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Introduction

I
got my first camera in January 2010. I was
working as a bond trader, so I only had time to
use it on weekends, but I fell in love with it.

Every Saturday and Sunday, I’d take my camera
into downtown Chicago and photograph
everything. If I found something especially
beautiful, I’d photograph it from twenty
different angles—just to be sure that I’d end up
with one good shot. I’d return home each night
with over one thousand new photos. Almost all
of them were awful, but I didn’t mind. I was
hooked. Photography felt like a treasure hunt,
and even though I sucked at it, I’d occasionally
stumble upon a diamond. And that was enough
to keep me wanting more.

I lost my trading job that July and
immediately decided I wanted to be a
photographer. I had enjoyed my time as a trader.
The job was challenging and stimulating. And
I’d obsessed over markets in the same way that
I’d later obsess over photography. But the end
goal of trading was always money. Two years of



my life were spent obsessing over money, and in
the end I had nothing to show for it. I wanted to
spend the next phase of my life doing work that
I valued as much as the reward. Photography
seemed like an obvious choice. Like I said, it felt
like a treasure hunt. And that seemed like a
pretty good way to spend my time.



My parents thought I was crazy. There were
several awkward phone calls during this time.
My mother didn’t try to hide her disappointment.
She saw bond trading as a very prestigious
profession. Photography, on the other hand,
seemed like a thinly veiled attempt to avoid
employment. After all, I had no experience or
formal training. And it didn’t help that I had no
plan for making money. But I figured the best
way to become a photographer was to start
photographing. So I planned a photo tour
through several major American cities.

I left Chicago in late July and started across the
country. My first stop was Pittsburgh. I explored
the city in the same way that I’d explored
Chicago: I walked around aimlessly, got lost, and
photographed everything. Each night I uploaded
my photos to an album on my personal Facebook
account. I titled the album “Yellow Steel
Bridges,” because that was my first impression of
the city. Most of my photos were of buildings and
bridges. But occasionally, I’d include a shot of an
interesting person.

I repeated the process in Philadelphia. I spent
my days combing the streets for interesting
photographs, and each night I deposited the
photos in a Facebook album. I named this album
“Bricks and Flags.” My photos remained similar
to those I’d taken in Chicago and Pittsburgh, but
with one notable exception. I was starting to take
more and more pictures of people. I’d begun to
move beyond candid shots, and was actually
stopping strangers on the street. The resulting
portraits seemed to be the most compelling of my
photographs, so I focused more energy on
seeking them out.

I arrived in New York in early August. I
planned to spend a week in the city before
hopping on a plane for the West Coast, but I
ended up staying for the rest of the summer. I
remember the moment my bus emerged from the
Lincoln Tunnel and I saw the city for the first
time. The sidewalks were covered with people.



The buildings were impressive, but what struck
me most were the people. There were tons of
them. And they all seemed to be in a hurry. That
night, I created a photo album for my New York
photos. I called it “Humans of New York.”  



Back then I had no intention of starting a blog.
I didn’t even know what a blog was. But after
spending some time in New York, I knew that I
wanted to photograph people. I spent that entire
summer stopping people on the streets. By the
end of August, I’d collected over six hundred
portraits. I began to sense that I was on to
something special. I returned to Chicago long
enough to pack my bags, and returned to New
York on November 4, 2010.

I first envisioned HONY as a photographic
census of New York City. I wanted to take ten
thousand portraits and plot them on an
interactive map of the city. That way you could
click on any neighborhood in New York and
scroll through the faces of people who live there.
I worked for several months with that goal in
mind. This effort resulted in thousands of
photographs, but very few people were paying
attention. During the first year of HONY, only a
handful of people were coming to my Web site
each day.

Then I discovered the power of social media.
I’ve got to thank my friend Mike Schaefer,
because he was the one who convinced me to
start a Facebook page for Humans of New York.
I’d been resisting the suggestion for some time,
because I was already posting my photos to my
personal account. Making a separate page seemed
redundant. But one night he finally talked me
into it, and I started a new page for Humans of
New York. In just over a year, that haphazard
decision would lead to the discovery of half a
million fans.

It wasn’t an immediate explosion of growth.
Progress was slow at first. But after a few weeks
of posting, I began to notice unfamiliar names
interacting with my photography. With each new
post, a few more strangers began to follow my
work. I could now see a direct correlation
between my work and my growth. HONY was
growing every day. After months of spinning my
wheels, this was a very liberating feeling.



My next big break came when I discovered
Tumblr. No other platform puts a higher value
on promoting its artists and creators. HONY
took root on Tumblr very quickly, mainly
because of the early support of Tumblr’s editorial
team. Soon hundreds of thousands of



people were following HONY on Tumblr, and I
remain very thankful for Tumblr’s role in my
success.

The last major evolution in HONY came when
I began interviewing my subjects. Whenever
possible, I started pairing my photos with a story
or quotation. This mix of photography and
writing caused HONY to grow even faster.
Hundreds of new fans started following the site
every single day. Then thousands. And as the
audience began to balloon, HONY evolved from
a photography project into an ongoing blog. I
began to shift my priorities. I no longer aimed to
complete an epic photography project. Instead, I
sought to provide my audience with a few good
portraits, every single day. And I hope to
continue doing so for a very long time.

This book is the result of nearly three years of
work. I walked several thousand miles to find
these portraits. I stopped over ten thousand
people on the street. It was exhausting work, but
I enjoyed every minute of it. The people in these
pages are very dear to me. By allowing me to take
their photo, each one of them helped me to
realize my dream. And I am so thankful for their
participation.

Last, thanks to all of you who follow my work.
You’ve supported me so much. It’s been a dream,
really. Thank you for making this happen for
me. Thank you, thank you, thank you.

I hope you enjoy the Humans of New York as
much as I have.  



“I’m just figuring out
what I want to do,

”Cause it
ain’t this.”



Seen at the West Indian
Day Parade

“Will you give me a couple bucks                                 if I dance?”



This guy was
dancing for tips
on the sidewalk.

I asked him to
try and put all
his skill into a

single move, and
this is what I got.



Seen at Brighton Beach,
BrooklynGood news, everyone!

All remaining
mysteries of the
Universe were solved
yesterday afternoon.



Hitching a
Ride



Seen in Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn

Seen in Washington
Heights



“I got car doored.”



Even the smoothie was black.



“What inspires you?”
     “Colors,
flowers,
                       and

picnics.”



Gac Filipaj is a
refugee from

the former
Yugoslavia.
For the past

twelve years,
he has worked

as a janitor
for Columbia

University.
His job title is

“Heavy Cleaner,”
which includes

emptying the
trash and

cleaning the
toilets.

throughout
that time, he

worked until 
11 p.m. every

night 
during the

week.
After his shift

concluded, he 
would start 

studying. This 
weekend, after 

twelve years
of study, Gac

graduated 
from Columbia
University with

a
Classics degree.

Rarely have i
met



a person who
exhibited so

many qualities 
I admire.



“I can tie a full windsor while driving down the road at sixty-five
miles per hour.”



I noticed a large crowd gathered at Washington Square
Park.
                                           I pushed my way to the center, and found
this.



That mustache is so

sikh.

I found a huge geyser of steam coming up from a grate
in Tribeca.
        Then I found two ballet students eating lunch on
a nearby curb.







In an age of
iPhones and

PlayStations,
it’s great

to see that
somebody’s

still rocking
the bus-on-

a-string.

The HONY
Dictionary 

contains two
definitions 

for the word
“champion”:

1.   One who wears
     his own face
     on a shirt

2.  One who wears
     a Viking hat



“We’re gonna be fine.”

While 
surveying
hurricane 
damage on
Staten Island, 
I came across 
these volunteers 
from the Muslim-
American Society.
They paused for
a quick picture
before heading
back to their
car for more



supplies.



The Pigeon Whisperer



Now that’s Art.



“He was my first love. We dated for ten days when
we were very young, but my mom would not
allow the relationship. She told me: ‘He’s an
American, and he’s an actor. He’ll never make
anything of himself.’ Then she said: ‘There are
millions of men, but I’m your only mother.’ She
told me to never contact him again and I
listened to her. She took me to Korea for a few
years. I never tried to contact him, even when I
came back. I never even gave him an explanation.
That was over twenty years ago.

Recently, I Googled him and saw that he was
running a theater company. I wrote him a long
letter out of the blue, explaining everything. We’d
both been married. We both had kids. But here we
are—finally together.”



“I listened
to my
teacher
and went
beyond
and
above.”



“Every American should live in the Mediterranean
for at least a year. We have a Calvinist work ethic
transported from Northern Europe. When you
live in the most beautiful place on earth, that
seems less and less important.”



“You better not make it seem like we
were sitting around. . . .

Don’t take the picture until the
bulldozer starts moving.”



“I woke up,
smoked
a bowl,

grabbed 
some

random
stuff I
found
by the

door, and
headed

outside.”

Seen in
SoHo



This little
guy was
bouncing
a tiny
basketball
when it
got
away
from
him and
landed in
a
bed of
pine
straw.
Two
squirrels
approached
the ball
to
investigate.
the boy
concluded
that the
squirrels
were
planning



to steal
his
ball, and
was
Overcome
by
despair.



I think
it’d be

difficult
to bring

together
more

elements
of New

York
City in

a single
scene.



The man on
the right
spent
several
minutes
explaining 
his plan to
become a
gender-
bending
rock star. It
all sounded
very
impressive.
The man on
the
left waited
patiently
while
his friend held
the spotlight.
Then, in a
quiet
voice, he said:
“I’m a card-
carrying
Native
American and
the Twilight
series was
based



on the
legends
of my family.”

BOOM.



“I’m a math
teacher . . .”

“I wasn’t
expecting
that.”

“. . . at the
Fashion
Institute of
Technology.”



Seen on the Subway

A terrible crime has been
committed.







“I’ve been a
widow for

five years
now.

And I guess I’m
worried that 

men look at
how I dress

and just
don’t

‘get it.’ My
late husband

‘got it,’ of
course. I’d

love to meet
someone, but
I’m not going

to change
anything

about myself
to do it.”



“Whatever’s needed.”

I found these two sisters
walking with their mother on
the Lower East Side. At first I
asked for the older girl’s photo,
but the younger girl raised her
arm into the air and screamed:
“Meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”



Feet can tell the best stories.

“What’s the best thing about walking barefoot?”

 “You feel more alive. You feel the heat.
                    You feel the cold.”

“What’s the worst thing?”

      “Stepping in shit.”

Three Mind-Blowing Facts:

1. These feet belong to a seventy-two-year-old man.
              2. Two years ago he ran a marathon.
                             3. At the North Pole.



Grafeeti



I told him
that I wanted
to feature
the detail in
his hands and
face.

So he did this.

The Golden Child



“My fiancée and I are getting
married tomorrow at City Hall.
She is five months pregnant and
beautiful.”



The endangered 
spotted in Midtown

Homocornia Glamoralis



Bet it’d
be hard
to have
a bad day
if you
were
holding
hands
with
these two.

All you
need is
a hand
to hold
and a
puddle
to stomp.



“My mother’s getting married.”

Her
parents

were very
skeptical

of the
man

with the
camera.
Luckily
she was
feeling

brave.



I stepped inside an Upper West
Side nursing home, and met this
man in the lobby. He was on his
way to deliver a yellow teddy
bear to his wife. “I visit her every
day,” he said. “Even when the
mind is gone, the heart shows
through.”

The painter heard me laughing, and without looking
down, said:
                                                  “Boogie’s looking at you sideways,
isn’t he?”







Seen in McCarren Park

“Did you hear that, Ruby? The photographer
just called you a boy!”



Seen in Greenpoint, Brooklyn

Seen in Washington
Heights



Coloring Inside The Lines

This kid was in
the middle of a
scavenger hunt,
and had just
earned five points
for “posing with 
a woman over 
six feet tall.”



“Us rollerbladers get no respect.”







Seen in Grand Central



Seen in Crown Heights,
Brooklyn

The Business Meeting

The Extrovert and the
Introvert



It reads:
“When birds

look into
houses,

what
impossible

worlds
they see.”

“I was
born in

Transylvania
and I write

books about
Dracula.”



The Point Guard



“HONY is
one of the
only things
keeping
people from
getting 
lost in The
Matrix.”

The Bash
Brothers



Seen in the West Village



“I look like
God. Don’t

I?”





  Two Ages,
Same Beauty

Seen in the West Village



He put his
mother, two
grandmothers,
and great-aunt
on his right
leg. He put
his father on
the other leg,
probably so he
could have a
little peace.

Seen in Union Square



Hand of a Siberian filmmaker



Seen in
Columbus
Circle

“I’m a time
traveler.”



“It belongs to my
boss.”

These 
two were

raising
money

for
the boy’s
athletic

league.
“It’s a
great

program,”
explained

the
father.

“I found



it while
searching
for things

he could
do.”



“This is Banana George,” explained his
caretaker. “He’s the
world’s oldest barefoot water-skier. He’s
ninety-seven
now. When he was ninety-two, he set the
world record
for the oldest person to water-ski
barefoot.”



You know
somebody is
true to herself
when her
“Inspiration
Board” is
camouflaged
against her
clothing.

Seen in the East Village

“He fell off his
horse!”



Seen in The Subway



Despite being homeless, he was genuinely concerned about my ability
to “make it” as a photographer.

Seen on Wall Street



The Storm
Bringer



“I’ve been natural my whole
life.”



I knew
nothing
about these
two when I
took their
photo in
Washington
Square Park.
They later
became a
headline
when a
cache of
explosives was
reportedly
discovered
in their
West Village
Apartment.

Inspired By
Nature



“We were both involved in the Civil Rights
Movement.
We met forty-seven years ago on a picket line.”



Traveling Buddies



It takes a lot of disquiet to achieve this sort
of quiet comfort.



“My wife passed away a
few years back. Her name 

was Barbara, I used to
call her Ba. My name was

Lawrence, she used to 
call me La. When she died,

I changed my name to Bala.”

Camera Shy



Seen on the Upper East Side





I remember taking an Anthropology class in
college
and the professor was explaining that there
is little
“sexual dimorphism” in humans. He meant
that there
are few outward, observable differences
between
males and females. At the time I was
confused, so I
raised my hand. “I feel like it’s very easy to
tell men



and women apart,” I said.

“That’s due to culture,” he answered.



When I
discovered a
girl wearing
a shirt made
out of pants, I
didn’t think my
day could get
much better.
But then she
did this.



Artemis

The Angel of St. Mark’s Place



I was photographing at Lincoln Center for
Fashion Week when I
noticed this girl carving turns around the
photographers and
models. “One day,” she told me, “I’m hoping to map
out the places
where homeless people stay. Then I’ll get a whole



group of skaters
to deliver bags with food and necessities.”



These two didn’t know each other, but I
thought they should.



“I was
studying to
be a ballet
dancer, but
now I’m
learning to
be a trapeze
artist.”

“Were your
parents
upset
about the
switch?”

“No, they
were happy.
I finally
stopped
calling
home
every night
in tears.”

“New York
has
the
highest
washout
rate
of any
city in
the
country.
You can



make
it, but
don’t 
come
unless
you have
a
reason to
be
here.”



“I have
twenty
million

YouTube
views in

Serbia . . .

. . . and there’s
only
six million people
in
that country.”



Seen in Union
Square

Be someone you’d want to be.Seen in the East
Village





I was riding on the subway when I noticed
everyone in the seat across from me was
turned around, looking out the window.
Sensing a photo opportunity, I hopped out at
the next stop.



“Every time
I force

myself to
go outside,
something

wonderful
happens!”

“Excuse me, is
there any way I
can take your

photo? I run
a blog called

Humans of
New York, and

I’m trying to
document

all the
neighborhoods
of New York by
photographing
the people who

live there.”

“I didn’t hear
a word you

just said.”



Girl With a Big Heart

Seen in the East
Village

To the
world
you
may
be one
person,
but to
one
person
you
may
be the
world.



Seen at Lincoln Center



Seen in Bedford-
Stuyvesant, Brooklyn

Dedication

“You can photograph me
counting

my money, if you’d like.”



I saw them walking on two opposite ends of the plaza,
and started praying that they’d end up in the same
place.



“If you’re not constantly experimenting with
your art, it’s too easy to end up in a box.”

One day you will grow to be like me.



     “What’s in the
briefcase?”

“Secrets.”

“Yesterday I spoke to my dad for the first
time in SIXTEEN years.”



“My mother’s ashes
 are in there.”

“Tell me something
about her.”

“She was an amazing
poet. She wouldn’t let
anyone read her poems,
though. We knew she
was writing them, but
she wouldn’t let us
read them. I found
them on her computer
after she died. They
were so beautiful—I
couldn’t believe she
wrote them.”

The Staring Contest



Field of
Dreams

“We just got married at
Burning Man!”



Seen in Flushing,
Queens

I’m pretty sure that bag has a
face.





In some neighborhoods, faces mature faster
than bodies.

Date
Night





Seen in Jamaica,
Queens



Probable Warlock hands, spotted on the
Upper West Side

Seen at the Metropolitan Museum of
Art



Seen in
Prospect Park



“My house blew into the ocean.”



Seen in Union Square

“They’re friendly.”

Damn liberal arts
degree



I found this
girl a few days
before Halloween,
walking through a
hurricane-damaged
neighborhood.
Nobody was
handing out candy,
so I asked her
dad why she was
carrying a bucket.

“She’s an optimist,”
he replied.



Seen in Washington
Square Park

Seen in Washington
Heights







“Everyone who sees my
résumé
asks me why I drive a cab.
Back
in Niger, I was a French
teacher.
But the government
stopped
paying us for a few
months, so
I decided to quit my job
and
move to America. That
was
twelve years ago. I
thought I
could teach French
here, but I
had no idea how hard it
would
be to get a job without
papers.
The only place I could
find
work was a car wash.
Back in
Niger, kids would wash
my
car for me. Now all day



long
I was washing cars for
other
people. I was very
depressed.
But I was too
embarrassed to
go back home. Then, one
year
after I arrived, George
Bush
got elected and
everyone was
telling me that it meant
very
bad things for me. They
said
the Republicans would
make
trouble for me. So I was
very
scared. After the car
wash, I
became a stock boy.
Then, a
delivery driver. Five years
ago,
I got my papers and
became a
citizen, so now I’m able
to
work at the airport. At
night,
and on my days off, I
drive a



Discovered these guys in Breezy Point,
Queens, after
Hurricane Sandy. When I walked up, they
were in 
the process of dismounting from the boat.
But they
helped me out by piling back in for the
photo op.



Her name is
Reign.



Praying to the God
of Nature



Seen in Tribeca

I discovered a
photogenic vacant
lot in Soho, but was
unable to convince
anyone to pose in it.

After several minutes,
I finally came across
this father and son

from Paris. They
barely

spoke English, yet
agreed to park their

wheelchair and
stand

for a portrait.



“One day you’re gonna
realize who I am, and you’re

gonna say: ‘Oh shit!’”

“So who are you?”

“I’m the guy in your
photograph.”

He was handing out flyers, so
I assumed that he was wearing

a costume for his job.

“Nope,” he said, “this is just
how I dress.”

Seen in Central Park



“I just
got

back
from

the eye
doctor.

I hope
he can

save
them.”

Taken long past
bedtime, on
  a Brooklyn-bound C
train



On the left
we have
Donny
Diamonds,
World-Class
Billiards
Player.
On the right
we have
Doc Astro,
International
Slingshot
Champion.
I’m not
making
this up.



I was standing on
a Bronx subway
platform when

a train pulled
into the station. I

noticed these two
putting on quite

a show in one
of the windows.
I scrambled for
my camera, and

managed to snap
one shot before

they pulled away.

This
kid

looks
better

walking
home
from

school
than

I’ve
ever

looked
in

my
life.



Seen in Greenwich Village

“We ordered
her those pants,
and as soon
as they arrived,
she cut off the
bottoms and
made a pair of
gloves.”



Seen in Central Park

I flagged
this man

down while
he was

jogging
across the

Brooklyn
Bridge. He

turned
out to be
a Japanese
boxer. He
thought

I was
laughing at

him while I
was setting
up the shot,

but I assured
him that I
was only
laughing



at how
awesome he

looked.



“Make sure
you can see 
the bag.”

“Oh, I didn’t
realize
you were
advertising
something.”

“Isn’t
everything
beautiful
advertising
something?”

Seen on the subway



He’s going to be a player.



Seen in the
subway



I’ve seen this guy several times. I don’t think
he owns a shirt.

“I want to
be an actor.
I’ve got all
these crazy
characters
and
personalities
I can do.”



Seen from 59th Street

Seen on Coney
Island



These two were salsa dancing at
Brighton Beach,

Brooklyn, managing to make everyone
else feel

simultaneously ugly and



uncoordinated.



“I fought for
twenty-six
months. Eight
countries. Three
different units.
Six campaigns.
One invasion.
The French gave
me the Legion
of Honor. The
U.S. gave me
the Bronze
Star. And the
Russians gave
me the Order
of the Great
Patriotic War.”

“Is that you?”

“Kinda.”





At first the kids were much higher up
on the fence,
but two policemen came walking by
and asked
who was in charge. Unfortunately, I
had ten years



on everybody else, so the answer
was obvious.



This place gets so dead at night.

One
amazing

thing
about

New York
is that

you
pass all

these
people

with
ultra-

modern
clothing

and
haircuts,

then turn



the
corner
and see

someone
from the

Ancient
World.



Seen in Union Square

I’m
not a
fashion
expert,
but I
do
know
what
“cool
as shit”
looks
like.

The Copilot



When
they

crossed
the

street,
he was

carrying
her dress.

Just like
this. “What’s your favorite thing about your

wife?”
                      “She’s sexy.”



Seen in Greenwich Village

Seen in Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn



I found him.

Seen on the Lower East Side



Seen in Lower Midtown

This guy
was a
little
hesitant
to
participate
when I told
him to “just
stand right
in
the middle
of
the



flowers.”
Later in the
day, I passed
him on the
street and
he
shouted:
“Yo!
It’s my
official
photographer!”



Me: “What’s
your favorite
thing about
your brother?”

Red Glasses: “He
plays with me.”

Blue Glasses:
“Don’t forget
I’m a good
speller.”

Red Glasses:
“Oh, yeah.”

Blue Glasses: “I
help him with
his homework.
A lot.”



“I’ve been green
  for fifteen years!”

Seen in Crown Heights,
Brooklyn

Seen in Soho

Me: “What’s your favorite thing about
your brother?”

Blue Hat: “He’s mischief.”
Red Hat: “I’m not mischief, you’re

mischief!”
Then Red Hat hit Blue Hat in the face.



“I really don’t
have time to

talk, these
shadows are

changing
every second.”





Count Your Blessings

Seen in Lower
Midtown



I leaned down and asked this man for his
photograph,
but there was no reply. His caretaker was
sitting nearby.
She smiled and said: “I’m the one you need to
ask.”

“Oh,” I answered. “He looks wonderful.”

She said, fondly: “That’s how I like him to
look.”



Something horrible has happened to
Elmo.



Seen in Washington
Heights

Sex and the
City 8



Seen in East Harlem



Seen at the West Indian
Day Parade



Bon appétit! “Are you going to
make fun of me?”

Seen in the East
Village



“Do you mind if I take your photo, just like
that?”

“I don’t know . . .”





Seen on 5th Avenue

“I’m a Catholic monk. I live a life of prayer.”
“What about the cigarette?”
“Somebody’s got to make the clouds.”



Seen in Union Square

They may
not be

winning
any

safety
awards,
but they

made for
a great
photo.



I was walking across the Brooklyn
Bridge when I noticed this strange
missile coming toward me at a very high
speed. I planted myself directly in its
path, hoping to catch a great shot. The
vehicle veered away at the last moment,
and as it passed, the rider shouted these



words: “COO-COO! CAH-CAH! WOO-HOO!”



Not sure he was
    quite ready.

The Discount Rack



Girl



When I walked by, she was really
moving to the music—hands up, head
nodding, shoulders swinging. I really
wanted to
take her photo, so I walked up to the
nearest adult and asked:
“Does she belong to you?”

Suddenly the music stopped, and I
heard: “I belong to myself!”



On
summer
days, this
man can
often be
seen in
the
fountain
at
Washington
Square
Park.

“He was born
on Saint
Patrick’s Day,
and every year
they throw
him a parade!”



Seen in Red Hook, Brooklyn

“I’m the
Chief of

Personnel
for the

Fire
Department.
I’m making

sure
everyone

is
where

they
need to

be and has
what they

need.”

“Do you
mind if I

take your
photo?”



“Can my
son

be in the
picture?”



Steam was
coming off
the steps of
the Met
that
morning—
it
made for a
very surreal
scene. I
asked
a couple of
people for a
portrait,
but
both said
no.
Thankfully
I was bailed
out by this
adventurous
man with
a French
accent.

She was
reciting
some
up-tempo
spoken-
word
poetry on
the subway.
“It’s free this
time,” she
announced.
“But y’all
gonna have
to pay
when



I get to the
Apollo!”



Not everybody was into the parade.

Found
these two

old friends
wrestling

on a
sidewalk in

Bedford-
Stuyvesant,

Brooklyn.



“I’m
ninety-nine

years old.
Everything

from my neck
down is shit.

But everything
from my neck

up is just as
good as

everyone else’s.
How lucky is

that?”



Ms. Colombia was a lawyer,
until she learned that she had HIV.

Then she became Ms. Colombia.



Seen in Soho

Anonymous hero performs public
karate ritual
in thunderstorm while wearing
business attire.



The morning
commute

can
be hell for a
germophobe.



“I’m the whole
ham!”

“It seems
that a lot
of people
my age
try to be
interesting
by having
problems
or starting
conflicts.
I’d rather be
interesting
because I
created
something
beautiful.”



“I’m not doing this because I’m
down and out or anything. I

really
just want to buy things.”

Seen in East Midtown

“My mom died
when I was
eighteen. 
I acted like it
didn’t bother
me ’cause I was
a punk rock
kid. But I think
it came back
to me later in
weird ways.”





“I used to be a model.”



“When my husband was dying, I said: ‘Moe, how am I
supposed to live without you?’ He told me: ‘Take the

love you have for me and spread it around.’ ”



Game Over

“My girlfriend is staying in an all-women’s dorm
and I don’t have 
 enough money to book a hotel for the entire
time that I’m in New York . . . 
 so we’re going to try to sneak me into her dorm
in a suitcase.”

It worked.



“There
are more
combinations
in this cube
than there are
seconds in the
history of the
Universe.”

Dream

Big



“Just to let you know, I’m out here
 promoting my company. I know
 you wanted my photo because you
 thought I was a grown-ass man
 sitting around with a puppet.”

“He hurt his
foot.”



“It’s French for ‘army of shadows.’ ”

“And what does that mean to you?”

“I was going through a really rough time in my
life, and it felt
 like a whole army was after me. But when I
started feeling
 better, I realized it was nothing but an army of



shadows.”



I discovered a young dance troupe from
China posing for a portrait outside of
Lincoln Center. The chaperones noticed
me taking photos, and began whispering
to each other. Suddenly one of the
adults
blew a whistle, the children lined up, and
a
very private performance commenced.



Seen on the Lower
East Side



Seen in Central Park

Seen in the Meatpacking District



Seen at the
Waldorf-Astoria



“I’m training myself to lucid dream.”



Wedding Day

“It’s taught
me to
be more
respectful of
all people. If
I meet a man
on the street
now, no
matter how
old he is, I’ll
call him Sir.”



“I’m going to
Israel

next week.”

“Are you
Jewish?”

“I am.”

“Jewish and
what?”

“Jewish and
German,

Iraqi, African,
Irish,

Portuguese,
French,

Cherokee,
Lenape,

and
Blackfoot.”

“A kid
wore

shorts to
school

yesterday
and the

headmaster
got really

mad, so
today

the whole
class
wore

them.”



“I don’t mind the white people moving into
our
 neighborhood. They’re like the Indians—they
come in
 peace. And they brought some Whole Foods
with ’em.
 And Fleetwood Mac. Plus the police don’t
break up



 our block parties anymore.”



Signs of spring in Central Park:
1.  Trees turn green.
2.  Flowers bloom.
3.  Blackwolf the Dragonmaster begins
    asking people to feed cash to his dragon.

Seen in Park Slope, Brooklyn



Seen on 42nd
Street

“Jealousy. Depression. Love. They pretty much demonstrate the
whole range of human emotion.”







Seen at Lincoln Center



The
Scream



“We do House Music.”

  Big Bird (10:37 P.M.): Did you
 hear that shit about Elmo?



“Where’d you
grow up?”

“All over.”



These men had very heavy accents, so I could
barely understand
them. I tried my best to follow along as the man
on the right
told me his life story. After asking him to repeat
several sentences,
I finally concluded that he’d grown up in
Portugal and
immigrated to America as a young man. “What



year did you come
to America?” I asked.

“He was born in Rhode Island,” said the man on
the left.



He introduced himself as Circus, the Traveling
Magician. He then
handed me a Book of Spells. Here are some of the
highlights:

The spell to make strangers wish you a “happy
birthday”: Make a
sign that says “It’s My Birthday,” and hang it
around your neck.

The cuddle-inducing spell: Simply hang up a sign
that says “Cuddle
Zone.” Put a few soft pillows and blankets under
it.



Spell to make objects move through the air: Make
sure there is a
nice person in close proximity, both to you and
the object you
desire. Then simply stretch your arm out toward
the object and,
in less than a minute, it will float magically
into your hand.



“I didn’t even start dancing
 tango until I was sixty-

two.”

Seen at Brighton Beach,
Brooklyn

Turns out they’re big names
in

the theater world. I just
thought

they looked awesome.

Modern Couple



Seen on the subway



“Sorry he’s so shy.”



These two were watching
clouds in Washington Square

Park, just like this.



He said: “I’ve got to find a new
system for carrying my stuff.”

An old lady walked by, and
said: “Close your mouth!”

Nature or
Nurture?

“My girlfriend’s a
model. She turned

seventy-eight today.”



This girl
caught my
attention
because she
was reading
a full-page,
tightly
spaced,
handwritten
letter. I asked
her if it was a
happy letter
or a sad
letter. “It’s
a very happy
letter,” she
said. “It’s from
my boyfriend
in jail.”

Seen at Lincoln Center



Some art costs an arm and a leg.
Some art is an arm and a leg.



For one
fleeting
moment,
this kid may
have been the
happiest person
in the world.



All of the Lights





One of those rare occasions
when Dad

is wearing a jacket covered in
cartoons,

and you’re not embarrassed at
all.

Seen at Lincoln Center



She had the most beautiful
awkwardness.



Seen in Williamsburg, Brooklyn



“I always work
 my dog’s name
 into my
closing
 argument.”

“That’s so
 awesome.”

“Yeah, but you
 never want me
 as your
lawyer.”

“Why’s that?”

“’Cause that
 means you’re
 in deep, deep
 fucking
 trouble.”



Who wants a kiss?





Seen in Harlem



Seen in the
subway

Seen in Red Hook, Brooklyn





Seen in the East
Village



Seen in Times
Square



Casting
Off

Mark Twain still coasting off those 
 royalties.Huck Finn



“All right, little man. Show me what you got.”

Seen in Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn



Seen in Washington
Square Park



Testosterone
reared its head
on an uptown

5 train last
night.

“I’m an illustrator.”

“Where can I see
 your work?”

“Trust me, you’ve
 already seen it.”



“I’m a photographer.”

             “What do you
photograph?”

                       “Myself.”





“We make electro
goth pop.”



Seen on the Lower East Side

The
King



Seen in Washington Heights

“I’ve been
 married
 fifty years.
 If I was to
 give one
 piece of
 advice to
 young
 couples,
 it’d be this:
 Never lose
 your
temper
 at the same
 time. If
 somebody’s
 really mad,



 the other
 one better
 make a
 retreat.”



I found these
two hunched

over on
Broadway,

just like this.
It seemed like

an interesting
moment, so I

quickly
snapped

the photo,
then

approached
them to find

out what was
so

interesting
about

today’s paper.
The man

seemed
sheepish when
he answered:

“My
film just got

reviewed by
The

he said, “so I’m
showing my

daughter.”

New York
Times,”

Sometimes
the loudest

personas
belong to

the quietest
people.



“Can I take your
photo?”

“I’m not stopping.”



Seen at the Brooklyn Museum



The Wildflowers



Head Full of Dreams





“I’m ninety
years

old and I ride
this

thing around
everywhere. I

don’t see why
more people

don’t use
them. I

carry my cane
in

the basket, I
get

all my
shopping

done, I can go
everywhere. I’ve

never hit
anyone

and never been
hit. Of course,

I ride on the
sidewalk,

which
I don’t think

I’m
supposed to

do,
but still . . .”

“I’m homeless, and
 I’m an alcoholic.
 But I have a dream.”

“What’s that?”

“I wanna go
 fishing.”



This boy was part of a zombie family. When I asked
for a group portrait,
  the other three zombies seemed reluctant, but
this guy hit the floor. “I’m eighty

years old.
An eighty-
six-year-
old
man was
just
speaking
to me in a
flirtatious
manner, I
believe. But
his
daughter
pulled him
away.”



They were
happy with

how the
photo came

out, if the
shrieking
was any

indication.



“I never had any family growing up. But I still
 went to school every day. One day, when I was
in
 eleventh grade, my English teacher came up to
me
 and said: ‘If you graduate, I’ll adopt you. I’ll
show
 you the life. You’ll do things you never dreamed
 of.’ And he kept his promise. He made it legal and



 everything. On the day I graduated, he was the
only
 family I had there. He’s taken me everywhere since
 then. I’ve done all kinds of things.”



“I’m going to be in a book!”

These two
perform a very
unconventional
“prayerformance,”

which
involves

chanting in a
made-up



language.



Life-saving rope



Garth Vader 
disappoints

his father by
shunning

the throne
and pursuing

a fashion
career.

Seen in Union Square



After they
finished
kissing,
she took
off
her blue
cape
and laid it
over a
woman
sleeping on
a
nearby
bench.
It was such
a
poetic
moment,
I actually
chased
them
down to
fact-check
my own
eyes.

“Excuse me.



Was that
your
blue
blanket?”

“Yes.”

“And you
just
gave it to
her?”

“Yes, why?”



“He does absolutely everything for me. I’m
completely spoiled.”

“I used to be a butcher. She used to come into my
store. Every
week I would set apart the best piece of meat for
her. And look
how it turned out—I ended up with the best
piece of
meat of them all.”



One nanosecond later, an unfortunate
head-butt
brought this photo shoot to a screeching
halt.



“I’ve been criticized  for a lot more than my furs.”

This man
needed
a break

from the
museum
exhibits,

so he
turned to
something

more
amusing.



Seen in the East Village

“If there isn’t a crooked fingerprint on the
back,

you know it isn’t mine.”



“If you could give one piece of
advice, what would it be?”

“Revolt!”

Autumn



“If we put them at the end of the
slide,
 will they sit still?”

“For about five seconds.”
This little guy started
pointing at me like I was
King Kong.







Seen on 5th Avenue



Seen in the
subway



“We’re learning about angles.”



The
Getaway



She was
guiding her

two
children

down a
sidewalk

in Jackson
Heights,
Queens.

Normally
I’d

have asked
for a group

portrait,
but

this time I
thought

Mom
deserved a



standalone.



After the
photo was
taken, the
guy looked
at it and said:
“I’ve never
felt like more
of a man.”

“Are you married?”

“We’re practicing.”



“To them, I’m Mommy.”

That looks like an awesome
secret.



“How’s the
 team doing?”

“One win. One loss.
 And two draws. But
 these kids had never
 touched a baseball
 before. So we’re
 doing good.”

 Judging by
 everyone’s
 excitement,
 this day
will
 always be
 remembered
 at the
 loading
 dock as
 the day
“Larry
made
 it on the



 Internet.”



“You’re all going to be
famous!”                                                           “¿Famosos?”

Seen in the East
Village



Seen in Washington
Square Park



Hypermasculine
mystery man

complements
epic mustache

with new
puppy.



“Well, I
 always
 dress like
 this—then
 I bought
 him the
 jacket and
 made him
 wear it.”

“If you
 could give
 one piece of
 advice, what
 would it
 be?”

“Prepare for
 the worst.”



Seen in the East Village



Seen in the West
Village



Some days I worry that I won’t find
anyone to photograph. Then I turn the

corner and see a giant tree man.



“I’m studying to get a Ph.D. in
neuroscience, but in
 my free time I like to perform in
burlesque shows.”



“Everyone
on

the subway
is always

absorbed by
their phone

or a book.
I’m a social

person, so
this

is my way
of

interacting
without

bothering
anyone.”





“What’s your
story?”

“Just running
for

president.”

He then
handed

me a piece of
literature

that
outlined his

platform.
Among

other things,
he

planned to
fight

for
mandatory

tooth-
brushing

laws. He also
hoped to

provide
“a free pony

for
every

American.”

“We ordered a bunch of pizzas for the
firefighters. And when
 we came to pick them up, they refused to
let us pay for them.”



A traffic cone was knocked over on the
sidewalk directly in
front of these men. I picked it up and casually
tossed it aside.
The man on the left got really stern and said:
“I know you didn’t
just do that to my cone.” I looked at him,
waiting for him to
laugh. A few seconds passed and his face
didn’t change. He seemed
genuinely upset. “I know you didn’t just do
that,” he repeated.

Then he burst out laughing.



A glimpse into
the journal of

a
(quite

intelligent)
sixteen-year-

old
girl.

Photographed,
with

permission, in
Central Park.





Seen in Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn

“Why are you dancing?”

     “I just saw my wife
     across the street.”



Seen in Williamsburg,
Brooklyn



      “She’s having a birthday
weekend at the Plaza Hotel.”

Chess,
like

soccer,
is
a

common
thread
among

many
cultures.



“My
 ultimate
 goal is to
 reach a
 certain
 level of
 adulthood
 where I can
 afford to
 be a child.”

Seen at Lincoln Center



Keeping the Thrill Alive



Old Friends

Sometimes spring needs
a kick start.



“I’m going to let you take my
 photo because you seem like a
 genuine person. But just so you
 know—I don’t normally let
 people steal my swag.”



“My father has Asperger’s, so it’s always
 been very difficult to connect with him
 emotionally. Then, a few years ago, I was
 reading Truman Capote’s 
  and there’s this scene where the main
 character prays to know his father. And
 when he’s done praying, the chapter ends:
‘And in this moment, like a swift intake of
 breath, the rain came.’ ”

Other Voices, Other
Rooms,



“I’m learning a song.”

“Are you learning it
 for a girl?”

“. . . Yeah.”

I asked his
sister to

tell me
something
about her

brother.
She said:

“He likes cars. A lot.”



9/11/2011



Seen in
Harlem

“His name is Kingsley. He pretty much does
what he wants.”



Distribution of Wealth



“When your pulse drops below seventy-
six, it funnels blood out of the mask
and your vision is cleared. When your
pulse rises above seventy-six, the blood
is funneled back into the mask and
your vision is obscured. It’s designed



to teach the user to be sensitive to
environmental stressors, and to
learn how these stressors affect the
body.”



“I used to
 live in a
 plastic
 bubble. I
 don’t mean
 figuratively.
 I mean, I
 used to live
 in an actual
 plastic
 bubble.”

“I’m an artist, and
 dressing is my art.”



I discovered
this woman
practicing a
dance routine
in Seward Park.
She explained
that she spends
her free time
performing
for hospital
patients.



This man was performing puppet shows
based on the short stories of Franz Kafka.
During pivotal scenes, his young
assistant would blow wildly into a
saxophone.





Street Fight in
Chinatown



Seen on the Lower East Side

“I grew up in
 South Africa,
 then I moved
 to Thailand
 for a few years.
 Now I’m here
 working as a
 personal chef.
 I specialize in
 French cuisine,
 with a South
 African and
 Asian twist.”

“You should
never say: ‘I’m
poor.’ Instead

you should
always say: ‘I

live
in

abundance.’
Give it a try. I

did it for a
whole
month

once. People



were buying
me

lunches,
theater

tickets—it
was

great.”



“Just because you’re an adult doesn’t mean
you’re grown
 up. Growing up means being patient, holding
your temper,
 cutting out the self-pity, and quitting with
the righteous
 indignation.”

“Why do so many people seem to love righteous
indignation?”

“Because if you can prove you’re a victim, all
rules are
 off. You can lash out at people. You don’t
have to be
 accountable for anything.”



When I eat at cafés, I try to get a table by the
window.
Just in case someone walks by with a giant sun
mirror.



Seen on
Governors Island



“I believe in
a

little bit
of

everything.”



Seen on Prospect Avenue,
the Bronx

This mural
was
housed in
a vacant
lot
surrounded
by a huge
chain-link
fence. I
asked
several
young
men
to follow
me
through
a hole in
the
fence, but



nobody
was
willing to
take the
risk.
After
several
minutes, I
finally
found
two
people
with the
balls
to do it.



The 1 Percent

“I want to change the world, but I don’t
know how.”



I don’t think
she was fully
comfortable
with the
process, but
her
apprehensiveness
came



through
beautifully.



Dude was just wearing a mask.



Seen in Union
Square







Seen in the East Village



“I’m the Sultan of Wisconsin.”
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