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One Hundred Days

How do we measure one hundred days?  Twenty four hundred hours or one hundred and forty four minutes?  The answer is neither.  Instead, here are two cross-page photos with eight smaller photos woven between them.  Ten different photos, ten different moments; thus record Obama’s first one hundred days in presidency. 
Opening this series of historic one hundred days is not Obama’s inaugural speech, nor is the first family; instead, it features Obama in the Cabinet Room.  Leaning on the chair with his eyes closed, he is different from the confident new president we know.  Instead of calling out “It’s about time. It’s about change.” and moving forward, now he comes to a standstill.  Without the confidence of a president-elect, he seems to be encountering a grave problem.  Now we begin to wonder if he is indeed the right choice. 
On the left of the foreground is the national flag with its red and white stripes and yellow stars shinning, a symbol of the nation and its people.  As the leader of an influential nation, it is little wonder that Obama looks solemn.  Set in the middle, blurred in the background, is a historical portrait overlooking Obama’s up-lifting face, suggesting a more than one-hundred-year-old road paved by his precedents.  Though Obama is now the president, he has to shoulder the burden of tradition as well as the problems of the present.  On the right sits the symbol of the winter of economy, the Treasury Secretary.  At this moment, the burden of the past, the stress of the present, the pressure of the nation’s future are all frozen in this instant.  Surrounded by them is Obama.  And within the few seconds with his eyes closed, he is going to make a decision concerning these three times.
Unlike the dim heavy room of the first picture, the following four smaller ones are brightened up by the sunlight outside the White House.  Although the largest picture remains tense in tone and the clock implies he is working around the clock, fortunately, this time he is not alone because the chief of staff and the press secretary are discussing with him.  From three different parts of the room, these pictures gradually lessen the stress and dispel our doubt.  From the president to the quarterback between meetings and finally he takes off his jacket and becomes a father.  These pictures work to shorten the distance between Obama and us.  He is not a remote statesman; instead, he could be popular and just like us.  Suddenly the pictures are not still anymore, from the desk to the window and finally the door, step by step, the ambience is lightened up; so is our previous anxiety.
Out of the office and the sunlit Whitehouse, we are led to night and the family.  Here shows the one and only photo with Obama facing up front.  With a content smile he faces us, telling us “Everything will be alright.”  Interestingly, the picture captioned the First Couple is the only one in which the woman is taller than the man.  However, by doing this, the picture does not reduce our trust for Obama.  Instead, this woman not only loosens Obama’s locked expression but strengthens the previously shaken trust.  If there is this important and towering woman who can give him the strength to move forward, why shouldn’t we trust this emotionally-strong president?
In addition to reminding us that Obama is a father and husband, the pictures take us back to his role as the president.  The portrait of John. F. Kennedy pondering symbolizes not just the past, but the similarities between the past and the present.  This time in the picture, Obama is not the one being looked upon but the viewer who looks up.  The portrait is then not the burden of the past but a model for the present.  Looking toward the most fondly remember president of American history, Obama seems to promise the same glorious days for the nation.  And just when we begin to think a dinner and a chat are too relaxing for a president, the close-up picture shows an untouched dinner with a classified brief on the side.  Suddenly, it brought us back to the realization that the relaxing moments are short.  Within a dance of the first couple and a short chat, the moments disappear.  Work continues to pervade Obama’s day and night, and meals.  Picture after picture, our trust is renewed again.
In the final picture we retreat to outside, lost and confused in the darkness.  However, in the light there is Obama working late and like a lighthouse showing the nation the way.  On the wall is a portrait of Lincoln looking at this unprecedented African American sitting in the White House.  Obama, a past wish now fulfilled, is striving for the nation’s future.
Ten pictures catch ten moments of Obama’s life as president from day to night.  The first one hundred days is like a day.  Though it’s the end of a day, it’s not the end.  Instead, it’s just the end of the beginning.
