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realm is the portrayal of the

spirit of the west made visible in my

tic symbolism, the west in its freest,
most {llusive g:n‘se.' not the dynamic
west, not the “woolly west,” but tha
breezy, gleaming, singing west, where
the spirit of nature by turns glooms
and exults,

One of her studies most prizeg in the
exhibit last fall at “the Little
leries” in New York was called “F
Tt represents an illusive spirit e

ing from the deep gloom of a #ave,
print so deep toneéd that at first you
see only a shadow embossed on shadow.
The exquisite figure of a nymph ma-
terializes before your gaze. and you
feel that sh"f is slowly coming toward
you.
Her

a playful © woodland

escaping fearsomely througa

‘e pine trees from mortals
who are intruding on her domains,
strikes the keynote of her nature

dramas—the sensi

tive spirit that 11
not be subdued. A long gaze at it re-

veals the inner truth. It makes one

see visions, as good music does.

The more deeply tragic struggle for

life in nature is shown in the o
L 4

1¢ Rocks,” a silhouetie of

forces of

1en

nan figure that seceins =
the great boulder bro
lifting lean arms to heaven,
lished “some said “It isn't

ien

“It isn't majestic
So it wasn't, but it
deeper Dbeauty of the tragic

dumb forces of nature

evolution of a higher

Mrs. Brigman réceived

ngham photograp

t award giv

ph

=
5
Z
2

* of the world, their first silver medal,
for one of these tragic studles called
“The Soul of the Blasted Pine.” From
the ruin of a noble tree the soul of
the pine rises, a beautifully molded
human figure, with arms flung aloft,
straining wupward for the breath of
life, though in the grip of death. Com-
bating the storm wind, she appears
about to flit to some higher incarna-
tion. It §s a phantasy, the spirit _of
nature become visible. -

A Iittle higher. above the timber
line, where the purple and olive green
of the Sierra change to ¢reamy whita
and sky blue, this artist has found a
new inspiration. Here she made use
of the crystal globe to carry out her
symboliam. 5

The “Moon Cave” shows the moon

goddess crouched in the shadows of a-

cave under the snow, in contemplation
of the crystal moon, as it floats out of
the dimness into the pearl white world.
Here the mystery of her crystal gazing
induces a mood in the observer gkin
' “to that portrayed in the picture. “The
_moods of all these velvety tened bro-
m! enlargements with their softened
oul es and mass work-effects are fn-
fectious. p
_“The { Bubble” pictures a qpHdish
~mymph pursuing on hands and” knees
“. the crystal floating on the stream of
water under the dripping snow cicles
of the cave, out into the sunlight. “The
Brook” represents a nafad who, has

. leaped into the ‘rushing torrent and
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now gazes fascinated into the crystal
flood.

‘“The Thaw,” the most vigorous of
this series, portrays the Spirit of
Spring, a partly nude figure, emerging
from a crevasse between the warm
boulder and the snow mantle of the
mountain, As she steps forward she
bends over a small crystal, which
shoots forth a shaft of light into the
waste of cold. It is the prophetic ad-
vent of springtime. It makes one
dream of tender velvet in the sunlit
mountain meadows, starred with bright
flowers.

Mrs, Brigman's work has been ex-
hibited and praised at art exhibitions
in London, in Dresdeén, in The Hague,
in' New York and in Birmingham, Eng-
land, .as well ‘as here on the coas*.
In Germany as well as in England she
is considered one of the greatest 1a
the new art for her feariess originaliy
and idealism.

For ‘two weeks in the coming No-
vember the Little Galleries of the Se-
cessionists will hold their annual ex-
hibition for members. Alfred Stleglits,
the father of this movement. has in-
vited this artist to occupy the whole
of one room. .

Besides these homnors Mrs. Brigman
has taken high prizes in many pho-
tographic centests. Her most récent
work is a series of eight illustrations
sfor William Ernest Henley's poem, “T
Am the Captain of My Soul” For
-model she has posed Mme. Barre, the
dramatic reader and actress. Besides,
she has made use of the headplece of

‘a genileman, whose identity must re-
main a mystery, as you cannot lden-
tity one by his grinning skull. The
evolution of the poet's “unconqueralle
soul” from the “night that covers™ to
the radiant triumph over fata ia dras
matically thrilling.

Perhaps you wonder how this womagn
has done these things. She couldn’t tell
you. Her first artistic impulse, Inher-
ited. from her maternal grandfather,
whe was an artist in wood cuts and
a composer of music, found expression
in impressionist painting and in liter-
ary sketches. Seeing s low toned, Im-
pressionist photograph of a friend,
taken by a well known master of that
art in this city, she realized that the
lens _was a subtls toel for the por-
trayal of mood and personality. She
has learned most of the processes en-
 tirely by self-teaching, taking sugges-
tions from camera journals,

She began by using and still, for mest
of her out of door work, uses a tiny
kodak, which she can tuck into her
shirtwalist, and which takes a pilcture
not so large as the palm of your hand
Then, with patient experimenting, she
taught herself to get artistic results
by eniarging on bromide paper. But
still her hope was to write storfes
Her master, in this art told her that If
she could put into her plctures the
Jdelicacy of perception suggestivensss
that she showed gleams of in her writ-
ing she would become a great artist In
- this' new medium. That was five years
ago and the prophecy bids falr t9 De-
come true.



