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““‘Because these artists have learned to see their own art through one
another’s eves, this show has 'an even accessibility that the viewer, too,

can share.”

‘A Sense of Peace and Sharing

By Paul Richard

The nicest thing about the Beverly
Court Show, now at the Pyramid Gal-

" leries, is the sense ol peace.

Far all too many years now, the art
world of this city has seemed a kind of
battleground, The competition has
been killing; and while our artists
fought like soldiers in the ceaseless
revolution, their art took on a hard-

ness, a militance, an edge.

This exhibition's differenl. The Bewv
erly Court Show is so pretly and =o
full of sharing that it seems to tell the
arl scene a new warmth is in the air.

Don't expect a single conguering
siyle, a new look, a new technique. The
Beverly Court Artists will not issue

manifestos, for some of them see uni-

corns and some of them take photc
graphs and some are Color Painters
and there is no enmity they share,

All of them are young, most still in
their 205. There are 10 Beverly Court
artists, but beecause this show is some

thing of an accidenl there might well_

have becn maore.

It is Bewverly Court thalt nourished
them. None of them—and none of us
who know them— could have guessed a
yvear ago al the gifis it would provide.

Beverly Court is an old Washington
apartment building on Columbia Road
NW, no longer quite so elegant as ils
placid name. The 10 artists in this
show all now live or work there,
The elevator creaks, the faucets some-
times drip, but Mr. and Mrs. Mills, the
managers, treat them with affection,
The light is nothing special, but the
apartments that surround its pidgeon-
infested air shaft are graced by cul-
umns and by archways. Their rooms
are numerous and large.

Beverly Court is nol a commune, bt
a building full of studios, and the art-

isls there have grown in one anothars.

presence. There's a special spirit in the
air there. It is open and ineclusive and
mutually supportive.

But, at least at first glance, the art
that they've produced could hardly
vary more.

Yuri Schwebler i5 a conceplualist.
Allan Bridge and Karen Gulmon are,
both Washington Color Painters. If
you called Gay Glading's. work lyrical
abstraction, vou might say Manon
Cieary does lyvical pholo realism. Kris-
ten Moeller draws, and so does Roger
Tripy; but while he shows us common:
objects, her visions are fantastic, An-
gelo Hodick is a lithographer and
painter; Jonathan Meader makes silk-
screen prints and etchings; Allan Appel
prints his photographs on canvas and
he eolors them by hand.

“Visionary Fantasy," “Conceptual
Art” “Photo Realism,” “Lyrical Ab-
straction"—the  words: themselves
sound as il they ought to be at war.
But an extracrdinary peace pervades
tlus uruted show,

Because these arlists are’ so cluse
because they supporl each other, their
work has taken on an unusual convie-
tion. And because they've learned 1o
sec their own art through one anoth-
er's eyes, Lhis show has an even acces-

sibililty that the viewer, too, can share. .

Even when they show us technicval
virtuosity, their skill is always calm, it
wears no chip upon its shoulder. This
E;:hihilion's warm. It does not dare the
viewer.

No Washingtonian has made a silk-
sereen print more meticulous or magi-
cal than Jonathan Meader's unicorn in
moonlight. Gay Glading’s calligraphic
fields are musical and free. Allen Ap-
pcl's images, faded by nostalgia, seem
to have the weight of momenis from
your past. And when Kristen Moeller
draws leafy wonds and butterfiies, zea
shells and girafles, you wish that you

‘freedom,

could close your eyes and see the
things she dreams.

Allan Bridge mixes scores of colors
some so subtle that vyou hardly see
them. Yuri Schwebler's shining and
transparent column is . made with
sheets of plass and brass and string.
The lines they use are straight, their
geometry is clean, but all hardness has
been softened.

And there is no one hereabouts whu
can draw like Manon Cleary. Her pot-

- traits of her friends look, at first, like

photographs, for no handwriting, no
gesture, disturbs  their pencilled
surfaces; but no camera could Find
such beauty in her suh;lem.s for the
beauty is nol theirs, it's an 1n1.'e|:|tmn
of Manon's.

.I saw it happen, but I still don't fully
understand what made this exhibition
blossom. Gay Glading has shown be-
fore here at Henri's, and so have Hod-
ick (Jefferson Place), Manon Cleary
(Bader's), Meader (The Workshop and
al Lunn's), and Schwebler (at Protetch-
Rivkin}, but it is as if all these artists
have grown in unison specially for this
show,

Another kind of energy gathered in
this city a dozen years apgo, bul the
Washington Color Painlers, despite all
their pictures seem to share, hardly
talk to one another.

Another sort of sharing, a sharing
that encourages, that does not limit
is emerging here today. it
has been enriched by Lou Stovall's
Workshop (Appel and Meader worked
there), by the studio shows of Boh
Stark and Lucy Clark (Allan Bridge
first showed there), and.by other gath-
erings of artists now coalescing here.
But that mutually supperting, noncom-
petitive spirit has not wyel produced
works of greater promise Lhan those
on view in the Beverly Court Show. it
will be at the Pyramid, 2121 P St. NW,
through Jan. 31,




