
Logan taking undue liberties with
one of the natioji's heroes. And, the
thought came to me that pigeons
"would never have roosted on the
original.

When I see a statue of Lincoln, Jef-
ferson, McKinley, Napoleon, Pete the
Great, George Washington or any of
the world's heroes on a rainy day,
with the rain beating down on it, I
think of the vast difference between
the original and the counterfeit. Any
of those heroes knew enough to go
in out of the rain, or to put up an
umbrella.

I looked at a statue of McKinley
once a man I knew when he was
alive. And I thought that while that
statue might be art, it wasn't Mc-
Kinley. There was only a counter-
feit of McKinley's body; and that
didn't make McKinley. What made
him blew out the moment he died;
and they buried what was left.

The artist could make a counter-
feit of the body for folks to stare at,

n but they couldn't put into metal a
counterfeit of McKinley the mind.

I think that illustrates plainly
enough that I don't understand art,
and hence don't appreciate it.

About the only education in art I
ever got was when I was working
for D. R. Locke, known in literature
as Petroleum V. Nasby. I was a re-
porter on the Toledo Blade, and
Locke was patronizing art. There
was an Art Loan exhibition on in To-
ledo, and Locke was the chief patron.
He had me assigned to cover it. I
was coming back to the office after
giving the exhibit the once over,
when Nasby came driving along the
street in his old buckboard. He called
to me, and like an ohedient slave I
obeyed, walking to the chariot.

"Say examples of art, not speci-
mens," he said; and he drove on. I
went back to the office and wrote "ex-
amples of art," thus doing my share
toward developing thpaftistic sideof
the good folks of Toledo. Many 'of
them have raised large families of
children since, indicating that what
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ever love of art Nasby and I planted
in their bo'soms, didn't interfere at
all with good old nature and the in-

fluence of the biblical injunction to1'

multiply and replenish the earth.
So I am not going to quarrel with

Hapgood on art. Gee whiz, Norman,
I drove through the parks Sunday in
a hired auto, and it did my heart
good to see humanity at play. The
boys and the girls were there by
thousands old boys and young boys

old girls and young girls mostly
paired and mated, or mating.

Everywhere games were going on
baseball, tennis,

archery, rowing, boat-ridin- g, walk-
ing, picking up stones on the beach,
sitting on the grass, nibbling at
lunch, watching the kids, strolling
arm-in-ar- m and the good Lord only
knows what all those thousands were
thinking about. I suppose who they
happened to be with had a whole lot
to do with it.

But Art didn't appear to be having
any fun at all. Not a darned one of
the bronze statues in any one of the
parks got down off his pedestal and
mixed up with humanity at play.

Now I think if the parks had been
empty of live human beings, I would
have looked at the works of art but
there was so much humanity at play
that I simply couldn't get my mind
on Art.

I have seen beautiful women in pic-
tures in art galleries; and they un-
doubtedly stimulated the imagination
of some who looked. But all about
me were people who were alive; and
it was more fun watching them
move. I knew the beautiful women
in the pictures couldn't move,
couldn't love, couldn't" have babies,
couldn't love children, couldn't eat,
couldn't drink, couldn't walk,
couldn't dance, sing, laugh, cry and
make eyes.

I think I know some of the advan-
tages of art over nature. An exclu-
sive high-bro-w who knows art, for
illustration can study critically the
picture of a hobo; and the picture
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