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LAND TLOURING MILLS
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There's bestty all around our patha If but
our watehlul eyes

trace it midst familiar
through thelr lowly Eulse.

T WAS with

this coursing through her brain that

the Artist sturted for her afternoon’s
ramble, sketch book under her arm, do-
termination bent on discovering the
beauty that Iny across her path.

By soms fell fate the Summer’s vaea-
tion midat old world scenes bud had to
be foragone. Majestic cathedrals, casties
along the Rhine, vine-covered French
chatesux, chalets nestled among the
Swiss Alps, plcturesqua scenes slong the
canals of Holland—all these had been
denled, brushed rudely aside by one
priaf telagram. It had taken more than
the usual amount of courage to 'face the
disappol But b the Artist
was & chearful young person. with a good
digestion and not given o morhid in-
trospection or questioning of things that
are, she set about to maks tha best
of it

Coming some months ‘before, from the
prairis country. where the dead mo-
notony of vast fialds of waving gmain had
frettad her artist’s soul, the rugged
charmn of the Cosst country hed satisfled

Can things and

some such thought an |

the longlugs of her heart snd she had
revelad in her opportunity to reproduce
with pencil or brush the charm of lofty
mountain peak, the beauty of tall pines

silbopetted agalnst the hiue of Oregon !

Summer sky, the broad sweep of the
Willametta dotted with craft of all sorts
and the rugsed canyons mentineled by
contury-old firs. Hear gketch book was
full of such as these und slong its mar-
gins wers siudles of picturesque human-
fty that had cmught her fancy: now the
torbaned head of & Hindu Isborer, now &
tasclaanting Chinese tot In gay Ortantal
attire, ngain a timber erulser or forest
ranger, or & fisherman mending hiaz net.
- - -

“It ahall be nons of t.hu‘e today.” she
mused, as she swung along the city's
strects.  ““All thess the untrained eye
would recognize as pleturasque. worthy
the activity of my pencil. No, If art has
dane anything for me it will have tanght
me:

To sos the basuty that forever aprings

In common, anregarded thinge

“Portland’s spirit,” she mused on, “is
the biggest, fnest thing about her. What
botter expresaes this spirit than the in-
dustries that are buflding her? I will
go forth to catch the spirit”
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1t was in her quest of the spirit of
the growing young glantesa of ths West
that the artist flisd her sketch book with
the nccompanying sketches:

In Portland’'s great lumber milla lla the
romance of her wast timber belts, for
hera the monarchs of the forest. that
have grown up In the =llences, far from
the haunts of man, come (n contact with
homan lves, human toll and activity.
From here they are sent across the con-
tinent or over the sess to the Orlent,
lending themselves to manifold uses and
helping to bulld up great fortunes for
timbermen, manufacturers and vessel
ownors.
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The flouring mills, whose wvast elsva-
tors and ‘warehouses are massed ple-
turesquely at the foot of the precipitous
bank along tha river's briok, receive the
thousands of acres of golden grain grown
in the Pacific Northwest and send it
forth to fead hungry milions ths world
over. :
The puecking houses [n Columbia
Slough reprefent a now and growing in-
dustsy. They tall the story of vast cat-
tla ranges through Eastern and Central
Oregon and whisper of ancient feuds be-

tween the sheep and cattle men. They
tell & story of modern methods, of Uncle
Sam's inspection—the care he exarciies
over the pubilic health—refrigerater sys-
tems and all the msny problems worked
out by the Ingenlous mind of man.

The scene “South of the Steel Bridge™
shows lumber being loaded from a barge
onto 8 sea-golng vessel anchored at this
point, and gives a hint at the river traf-
fic, the accommodation for ocean llners,
and enormous trade with the Orient.

The Bummer I8 nearly over and the
Artist's quest i1s through. Instead of
scenes alang the Rhine, ahe has caught
the spirit of the industry of the Columbia
and the Willamette; instesd of tha slopes
of Ehrenbreitstein she hus looksd wup
from the bottom of Marquam Gulch and
pictured the homes and sctivities that
are centersd thers, with smoke of
the great mills blowing a messags of
prophecy to the hills beyond. Her
sketch book chropicles no dead glories,
no half-forgotten pasts, but draws the
Fuiure in broad lines and deep and who
will say that sven In our newness thers
is a Iack of the beautiful, the plotur-
esquel?




