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Philipsburg Manor, left, and Lake Tear of the Clouds in the Adirondacks, both photographs by Joseph Squillante, on display at the Ossining Public Library.

An Exhibition of the Hudson and Other Bodies of Water

By VIVIEN RAYNOR

OSSINING
N the Encyclopedia Britanica’'s
World Atlas, Mount Marcy is
listed as the highest point in
New York State. But there is
not a word about its improbably
named lake, Tear of the Clouds, much
less a hint that of the myriad bodies
of water in the Adirondacks, this is
the source of the Hudson River (by
way of the Opalescent River).
_Joseph Squillante, however, is a
photographer who has studied the
_state’s major artery for 15 years, and
some of the results are included in a
show of mostly black and white prints
on display at the Ossining Public Li-
brary here.
“* As recorded by Mr. Sguillante, the
Take takes its responsibility calmly,

presenting a surface ringed by coni-
fers and broken only by one small
rock.

The picture evokes similar scenes
produced by the later painters of the
Hudson River School, who have exert-
ed an influence on the photographer
— how could they not?

In fact, one image of water cascad-
ing white through rocks pays direct
tribute to George Inness’s Barbizon-
ish follower, Alexander Wyant, a re-
production of whose ““Flume, Opales-
cent River, Adirondacks" is included
in the show.

Sometimes Mr. Squillante himself
seems more Barbizon than Hudson
River School, notably in the grainy
sepia portrait of a boy posed with a
fishing rod. At other times, he is very
much the 19th-century Realist, as in
the shot of the abandoned Glenview
power station in Yonkers. But when in

Venice, his choice of subject — for
example, the Gothic facade along the
Grand Canal — if not his technique, is
Whistlerian.

In any case, Mr. Squillante takes
few pictures that do not include water
— still and glassy in the views of
marshes at Piermont (color as well
as black and white), choppy in “Old
Saugerties Lighthouse,”” a structure
and setting that might have appealed

to the Romantic painter Casper Da-
vid Friedrich. ;

This is not Lo say that the photogra-
pher belongs to the ranks of such
painters: none of his prints are mas-
terwoiks; some even border on cli-
ché, notably those of a seagull poised
on a pole and what could be either the
sun or the moon suspended over a
boardwalk. But however erratic his
esthetic sense, Mr. Squillante invari-

ably gives the impression of zest and
sincerity.

- And he gets around, discovering *

the Bronx River — looking almost
virginal — near 225th Street, captur-
ing a row of mysterious waterfront
buildings somewhere in Sardinia and
musing over Philipsburg Manor,
cousin to the Philipse Manor Hall,
which was the subject of a recent
review in this column.

When it comes to New York, Mr.
Squillante clearly prefers the state to
the city. A picture taken from the
Staten Island ferry makes an excres-
cence of the Manhattan that other
photographers see as a gorgeous Jez-
ebel. The towers stand on the horizon,
compressed to the point of deformity.

Mr. Squillante presses no environ-
mental points — there is not a single
image of rotting fish to be seen — but
he is plainly concerned with the fate

of the Hudson.

On this occasion, however, he lets
one of his subjects do the talking, as
in the caption for the portrait of Hen-
ry Gourdine, a 90-year-old fisherman
remembering when the Hudson River
yielded striped bass and shad roe by
the ton.

Mr. Squillante has also made his
prints available to organizations that
struggle to protect the Hudson, nota-
bly Riverkeeper in Garrison and Sce-
nic Hudson in Poughkeepsie.

Far from increasing anxiety, this
quiet exhibition leaves the viewer
marveling that the river that has so
often been likened to the Rhine has
not yet been paved over with con-
crete.

[ ]

The exhibition is on view through
Oct. 15; the number to call for infor-
mation is 941-2416, |



