
The sun dips into the crevices of my eyelids as I awake for the morning Fajr. Such thoughtful 
recitation at the breaking of dawn is dreaded by many, though I pride myself with staunch 
behaviors in my Islamic faith. Indonesians alike awaken at the first glimpse of light to praise the 
God, the only God, Allah. The tightly crammed streets enclose the lingering scents of Iftar and 
its palatable samosas and pakora. People everywhere for the feast to end Ramadan. My home. 
My people. My food. My faith. Comfort. Respect. Inclusion. Fear. The sense I observe from 
almost every breathing member of South Bend, Indiana. This fear is not deeply rooted but rather, 
superficial. Fear is the mask for incompetence. They have led themselves to believe that if they 
hide behind the indestructible wall of unease and suspicion, they can distance themselves and 
ignore their “problems.” Dilemmas of domestic differences. The color of my skin. The recipients 
of my affection. The practices of my faith. Things they noticeably regard as true problems. 
Challenges. Obstacles. But rather than working to defeat these discrepancies, there is an evident 
divide. Apathy. I feel it, see it, and live it myself. My expectations of America were readily met 
with fear but greater, the unwillingness to cooperate. Stares. Whispers. Differences. Blatant 
Stereotypes. Threats. My Hijab. My anomalies are what made me proud. My staunch faith 
helped me belong. In this foreign world, I feel strange. Abnormal. Bizarre. My needs are met 
with concerned faces while I’m at the grocery store or waiting at a bus stop. I’m different in a 
bad way. It must be a bad way. After twelve years, I no longer awake to the sun’s rays at dawn 
for Fajr or wear my hijab with honor. I’ve assimilated. I will never go back. “The morning has 
come to me and the whole universe belongs to Allah, the Lord of the worlds, O Allah, I ask of 
you the good of the day, its success and aid and its light and blessings and seek guidance and 
seek refuge from the evil in this day and from the evil of that with is to come later.”  
  

 



Black. What does that mean? How could a color be used against so many? Is it even 
possible to group millions under this single term? My father and mother are both Haitian. 
In America, I am just black. Am I the same as my Mozambican neighbor who is also 
black? But at home, I speak French and she speaks Portuguese. Members of two 
distinctive cultures. Separate cultures. Not the same. Of course, this category, into which 
I am repeatedly thrown, does not offend me. But I am Haitian not black. Too often, we 
group people into these enormous piles solely for the purpose of efficiency and because 
we need a way to demarcate an individual. But why do we need to distinguish the 
cultures between people? To better understand them? To help connect? If that were the 
case, then I would not receive such a label. And I would not be assumed to be a part of 
the same economic pool as a Somali. These cultural labels do not help us. It can become 
dangerous to think of so many as the same. But what does it mean to be the same? What 
is black? Is that a race? A culture? An insult? Do Americans think of black differently 
than Europeans? This grouping greatly confuses me. I never know how I should feel or 
how I should be properly represented. But then I ask the question of why I question 
myself. Why should this confuse me? I am who I am. Who I want to be. If that is the 
case, then why should I succumb to simple words? We are all humans, right? Or am I 
wrong? Maybe I just see it this way because I am on the receiving end. Culture is purely 
practiced for pleasure and for the need to belong. I belong when engaged in my culture 
with whom I call my people. And that is all that matters.  

 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
Yes, I speak English too. No, I will not clean your house, do your landscaping, or bus 
your tables. Yes, I am a documented citizen. I shrug at the thought of these well known 
stereotypes. I am ingrained in them. They are ingrained in me. Words are words. Nothing 
more. My parents have taught me well. Trained me to not be hurt by these words of 
simple incompetence and ignorance. For a Salvadoran girl, this skill is imperative. I live 
in this world where I feel comfortable and free to be who I am. In fact, people tell me that 
I should feel this way. Is this true? Should I believe them? My friends think I am no 
different, but I know. Differentiation is the demise of unification. Strangers see me as a 
gang member and they think sick things about my body. There are powerful people 
shouting opinionated remarks through every radio station and news channel. Why would 
you not believe your parents when they tell you not to trust that Latina girl at school or 
your president when he says that Hispanics are taking your jobs? There is this intentional 
divide. My job as a sixteen-year-old Latina girl is to be proud of my heritage and climb 
the wall. The wall separating the citizens of the United States and me. Them versus me. I 
attempt this everyday. On the surface, the assumptions do not hurt me. However, the 
actions upon such preconceived notions do. I can ignore the conservative boy whose 
parents influence every decision he will ever make. I can. When his clouded judgement 
becomes following me on my way home from school or writing threatening notes in my 
locker, I cannot. Latina girls are spicy. When someone is provoking me, do I not have the 
right to get angry or to fight back? Do I have to be criticized for that? I’ve accepted the 
stereotypes, but I will not stand for disrespect against another culture, especially my own. 
I the person defend dignity.  
 
 
  

 



Are you American?  
I live in my United States. I enjoy the fireworks on the Fourth of July, our Independence Day. 
Does that answer the question? 
 
But what does it mean to be American?  
I truly could not say. Should the answer be clear? 
 
Should you be proud of what you consider you homeland? Should you want to wave your flag 
with pride? Should you stand for your national anthem?  
These things I constantly ask myself, especially in this world of intense debate and reform. And 
ideally yes, you should want to do all of these things. 
 
Are you ok with the president of your United States referring to Central Americans as drug 
dealers, rapists, and killers? Are you ok with racial slurs used tirelessly? Are you ok with 
offensive sports mascots?  
No. I am not. American is belittling. Such a label makes me ashamed when travelling in foreign 
countries. Why do I feel that only citizens of the USA must overcome such obstacles?  
 
Stop! 
 
Did you help to elect the first black president? Did you watch the countless protests after 
Charlottesville? Did you witness the riots after the police brutality in Ferguson? What do these 
events have in common? 
All things Americans did. I guess can’t say that I am American, but only part-time. Though 
sometimes I wish I could. I am what I am. Always. When I wrestle with these questions, I have 
to acknowledge the negative; the reasons for my disgrace with such a categorization. But the 
progress and advancements, I must also accept.  
 
So I stand at this intersection. Proud but outraged.  
 
Where do you stand? 
Proud but outraged. 
 
Is that ok? 
 
  
 

 

 


