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Though she no longer lives here, Lli Wilburn is still moved by Portland. Her latest and ninth exhibit at Froelick Gallery (714 N.W. Davis St.), called "Interstate Bridge," continues what amounts to an unofficial survey by Wilburn of Portland's most plaintive streets, alleys, corner stops and bridges.

And what a marvelous, slight show it is, recalling everyone and everything from Edgar Allan Poe and Edward Hopper to the Ashcan School and mid-century documentary photography. These miniature paintings are dark and shadowy jewels, glimmering with orange and other colored pinches of light. Each work, even those set in daylight, seems caught at a midnight hour that will stay eternal.

"Interstate Bridge" doesn't travel far --the paintings and monotypes in this show linger on Portland's well-used Interstate Bridge and the immediate environs. On one level, Wilburn is interested in documenting the life of the bridge, but on another, she merely uses the bridge as a shifting metaphor, an embodiment of life's varied, mundane and limitless activity. Cars and trucks pass over it; pedestrians, too, as the light of the city and the sweat and steam of vehicles alternately lighten then darken the bridge and the air above and underneath it. This beat-up Portland bridge provides Wilburn with her James Joyce moment.

Some viewers might think the show's monotypes don't compare favorably with the paintings, which are made using a combination of ink, dye, pencil and watercolor. That would be a tad harsh. Maybe the comparison simply shows us the fine-pointed exquisiteness of the paintings, which hold an extraordinary amount of color and drama within such a small compositional surface.

Wilburn once lived an itinerant life, traveling and living like a hobo to make her art. What's next for this artistic soul who's driven both restless and rooted by what she sees? I don't know. But I'd like to see someone --maybe a curator at a museum or someplace like it --gather the many tiny-pointed, reflective Wilburn moments created over nine or so shows, so we can linger over them and wonder, quietly, how magical our daily, mundane lives are. 

