ber him sitting in the garage, cuttin
\ike and ran over to him, showing him th
+-acked i Tagalog. (“Is this fake>”) M
.-ed American citizens—he work
ood server—and they had begun
“ancially when 1 was three, after

€ coupons, | dropped my
© 8reen card. “Peke bg jto2”
Y grandparents were

ed as Security guard,

+ shame on his face as he tol
purchﬂﬂﬁ'd the card, along with other fake documents, for m

show it to other people,” he warned.
| decided then the}t I could never give anyone reason to doubt I was

an American. I convinced myself that if [ worked enough, if I achieved

enough, I would be rewarded with citizenship. I felt I could earn it.

I've tried. Over the past fourteen years, I've graduated from high
school and college and built a career as a journalist. interviewing
some of the most famous people in the country. On the surface, I've
created a good life. I've lived the American dream.

But [ am still an undocumented immigrant. And that means liv-
ing a different kind of reality. It means going about my day in fear
of being found out. It means rarely trusting people, even those clos-
est to me, with who I really am. It means keeping my family photos
in a shoebox rather than displaying them on shelves in my home, so
| friends don’t ask about them. It means reluctantly, even painfully, do-
ing things I know are wrong and unlawful. And it has meant relying
on a sort of twenty-first century underground railroad of supporters,
people who took an interest in my future and took risks for me.

Last year I read about four students who walked from Miami t?
Washington to lobby for the Dream Act, a nearly decade-old immi-
gration bill that would provide a path to legal permanent residency
for young people who have been educated in this country. At the risk
of deportation—the Obama administration has de;fnrted almo%t
300,000 people in the last two years—they are speaking out. Their
cOurage has inspired me. o :

There are believed to be n million undocumented Hnmlgmnts‘«l;
the United States. We're not alwa}’s who you think we EIEhSGm:dE;UI
YOUr strawberries or care for your children. Some al‘f-‘c;ﬂ liﬁ might
o college. And some, it turns out, write news artcies y

d me he
e. “Don’t




