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Louis Schanker, Early Life Rebel,
Enjoys Days In Rustic Home Studio

By MARIE UPDEGRAFF

If a fortune teller gazed into

her crytal ball tn see what wa
goilng to happen to Lo’
Schanker, neither she nor Lo
Schanker would have believe
it.

The Stamford artist, wh
married wealthy, twle.
widowed ‘“torch singer” Libb:
Holman In 1880, rebelled at a,.
14 agalnst just about every
thing — family, school, re
ligion.

If he had had his way at th
time. he might have been killec
or disabled {n World War 1. Or
today, he might be a retirec
circus roustabout.

Instead, at his present ag:
of 88, Mr. Schanker is not only
a leading designer, carver anc
printer of woodcuts, but also :
respected palnter and sculptor
Bard College, where he taughi
art for 15 years, has namec
him professor emeritus.

Found in Top Collections.

His work can be found In the
Museurn of Modern Art, the
Metropolitan Museum, the Ne
York City Public Library, the
Chlcago Art Institute — to
name a few hallowed halls that
Include him — and in many top
private collections. This fall »
Rockefeller grant to the Brook-
lyn Museum will enable the
museum fto publlsh a book of
hls woodcuts in color and blac’
and white.

A highly intelligent, con-
siderate man with a fringe o1
white halr and a full whit.
mustache, Mr. Schanker radl-
ates good will and physical
stamina. The other morning, as

he sat In the lbrary of “Tree
Tops,” his wife’s 100-acre es-
tate on Merriebrook La. it
amused him to recall how, as a
youth, he tried to derail his life
—and had a lot of fun doing t.
Tried to Enlist at 14.

“T was born in a cold-water
flat in the Bronx,” he began
“and, when I was 14 I ran away
from home to go to war. I
changed the date on my birth
certificate to prove I was 18.

But. the Army declded {t didn't
look kosher and told me to gt
home.

repe ed 4gains TeL M 1,
My parents ware orthodox Jews
who had a small store in thej
Bronx which sold tallor’s trim-
nings. Also, I rebelled against
school. ‘My first month at thel
’ld Townsend Harris High was
ny last. Té me, academlc sub-
lects meant nothing but frus-
cration.”

So young Schanker quit
jchool and went to work for E.
P. Dutton & Co. as a messenger.
One day he saw a set of ol
saints in 2 store window, and,
vith money f{ingllr 1 in his,
‘pocket, bought the set as =&
birthday present for his older
brother. Louls was the fourth
of seven children, three boys
and four girls.

Brother Didn’t Paint.

But, his brother took no in-
terest whatever {n the paint
set. Finally, Louis picked it u
iand began coloring the space
"3f the picture that came with
t.- (He insists the spaces|
weren't numbered in those
iays.)

Then, he went on to painting
>n blank paper. His new inter-
. it in art propelled him bac’
to school. to study drawing at
_apper Union at night.

The lure of adventure con-

nued to haunt him, however.

), when he was a strappin
'd-year-old with black ha!
and the endurance of an ele-
shant, he dropped the art
*nurses to run away with two

iends and join a circus |
Macon, Ga.

The hick-town Sparks Clrcu
vhich played one-nlght stanc
n fowns of 5,000 or less. hired
1im to take care of its rin
aorses. In the circus peckin
rder the wire walkers, animal
‘rainers, and other performers
were the elite. Fellows like
‘“Blackie’” Schanker who did
the menial jobs were consid-

. 1

Gambled Away Money.

“I was pald five dollars a
week plus 'found.’ which meal
room and board,” he sald. .
never saw a penny of my flve
dollars because I always lost
it in circus crap games. But as
long as they fed me, I didn't
care.”

Nevertheless, he cared
enough to try to organize the
“geum” to demand more money
Management found out and ab
ruptly fired him In & Ittt
town in Michigan.

Atfter a2 summer on a harvest
ing crew In the Midwest whe~
lelds. young Schanker re
turned to New York to seriousl
study art at the Art Student’s
‘League and the Educational Al-;
liance, a settlement house. Hej
earned money manning a soda
fountain from 8 p.m. to | am.
Nhen he wasn't painting, he
yosed for art classes. ‘

Studied in France. |

“1 made enough money on
ilps-at the soda fountain to fi-
nance a year in France and
Ttaly in 193", during the de-
pression,” he sald. "I studled at
the Grande Chaumiere and had
1 studio -outside Paris. I was
still doing realistic painting.”
But. as time passed, hls work
ccame increasingly abstract.
until today he rarely creates
aything that could be consid-
wed realistie.
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Photagraphs for The Rew York Times by JOE ADAMS

Warren Brandt, right, at work at the political painting session on Thursday in an East Hampton, L.1, studio.
Seated at the right rear is Harold Rosenberg, art critic,
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46 L.I. Artists Brush Up for Politics

By JOHN CANADAY
Speclal to The New York Times

EAST HAMPTON, L. I,
Aug. 18—1It looked a little
like & reunion of graduates
of the Cedar bar, the New
York pub where artists and
critics generated abstract ex-
pressionfsm during the nine-

* teen-fifties. It looked even
more like a paint-out for the
adult and polden age Fun
with Art classes of any coro-
munity art center. In spite of
a couple of McGovern but-
tons &nd one McGovern
sweatshirt it didn't look at
all like a political rally,
which it was.

Forty-six artists who live
or summer in the Hamptons
had signed up for a project
that they hope will bring
about $25,000 (hopes vary
upward and downward) to
the McGovern fund when
their combined efforts on two
giant canvasses are auc-
tioned in September. Yester-
day afternoon about 25 or 30
of them met here in the
backyard of the studio of the
late Wilfrid Zogbaum and lit
into (which involved getting
anto) the canvasses, one 12 by
15 feet, the other 9 by 12
feet, which were laid out on

the pground. Artists who
couldn’t attend sent work to
be pasted on.

A Reserved Spot

The session was scheduled
to begin at 4 P.M. and con-
trary to expectations it real-
ly did. The artists not only
artived on time -but also
staked their claims to choice
spots like homesteaders in &
land rush. By 4:30 the can-
vases were literally crawling

with painters, and late-
comers were jockeying for
places.

_ “Can’t you get another
* sheet or something?”’ one of
them asked Herman Cherry,
~a Cedar bar slumnus who,

T

W_lem de Kooning, the dean of Hampton painiers

with David Myers, a writer,
is the project’s impresario.
“No, I can't,” Mr. Cherry an-
swered. “Just paint smaller.”

“T gave them a limitation
of size but naturally they
disregarded it,” he went on,
and added a refrain that had
been recurrent during the
afternoon: “De Kooning will
be here any minute now.” An
area about 215 feet square
on the southwest corner of
the smaller canvas had been
reserved for Wilem de
Kooning as the dean (i.e.,

the highest-priced) of Hamp-
ton painters.

Mr. Cherry explained that
the canvases, which are un-
mounted, will be used as cur-
tains or backdrops for an
evening of skits by artists
and writers of the area to be
performed Sept. 1 in nearby
Amagansett as their tradi-
tional end-of-summer frolic
and get-together. (It some-
times takes the form of a
baseball -game, but lately a
lot of joints are getting a bit
stiff.)

r Mr.

“We've already got one
line for the skits—like in the
old Groucho Marx song,
‘Whatever It Is Pm Against
It [the 'Harry Ruby-Bert
Katmar song from “A Night
at the Opera']. " “Whatever
It Is, Amagansett.'” o

The artists’ individual
areas, spotted across and up
and down ths canvases, are
meant to resemble the ad-
vertisements on asbestos cur-
tains in oldtime wvaudeville
and burlesque houses, except
that most of them will be ab-
stractions. One mnonabstract
painter, Warren Brandt,
known as a strong colorist,
was at work on a large re-
clining nude that began as a
solid white area with the fig-
ure sketched in in gray and
punctuated by four red dots
for the navel, nipples and
mouth, defining four points
of a kite-shaped quadrangle.

“Once that's settled, I'm
OXK.,"” Mr. Brandt said.

Few Secrets Revealed

“Now we know how he
does it,”” another painter
commented, but not many
studio secrets were given
away. Robbed of their casels,
the artists were more inter-
ested in romparing the ad-
vantages of the crawl, the
crouch, the squat or, for the
more agile, the standing full
bend, as positions for work-
ing on a horizontal surface.
A guest of honor, Harold
Rosenberg, the art critic, dean
emeritus of the Cedar and
inventor of the term “action
peinting,” was seeing plenty
of it. v

Garb for the occasion was
inf&m;l but not eccentric,
with the exception of Larry
Rivers’s. Mr. Rivers was
modeling a floppy beret im-
provised from a pair of wom-
en’'s panties, pale blue silk
with a dainty floral pattern,
The Rivers Beret, which falls
across one ear but reveals it

, through a leg opening, is not

rexpected to catch on.

Rivers, although a
painter, was present as the
camera half of one of four
mike-and-camera ieams whose
documentaries will immortal-
ize such comments as Man-
oucher Yektai’'s “What this
really is, is a jam session.”
Jimmy Emnst's “We've got
nothing to worry about %&
cause neither of the candi-
dates paints on the side,” and
somebody’s “Don’t slip up on
me with the mike like that.
That's & Republican trick.”

The Star Appears
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Standing in frant of the forty foot Springs mural, from left to right a1 wiel rupe, Herman
Cherry. Kimbar Smith, Elaine Benson and Bill Goff. The artista who contributed to this
thing are Poarl Fina, Ralph Carpentier, llya Bolotowski. Schivonen, John Oppor, Calvin
Albert, Jimmy Ernst, Jane Freiliker. Bill DeKooning, lim Brooks. Charlotts Parks, Manouch
Yektai. Bill Durham. Nivola. F irlan Jackso . John Little, Kyle Morris. lhram Lassaw.

Elaine DeKom:ing, Larry Rivers. Lea Krassner, Peter Grippl, Loule Schanker, Warran
Brandt, Nicole Bigar, Francile Downas, Arnold Hoffmann, Ray Parker, Vincent Longo. Mary
Abhott, Harman Cherry, Ron Lusker, Ray Prahaska. ¥.V. Rankin and Arline Wingele. $10
cagh first prize to the {irst person who clips thiz photo out and indicates properly which
artist did which painting.
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The artists (from left lo right beginning at
the top): Ilya Bolotowsky, James Brooks,
George Constant, Willem deKooning, Perle
Fine, Adolph Gottlieb, Balcomb Greene,
Robert Gwathmey, Lee Krasner, Ibram
Lassaw, Julian Levi, John Little, Costantino
Nivola, John Opper, Ray Prohaska, Abraham
Rattner, Ludwig Sander, Louis Schanker,
Fsteban Vicenle. Della Weinberger, Adja
Yunkers.










s B had

Ty wagm "



"80s Aliveand Well

I thought of a framed drawing I
had seen on the floor at de Kooning's
studio over Labor Day weekend, of
a frantic woman with legs tensely
crossed and torso twisted, hunched
into her smoking cigarette, her life
burned away to raw energy, and I
thanked God 1 had given up smoking
lagt January. John McMahon said
he believed the strokes of the draw-
ing reflected Bill's trip to Japan
two years ago.

The rthyihm of the surf induced
calm, at the center of which was
oneness. “Camille,” [ said, "you and
I are the same. The differences take
care of themselves if we simply treat.
each other as equal human beings.
What we desire is purity in our ex-
perience as humang. You are a lovely
young lady.”

“Thank you, Arriold.”

Sarurday Night

The backyard of Adrienne’s house
on Skimhampton Road is filled with
five of her large polymorphous
sculptures, each painted in a number
of bright colors. Camille thought they

[ R S L TLL: Foreues b

of President Kennedy's assassina-
tion to her house.

I got up from our cozy corner on
the couch to fetch my compeanion
and me a glass of wine and returned
to find my seat next to the lady
occupied by a man who, someone
later said, wag maybe named Barsh
and who Camille happily said was
the creator of the phrase “unhooked
generation,” the very phrase she had
used to explain herself when this
gentleman asked where she was
from.

At last I grew tired of standing
in the wings and rudely repossessed
my seat next to the lady. I know
Batsh will forgive me when 1 tell
him that Camille later said he was
a very sweet man and reprimanded
me for being an impossible romantic.

A Swim
Louis Shenker and Eve Lowery in-

Avuo(ﬂ Leo

East H“‘F”"'

vited my date and me for a swim
in Louie's pool, we accepted, and
I found out that it would be difficult
to get an invitation to Ilya's opening
Sept. 19 at the Guggenheim Museum.

Dune House, Louie's home on Fur-
ther Lane, was the perfect after-
party rendezvous. Eve greeted us
joyously and disrobed for a swim.
Louie and I joined her, but Camiile
demurred, silent creature, for she
had not heen in the water all sum-
mer. She watched us frolic nude and
smiled when I leaped straight up out
of the water by grabbing hold of
a small tree that overhung the ele-
gant little pool.

We sat then, 'round the fire built
by Louie. A solid, compact man
in his 705, with white hair flaming
fromn his muscular shoulders and
back, he runs every day and glays
tennis with Herman Cherry, who
happens to be in the hospital. 1 had
heen his guest one other time, when
Libby Holman Shanker was hostess,

He showed Camille and me a buok
of his woodcuts, strong work like
himself, with powerful vertical lineg
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in the style of Picasso and Franz
Mazereel. Original work, carved
with a sure hand and a keen sense
of shared social struggle. /
Aftermath

Three days later Jack Rako and
1 went out in my motor boal and
Jack’s first cast, in the middle of
the channel into the Creek, brought
in a 17%-inch striper, eight o’clock
in the morning. Camille had return-
ed to the city, and at eight-thirty
we spotted more than a hundred
terns working over by Barnes Land-
ing. We sped there and soon pulled
in seven blues. That was Tuesday.

That evening we dined on striper
at Jack’s, while around the corner
Joan and Lisa caught up with each
other over supper at John M-
Mahon's, belore Lisa returned to
the city. I joined them for coffee,
which turned out to be tea, for the
hour was getting late, and it was
still uncertain if an invitation was
avallable to Ilya's retrospective on
Sept. 19, my son Erik’s 16th birth-
day, which I should like to write
about next week.



Louis Schanker Prints 1924-1971

Johnson, Miller, Jaeger, 1974, The Brooklyn Museum
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