it S g T P = _‘_ 1"l- " -

el — i
I :

29| MIN2 MI7NIW NMINYND | XD

"7 1ND

JIDMRE AR NTLAPINI0 APR ARRYHIWI 12300 .77 I8 Hw 1TIvon eI Mo Mol 00010 12 2°aR 5n aba nwpnn iNa
NN wn19 1 85 by o3 anbnn 'bya .ma1Ten TN 7N YR N0"03 .20 IR 0R5RR 0931 BPY TWIR  Ton? AYiaT aImNn
5hAR NN DINA M0 .ANPY - PARY D NP DMTOR DR MAWY 0931 MW 1970 NNNY 0Y 19102 D'RYEIN NMMIPasm Jwipn

.MVAN 1212 1PV N7 AT,AT2Y DANPY NP2 1230 NI AT.W127 1379002 7 TY NIRYEIN MTay by 1oon

']J'IJ]'IHIJ amm My W nmxnh NvP MX13pP3 17" PYDI MMy Hw man miwy D'5TRDAn '-']1311.‘," IBNRM 1T ANV3aN NWDRPND TIND 300
.]PIJI'IJ NINXDIA MYM3ana mManannn NN ']’J-'IIJ ,17171°2 D2NPN OM3UNIRIONT DMWPNA NN mnas L1 N'MAa D 5}3 max1a

D'0I1WI 1PN 1PN Ma3Y W13 1780 INRE2 19W MiINanna N1 1m0 nnmpaa oraiRan 1A Nep1 71N hw npRn oopn
1158 1275 Mhen M0 Ape 903 . omR VWRR 0Ny 091 0avn 7NaR 0'nYh OnR 119w P8PRIVIINTT 09737 0N hya by
112n/PR AR 2195 157 1P0p ToR 9172 PO R AR onnnbt T AR a0 1N N2 MYpn . .mawe

mon’ NN N5W MMpayn paaina miw A9 mmay 1apnn MY oy Ipipal 1apn 0y Maninna mpoy M9t mmay nvap
Hw YPHVI'RM AR YT AR N'3109 773 17311 DRD NWPIANPA A9RWM D'WITA AR M3 'R 593 NNo1 AR NRI0P 0N NNPW AN
DROP Swa "o DR DR WRT N9p2 onnnt mpva IR ANMWY TWR 1272000 M0 17290 MonTnn 9aph 13 DIN N e

71T "N7YN PRRGN MINND ND0N N12'0 KA 9N M5 MAYWAN MUY TING 1907 250 N2

niMmMpnD"Nn NNPWa1 DMNPPNa 0'Wa1on ,'IJIJL‘J DRI AR N1Y9IW MIND2 DPOIYN 1NWD 0MAYNIA D N0 L A7t oowpl 2bm 1yvn
AN91TA NINT2 DYOIWDN 0NN Dop M NG DR

Ha1Rr pa man




——

Leo Ray

Leo Ray's studio is nestled in an industrial zone in the heart of Tel Aviv, among auto repair shops and car dealerships. Don't let the area itself
discourage you, for there is nothing threatening about it; the vibe is quite low-key, with blue-collar workers milling about. In the foyer, there
is no trace of the colorful richness in store at the end of the steep staircase. And yet, when that old door opens, the eye beholds dozens of
paintings awaiting the visitor - or buyer. The smell wafting through this studio tells of artwork that is still drying. There is no better aroma for
an artist's work space, as it holds a promise.

And this promise is quickly realized when Leo Ray pulls dozens of works from his shelves and places them in small groups for display.
Of particular interest are works of art chosen by the artist, allowing the visitor a glimpse at the connotations between them, and a fuller
understanding of their cultural context.

However, the real magic in Leo Ray's body of work lies within his naive paintings of childlike colors, and his observations on reality. The
painter captures the heart with these simple-looking paintings of every day animals and our interaction with them. At times ridiculing ordinary
situations and at other times embellishing upon them, he always manages to talk to us directly. A big part of his charm lies in the ease with
which one can understand his art and relate to it, not to mention his ability to delight the beholder.

A large group of paintings pays homage to history, dealing with other works from the past. These works are distinctly different, their coloring
relatively mild, and the magical joy of life conspicuously absent. There is no innovation in these works of art, and the question arises whether
they were created to demonstrate the artist's knowledge or intellect, or maybe to gain more respect from an art world that might otherwise
erroneously belittle his simple-looking paintings with their captivating charm. Both hypotheses might well be correct, and maybe there is yet
another reason behind this creative effort.

The eye and the heart are drawn back to the somewhat naive paintings, which deal with seemingly insignificant scenes from our daily lives.
They beguile us with their innocence and the joy of life emanating from them. Leo Ray is a magician of the simple life, and there lies his
greatest asset.

Hana Barak Engel
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