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Hamburger Eyes at
Steven Wolf Fine Arts

and heartache, viewers might reasonably
expect archetypal depictions of tragic
heroes, mythulupnl ‘monsters and tem-
pestuous seascapes or, at the very le

sexy shot of Penclope. Undaunted by
loaded associations to the Trojan War,
six-headed serpents and a brave sailor’s
eternal devotion to his waiting wife, San
Francisco-based photo collective
Hamburger Eyes named its recent group
show The Odyssey, and jam-packed Steven
Wolf Fine Arts with hundreds of images
claiming to document nothing less than
“the continuing story of line on earth.”
Now that’s hubris. But with one startling
photo after another and a panoramic
worldview worthy of the Greek bard
himself, the collective’s half-dozen repre-
sentative members nearly pu.“:d off their
wildly ambitious narrativ

digital) uniced by an print, 20" x 30", at Seven Wl Fine Arts, San Francisco.
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appre for classic
strect photography,
Hamburger Eyes issued
its first zine five years
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international cult fol-
lowing and a recogns
able aesthetic approach
equal parts intense
scrutiny 2 less
abandon. Sometimes
named and sometimes
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later and o mg abi
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matic and stylistic clusters that
whiplash from idyllic to brutal,
Sl |)]1oro> forma
collage of quo
e
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guerles i the mie s tha Mareos
in the Mexican jungle?) figu:
pomineniy. s do st cus, oy
dogs, velvet Elvises and plates of
pasta. Hells Angels are laid to rest in

dind cemetery, a woman of a
certain age flashes passers-by, a
geczer straight out of Flannery
O’Connor beds down on his front
lawn, and a long-haired messiah trips
through the sunset. Then, out of
nowhere appear snow-capped pago-
das, billowing satin, Superman fanat-
s and Versace boutiques under

ge. You get the idea.

Grungy yet clegant, these pic-
tures and dozens more up and down
the gallery walls inevitably recall
Diane Arbus, Richard Avedon,
Robert Frank, Lee Friedlander, Nan
Goldin and Gary Winoy
their insistence on the “real” (never
mind the inherent manipulati
the mediated gaze). Shooting on the

ty” They find these opporunities on
street corners and riverbanks, in bait and

tackle shops and one-horse towns. The
Warriors phy the Piston, eehgr
boacked om, Ouy Osbourn
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keep on keepin’ on.

Yet those houses ablaze belong to
someone who can't go home again, and
the woman behind the shower curtain is
vulnerable to a stranger’s troubling inten-

tions. Hamburger Eyes looks everywhere
at everything, but cannot always distin-
guish carefree from doomed or c:

&
s with more good photos than
mce most group shows, but the colle

lose some impact when jumbled among
merely adequate ones. That said, the col-
lective’s inclusionary tendencies are
indeed heroic, and I can't wait to see
what they'll do with The lfad.

—Steven Jenkins

Hamburger Eyes: The Odyssey closed in
September at Steven Wolf Fine Arts, San

Steven Jenkins is a freelance witer based
in San Francisco.




