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 Time. The ultimate testament of all things now, and past. As time passes so do we, as 

well as our aspirations and desires. We learn to adopt new philosophies and abandon old, 

seemingly-‘primitive’, in our eyes, ways of thinking. However just as time may pass, the legacies 

of those who established this country upon an unyielding foundation of hard labor, do not. 

They remain a firm stake in the rich soil of our country, unfazed by the tumultuous and 

compellingly overwhelming winds of time. We know them as immigrants, or rather, they’ve 

been labeled this in a superficial, derogatory manner. Yet it is their dreams, and ambitions for 

something better, that drew us here. Not only for us and our families as immigrants, but for 

future generations to come. In pursuit something of amazing, something seemingly word of 

legend, The American Dream. As immigrants and offspring of immigrants, we have shaped this 

ideal of the American Dream, all in our own unique ways. Yes, this is the world through our 

brown eyes. 

 My name is Brandon Cedeño, and I am 16 , and of Mexican descent. Both of my parents 

immigrated from Mexico. Driven by the thirst of liberty, and freedom. It was this ideal of the 

renowned and fabled American Dream, which allured them to America. So powerful was this 

notion, that they risked everything they had, to escape a poverty and violence-ridden native 

land. Leaving everything behind, except a small bag of money, and a monumental pouch of 

faith. Yet the story of a thousand immigrants all hold one truth in common, the search for 

something bigger and something better. It is this that continues to develop and push forward 

this perception of the American Dream up into the modern day. Which millions continue to 

pursue and believe in with such conviction. These believers keep the dream alive, which in turn, 

sustains this perception of a very real opportunity of happiness, and prosperity. 

 With sweat and blood trickled upon American soil, comes the fruits of hard labor taken 

upon by many immigrants across the nation. As with the establishment of this country, the 

work of these industrious immigrants continue to exert a notable impact in the modern day. Let 

us take into account the job market and economy. Millions of immigrant laborers across the 

United States make up a sizable portion of the current work force, positively effecting the 

economy. It is with this hunger to work immigrants come with, that drives forward the 

American Dream. With the intention to feed their families, that they brought and developed 

here, with that very dream in mind, in grasp within their eyes. 

 With the current administration and laws in place, as the child of two immigrants, there 

are definitely hardships to be faced. I see the fear in my mother’s brown eyes, scared to go out 

and fearing not returning. With the recent crackdowns from ICE, this bitter reality is spitefully 
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possible. I ponder upon the feasibility of this tragedy, and solemnly hope I never see it’s arrival. 

Yet at this point in time, there are no guarantees, only that same faith my parents brought with 

them to this country; all in the hands of God. Today, my parents will be seeing a lawyer in 

Turlock. This is with the hopes my mother can achieve her residency, and not face the constant 

dreadful agitation and uncertainty of whether she’ll see her children or not tomorrow . An 

opportunity has presented itself, just as when they gazed upon new beginnings in the American 

horizons, the time has come to seize it. 

 Immigrants all over the nation have all with their own unique narratives, perspectives 

and perseverance, aided in the next chapter of the American Dream. Their firmness and stature 

throughout years of persecution and quandary, have kept the dream alive, and with great zeal 

of its feet. The ultimate trial of time will not perturb or disorient them, rather, it will further 

devote us to our struggle. Yes, though we may stumble and fall in our own journeys, the 

sacrifices us and our families made to be here in this country, will embolden us to rise up. 

Though at times we may feel solitary and abandoned, the millions of immigrants all over 

America facing the same hardships, will nurture and fortify our faith in the American Dream, as 

we are never alone. Let us not build walls to divide, rather bridges to unite together. Let us 

stand together blindly in unity, not face separation dictated upon ethnicity or cultural 

background. With unwavering, genuine hope we gaze to the skies, this is the world through our 

brown eyes. 


