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ART

Bronx Is the Subject Through the Eye of a Resident Realist

By VIVIEN RAYNOR

T is not easy being a Realist these days. Something

-— the massive art-education program of the last 30

years, the long shadow that Abstract Expression-

ism still casts, end-of-the-century blues — has made

it very difficult for artists to tackle observable reality

without a game plan or without seeming to put their ef-

forts in quotes. Sylvia Plimack Manpold is an example,

with her beautiful Corot-like landscapes that she renders
Conceptual by bordering them with masking tape.

There are, nevertheless, some who resist the impulse to
paint for art history. Daniel Hauben, who is now showing
at the Jerry Clifford Community Gallery at the Bronx
Museum of the Arts, is one of them. A resident of the
Bronx, he makes it his subject. Indeed, it is no great exag-
geration to say that the borough — its projects, tenements
and elevated railroads, its grungy colors — is to Mr. Hau-
ben what Giverny was to Monet.

In a statement for the show, the artist says that the city
was his “‘container” as a child, a “man-made barrier”
that had 1o be penetrated in order to reach the unspoiled
landscape beyond. Having watched the barrier expand
‘“to encompass the world,” he strives as an artist to de-
scribe what it looks like and “to be in touch with the
strange forms of poetry and beauty it exudes.”

The picture opening the show, “233d Street & Broad-
way," is an almost Precisionist study in black and white.
A nocturnal view seen from above, it is of an elevated rail-
road with cars below and tenements behind on which anti-
-prowler lamps cast ellipses and trapezoids of light.

It is a stage set for a drama that may or may not take
place, as opposed to the companion daylight study of the
same scene done from a slightly different angle. Here, the
shapes that threatened at night have become common-
place: the solitary building amidships with its anachro-
nistic pitched roof no longer seems mysterious, a subway
train is on the tracks and, most reassuring of all, color —
lightly impastoed grays, browns, greens — has returned,

“r. Hauben works on the spot, from photographs and
occasionally, it seems, from the imagination. In “Top of
the Island,” the road emerging from the hole in a high
brick wall to connect Manhattan with the Bronx is one
that only the artist knows. Generally, however; he ap-
pears to remain faithful to his subject — there is no réa-
son to do otherwise, for the truth is bizarre enough. As
portrayed in the picture just mentioned, the Apple looks
like an overcrowded graveyard just as it does in reality,
and the sky is the yellow-green pall that hangs over most
overcrowded cities.

Still, if the artist doesn’t paint apocalypse, he may well
be thinking it, especially in “*City Trip IL"" In this, one of
his more improvisational efforts, the buildings -~ boxes
impastoed a bloody red with black sockets for windows —
stand on islands connected by a small arcing bridge. The

paint grows thicker as the show wears on and by the
fourth wall the pictures have metamerphosed into reliefs,
all save one of which are built up in acrylic paint. The ex-
ception, cast in bronze, is a facade of an abandoned build-
ing recalling the city's inspired attempt to make such
structures look occupied by painting curtains and potted
plants on their tinned-over windows.

Mr. Hauben's dwelling is one that got away, and it looks
good in bronze, even though the metal and its associations
soften the message. The artist is no Social Realist revel-
ing in blight, but blight is his medium and he is most effec-
tive when using its colors and textures as well as its
forms. Unlikely as it may seem, the near-relief of sludge-
colored brick houses separated by a fissure admitting a
glimpse of greenery and sky in the distance is one of the
most handsome works in the show.

Equally good but moere picturesque are his two small
reliefs of Dykeman Street Station. One depicts the exteri-
or, complete with the elaborate ironwork of the trestle, in
sepia and creamy white; the other focuses on the rails
disappearing into a tunnel overhung with greenery,

As a painter, Mr. Hauben recalls Catherine Murphy, as
a sculptor, Harry Roseman, both of whom began their ca-
reers painting Jersey City and its environs. But he's not
as obsessively precise as they are, and where Miss Mur-
phy extracts benign beauty from the commonplace and
Mr. Roseman beauty tinged with sublime eccentricity, he
comes up with something that has a whiff of brimstone to
it.

On view through Jan. 28, this is a fine show by a young
artist who has already appeared in Manhattan and will
surely do so again. The museum is at the corner of 164th
Street and Grand Concourse, and it is open Saturdays
through Thursdays from 10 AM. to 4:30 P.M. and Sun-
days from 11 A.M. 10 4:30 P.M.

A nole about the museum’s satellite gallery at Beth
Abraham Hospital, at the corner of Allerton Avenue and
Bronx Park East. As a mise-en-scéne for art, the lobby of
a hospital is Jess than ideal. And with all the to-ing and fro-
ing in this one, it was minutes before the reviewer real-
ized that the handful of small pictures on the wall were an
exhibition — by Susan Ebersole.

Paintings and works on paper, they are brightly colored
variations on the theme of vaults and arches. But an idea
that was effective on a large scale when shown in in the
museum’s ‘‘Artists in the Marketplace,” here seems
desultory and repetitive, the more so since it has already
been thoroughly explored by Katherine Porter. A larger
display in a more propitious setting will no doubt erase
this impression, and until that happens judgment must be
suspended. For better or worse, the show is on view
through Feb. 23. The gallery's hours are 9 AM. to 5 P.M.
Saturdays through Thursdays and 9 A.M. to 2 P.M. on Fri
days. L}
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Detail from “233d Street & Broadway,” an oil on canvas by Daniel Hauben on display at
the Jerry Clifford Community Gallery at the Bronx Museum of the Arts.



