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GARRY WINOGRAND NEVER CARED for moderation. For him, to be a 
photographer was to see pictures everywhere, in everything. It was normal for him 
to shoot several rolls of film before lunch, or during lunch, every day. And he wasn't 
just behind in developing and editing his work, as all photographers are. ''It's 
hopeless,'' he would say, laughing, when asked about his backlog. 

Even so, those who were close to Winogrand - including John Szarkowski, director 
of photography at New York's Museum of Modern Art - were appalled at the 
staggering amount of work he left unfinished when he died of cancer in 1984, at age 
56. Stashed away in bureau drawers and plastic garbage bags in his Los Angeles 
home were more than 2,400 rolls of exposed but undeveloped film, as well as 6,500 
rolls of developed film that had not been proofed. Contact sheets of an additional 
3,000 rolls of film had been made but showed only a few editing marks. In other 
words, during the last six years of his life, spent mainly in Los Angeles, Winogrand 
made more than a third of a million black-and-white exposures and, inexplicably, 
did not stop to see what he had done. 

Asked by Winogrand's widow, Eileen Adele Hale, to go through this last work, 
Szarkowski set in motion plans to process the undeveloped film. ''I didn't know if 
the work would be any good,'' he recalls, ''but there was the curiosity, and 
responsibility to what a great photographer had done.'' This late work will be 
included in a major monograph, ''Winogrand: Figments From the Real World,'' with 
an essay by John Szarkowski, to be published next month. (The photographs on 
these pages are from that period.) The companion volume to a Winogrand 
retrospective opening at the Museum of Modern Art on May 15, this is a 
comprehensive overview of three decades of work by a highly original artist whose 
photography raised mundane, everyday occurrences to unexpected levels of mystery 
and drama. 

Lacking the elegant construction and finish of much high-modernist photography, 
Winogrand's pictures seldom ''offer the common satisfaction people are taught to 
expect from photography,'' says Tod Papageorge, a photographer and close friend of 
Winogrand's, who helped Szarkowski sift through the unedited work. Like Robert 



Frank, Winogrand used a small camera and worked on the urban streets of America, 
photographing uncontrolled life. Both men understood that there was a universe of 
subject matter out there that hadn't been tapped. 

To the uninitiated, their photographs often seem to be little more than snapshots. 
But Winogrand - one of the most literal and unpoetic of men - possessed a ''camera 
vision'' that was richly detailed, occasionally lyrical, often cinematic. Papageorge 
cites the photograph of a man looking through his billfold (pages 40-41) as an 
example of ''a great moment - you sense a world of drama and sadness.'' What 
Winogrand does so well, says Papageorge, is to imbue the common things in life 
with ''deep, resonating poetry.'' 

Another example, says Papageorge, is the picture of a street corner in Luling, Tex. 
(page 43), which he describes as ''an encyclopedic view of a small town,'' adding, 
''It's a great short story - all choreographed the moment the photograph was taken.'' 
And the photograph of two women on a float (page 40) is a ''beautiful use of 
photography - it can't be done in any other medium so convincingly,'' he says. Shot 
against the sun, the silhouette of the woman on the right is three-dimensional; she's 
clothed and unclothed. 

THE GARRY WINO-grand of university lectures and television interviews of the late 
1970's and early 80's was a man supremely at ease with himself, who laughed 
readily and joked often, but who had no tolerance for pretension or labels (''street 
photographer,'' for example, or ''snapshot esthetic''). 

He was equally impatient with accolades. In a 1981 television interview with the art 
critic Barbaralee Diamonstein, this exchange took place: 

Diamonstein: ''John Szarkowski called you the central photographer of your 
generation. That's very high praise.'' Winogrand: ''Right. It is.'' Diamonstein: ''But 
it's also an enormous burden.'' 

Winogrand: ''No, no problem at all. What has it got to do with working? When I'm 
photographing, I don't have that kind of nonsense running around in my head. I'm 
photographing.'' 

Winogrand taught photography until the year before he died, and he quickly became 
something of a cult figure. He reveled in discussions of the basic components of 
photography and the work of other photographers. (At a 1977 lecture, he likened the 
professionalism of Walker Evans to that of Audrey Hepburn on screen: ''She always 
knows how much neck angle to give you. You can hear the cash registers turning.'') 
Above all, he insist-ed, ''you've got to deal with how photographs look, what's there, 
not how they're made.'' 



Winogrand often said that he never decided to be a photographer but just ''fell into 
the business.'' In 1948, when he was 20 and studying painting at Columbia 
University, a fellow student introduced him to the darkroom. Entranced by 
photography's magical processes, Winogrand quit painting and school to take up his 
new art full-time. Until his first marriage, in 1952 (he was married three times), he 
lived with his parents in the Bronx. His father was a leather worker; his mother 
made ties on a piecework basis. 

It was in the mid-1950's, when Winogrand worked as a freelance photojournalist for 
such magazines as Collier's and Pageant, that he came across Walker Evans's 
''American Photographs'' and Robert Frank's ''The Americans'' - two masterful 
photographic collections that had a profound effect on his work. 

What interested him about Frank, Winogrand said in one interview, was that his 
''pictures are seemingly casually made . . . they almost seem to have happened 
without a photographer.'' And Evans, he noted, may be ''the most transparent'' of 
photographers, ''the one where there's the least evidence of a hand.'' 

Szarskowski wasn't aware of Winogrand's work until the tall, leonine photographer 
appeared at the Museum of Modern Art one fall day in 1962 with ''boxes and boxes'' 
of pictures. ''One's response, anybody's response,'' says Szarkowski, ''especially then, 
would be that the work seemed almost formless, accidental. Nevertheless, it also 
seemed full of a kind of animal vitality, a kind of sharply focused interest.'' 

From that moment on, says Tod Papageorge, ''John willed Garry on the world.'' 
Winogrand's work was included in nine shows organized by the Museum of Modern 
Art, which also published two of his books, ''The Animals'' (1969) and ''Public 
Relations'' (1977). 

PETER MACGILL, WHO met Winogrand in the early 1970's and whose gallery in 
Manhattan, the Pace/MacGill, represented the photographer's work a decade later, 
wonders if Winogrand's last work had something to do with his desire to return to 
New York and work with an 8-by-10-inch view camera. ''It seems the more I do, the 
more I do,'' Winogrand once said of a sojourn in Texas, and this compulsion was 
even more obvious during those last years in Los Angeles. 

As was his wont, says MacGill, Winogrand was shooting as much as he could before 
going on to something else. ''Maybe he was unhappy,'' MacGill adds - Winogrand 
had begun to photograph obsessively in 1960, when his first marriage was failing. 

Winogrand's work, Tod Papageorge says, became progressively more 
''extrospective'' - that is, the photographer's shaping sensibility became less and less 
evident. Papageorge sees ''a mind creating a circumscribed work'' in Winogrand's 



first book, ''The Animals.'' Eight years later, in ''Public Relations'' - ostensibly a 
study of the effects of the media on events - Winogrand ''becomes more literal,'' his 
work showing less evidence of the photographer's hand. And in his last book, ''Stock 
Photographs: The Fort Worth Fat Stock Show and Rodeo'' (1980), ''Garry was 
collecting facts within frames. The pictures are vernacular and totally transparent.'' 
In much of the late work, says Papageorge, ''Garry's experiment was to touch that 
point where camera vision threatens to break down into chaos.'' 

Tom Roma, the other photographer who helped edit the last work, likens 
Winogrand to the chess master in Vladimir Nabokov's novel ''The Defense'': ''The 
chess master loses himself in chess - ultimately a self-destructive thing. Looking at 
Garry's contact sheets, it is clear that the line between life and work was blurred. He 
was lost in it.'' 

To Szarkowski, much of Winogrand's late work ''seems willful, pointless, self-
indulgent.'' Yet, he notes, ''it is in sum deeply interesting, not only because 
immoderation is in itself interesting, but because the pictures seem so much like 
unmediated life: untidy, obscure in meaning, and generally graceless, but always 
slightly unfamiliar, and therefore compelling.'' 

Photos of Garry Winogrand's last works (Courtesy of the estate of Garry Winogrand) 
(Pp. 40-43) 
	


