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I was born a chubby baby ready to bounce to the world and see what it has to offer. I joined kindergarten with the enthusiasm of a bull, and I was prepared to learn about the syllables. How the numbers were put together and taken away from each other, my kindergarten teacher Mrs. brown, was such a charming lady. She was soft at heart and always encouraged us to be at our best and always follow our hearts. If one could ask me what I wanted to be at the time, I would have said I want to be a teacher. As she was the best role model there ever could be. As Life progressed and I joined the junior school, I became aware of other careers such as doctors, lawyers, engineers, and financial analysts. If I was honest, I was mindful of what they were, but I never knew what they entailed. As school progressed, my best friend Cole seemed to be figuring out more about what they wanted, but I was still stuck to my dream of being a teacher and instill knowledge in the generations to come. I wanted to impact society by making the kids self-aware and knowing that they can be all they wanted as long as they were determined to face it. For me, my American dream spreads out to being able to attain the at most self-realization and being self-reliant and determined without being held out by societal expectations and where I came from.
In his book Epic of America, James Adam describes the American dream as a dream whereby one could achieve success no matter their background. I cannot say my family had a silver spoon at home, but we at least had a roof of our heads and a meal and somewhere to lay our heads. Having not experienced the best education they could get, my parents are great protagonists of that education is the key and could be the spearhead for one to achieve their dreams. They pushed me as hard as I could in school to achieve better and be the source of our family's liberation. I cannot forget to appreciate their efforts to put me in schools to be literate and achieve a secured future.
As I write this on the corner of my bed, my mind takes a swirl and a wonder if the American dream exists and, if it does, is it practical. My best friend Cole has moved on to become a marine officer. He believes that his American dream is to keep the American territorial waters safe. He seems happy about it, and I am delighted for him. I am still having my dream of being a teacher at the back of my mind. I still think if I will still pursue it. I still doubt the paths that I have taken if they are the right ones to help achieve my dreams. I'm scared, and I'm wondering if the American dream is the light at the end of the tunnel or rather an over ambitiousness instilled in us to make us feel short of ourselves if we don't achieve the dream. I still wonder how many people still have the guilt of not achieving the dream. Deep down, I'm hoping I am not the only one still figuring it out. I’m still having a mustard seed kind of faith in my dreams. I’m still hoping for a better tomorrow. I’m hoping that one day I can achieve my American goal and make my parents proud.  I still have the dream of attaining the truest, best and greatest version of myself.
