Photographer of the People

I am a photographer.

I see sad eyes,


broken spirits,



and make-shift homes.

I hear babies crying from empty bellies,


men begging for work,



and children laughing despite the poor conditions.

I smell sweat and urine drenched clothes,

the sweetness of flowering branches tucked into earthenware pots around my house, and



the pungent odor of the darkroom.

I feel a little bit afraid,


anger due to unequal treatment of humans,



compassion for the less fortunate,




hopeful that change will occur.

I taste the weak, watered-down coffee served in the migrant camps,


boiled tongue with green olives from my own kitchen,



and the sun-scorched dirt.

I am Dorothea Lange,


a photographer of the people.

