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The Art of the Pour

On an evening’s stroll, Katie Black discovers that molton-hot iron
and bountiful wine combined give off wondrous sparks.

walk through Atlanta’s

y Hill du

As you

i d P
LI Castlebern

t neighbor-

hood’s mor

11, e likely to find

an urban feast for the senses.

On one corner there’s a sur p' I\llhm uuud

mood. Dr
morphed into a gallery f

n the rz;xnd a‘ r .\.nlc‘ has

, featuring

paintings from an emerging artist. And for

the event’s real draw, a tour inside the area’s
impressive spaces awaits.
Wander by

gallery space with 14’ ceilings and gran-

The Granite Roo

1 800-5Q.-

te walls—a mere speck in the 1

0-sq.-ft.

turn-of-the-centur

h his

/in Lockwood purchased in 1993 wit
partner. The two also live together above the
This night, the

space. Atlanta Photography

ite Room and a

Group has taken over the Gra

ralls. Wine flows

y of pictures line the v

nd the place buzzes with throngs of artists

varehouse photographer

and art lovers, neighborhood pioneers and
those looking to resettle.
Ne

level space owned by Massoud B

xt stop, the Besharat Gallery, the multi-

3esha rat, who

alsolivesinthe privatebackarea. (Castleberry

Hill is all about live/work spaces.) The bot-

tom floor of the gallery is lined with gran-
ite from Besharat’s quarry in Elberton, GA.

Numerous artists are represented, but the

spacious upstairs is devoted s

by Anthony Palliser. In Beshar

olely to a show

at’sliving quar-

rty’s going on and the chatter and

Elliott Street Deli
thrillin
ing—duck into Nora and Shannon

As you head toward the

& Pub for the Iron Pour—the
the even
Wiley's new wine store, Wine Shoe. W hy that
Nora

Tr_might, the Wileys are throwing a private

” smiles

ame? Because “it fi Wiley.

party for their neighbors. Amid racks of wine,

beneath a towering chandelier, long tables

Sﬁ‘ Anybody got a light? There's plenty of
1 spectacle at The Iron Pour, the climax of
Castleberry Hill's monthly ArtStroll.

are adorned with cheeses, breads, and frui

People spill out onto the interior patio of the
surrounding Castleberry Point development,
wine glassesinhand.

to Elliott
1

Gec rgla Dome.

It’s getting dark, and it’s time to go
Street Deli
ing in the shadow of the

Brothers Mike and Peter

you got it—live just ab

build-

& Pub, !u-;ln:(,'d;1»\;;x\':11 anol

Jakob own the

place and- ove the bar.

There’s an exhibit in the basement and the bar

area is packed, but the attraction tonight is in
the side yard: the Iron Pour. Castleberry Hill

ates molten-hot

or Dan Timms orchestr
ailable-for-

sculptc

\7

ironthat’smoldedintoa

purchase

scratch blocks. They callit “performanceart,”

but it really serves as a modern day urban

bonfire. The vibrance and exploding light

from the pouring iron makes for the perfect
culmination—a apt r x-,\x,-m:_‘;tx-rwn—(,»t'

the spectacle that is the Cz srh"{*n.'rf},' Hill soe

ArtStroll.

LOFTLIFEMAG.COM & FALL 2009 4 79



