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hohp can't ask for alms or make rude
remarks. The picture doesn't smell
of, sweat. It doesn't smoke, drink or
chew. In fact, it is entirely possible
for the picture of a bum to be polite
and cultured and to live"a- - wholly re-
spectable and decent-lif- e.

But even to the. most artistic of
men, a fine picture of September
Morn is more attractive than one of
a poor woman carrying, a burden on
her head. I presume the reason for
that is, that the closer Art approaches
Nature the more it appeals to the
artistic soul.

That suggests the hope that pos-
sibly I may have, way down deep in
me, an artistic soul for I prefer Sep
tember Morn myself even more
than a flock of perfectly good sheep
or Rosa Bonheur's flock of horses.

But why should I attempt to kid
myself or make others believe I do
know something about art? The
truth is that the first time I listened
to grand opera I was wishing all the
time somebody would play or sing a
tune. And I admit I wouldn't pay a
nickel to hear Caruso sing. I'm glad
Caruso records cost so much hat
Ave don't play 'em at our house on the
Victrola.

Anyhow, I never did like tenors. I
heard a woman sing bass once, and
she made about as much of a hit with
me as a man does singing tenor. Yet
I suppose Caruso is an artist. I
wouldn't put it past him, at any rate.

I know darned well The Day Book
isn't artistic, and I'm glad of it. I
want it to be human, and I'll yell my
head off to attract attraction to it.
But all the time I have a sneaking
suspicion that many of those who
profess to love art don't know any
more about it than I do, and that the
love of art with some folks is a pro-

fession. I'll gamble you'll find the
real lovers and understanders of art
in music in the cheap seats in the gal-
lery and the professors of the love of
art in the boxes.

I tried it out on an audience once,
when the well-dress- guys down-- j

?;
1 stairs were enjoying it at $5 a throw.

Sarah Bernhardt and Coquehn (I
think that was his name) were play-
ing "L'Aiglon" in the French. Al-

though the well dressed and well fed
audience at $5 a throw were ap-
plauding enthusiastically now and
then, I had a hunch they were taking
a tip from somebody who understood

for I saw a brewer and a teacher in
the audience who understood French.

I was in the rear of the theater. I
explained my deep, dark, diabolical
plot to the lobbyist of the street rail-
way company, who was a low-bro- w

like myself. I lust happened to know
enough French and enough about
the play to be able to follow the
thread of k.

I told the lobbyist to applaud when
I did. Then I picked a strikingly in-

opportune moment to applaud a
moment when applause was glaring-
ly out of order. I clapped my hands
vigorously. So did the lobbyist. And
the audience followed our lead.
Bernhardt, Coquelin, the other play-
ers, as well as the brewer and the
school-teache- r, looked at the audi-
ence in dumb amazement.

But I had proven my point. Nearly
everybody in that audience was try-
ing to make his neighbor believe he
knew all about it, and was enjoying
the show his full $5 worth. It was
all bunk. Probably the gallery was
full of common folks who were get-
ting every word of it and really en-
joying the show.

And I'd gamble that Norman Hap-goo- d

could get under the hide of his
cultivated audience he would find
that there isn't any more real cul-

ture or much more understanding of
art in nine out of ten of them than
there is in a low-bro- w like me.

And I have so little of either that
it makes me happy.

But I'm for art in Harper's if its
able editor can kid his cultivated
readers into thinking they know
something about it, and it will help
get some human ideas 'into their
noodles.


