nonstop laughter and witticisms lobbed back and forth over lunchtime martinis. About one week into the gig—and one misguided day-drinking foray later—I came to see that I’d actually assumed the mantle of Grim Reaper of Jokes.

	Earlier volumes of The Rejection Collection describe the fifty-odd cartoonists who would submit weekly batches of ten gags. These days, I’m fielding batches from a hundred-plus regulars—not to mention the unsolicited stuff. And yet we’re still only running around fifteen to twenty cartoons in each print issue. (I’m bad at math, but I can tell you, that math is bad.) This means that every Tuesday, I’m basically taking my scythe and slashing and burning my way through a lush jungle of more than a thousand submissions— most not-terrible, some pretty awful, and occasionally some truly unprintable ones. But you bought the book.

	Thank goodness, come Friday, I get to buy a couple dozen brilliant, original cartoons. (For the interested, The Acceptance Collection is delivered to your mailbox each week, and comes with a free tote bag.) Only then, for a brief moment, can I drop the hooded cape and feel a bit more like a different cartoon trope—the fairy godmother, maybe, or at least something slightly less horrifying to run into on the street than the specter of death (perhaps guy with a hot-dog cart?). Anyway, that’s when I get my martini. Then it’s back to the weekly grind of breaking hearts and providing Matt Diffee with fodder for his next volume.


	···Introduction ···

	It’s been ten years since I pulled together the original edition of the book you’re holding in your hands. Bob Mankoff was the cartoon editor then, and was responsible for rejecting much of the material in these pages, along with Editor-in-Chief David Remnick, who of course makes the final call. Now it’s Emma Allen keeping those rejection fires burning, keeping that big soul-crushing wheel turning, keeping us slippery scribblers firmly pinned under the heavy thumb of political (and most other kinds of) correctness. Meh, the truth is everyone gets it, the cartoonists as well as the editors, as Emma so charmingly laid out in her foreword. Mankoff got it too: “Funny isn’t about beauty—” he wrote, “it’s about freedom. Sometimes that freedom leads to disrespect, ridicule, and outright offensiveness.”

	Yep. Welcome to The Best of the Rejection Collection. In this book, you’ll find a bunch of wonderfully awful and some awfully wonderful rejected New Yorker cartoons. They’re not really New Yorker cartoons (after all, The New Yorker rejected them), but they are cartoons by The New Yorker cartoonists. I’m one of those cartoonists. My job is to come up with cartoons and pitch them to the magazine. The magazine’s job is to reject almost all of those cartoons. Including this classy gem . . .

	
		[image: ]

		“I’d say my biggest influence is probably Pollock.”

	

	You might think, like I did when I submitted it, that a gag like this could totally be in The New Yorker, but you, like I, would be wrong. Sure, it makes an erudite reference to an abstract expressionist painter whose work you have to know in order to get the joke, but it’s also a cartoon about bird poop. Oddly, The New Yorker doesn’t seem to go for that kind of thing. I assume that’s why the editors passed on it. (Of course I don’t really know for sure why this or any of the cartoons in this book were rejected. I have only my hunches. I’ve made a list of those and illustrated each with an example from my own healthy stack of rejects. You’ll find them at the end of this introduction.) 

	At any rate, that’s what you’ll find here in this book: good cartoons that were bad for The New Yorker, the best of the worst, the rowdy, raunchy rejects, the ones that we the cartoonists kind of like best.

	Let me take just a second here and put all this rejection business into perspective for you. The cartoons you actually see printed in The New Yorker are only a small percentage—the tip of the iceberg. We cartoonists are lucky if the magazine takes one of the ten ideas we pitch each week. It’s a 90 percent rejection rate, but it’s actually worse than that because our final ten, the ones we deem good enough to sketch up and pitch, are the tip of an even bigger iceberg. Well, it’s the same iceberg, and I guess it can’t technically be the tip because I just called the other part the tip. It’s the next part below the tip. If it were a piece of candy corn, it would be the dark orange part. (And speaking of that, why would anyone name candy after a vegetable? Makes no sense.) Tell you what. Forget the candy corn. Stay with me on the iceberg. In fact, let me draw it. . . .
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	A. Tip of the Iceberg. The cartoons not rejected by The New Yorker. You can see these by getting yourself a subscription.

	B. Top of the Iceberg. These are the cartoons that are rejected by The New Yorker, but not rejected by the cartoonist. See what I’m saying? These are his or her ten best ideas from a week’s worth of work, what we call the batch. You can see the best of these in the pages of this book.

	C. Bulk of the Iceberg. These are cartoon ideas that the cartoonist rejected. See, in order to get ten good gags for the batch, the cartoonist comes up with a whole lot more. Probably close to 90 percent more. The theory being that the more ideas generated, the better the quality will be of the final ten that are drawn up and pitched. These are probably not good ideas. Where can you see them? Well, you’re not supposed to see them. In a way, they don’t even exist because they weren’t good enough to draw. However, in the interest of science, I’ll give you a glimpse of these on the following pages of this introduction.

	D. Butt of the Iceberg. A special classification of the above category, these are cartoon ideas that the cartoonist has rejected from other people. They can come from family members, former friends, psychiatric professionals, and even complete strangers. In most cases these are the worst cartoon ideas EVER. We showed some of these in a previous volume but decided against it this time. You’re welcome.

	E. A Blue Whale.

	So that’s the cold hard truth about cartoon ideas. Get it? Huh? Get it? Sorry. Now, as promised, in the interest of science, I’m going to give you a look at some of my ideas that would fall into the “bulk of the iceberg” category. Again, these are the surplus ideas that I didn’t think were strong enough to get into the final ten that I sketched and sent to the magazine. Hopefully, this will also take us a few steps toward answering the question cartoonists get asked more than any other: How do you come up with your ideas? The honest but not very satisfying answer is, We think of them. It’s unsatisfying because people want to know how we think of them, and that’s tough to answer and impossible to demonstrate because it happens in our heads—but I’ll give it a try here.

	What you’re about to see on the following page is the closest I can come to showing what happens in my brain, bad ideas and all. It’s a piece of paper that I used to jot down my thoughts during an idea-getting brainstorm session many years ago. I can’t pinpoint the date, but I think it must have been sometime in 2005.

	See, every day, I make a pot of coffee and then sit down with a pen in front of a blank sheet of paper and think. If things are working correctly, by the time the pot’s empty, the page will be full. What it’s full of is scribbling. There’ll be a bunch of half ideas, false starts, and then a few actual cartoon ideas. Almost all of these, however, will be “bulk of the iceberg” ideas. I think this is what some people call a mind map. Most of the work happens in my head of course, but the notes here provide a sort of dotted line of where my mind wandered. It might not look like much, but it represents a day’s work for me. And of course, when I say a day, I’m really talking about a few hours—I’m a cartoonist not a coal miner. 

	A DAY IN THE BRAIN OF A CARTOONIST
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	Here’s a guide to a few points of interest:

	A. This is a topic. Nothing going on with it really, but when I first sit down, I often start by just scribbling any and every random thing that comes to me. It helps to get rid of some of the scary white space. You gotta start somewhere.

	B. This is a topic too, but not as random as the other. It’s a topic that I had a funny feeling about. A topic I thought I’d be able to wring some humor from. As you can see by the lack of additional notes, I was mistaken.

	C. “The old switcheroo.” Here, I started with a thing, in this case a “student driver” sign that you’d see on top of a driver’s ed car. Then I just tried to come up with a funny alternative vehicle to replace the car. Sometimes this works. Here it didn’t. Clearly, the funniest vehicle option is a Zamboni. There’s just something funny about a Zamboni, but that by itself isn’t an idea. It needed more, and apparently I didn’t come up with anything to nudge that notion into an actual cartoon idea. Thinking now, the obvious thing would be to have the Zamboni with the student driver sign in some sort of bad situation: The driver’s rammed it into the wall, or he’s running over figure skaters, but that’s not anything really. You could go absurd with it and have him driving it out in the middle of a desert. Or, I don’t know. . . . See? This is what happens. If those are ideas at all, they’re easily rejected ones. 

	D. This is a setup that didn’t lead anywhere. Hence the blank. I’m sure I thought of stuff, but nothing worth writing down. Either that or I got distracted and didn’t come back to it.

	E. This is just a phrase I was hearing at the time. From there I try to think of a surprising image to use with it, or some way of manipulating the phrase into a joke. You can see some of that process here. Sometimes something comes from it, but usually not.

	F. This fish business is just a little riff that I got into. Trying to generate something by jotting down a bunch of things around a single topic. I’m “fishing” for ideas here. Get it? Sorry. The closest thing to an idea here is taking the phrase “fish out of water” and changing it to “fish out of money.” You can imagine a few ways that one could turn that into a cartoon, but can you think of any way to turn it into a good cartoon? I couldn’t. Probably wasted eleven minutes of my life trying.

	G. This is an idea. It’s not that great. I rejected it.

	H. This is also an idea: It’s circled, so I guess I thought it was okay. Good enough to consider sketching up. I don’t remember how
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