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A Review Essay 

Review of Richard Scully. Eminent Victorian Cartoonists, 3 v. I: The 
Founders (John Doyle, John Leech, Sir John Tenniel); v. II, The Rivals 
of “Mr Punch” (Matt Morgan, John Proctor, Fred Barnard, J.G. 
Thomson); v. III Heirs and Successors (Edward Sambourne, Sir Francis 
Gould, Sir John Partridge). Preface by Tim Benson, Published by The 
Political Cartoon Society, 2018, with 212 p., p. 231 and p. 222. Cover of 
each volume with Victorian style marbling, the three volumes fitting in 
an elegant slip-case.   36 pounds (!)		

David Kunzle

This trilogy  is based on a stupendous, mind-boggling amount of 
research, much of it taken from some very recondite sources, in archives, 
census and birth registers and the like; over thirty specialized, archival library 
and other manuscript material collections are listed ahead of the bibliography 
in Vol III, including the author’s personal collection. Some busy readers will 
no doubt want to skip or hurry through what more editorial control might 
have disciplined. As they stand the three books covering eleven artists 
spanning a century and more, beckon us along a hundred detours, short and 
long, flooded with biographical information and an addiction to enumeration 
of the sisters and the cousins, and he has them by the dozens, the sisters 
and the cousins and the aunts – of all the innumerable dramatis personae 
flitting on and off stage.  All this is useful, if a bit tiring, of superlative not 
superfluous richness. The author is resolute and indefatigable, in covering 
so much of the human as well as socio -- political character and networks of 
eleven different artists, their various epochs, and the different journals they 
occupied. So much information here looks shining new, dug out from the 
deepest archival recesses, probably with much effort, why lose any of it.? The 
footnotes in toto run to 2,224, spread over 151 pages; the bibliography and 
index fill 79 pages. Respect this, take your time.

Punch, the London Charivari -- forever? These books are primarily 
about artists who worked for Punch, launched in 1841 with the subtitle The 
London Charivari. Let me start with a touch of bewilderment over an authorial 
eccentricity that must touch a recondite symbolic meaning for the author.  It 
is the insistence that the primary magazine concerned, Punch, subtitled The 
London Charivari, be referred to by Scully as much (at times it seems more) 
by this subtitle, used on its own, rather than as, simply, Punch. This subtitle 
is invariably included even in the many illustration captions. Why lose (if 
not for variety, here out of place) that one, lapidary (“punchy”), five letter 
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word-title, with its ancient puppet theater connotation. It has always been 
considered sufficient. Punch never refers to itself and is invariably referred 
to by outsiders this way, without an appendage soon considered obsolete. At 
the same time, it is truly odd that the magazine itself clung to the subtitle atop 
every inside page down to the end of the 19th Century, rather as if the initial 
French hommage was fixed forever by some sentimental (or legal) obligation. 
This did not however extend to the pictorial wrapper or cover/title pages, as 
can be verified by a glance at Richard Doyle’s very long-lasting version of the 
cover design (reproduced here, page 69), where the name Punch stands alone.

Let us look awhile at  the freight of this subtitle. The new English 
magazine, the first of its kind in that country, did choose to be baptized at the 
font of public acceptance bearing a “middle name” in homage to the satirical 
godfather, which was also the first of its kind in France but by now a seasoned 
combatant since its founding in 1832, its success unchallenged until 1848. 
Obviously the name of the Charivari was initially considered a selling point 
in Britain, and the magazine itself well known. Details are lacking, but we 
can be sure that it was subscribed to in England, available from France by 
post, and probably stocked by Delaporte’s in London’s Burlington Arcade, 
which specialized in French, illustrated and caricatural books and journals. 
The Charivari’s reputation in Britain as a harbinger of a new graphic satire 
was non-pareil, and known to have been based at its founding in France on a 
much-envied British model of press freedom. This freedom had been actually 
promised in the 1830 Revolution that brought to power the supposedly British-
style constitutional government of King Louis Philippe. French freedom of 
the press was very soon largely reneged upon (officially since 1835), but the 
Charivari stood forth for its audacity and critical dissidence, having braved 
the censorship and various persecutions (including jail sentences and fines) 
for publisher Charles Philipon and principal artist Honoré Daumier. Ironically 
Punch, while unmolested at home, found itself occasionally prohibited in 
France for offending official French sensibilities. Note that the term charivari 
in France (in the U.S. South turned into shivaree,  the English [archaic] 
equivalent being a skimmington) connotes a popular social disturbance , 
typically some rowdy, public visual disruption of village custom. The English, 
irrespective of the French association, would have known the name Punch 
from the Punch and Judy puppet theater which had entered the towns from the 
provinces. This was a rowdy anarchic popular entertainment miniaturized on 
tiny stages in villages, then civic fairgrounds, involving much mock-beating 
and -killing by puppet Punch. Punch the weekly magazine took his original’s 
violence in a metaphorical, and a politically more pacific spirit.

Do I digress?  The point is worth pursuing. The physical and graphic 
resemblance of Punch to its French “model” is so imperfect that the term 
“model” seems misapplied. The French magazine was composed of four pages 
of editorial text interspersed with little inconspicuous more or less decorative 
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graphic vignettes; the chief attraction, a large art-lithograph, usually satirical 
(Daumier’s, and his Macaire series being best known in England) was 
inserted after the text pages were ready, and available separately, printed 
on better paper, for collectors. Punch, by contrast, gave you ten (or twelve) 
pages with humorous illustrations scattered throughout, and one large full-
page, occasionally centerspread, woodcut which became known as the big 
cut, or (from 1843) cartoon. The French Charivari was, above all, a small 
daily newspaper, unlike the weekly Punch. (The French would later return 
Punch’s compliment by starting a weekly called Punch à Paris, supposedly 
edited or written by Mr Punch fils; but this did not last long).

This little Scully-ish digression illuminates the cultural embrace of 
the two caricature-productive European countries. Britain’s “Great Age” of 
caricature (which Scully qualifies by adding, unnecessarily, a “supposed” 
to Great Age) was known, and admired by dissidents, in France; Napoleon 
feared its effects at home while his opponents and the numerous émigrés took 
comfort from British anti-French satires. Tim Benson in his Preface cites 
Victorian Britain (my stress) as the “home of graphic satire” which is more 
true, chronologically of the earlier “Great Age” Napoleonic era tradition. 
French caricature, that of Dauimier, Cham, and Gavarni-in-exile, was regarded 
as supreme; it was lapped up in Britain, and remained a model, not least 
in the comic strip, which developed much earlier in France than at its mid-
century rebirth in England. Scully’s permanent stance that London Charivari 
was in fact Punch by another name conceals, perhaps, a Francophile gesture: 
England was as francophile culturally as it was francophobic politically. 
Many English artists, caricaturists and not, had French antecedents and artistic 
training leading in some cases to longer-term domiciles. Punch expected its 
readership not to be put off by citations in French; French-descended George 
Du Maurier used French liberally verbatim in his France-based novels, and 
in the 1870s put into Punch a whole series of nonsense verses to accompany 
his drawings, entirely in (correct) French. There is a chapter to be written on 
Paris (and the Charivari) in Punch and Punch in Paris which would go a long 
away to justify what I call here Scully’s titular-terminological eccentricity. 
The number of grammatically faulty bits of French in his book indicates how 
far we (in the author’s Australia as well as Britain, or the U.S. ) have to go in 
recovering the respect for the French language and example manifested by 
English artists and periodicals.

The Founders: John Doyle, John Leech, Sir John Tenniel

The first volume, on the trio of “founders,” caught me with a bigger 
surprise. The first, John Doyle cannot be regarded as a “founder” at all, not in 
any sense and certainly not in that of John Leech, master of the mid-Victorian 
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era, or John Tenniel, who followed in 1850 and who takes us to the very end of 
the Victorian era. The surprise here is double: that John Doyle (known as HB) 
should be there with a full chapter, and moreover first in line, and that his son 
Richard, a true founder, should be missing in that role.  Richard Doyle joined 
Punch early on, and for all his youth at the time (starting in 1843) deserves 
the title of a Founding -- if not Father perhaps, given his youth at the time, 19 
years when he joined Punch -- then Founding Son. Richard Doyle was John’s 
son, for eight years a major contributor until November 1850, when he was 
replaced by Tenniel after leaving abruptly in that year. Richard or “Dickie” 
Doyle as he was known, is of the greatest importance in the early history 
of Punch, admired in France, where he was copied, in that country’s best-
known (only) illustrated news magazine, and his innovative “outline” style 
was long influential across the channel. Prolific, imaginative, and versatile, 
he drew innumerable initials, almanac and other decorations, and many of 
the weekly “big cut” political cartoons in a role he shared with Leech. He 
did, in addition, unique political narrative comic strips mocking French 
upstart monarchs, and a brilliant parody of the Bayeux Tapestry imagining 
an impending French military invasion of England. These latter have been 
ignored in the literature (including Scully here), but quâ comic strip, a new 
genre young Doyle pioneered in Punch at this moment, they figure in its 
“rebirth” in mid-century England. Post-Punch, in 1854, he gave England its 
first graphic novel. His most favored stylistic innovation established in Punch 
the mock medieval style sweeping the country in all the serious arts. Not least 
of Richard’s achievements was his design for the Punch cover, which was 
retained, in a remarkable longevity, for over a century: 1849-1954. 

Scully reproduces this (Charivari-less) cover on page 69. But that is 
about all we have of Richard here. He is oddly overshadowed, I am tempted 
to say victim of a paternal exclusion, by his father John, who here gets a 
chapter almost as long as Leech’s. Historically speaking, the overshadowing 
is the other way round: there are books about Richard, who after his 
premature departure from Punch, went on to enjoy a lucrative career as an 
illustrator of fairy tales. There are no independent biographies about John. 
His primary distinctions seem to have been as the father of Richard and other, 
less noteworthy artist sons, and grandfather of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, of 
Sherlock Holmes fame. For Scully, John Doyle is “a great” personality in 
cartooning for his having made a career out of portrait caricatures. These 
are usually regarded as a tepid preamble to an entirely new era and modus in 
cartooning as initiated by Punch. John never figured in that magazine or its 
predecessors; no cartoonist, he was ignored by the new humorous journals. 
The reason was obvious: Punch did not want tame, static, and tepid portraits 
of politicians, but humorous or satirical comment on them in action, such as 
those supplied by Richard Doyle, Leech, and of course Tenniel. 

John Doyle, to be sure, fills something of a graphic hiatus in the 1820s 
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and 1830s between the “Great Age” of Caricature and the arrival of Punch. 
The market had changed. John Doyle speciality in the relatively expensive 
(two shilling) single plate engraving, in his case usually lithographic, aimed 
at an elite market wanting a “gentlemanly” view of the parliamentary 
proponents. This market receded with the advent of Punch and its imitators. 
There, in a journalistic breakthrough, you could get virtually for free, or the 
negligible price of two or threepence, the required political analysis. With the 
market for the single print, there was a corresponding decline in the number of 
print shops. John Doyle was not, as Scully puts it “a harbinger of the future” 
as viewed from the 1840s when he began to go out of fashion. With and 
after the reform bill of 1832 and the caricatures of C.J. Grant, in ephemeral, 
hopeful little radical (pre-Punch), there arose an intense political agitation, 
with the Chartism in the fore, registered by early Punch in the 1840s. This set 
the template for informative satirical commentary, rather than just portraited 
representation of the representatives. 

While I missed the expected analysis of the role of the son, Scully’s 
considerable, precise documentation of the father’s relative success in a 
passing age, is most serviceable, with much socio-political information hard 
to find elsewhere. (The “enthusiasm” of Richard Gaunt and Fintan Cullen 
for John Doyle, recognized in the Acknowledgments, seems not to have 
reached printed form -- their names are lacking in the Bibliography). John 
Doyle, at the time appreciated, above all, for his supercession of the “low” 
and “vulgar” tradition represented by the likes of Gillray and Rowlandson, 
became a well-known figure among the cultural elite, not least (of course) 
among those he chose, or who commissioned from him, a printed portrait. He 
“slaked their [the politicians’] thirst once a month during the Parliamentary 
session,” was admired by Macaulay, and enjoyed access to a social circle 
including famous litterateurs such as Walter Scott, Thackeray, and Charles 
Dickens, and the painters John Millais and Landseer.  Sir Robert Peel and the 
Duke of Wellington collected the portraits John, signing HB, made of them. 
Disraeli mentions him by name in his novel Coningsby. 

For a long time the artist signing only “HB” preserved the mystery of 
his authorship, and the painter Benjamin Haydon wrote in his diary: “whoever 
HB is, he is a man of great genius” adding but “evidently an amateur from 
the delicacy of his touch, or timidity rather” (page 40). The latter term would 
have damned most artists, working later. John Doyle sought to avoid arousing 
hostility or even excitement: one of his relatively rare “real” cartoons (i.e., a 
subject extensive of his staple of straight portraiture), “The Fall of Caesar,” 
published in a single print by his usual outlet, Thomas Maclean in 1846 
(reproduced, page 67), is quite devoid of the anger, or savagery, or even just 
physical energy, one would expect in such a subject.  Here all the political 
figures, even that of the fallen Caesar, are placid, realistically rendered 
miniature portraits, enveloped in quantities of very ill-drawn drapery. 
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Scully shows some awareness that his aggrandizement of HB cuts 
against the grain of historical consensus, as represented by a principal 
Richard Doyle biographer, Rodney Engen, that “HB’s greatest legacy” 
was the influence he maintained over his talented son’s careers, founding 
“a new way of imagining political satire.” This “influence” I believe was 
limited to not averse technical training in design. In conclusion, Scully cites 
R.W. Buss’s English Graphic Satire of 1874 chastising John Doyle for the 
“feebleness” of his political messages” for all that it offered “an increased 
refinement of the public taste … the very essence of the Victorian art of 
cartoon and caricature.” Refinement there would be, up to a point, especially 
after 1848, but not without much incisive moral and political comment and 
critique too. In the perspective of Scully’s trilogy, which reaches into the 
20th Century, and reminds us finally how popular and lasting a “ruder” form 
of satire (as of the culture generally, one might add) became in the 1960s, 
the idea of “refinement” became passé. John Doyle was not so much a 
“founder” of Victorian cartooning, as a bypath amounting to a dead end. Yes, 
he transcended the “rudeness” of the “Great Age”; but this survived in the 
Punch era, o-er leaping John Doyle’s “refinement,” in some extremely nasty 
cartoons, nationalistic and class-biased, anti-semitic, anti-woman, cruelly 
punitive of the Indian mutiny, hostile to the quest for Irish independence, and 
often enough, to the working (or lower classes) as a whole. This unpleasant 
consensus of Punch was no more than that of the British press and public as 
a whole.

John Leech is titled to head the next chapter as “the first cartoonist.” 
This undercuts John Doyle’s right to be called cartoonist (the word did not 
even exist, as humorous drawing, yet), and his (Doyle’s) first place in a 
trilogy of books called Eminent Victorian Cartoonists. Leech’s precedence 
of title rests on the “big cut,” as it was also called, under the newly minted 
series description “Cartoon No. 1.”  A “cartoon” was understood at the time 
only as a large-scale preparatory drawing for a fresco or mural, as officially 
required for any artist intending to compete for the new decorations in the 
freshly rebuilt Westminster Palace project. Leech’s “Cartoon No 1,” printed 
over the title “Substance and Shadow” is given by Scully due prominence, 
Punch signaling its early democratic radicalism. It depicts a crowd of the 
poorest misérables huddled inside an exhibition of and intended for the rich. 
This first use of the term ”cartoon” announced a series of severe, large scale 
denunciations of government for the rich, before the word was accepted as 
applicable to any humorous graphic subject of any size. There is a great 
irony here: This “first use” was applied to the most unhumorous of subjects: 
a demonstration of government neglect, indeed contempt for the poor at a 
time of serious reformist agitation.  A long textual explanation accompanying 
Leech’s design ends “The poor ask for bread, and the philanthropy of the 
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State accords -- an exhibition.” 
The irony of this and subsequent pro-poor “cartoons” in Punch would 

be reinforced by Punch’s politics in the next decade (and after the European 
shock of 1848), which would abandon all pretense of support for radical 
causes. Scully points out that Marion Spielmann, the first biographer of 
Punch in 1895, “reproached him [Leech or suggesting editor Jerrold] for 
his ‘wrong-headed’ and ‘impulsively unpractical’” sympathy for the poor. 
All Punch histories concur that after 1848, and especially after the Great 
Exhibition of 1851, established as the senior, dominant humorous journal of 
Britain, Punch aimed increasingly for a readership based on an expanding 
middle (and upper-middle) class. Striving for “gentlemanly” respectability, 
it would thereafter criticize in a relatively non-partisan fashion, without 
personally hurting anyone. I am not sure that the long-term turn to the right in 
the “big cut” cartoons, can be properly taken as Leech’s throw-back to John 
Doyle “who still stood supreme as the chronicler of politics”; nor that it was 
shared by Richard Doyle. The content of the Punch “big cut” was, at any rate, 
a matter decided not by the cartoonist individually, but always by an editorial 
committee of writers, over a bibulous table on a Wednesday evening.

To my mind, however, the graphic genius and uniqueness of John 
Leech, for all of some outstanding and memorable examples, are to be found 
not in his political cartoons but in his social designs. These became the basis 
of his popularity, and the recognition that Leech was the prime attraction 
of Punch, independently of the “big cut.” He e was loved for Hecovered a 
broad swath of social types, with a strong repertory among the lower classes, 
now no longer an object of pity but mockery, gentle and not-so gentle. Enter 
the upper-middle class. The cabbies and street urchins and uppity servants 
are joined, most importantly, by an ambitious and luckless upper-middle 
class character called Briggs, whose attempts to excel on the hunting field 
are invariably doomed to failure. These can all, in street, field, or drawing 
room, be construed as political, or domestically socio-political, rife as they 
are with class and gender issues. Briggs became a Punch constant, always 
in demand, his absences complained of. Leech was, to a degree Briggs, who 
is on occasion placed in autobiographical situations. A curious but tasty 
titbit (Scully’s only reference to Briggs): in a Leech obituary tribute from 
Die Gartenlaube calling the huntsman of that name “the pearl of English 
bonhomie” (page 113), an accompanying illustration shows Mr Punch in 
mourning, behind him an unexplained ghostly human figure sprouting dead 
cypress branches.

Social comedy is where Leech made his mark; this is his title to 
immortality, and it is a pity, though understandable, that with his gaze fixed 
on the political cartoonist in a narrower sense, Scully should ignore the 
graphically and numerically superior aspects of Leech’s comédie humaine, 
which owes much to Daumier’s. From 1850, when Tenniel arrives (initially 
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to replace Doyle), Leech is less in demand for the political big cut.
Lest I appear to commit the common unfair tactic of criticizing a book 

for not doing something it does not set out to do, I add that Scully expatiates 
on the “never entirely political“ Leech in his “natural transition from youthful 
radical to a more moderate point of view, and how he helped to ensure that 
Punch’s radicalism dimmed as the pivotal year of 1848 unfolded” -- as the 
social comedy proves.

Biography, basic and extensive, as always, is there in abundance. It is 
curious, perhaps surprising to read that this very prolific, facile artist was 
notorious among publishers for his “rather thoughtless tendency for tardiness 
that would characterize his whole career.”  He was to be sure much in demand 
outside of Punch. His work for Dickens is always significant and has been 
well-rehearsedis, less so his participation in Punch’s ridicule of Napoleon 
III, and in “lambasting the incompetence of British generals and those in the 
Aberdeen ministry deemed culpable” during in the Crimean War.  The over-
generous Leech lived rich and died (relatively) poor and in debt. Despite the 
resounding success of an exhibition of his work, promoted by Thackeray who 
compared him to Hogarth, he was beset by money troubles and the affliction 
of organ grinders in the street below, who seemed destined to drive him to 
his early death (when he was only 46). He was succeeded by George Du 
Maurier. In his friendship with the newcomer he shone as a solitary star in 
his “little firmament.” Du Maurier, as heir to Leech, was never required to do 
the “big cut” political cartoons and does not fit into Scully’ scheme, nor does 
he do Leech-style hunting pictures, but proved supreme in the drawing and 
ball room, in the depiction of socially assertive women, precocious children, 
and patient nannies, with a sideline (which makes him very political) in 
Darwinian zoological transformations.

The Sir John Tenniel chapter, like that on Sir Francis Gould in v. 
III, starts with his knighthood, the first of the three of Scully’s chosen team 
to achieve this honor, all of them at the turn of the century. (France in the 
1860s had been awarding Légions d’honneur to those artists [including 
cartoonists] who did not refuse). This timing in Britain is evidence of the 
rising status of the profession, and its politico-social acceptance. Tenniel has 
not lacked biographers, but no other author matches Scully in the minutiae 
of his numerous family, extended and near, with names, dates, marriages, 
addresses and more. As a youth, pre-Punch in 1845, Tenniel competed for the 
Westminster cartoons, one sketch measuring fully nine feet three inches wide 
and sixteen feet high. Doyle at the time mocked such pretentions (which were 
officially encouraged, and not intended by Doyle personally), but Tenniel’s 
mastery of scale, monumental effect, and large beasts, first observed at the 
London zoo, stood him in good stead in the political-allegorical cartoons. 
These he supplied with an astonishing and unexampled weekly regularity 
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for fifty years down to his retirement in 1901, helping bring the circulation 
of Punch to 90,000, after the readership had doubled during the first two 
decades of his tenure. Tenniel also did a lot of book illustration, the designs 
for the Alice books being of course the best known. These are not cartoons 
in the Punch sense, but given due attention by Scully -- how could he omit 
them? -- who describes the context of tense, mutually demanding relations 
between author and illustrator,  as tricky in their way as any occasioned by 
Dickens with his illustrators.

There are two Tenniel cartoons which became famous: one famous in its 
time, a much applauded circulation-booster; infamous in ours. “The British 
Lion’s Vengeance on the Bengal Tiger” of August 1857 (page 129), shows 
the Indian tiger mauling a white (British) woman and child, at the moment 
the British lion leaps upon it.  The “even more terrifying image of ‘Justice,’” 
published two weeks later, tells us with what (literally) spectacularly sadistic 
cruelty the British took vengeance on the Indian natives, shown unarmed, 
likely innocent captives, women included, caught up in the so-called Indian 
Mutiny. The other immortal print, called “Dropping the Pilot” (page 153) 
is quite different, and has been the subject of a great number of parodies 
or adaptations, with reference, for instance to Winston Churchill, Nikita 
Krushchev, Abraham Lincoln, and Margaret Thatcher, among others; most 
recently there was one by Steve Bell showing the Iraqis celebrating the U.S. 
troop withdrawal. Sir Francis Carruthers did one early on, in 1901 in homage 
to Tenniel as the pilot dropping himself from Punch, at last. 

Obedient to the old precept of not causing personal offense, a carefully, 
more accurately reworked copy of the original Tenniel was sent by official 
channels to just-retired Bismarck, shown as the pilot being dropped from 
the ship of state by the new Kaiser Wilhelm. Bismarck liked it, and so do 
the German school textbooks nowadays. Analysis of such a unique mix of 
adaptations should include the note taken by Ernst Gombrich in the chapter 
“The Cartoonist’s Armoury” (Meditations on a Hobby Horse, 1963), where 
it is “Among the most famous of all pictorial comments on world events” 
“deceptively called ‘Dropping the Pilot’ “ (my stress). The analogy is 
misleading, says Gombrich, because a pilot, tasked with guiding the vessel 
out of port into the open sea, leaves of his own free will, whereas Bismarck 
was certainly unwilling when he was summarily dismissed.

Volume II: The Rivals of Mr Punch

Here are the “great forgotten geniuses of the period,” Punch’s 
metropolitan rivals, most of which did not survive more than few years at the 
most, such as Will o’ the Wisp and the radical Tomahawk, a few like Fun, Judy, 
and Moonshine proving more stable. They sold tens of thousands of copies 
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(Punch, 40,000). Real figures, if given by the magazine, may be treated with 
caution and as subject to exaggeration in order to attract advertising, which 
was always needed, even by Punch. The circulation figures of the Punch 
“rivals,” as given by Scully, are generally below those of Punch, but of a 
significance increased by the likelihood that there were more readers per 
copy of the lesser magazines than say, the five estimated for Punch. Cheaper 
they were, at twopence to the three pence of the senior magazine, while the 
relative cost of all the “rivals” to the less affluent, the target audiences of 
lower-middle or upper-working classes, incentivized the sharing of copies. 
The circulation (readership?) of Fun at 95,000 in 1885, was actually greater 
than that of Punch, given at 80,000 at that date. istoorians of jounralism 

Historians of journalism are naturally much given to statistics, which 
are inevitably skewed by multiple use in the venues of free consultation 
helpfully listed by Scully: small libraries, clubs, boarding houses, school 
and college dormitories, hospitals, mess halls, ward-rooms, news stands 
and, as in the Great Age,  displayed in shop windows for easy looking and 
reading by crowds of  flâneurs, all those casual passers-by who are shown 
attractive to pickpockets. The lesser magazines liked to emblazon their claim 
to be available in every railway station in the country, a huge and increasing 
category. One also imagines copies if not brought home casually left behind 
on a station or carriage seat. Circulating libraries may have used them as 
feeders, if they did not reject the politics or triviality of any given organ. 
(How long was it before “rude” Private Eye, starting in the 1960s, soon 
supplanting and much less innocuous than Punch, was finally accepted by 
the W.H. Smith railway bookstores monopoly?

Matt Somerville Morgan (1837-1890), “erratic, generous and 
versatile genius,” like many who aspired to but never succeeded in breaking 
into the hallowed Punch circle, spent his life aspiring to artistic and social 
eminence. In this pursuit he decamped to and made good in the U.S. He did 
so as a scene painter adding realism and atmosphere to the visual effects. 
His “epitheatrical” world (I like Scully’s expressive neologism) included 
music halls. Back in England, and married there by 1860, he worked for Fun 
(called derisively by Thackeray “Funch”). With a forte in cartoons on the 
American Civil War (leading to a stand-alone volume in 1874), he continued 
his expertise in theatrical, particularly pantomime scenic design, where his 
transformation effects were much admired, and “immodest” ballet costumes 
much reprehended. Scully on this topic, breezily transgressing for pages his 
“political cartoon” remit, indulges Morgan’s “particular genius for skirting 
the boundaries of propriety and politeness.” Swan-song of mid-Victorian 
prudery? Or royal immunity? The Tomahawk, co-founded by Morgan, 
dared in 1867 to print his sensational “A Brown Study” with reference to 
the Scottish favorite of widowed Queen Victoria, she coded as a national 
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lion adoring the gillie in his princely arrogance. Morgan claimed that this 
alone made London “too hot to hold him,” but the outrage was good for 
sales of the Tomahawk, rising to equal that of Punch itself. Sexual scandals 
entered Morgan’s personal life, and in his artistic productions took the form 
of “A Corps of Ladies of unrivalled beauty” “posing in tableaux vivant” (sic, 
page 45). The claim of a contemporary journalist, in which Scully seems to 
concur, that Morgan’s skill as a cartoonist was “Hogarthian in its vigour, 
accompanied by the grace of a Tenniel and the sober qualities of Leech” is 
surely rhetorical.

The Tory Rivals of Tenniel:
John Proctor & William Henry Boucher. 

Ross and Duval, Ally Sloper

Boucher, Proctor, their colleagues and friends, described as “hardly 
known today,” come forth in one of Scully best chapters, shining like beacons 
in the congested, if not foggy world of late 19th Century journalism. The two 
named stand here “in tandem” but also in contrast: Proctor was peripatetic, 
working for various magazines over a forty year career; Boucher (or Bowcher) 
was for twenty years chief cartoonist for Judy, which also employed Morgan, 
in mostly unsigned drawings. Both Proctor and Boucher also worked much 
as illustrators. Proctor was occupied at first as the only resident artist for 
John Cassell’s various publications, notably his Illustrated Family Paper. 
Judy, describing itself (herself) as “soft Tory,” aimed unlike Punch for a 
lower-middle class and upper-working class audience, with a special appeal 
to women. The magazine claimed to be a “protector” of women but not a 
defender of their “rights” at a time of agitation for them in terms of family, 
finance, and divorce law. 

Charles Henry Ross, as editor of Judy from 1867, seems to have been 
responsible for bringing on board and encouraging the thriving, long-term 
commitment of Europe’s first fully professional female caricaturist, Marie 
Duval, the pseudonym of Isabelle Tessier, and probably his mistress. She 
is a relatively recent discovery, since the late 1980s, prominent for her 
development of another European first: a comic strip character called Ally 
Sloper, the first to have become a household name, which was identified 
with her, as regular cartoonist for Fun from 1869.  Massively popular, Ally 
was merchandized, and eventually given a magazine named after him. Not 
a political cartoonist (though her extended, frivolously comic take on the 
Franco-Prussian war, seemed temporarily to qualify her as one), Duval is 
given due attention, as a woman, with new information on her life as an 
actress, cut short by an accident in 1874 during a performance. The more 
serious, “venomous” big cut treatment of this hideous war was made by 
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Boucher, considered by Scully as one of the two cartoonists to stand out as 
a “real rival” to Tenniel. Proctor could vie for this title to judge by his fine 
anti-Gladstonian “Birds of Prey” (Will o’ the Wisp, 1868, here pages 62-63) 
which Scully subjects to typically illuminating and detailed analysis, with 
an account of its origin and celebrity. The famous rivalry, the parliamentary 
duels between Gladstone and Disraeli, make this one of the most arresting 
chapters in the books. Proctor continued at Fun until 1898, and at Moonshine 
until 1902, his departure hastening the demise of the latter magazine.

Fred Barnard, “A Tragic Comedian,” trained in Paris, became the 
principal cartoonist for Fun from 1869, often commanding double pages. 
With a taste for the erotically risqué, he dared to draw his naked Graces 
with very visible nipples, which caused “a minor sensation.” His major 
outside commission was for the Household Edition of the complete works 
of Charles Dickens published by the Fun owners, the Dalziel brothers, from 
1870, which established his reputation.  This was followed by the journalistic 
coup of Fun staff member George Sims’ “How the Poor Live” serialized 
in Ally Sloper’s Half Holiday. This chapter is rich in gossip and anecdote, 
with a fascinating detour into the story of the Broadway artists’ colony, and 
its connection to John Singer Sargent, who painted the Barnard girls (Tate, 
London, 1885-1886). Sargent and Henry James connected Barnard to New 
York and Harper’s Weekly. “Utterly inconsolable” after his son’s death in 
1891, Fred Barnard took to alcohol and laudanum, which hastened his own 
death, burned alive while smoking in bed. In 1904 he was remembered as 
the finest illustrator of Dickens that ever lived, and it was wondered, with so 
many drawings in Punch, why that august journal did not try to attach him 
more permanently.

John Gordon Thomson and Fun. Thomson retired from the Civil 
Service on a full pension (!) at age 29, having given 33 “socials” to Punch, but 
his major contribution was to The Graphic for which he did double-spreads 
on the Franco-Prussian War. From the mid 1870s for twenty years he was 
chief cartoonist for the undeviatingly liberal Fun, earning (with other work) 
360-375 pounds per annum. He was paid 4-7 pounds per big cut, less than half 
of Tenniel’s 10-15 guineas for cartoons reworked from ideas dictated to him 
editorially by Punch. In the ever-present comparison to Tenniel, Thomson’s 
cartoons relating to the Irish were less “vitriolic” and even “sympathetic” 
vis-à-vis Boucher ‘s in Judy, while his view of a Zulu king and Disraeli’s 
so-called Jewishness demonstrated the racism commonplace at the time. In 
an unusual accolade, the Dalziels published in 1880 a collected Thomson 
album, One Hundred Cartoons from the Pages of Fun. A typical Scully exotic 
aside tells us that Thomas was plagiarized in India by Arudh Punch. His 
speciality in Royal Academy parodies were much appreciated by the painters 
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concerned, and the public who found them more fun that the originals. There 
might be a book on this topic, in parallel to one in the offing (ex Ph.D.) on the 
French equivalent, which dates back to the 1840s, and was hawked in cheap 
albums at the entrance to the Salon exhibitions. Scully sees Fun as superior 
to Punch in some departments, but in serious decline by 1893. By this time 
Thomson was helping with the Daily Graphic. He left a “modest” fortune of 
8,000 pounds to his lifelong friend Sir Luke Fildes, and died at the age of 82 
years in 1923, long faded from memory and public view.

Vol III: Heirs and Successors

Linley Sambourne: the frustrated heir.  There is more documentation 
and reference to writing about Sambourne than any other artist represented 
in this trilogy, after Leech and Tenniel. Scully regards him as of great 
importance, the heir to the Leech-Tenniel tradition. Alone among all the 
artists dealt with here, he has the house he inhabited open to the public. 
Linley Sambourne House at 18 Stafford Terrace, Kensington, was preserved 
by his granddaughter Anne Parsons, Countess of Rosse. It incorporates the 
Victorian Society (founded in 1957), and a museum open to the public since 
1980. With almost all its furniture and fittings intact, with exhibitions of 
the artist’s cartoons and photographs, it has been visited by thousands. It 
also houses the incomparable Sambourne family diaries, which led to the 
“crowning achievement” of Leslie Ormond’s 2010 biography. This promising 
start leads Scully backwards to a life of sexual and professional frustration, 
which for all its productivity, makes for sad reading. 

The significance and extent of the sexual frustration, much due apparently 
to his wife’s illness and resistance to his sexual advances, as is often the case 
with sexual histories that can never be thoroughly known, is hard to estimate. 
It does not seem that Sambourne’s pornographic photographs, his recourse 
to prostitutes, and liaisons with his photographic models all-too-readily 
associated with that profession, led to public scandals such as Dickens’ all-
too-public (sexual) separation from his wife and liaison with actress Ellen 
Tiernan. Sambourne’s professional frustration derived from his failure, after 
many early and continuing successes, to reach what he regarded as his due, 
the very top of the ladder, which he climbed fast and far but never far enough. 
He aspired in vain to the knighthood granted to Francis Carruther and to 
Tenniel in whose shadow he always lay. Sambourne is certainly graphically a 
more interesting artist than Carruthers and in many ways more inventive than 
Tenniel in the Punch work they shared (disregarding the very best of Tenniel, 
which is to be found in his Alice illustrations).

After much activity doing initial letters for Punch, and as the preferred 
contributor to the ever popular Punch almanacs, Sambourne went on to larger 



587

IJOCA, Fall/Winter 2018

designs which included highly unusual and imaginative transformations of 
portraits and types into animals and plants. These  latter constituted an un-
Punch-like level of fantasy with subtle erotic undertones, in reaction to 
the current fashions such as the extravagant chignons, and to Darwin. His 
social circle was impressive: Punch editor-in-chief  Sir Francis Burnand was 
a lifelong friend, and he consorted with the “great and the good” such as 
Wilkie Collins, Sir Frederick Leighton, Oscar Wilde, and Sarah Bernhardt. 
In the 1880s he joined in the controversy cooked up by Royal Academy 
treasurer and would-be President John Horsley over the “artistic nude” and 
the performance of “poses plastique”(sic), a controversy exacerbated by the 
various intrusive Contagious Diseases Acts. 

Outright pornography by Sambourne (represented in Scully by one 
photograph) and eroticism of nudity and pose (one other photograph of 
long-legged “Miss Reid,” a mysterious figure probably engaged in a “full-
blown” extra-marital relationship with the artist) give us little insight into the 
degree to which Sambourne’s “obsession” with that art led to real excellence. 
A comparison might be made with another “amateur” photographer and 
humorist of the period, Charles Dodgson (Lewis Carroll), in his renditions 
of children, regarded by some as morally dubious. It was however known 
that Sambourne was very dependent on photographs, and having real-life 
models before him when he drew, unlike most other cartoonists (such as 
Doyle, Leech, or Tenniel) who could draw from memory. This is one reason 
he was reputed unreliable, and had difficulty with the tight turn-around for 
the big political cut.

His later years were marred by poor health, and the hostility of Harry 
Furniss, who to his (Furniss’s) shame as Scully recounts the nasty incident, 
played stupid and cruel practical jokes on Sambourne which soured their 
relationship and turned to outright enmity. 

Francis Carruthers Gould became even more popular than Tenniel 
and also attained a knighthood in 1906, as a reward for the staunch liberal 
“propaganda” he maintained all his long life. Compared with Gould, 
Tenniel appears impartial. As much an Edwardian figure as a Victorian, he 
is given full measure by Scully, who traces the political vicissitudes of the 
later era deep into that of the Great War, with his usual exactitude. Gould is 
nevertheless regarded as the “apogee” of Victorian cartooning, prolific and 
protean to a degree transcending any of his forbears. Graphically he seems 
less interesting, but his place in history is assured by being the first to commit 
himself (by 1895) to the daily rather than the traditional weekly cartoon. This 
“new and revolutionary” development was on the model of the U.S. press 
which at the end of the century engaged in a famous “press war,” skillfully 
outlined by Scully. This also gave a much expanded and courted public the 
first color supplements and the first newspaper comics. It is not clear how far 



588

this “punishing schedule” went in Gould’s case, but such a regimen obviously 
put a novel strain upon the artist, for the first time in what is no longer an 
unusual practice.  Gould worked fast, as he had to, receiving a commission 
from the Westminster Gazette for a subject in the evening and producing the 
appropriate drawing for (photographic) reproduction by the morning of the 
next day. (In a side-look at France, we may add that there was an earlier 
French model for this productivity: Cham in an earlier time had committed 
himself to the near-equivalent of the daily cartoon in various magazines, 
grouping on a full page nine or even twelve small drawings about the doings 
of the day in his weekly Semaine Comique).

Gould was also much fêted as a lantern slide lecturer, and had his 
own regular publication called Picture Politics, 16-page volumes of recent 
collected drawings selling cheap, for one shilling. He held particular animus 
against Joseph Chamberlain, whom he made instantly identifiable by the 
ubiquitous monocle, a kind of vestimentary Homeric attribute akin to that 
given earlier by Harry Furniss to Gladstone with his aggressively jutting wing 
collar. The Chamberlain cartoons “damning” and even “venomous” as they 
could be, were proudly collected by the target, in a pattern not unusual for 
many 19th Century dignitaries who kept them as flattering testimony of their 
importance. Added to his skill in miniature portraiture, Gould was an expert 
parodist. He used the Bayeux Tapestry (which had served Richard Doyle in 
Punch 1848) as the basis for the notorious “Jameson Raid” during the Boer 
War, or “Joe’s war,” which Gould blamed much on Chamberlain.  Gould 
was “quite possibly” the only British cartoonist to openly oppose the Boer 
War, without being pro-Boer, in designs used by the Stop the War committee. 
Chamberlain’s Tariff Reform draws Scully into an excessive detour.

Gould’s parodic modernization of Froissart’s Chronicles featured “Sir 
Joseph de Birmingham” (in a manner reminiscent of the medievalizing 
Richard Doyle), and he reworked the familiar “Dropping the Pilot,” in 
homage to Tenniel’s departure from a regretful Punch. In a more substantial 
parody, which became a trademark of Gould’s, he burlesqued Tenniel’s Alice 
illustrations, published by the Westminster Gazette as The Westminster Alice 
(1902). By the early 1900s, into the reign of Edward VII, Sir Francis was 
in a hundred newspapers, on hundreds of thousands postcards, and even 
large-size street posters. A knight among three others of his profession, he 
was recognized as more than a humorist. His opposition to entry into the 
Great War, like that of the liberal non-interventionist Westminster Gazette, 
might have brought him trouble with accusations of unpatriotic demoralizing, 
but the worst he suffered was a “near-unique” event in his career: editorial 
rejection of a cartoon. The example reproduced (page 94), “Commencement 
of the Bathing Season” (of August 1914) is certainly strong, and prophetic: 
Death, crowned, stands in front of a coffin-shaped bathing machine, ankle 
deep in blood. Scully does not tell us how many other drawings might 
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have been refused as too “contrary to public opinion.”   It is likely that this 
“minor setback” convinced “the last great Victorian cartoonist” to take semi-
retirement, from which he would not be drawn by the burning issue of female 
suffrage, which “left him rather cold.” He moved house, out of London, 
became a pillar and magistrate in Dunster County, amused himself (not dying 
until 1925) with making ceramic political kitsch such as Toby Jugs, instead of 
cartoons. Scully implies that Gould, who did not die until 1925, would have 
been better occupied finishing and publishing his autobiography. Are we then 
not to expect any publication of this in any form?

A series conclusion tries to make amends for the virtual omission 
(much regretted by Scully) of Bernard Partridge “the last” and “epitome” of 
the Victorian “grand manner” cartoonists. One sympathizes that reaching the 
end of such a monumental and surely exhausting enterprise as Scully’s trilogy 
might allow the author only a “glance” tucked in at the end.  Sir John Bernard, 
twenty years younger than Gould, belongs quâ Victorian to the trilogy insofar 
as he served Punch from 1891. eHe Better known today, I think, than Gould, 
he became that journal’s chief cartoonist from 1910, designed posters for the 
Great War and for female suffrage, and lived to attack Adolf Hitler (he died 
only in 1945), after being knighted in 1925. Scully is always keen on the 
knighthoods, which would include Sir David Low who disliked his Victorian 
predecessors, and disparages them as Scully disparages him on this account.  
Scully comes up to date (post-Punch) briefly, with mention of Gerald Scarfe, 
Ralph Steadman (both born 1936), Steve Bell, and Martin Rawson, as part of 
the “satire revolution” conspicuous in the theater, TV, and in the press, vide 
Punch substitute (so to speak), the fortnightly Private Eye. Sex and scatology 
were back, for the first time since the Regency, with open criticism of the royal 
family. Scully’s last paragraph reminds us all, how in the vast embrace of the 
journal you are reading this, “cartooning  around the world,” a globalization 
has happened in the domain  of caricature too; and how an art form now 
ubiquitous, if at present (in the UK) unbeknighted and terribly martyred in 
France, has reached and can be documented from countries world-wide -- all 
indebted one way or another to the eminent Victorian cartoonists.

David Kunzle, longtime art historian and professor at UCLA, is the premier 
scholar to scrupulously document the international (European) aspects and 
early predecessors of comic art, with his 1964 dissertation, later turned into 
the monumental book, The Early Comic Strip. Narrative Strips and Picture 
Stories in the European Broadsheet c. 1450 to 1825. His many books have 
dealt with Rodolphe Töpffer, Che Guevara, Gustave Doré, revolutionary 
Nicaragua murals, fashion and fetishism, among other topics. 




