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For my Mom & late Dad

Thanks for teaching me right from wrong… and right from left.








Introduction


“Beauty is vanishing from our world, because we live as though it doesn’t matter”

— Roger Scruton



Does the sound of Taps playing at a military funeral make your chest swell, and your eyes tear up? Did your grandma make the world’s best apple pie, with perfect, criss-cross crust? Can you close your eyes and picture your ‘dream home’? Do you regret the day you sold the muscle car you drove in high school that was an embodiment of American cool? Did your mom read to you before bedtime when you were little, and do you smile when you’re reminded of those stories? Do you envy your friend’s backyard with a perfectly manicured lawn that could be featured in a magazine? Have you ever spent the extra money to buy designer shoes? Do you treasure a homemade quilt that was a gift from one of the talented women in your family? Do you spend money to get professional photos taken of your family at important moments? Do you think Christmas carols are one of the best things about the season? Is it important to you that all your kitchen dishes match? Did you make (or will you when you get the time) a scrapbook to document the precious memories of your kids when they were little? Do the stained-glass windows and vaulted ceiling at your house of worship make you feel more connected to your Creator? Do you miss listening to your grandpa tell stories about the mischiefs of his youth? Do you wish Super Bowl ads and Saturday Night Live were both still funny?

If you answered yes to any of those questions, I have news for you… you love art! You might be thinking… who cares? If you are on the conservative side of the U.S. political spectrum, you should care.

The feel-good art in the first paragraph and what society has coined as ‘high art’ are worlds apart. The former is much more palatable and familiar to conservative America, but high art needs our attention. The takeover of professional arts and culture by the radical left has dire consequences for the American experiment.

The left hijacked the arts in America more than a century ago. People on the right always knew it was happening, but chose to focus on other things. Conservative America has almost completely surrendered the arts to the often-radical left… a colossal mistake for many reasons. This book is an attempt to understand how they pulled off the hijack and prepare to go in and recover the hostage.

Professional or ‘high art’ is a concept used to describe art created by a culturally renowned artist. In the past, high art wasn’t always accessible to all of society. Inaccessibility was based on a class system. In America, all classes, especially the middle class, have complete access to high art. Cultural elites don’t want the rest of us to know that. They have purposely created voluntary inaccessibility to art by producing content that is often offensive, unrecognizable, or just plain stupid. They appreciate that conservative America has rolled its eyes and looked the other way for longer than most of us have been alive. Not because they actually have good taste, are genuine stewards of the craft, or want to ensure the quality and dissemination of the arts. They force conservatives to ignore them because they understand, way better than the political right, that art is a great tool to convey and control any message. Control of the arts means power, and there is nothing the left wants more than power. This may not seem significant, but it is. Art is an essential part of our national economy, especially when you realize the United States exports almost twice as much high art as it imports. It’s also a critical tool in documenting our history and can be a factor in good personal health. Most importantly, it’s the tangible object on which the cultural fabric of the American experiment is built.

When you hear ‘high art,’ you might picture a weird, sometimes offensive, painting in some far-off museum. You probably stopped watching the Oscars and Grammys, and most of the garbage coming out of Hollywood years ago. Catching a Broadway show might be the last thing on your mind if you’re ever in New York City with a free evening. You likely have never been to a Paris fashion show and are fine knowing you never will. Yes, those things probably don’t matter to you, but the connection high art has to our entire culture should no longer be ignored by capitalists, Christians, traditionalists, sane thinkers, and lovers of America.

I am aware that many conservatives support and practice art… but they aren’t the ones influencing the culture, exporting American values, running institutions, or deciding the fate of valuable, often hard-to-find art funding dollars, from both public and private sectors.

A silversmith from southern Idaho, carving beautiful spurs, buckles, and necklace charms, probably doesn’t have a liberal bone in his body. He also doesn’t have any influence on the greater art industry. A housewife from suburban Missouri who takes a pottery class on weekends has gotten good enough to sell her work at her town’s annual Art Festival. She would never dream of voting for someone who wants to defund the police, since her husband is a captain. She also has no say in where millions of tax dollars are spent on arts grant funding. The manager of a children’s theater group in upstate New York, who has been acting since she was three, might not support the liberal policies that control her state. She also has no control over the shows being produced in ‘the city’ that are liberal in nature, and the public face of performance arts in America.

You get the picture, there are plenty of people on the political right who love art and always vote conservative, I’m one of them. But we are powerless to shape the message that American art conveys to the world. Our voices have been drowned out by the left that hijacked the arts in America and most of the Western world more than a century ago.

This book is not a criticism of all contemporary artists, but of the system that elevates only one type of art. This book strives to inform the political right about the history and influence of the arts and hopefully serves as a roadmap for conservatives to become more active in ensuring that all sides have a voice. It will empower anyone who might not know the philosophy of high art to develop the knowledge needed to push back on leftists who have complete control of the arts and their message. Maybe… just maybe, you will also learn to love high art along with all the feel-good stuff, like I do.

A common tactic of leftists is to call anyone on the right unsophisticated and try to make us feel insecure when we don’t ‘understand’ art. The truth is, much of their art is not understandable, more of it’s just plain bad. We will learn how to pull back the veil and expose their talentless deception.

A common, modern philosophy in conservative circles concludes that people who don’t believe in God use politics as a substitute for spiritual fulfillment. All politics is downstream from culture. Human nature, even if it’s only in the subconscious mind, desires something bigger than itself for basic contentment. Most conservatives, and a majority of the people who have lived on this earth since the beginning of time, have God, or a higher power, that fills this role. Many on the modern left don’t believe in God or the existence of a deity, but subconsciously still desire something greater than themselves. Leftist politics fills the role.

If politics is the religion of the left, art is their bible.

Art is a tangible thing you can touch, see, feel, and hear, that can be used as a tool to explain and enforce a philosophy. They use art to tell a story. The story that is being told in America today is overwhelmingly liberal and has been for a long time. People on the right need to ask, is that the story we want to tell? Should conservative America even care? I believe we should, here’s why…





Part 1 The Reason For Art






Chapter 1 – Arsty-Pated


Art is much less important than life, but what a poor life without it.

— Jasper Johns



If you were to ask anyone in my family or inner circle what my political leanings are, they will tell you, without question, I’m conservative. If you ask the same question of many people who only know me casually or professionally, many might say to you, I’m liberal. I’m not living a double life; I just love art.

I know that sounds weird, but it’s real, and it’s the reason I’m writing this book.

Let me tell you why I love art. I love all types, and it started in college. I went to architecture school and currently own and operate a small firm in rural America. When I say small, I’m the CEO, and the janitor.

Before we get deeper, let me make it clear to every one of you who has given me your attention, I am not an art ‘expert’. I don’t make a living as an art critic or journalist. I am not a professional artist. When I create art, which is seldom, my work is amateur and never marketable. For the purpose of this book, we’ll say I’m not an artist. I am an enthusiast, that is all.

Before you say it, I already know architecture is art. It’s one of the seven fine arts. It’s beautiful and majestic, and it’s a key factor in understanding and telling the story of our world’s history. But it differs from art in that it requires a government-issued professional license to practice architecture. It’s also science, technology, permits, shop drawings, budgets, codes, and most importantly, clients. Every piece of architecture has a client. It’s never sitting at a worktable with the sun shining in on a blank slate that you have the freedom to fill with anything you want, using any tool you want, like art often is. In this book, we’ll talk about many different types of art, including what’s produced under a professional license, but it will mostly be the kind that entertains. I hesitate to say it isn’t necessary because I believe passionately that all art is essential to a healthy, happy world. I’ll make the distinction between art and professional architecture (that I practice) by saying, art is different… you don’t live in it. I’m an architect by trade. I’m only a fan of art… at least most of it.



I grew up in rural America, a few miles outside the same small town I live in now. I’m from a conservative, blue-collar family. It was a happy childhood with not a lot of money, but more than enough of the good stuff money can’t buy. My family loved each other. We loved Jesus and America and the Denver Broncos, but there was no love for liberals.

Culture and education were both important at our house. The culture of my youth tended more toward history than art. Our local history museum was a must-stop on every trip to town. The exhibits seldom changed, but that didn’t matter; I loved it. I wouldn’t understand why until years later.

Although there was plenty of love to go around, it wasn’t always a childhood without disagreement. My parents made it clear we were welcome to form our own opinions and make our own path. There was, however, an unwritten rule, especially with my dad. If you DIDN’T love Jesus and America and the Denver Broncos, or you showed any love for liberalism, it would be wise to keep your mouth shut… and maybe you should go live in the barn. I’m exaggerating, but only a little. I didn’t want to live in the barn, even figuratively, and I’ve never really been able to keep my mouth shut, so I grew up a happy, Christian, conservative, all-in for the D-Broncs, and on my way to architecture school.

My path to architecture school started with Legos when I was very young. Those little, magical, plastic bricks that could destroy you if you stepped on one with bare feet, but if handled properly, they could bring to life anything my imaginative little right brain could dream up. I fell in love before they were ‘designer,’ with written assembly instructions, and pre-planned, singular outcomes. They were just a box of plastic bricks and a promise of endless possibilities.

I realized, with help from my mom, that most of my Lego moments ended up as make-believe human habitation. Every time I gave her a tour through one of my plastic masterpieces, she would say, “I bet you’re going to be an architect.” One day, I asked, “What’s an architect? Why do you keep saying that?” She explained what architects do, and I was off. There was never anything else I wanted to be. This was long before I knew anything about college applications, design studio, or student loans, and that I was headed for life inside a liberal Petri dish, disguised as architecture school.

As I told you before, we didn’t have a lot of money, so that meant I was headed for the only in-state school in Nevada that offered an architecture degree, the University of Nevada, Las Vegas. When people talk today about liberal college campuses, UNLV is not generally what comes to mind. Places like Berkley and Harvard get all the lefty glory. The truth is, all colleges tend decidedly to the left, especially in the fine arts department. I’ll talk more about UNLV in the next chapter. Right now, I will just tell you that I survived college with my conservative principles firmly attached to my sleeve. No one who knew more about me than my first name confused me for a liberal. I was in a major minority, but I stood strong. Mostly because I believed in conservative principles, but also, there was always that still, small voice reminding me, liberals belong in the barn.

Politics only came up occasionally during college. Outside of school, there were way more important things like beer, rock concerts, and my boyfriend’s boat. This was also where I fell head over heels in love with architecture and all things design. Art and architecture go hand in hand, and I couldn’t get enough.

Architecture school includes the study of the masters. We learned about wonderful, far-off places, like the Parthenon, the Pompidou, and the Getty Center, designed by geniuses like Vitruvius, Gehry, and Le Corbusier. We immersed ourselves in design theory and sneaked onto construction sites on weekends, pondering the masterpieces we would someday create. It was a world away from the Legos of my youth, but equally as magical. School also included travel. We justified the expense to our parents by saying, “You have to see buildings in person to really get it.” We went to places like Los Angeles, New York, and even Europe on shoestring budgets to ooh and aah at the most significant buildings.

Everywhere we went, we visited the best museums that city had to offer. They weren’t the dusty history museum of my youth. These were hip, sexy museums full of amazing, modern, and classical art. Works like I had never seen before. I was fascinated. The first large art museum I visited was the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art. It was the first time I ever saw a real Picasso. I had seen pictures in textbooks; they always just seemed weird. There are no textbook photos at the SFMOMA. This was the real deal, and anyone who has ever seen a real Picasso knows it couldn’t be more different than printed reproductions. It was magnificent; you could almost feel the emotion he put into every brush stroke. That was the first time I was artsy-pated. I have been blissfully in love ever since. “Artsy-pated” is a word I came up with, playing off twitter-pated. In the classic Disney cartoon, Bambi’s friend Owl used twitter-pated to describe love in the air in springtime, before Disney became woke and insufferable.

My first trip to Europe sealed the deal. After nine very short hours in the Louvre, in Paris, I knew I would be artsy-pated for life. I remember staring at Michelangelo’s Pietà at St. Peter’s, with an almost hurt in my stomach because it was so beautiful. The list of classical and modern marvels of both art and architecture that captivated me on that trip goes on for pages. They changed me, happily, forever. I am not an expert, but an art enthusiast to the utmost.

Nobody in school, or Europe, or anywhere else cared that I was conservative, and I didn’t care that they weren’t. We were too busy living our roaring 20s, both inside and outside the design studio.

Phillip Johnson, a noted architect and architectural critic of the last century, once said, and I’m paraphrasing,… if people talk about a piece of architecture, it must be interesting. If it’s interesting, that means it’s good. The same applies to art. Beauty is subjective. No one can tell you, as a matter of fact, that something is beautiful. To me, interesting is always good, even when it’s liberal. Art surrounds us every single day, in every single way. If people are talking about it, it’s interesting. If it’s interesting, it might be good, at least until recently. Johnson also said, “Architecture is good if it doesn’t make me cry.” We’ll talk a lot about art arrogance throughout this book.



After UNLV came grad school, more travel, more design, more art, more magic. I went to the University of Arizona, so travel naturally included Mexico. I love the desert southwest. This is when I really noticed that Mother Nature’s design is just as awesome and just as intriguing as the kind people make.

When I was done with school, I set out—armed with my college’s fanciest pedigree and a belief that I was headed for another magical adventure that would surely include late-night rendezvous, over fancy cocktails, in all those cosmopolitan cities I had glimpsed before. There would be discussions about form and space, and how architects have a God-given duty to change the world. No more beer, I had a degree. I was ready for all the beauty, intrigue, and fabulousness this world could throw at me. But first, I needed a job. No matter how sophisticated you are when speaking about design, it won’t make your car payment. I had one of those now, too.

Done with school and internships, I realized I was also done with the fantasy of a career only Hollywood could create. I loved visiting all those fabulous cities and foreign countries, but I knew, at heart, I’m a country girl, so I headed home. Today, my tastes have changed; less beer, more fruit smoothies. But artsy-pated still happens all the time. There is so much beauty around if you really look. Thankfully, my time in the liberal Petri dish taught me how to do that, too. My life now is a constant quest to see, experience, and create anything and everything beautiful and interesting. Luckily, I live on this big, amazing, blue ball with all of you, so there are unlimited sources of incredible art to take in.



When I first got home, architecture clients were few and far between. To make ends meet, I took a part-time job as the Exhibits Curator at the fabulous, dusty, little history museum I had visited so many times in my youth. It had expanded and now included several art galleries and a small permanent art collection, which mainly consisted of donated pieces from people cleaning out their attics. That was about to change.

My time in the world’s great art museums influenced my work at the Northeastern Nevada Museum. But it remained a history museum with a few art exhibits until one day, a very nice man with a very large art collection called. He owned millions of dollars’ worth of paintings and books by noted Western artist and author Will James. Art collector Don Frazier, formerly of Mesa, Arizona, wanted to exhibit his collection at our museum during our town’s annual National Cowboy Poetry Gathering. He asked if I could meet him in Reno to work out the details. Anyone who knows anything about art museums knows that when someone with an extensive collection asks you to meet them in Reno, you go. I didn’t realize at the time, but the meeting’s purpose was to determine whether our museum would be a good fit to house his collection permanently. By the end of the meeting, Mr. Frazier had promised to donate his entire collection if I would promise to keep it on the wall, rather than in storage. I was a part-time employee. I had no authority to promise a benefactor anything… but it seemed like a chance worth taking. Nevada didn’t have a significant western art museum like most other western states. The economy in our part of the state is heavily influenced by ranching, cowboy culture, and western life. It would be a perfect fit. Luckily, the people in charge weren’t mad and quickly embraced my promise. We remodeled, establishing a permanent western art gallery, and I set out to build the new collection.

I traveled to other Western art museums to learn as much as I could. I also became active in local and state art organizations and pursued other avenues to help elevate our new collection and expand our art and history museum. A connection to visual art is something most architects don’t typically get involved in, even though the two are closely related. I’ve always felt lucky to do both.

The Northeastern Nevada Museum is no longer a history museum with a small art collection. Today, it’s home to the most significant Western art gallery in Nevada and attracts thousands of visitors each year just to see the art. Western art is not the style I am personally most drawn to, but as I said before, it doesn’t have to be beautiful (in the eyes of the beholder) to be interesting, and good, and a really good fit for our town.



My architecture business picked up after a few years, and I had to leave my part-time curator position. I am happy it is still a thriving art, history, and cultural center. I will always be proud of my contribution to that growth. My time there was the first opportunity to be a participant, rather than just an observer, in the arts. It wasn’t the last.

Elko, Nevada, where I live, is just like my parents’ home: is a small, blue-collar, conservative community. The entire area’s population is around 40,000. Most people, unfamiliar with small-town America, especially those in large, liberal cities, believe our size and socioeconomic status mean an absence of art and culture. They couldn’t be more wrong. If you look, it’s easy to see where that idea came from. Elko has a thriving art community, but it also has its share of nay-sayers who believe “art is weird” and “only weirdoes do art”. Debunking that belief in conservative circles is one of the primary reasons I wrote this book. We’ll talk about where the idea came from throughout our time together.

Until a few years ago, there wasn’t much space for the arts in Elko’s civic life. A few of us artsy types decided we needed to change that. We petitioned to have an arts advisory board formed to guide our City Council in ways the arts could enhance and contribute to public life. There had never been any mention of the arts in local government. It took some convincing.

Before I continue, I want to point out that government support for the arts, at the local level, is exactly what our Founding Fathers intended. It’s up to individual places to decide the kind of community they want. Sometimes that gets lost in conservative circles. Federal involvement is different than local involvement. Luckily, we did convince our somewhat skeptical city leaders to give art a seat at the government table.

We were probably only granted approval because most believed it would be a flash in the pan… soon, no one would be showing up for meetings, and all this artsy nonsense would go away. I am happy to tell you, 15 years later, that arts board is still going strong. Many projects and programs have been realized. Elko, Nevada, has become a regional arts destination with a thriving, conservative arts community. Some might think that’s a contradiction. I’m writing this book to tell you, it’s not, and it shouldn’t be perceived that way.

Our board’s first project was the one that made me happiest. After September 11, 2001, the New York Port Authority gave away pieces of steel from the wreckage of the World Trade Center. We were one of only a few municipalities in our state to be granted a piece of the building. Our board designed a sculpture around the piece of steel that is now a prominent part of the landscaping in front of City Hall. It was dedicated on September 11th, 10 years after that fateful day. The memorial is a source of great pride for our entire community. It is also a piece of public art that has significant patriotic undertones. This was when I learned conservatives, who aren’t really into art, are more enthusiastic if it’s patriotic. The project had overwhelming support from many of the people who used to think ‘art is for weirdos.’ It was a great way to ease our conservative little town into a bigger embrace of all things artsy.

Art and conservatives can co-exist and even thrive. Elko, Nevada, is proof. Our board has gone on to do a fiberglass icon project for our town’s 100th birthday, a large metal sculpture depicting our state flower for Nevada’s 150th birthday, and three different mural projects that painted more than 80 blank walls in our historic downtown. As I write this book, plans are underway for a permanent art piece for America’s 250th birthday in 2026.

One thing I am especially proud of, every artist who has worked on a public project in our town has been compensated with real, actual money. As I said before, I believe art is vital to a healthy, happy community. Every capitalist knows that anything essential has monetary value. Part of making conservative voices relevant in the arts again means we must start looking at the arts as a contributing sector of our economy. I will talk about art funding throughout this book. For now, I will just say that art needs to be looked at as goods or services. Some people try to pay for art with ‘good exposure’ for the artist. No one can ever tell me which store accepts exposure as payment. Art is a commodity and should be compensated for. Hopefully, this book will reinforce that lesson, too.



Because of my involvement in the arts, I have also served as a liaison on several local and state public art boards. I tell you this not to brag, but to hopefully persuade you to keep reading. I’ve dealt with a lot of artists and artsy types, and I have seen enough of the liberal bias and the lack of understanding on both political sides to write a lot about it.

At the local City Council meeting where it was to be decided whether the arts had a place at the government table, one councilman, who voted against, said there was just no place for the arts in Elko’s civic life. That wasn’t earth-shaking, but what he did a few years later would be. He had been elected mayor, and our arts board had done all those great projects I told you about. He was traveling for business in Phoenix and emailed me a picture of a sculpture he saw. In just a few years, he went from “art has no place in our town” to “wouldn’t this art look great in our town?”

I’m happy I’ve been able to help show a significant part of our community. Art is a fairly inexpensive way to have a really positive and beautiful impact, even in the most conservative areas. Before we introduce art to conservative places, we need to change conservative hearts and eliminate the Cultural Monopoly plaguing the arts in America.





Chapter 2 Liberals I Know


Once a kid goes off to college, they won’t come home unless the airplane has two left wings.

— Former Nevada Governor Paul Laxalt



In August of 2020, out of the blue, I received a text message from a good friend–I thought–who said, “If you’re voting for Donald Trump, I don’t want to be friends with you anymore.” He is a professional artist and promoter. He and I worked closely on my town’s first downtown mural project, held in September of 2019. Years before, he had overseen a similar project in downtown Reno. Our local arts board relied on him heavily to make our downtown mural project happen. He was knowledgeable and a hard worker. The inaugural Elko Mural Expo was a huge success, thanks in large part to him.

We worked on the Mural Expo for more than a year, and became good friends–I thought–through the process. Throughout, I was careful to make sure he didn’t find out my political leanings. Luckily, I pulled it off. He didn’t find out my beliefs until after the murals were done. I was scared that if he knew I was conservative, he would change his mind about helping us. Unfortunately, I was right. That wasn’t a lucky guess; it was based on years of experience. Similar biases had happened to me before, but none had ever been quite this blatant. His words were shocking, but far from the first time I had experienced bigotry in the art world. Most of the time, it wasn’t so pointed… straight at me. I had been contemplating this book for a while. His text put me in high gear.




The first time I experienced the left tilt in the art world was years earlier, in college. Besides learning all about the incredible art of architecture, I also learned to love liberals. I had to; I was completely surrounded. I met many new and interesting people in college, and almost all of them were left-leaning politically. I wouldn’t change any of it; it’s healthy for a girl from rural, conservative America to learn to get on with liberals. I don’t think they should live in the barn.

Diversity of thought is what makes life interesting, and debating politics made staying awake in late-night design studio sessions easier. I touched on liberalism at America’s universities in the first chapter. Let’s dive deeper… unless you’ve been living under a rock for the last 30+ years, you are either blissfully or painfully aware that most university professors and administrators in this country lean left. Many are almost horizontal.

Very few students, especially those who grew up with conservative parents, are surprised when the first day of a random college class includes a jab at Ronald Reagan, William Buckley, and today, especially, the evil orange man, Donald Trump. Students expect to hear praise for European-style socialist health care, a doomsday prediction about climate change, and any other
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