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Some call it Bakersfield
and some of us call it the armpit
of this country.
Why do we call it the armpit?
Because the heat is like 
an oven turned on to its full power, 
because people are always sweating, and
because everyone stinks in Bakersfield.
Babies stink, young people stink,
old people stink, even the dogs stink.
Coming from the small canyon
full of trees, pines, and cleaner air 
you can see the armpit. 
From the last tree standing
is where the smell starts,
On one side of the road, the fields
of oranges, you see the people picking 
the fruit of the earth, working all day
under the sun, sweating filthy sweat. 
On the other side you can see the 
the fields of potatoes,
and farther away grapes, lettuce, 
more oranges, some houses,
and then the city starts.
But you can smell it all the way to 
there, that smell of sweat and bug killer.
They say it is to kill the plagues from the
fields but instead it killed my friend Rosa,  
her hopes, her dreams, and the baby inside of her.
No more bugs says the boss, and no more 
stupid, filthy, sweaty Rosa.
We call it the armpit, 
because that’s what they call us 
and we are, to them, stupid, filthy, sweaty people.
