
At a Glance 

At a glance, everything is beautiful. Everyone is beautiful. 

I observe my surroundings and everything is frightening. Everyone is frightening.  

I see war in my great grandparents. 

 I see slavery in my grandparents. 

 I see internment in my parents. 

 I see discrimination in my sister. 

 I see corruption in my children. 

 I see nothing for my grandchildren. 

 

I’m wide awake. 

 

A little boy pulls his mother down to his face and whispers,  

“What is that stick they’re holding mommy? 

 Why are the bad men pointing them at us? I’m scared.”  

She stifles her hysterical cries and replies,  

“Mommy won’t let them hurt you. They are keeping us in 

 This camp until war is over. These aren’t bad men my sweet boy.  

They just don’t know we are the good ones yet.” 

 

A little girl on a bench sees her classmates playing tag,  

So she bounces along with her curls, eager to play with the other kids.  

“Hi my name is Anika. Can I join your games?”  

The girl with milky skin and sleek blonde locks sneers,  

“Go back to the fields where you belong. I’m not allowed to play with burnt trash.” 

 The little girl twists her fingers into her hair,  

Solemnly finding herself alone on the bench once again. 

 

A small family anxiously packs their belongings and 

 Travels by moonlight. They reach the border,  

But the American Dream turns its back on them. Their violent  

Restraint forces retreat to their old life, but nothing will ever be the same.  

 

No one can move.  

No one can speak. 

 No one can breathe without the anxiety of slipping as ICE freezes over the streets.  

Is it still winter? It’s too unbearable. The trail treads steadily along the roads,  

Up tree branches, and into homes. Are they safe yet? They will never be safe.  

A limb out of place could mean the difference between life and death.  

A shiver crawls up their spines with every movement.  

One misstep and paths are retracted.  

One misstep and they’re held captive. 
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Immigrants. 

This one word holds value for a billion lives. 

Their eyes have seen horrors that give them wisdom. 

Their hands have cared for the ground we walk upon. 

Their backs have been whipped for our freedom. 

Their feet have traveled to find hope, far and beyond. 

They have built this country with sacrifices that gave us privilege. 

Immigrants receive oppression for chasing a nightmare disguised as a dream.  

 

The American dream. Stretch out your arms. Can you reach it?  

The American dream just moved ten steps ahead as you took one step forward.  

How can this nightmare be called a dream? It is destined for the unfortunate to abide by 

and the fortunate to patronize. 

 

I had a dream. 

 On top of the world speaking was an Asian, Pacific Islander, Latino, American, and 

African American. Each story they told was different yet all the same, but I could not 

bring myself to understand. Did you visualize a white person for the American too? I 

asked my mom, my sister, and my friends and they all assumed the very same.  

I feel a familiar hand grab my arm and turn to see my younger self before my eyes.  

I ask, 

 “Who is an American to you?”  

 “My grandma.”  

 ”Why?”  

“Why not? She is strong and beautiful.”  

 “But she’s an immigrant.”  

“What’s an immigrant?” 

 

With eyes wide open there is potential to see rather than ignorance. 

The next chapter of the American dream is for immigrants. It’s not for happiness or 

wealth but for acceptance to be seen as equal. It is for the opportunity to be seen at a 

glance as American. 

 

WAKE UP. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 


