ACTIVITY: Snacks on the Mall—The American Dream Alive and Well?* 
Read this excerpt and earn up to $20 by reflecting on what it is about US values that keep the “American Dream” alive for so many people around the world drawn to immigrate to the USA.

… I have also made my own share of biased assumptions about what people are like. In the case of my most memorable cab ride, the assumption was not about a passerby, but about the driver of the car.  
The occasion of my bias was a trip to Washington D.C. My then 23-year-old daughter and I had arrived late at the airport, were vaguely jet-lagged, more than a little irritable, and all we could think about was getting to our hotel.  After hastily retrieving our luggage, we went to the curb to hail a cab.
Unfortunately, the driver we hailed hardly inspired us with confidence, in fact he was downright scary.  For one thing, in the dark he looked to be about 6'6" (I imagine if it had been daylight he would have shrunk a bit), weighed about 250 pounds, was shabbily dressed in dirty pants and a soiled shirt unbuttoned to his waist. To top our anxiety off, he was speaking with a non-English accent so heavy that I seriously doubted he understood enough of what I was saying to have any idea of  where we wanted to go. 
Our confidence suffered another blow as soon as we started moving. Not only were we in an unsavory part of town, but the driver was mumbling to himself.  I was becoming more and more nervous and my fear spiked when the driver abruptly reached onto the seat beside him to pick something up.  I couldn't see what it was-all  I know is my heart jumped and I made a reflexive move toward the door handle.  
Fortunately, before I did anything too rash, I glanced back at the driver and very much to my relief, saw that he was sitting there holding nothing more threatening than a crumpled piece of paper. I think he must have seen me looking at him in the rear view mirror because he then seemed to rally his courage and said, Ma'am, would you please read these words out loud."  When I agreed, he handed the handed me the paper and switched on the light so I could see.  
I looked at the paper and saw that it was a list of  words carefully printed in English. I began to read: "pretzels." He repeated after me, "pretzels."  "Nachos." He repeated after me "nachos." As we proceeded down the list, it was obvious to us both that, because of the phonetic differences in our languages, this was a struggle for him and he was apt to forget the exact pronunciation after I left the cab. To remedy this problem, the driver decided to write down the pronunciation phonetically in his own language. This may have helped his pronunciation, but it might have killed us all because he now is trying to drive, pronounce, and write while negotiating the Capital Beltway--it was getting pretty weird.
By the way, in case you're wondering, my daughter all this time is huddled in the back seat convulsing with laughter.  It's not that she's laughing at the driver's accent, she laughing at me and she's thinking something like, "Typical mother, known this guy for all of 30 seconds and is already conducting a training session."
When the next word was Jujubes and the one after that Reece's Pieces, my curiosity got the better of me and I had to know what was going on.  So I asked him, "Why do you need to know how to pronounce these particular words of all the words in the language?"  Although he was a big man, he didn't really have a weight problem and I wondered what it was about snack foods that fascinated him so.
I will never forget his answer.  He said, with great pride, that he hadn't been in the U.S. very long but knew that in America you could become anything you wanted. His goal was to open a snack stand near the National Mall and he wanted to know how to pronounce these words just right so that he could conduct his business properly.  
Happy Ending and Happy Future: 

After arriving safely at the hotel, I felt a little embarrassed that I had judged this new American so harshly.  Here he was willing to do all it took to build his own personal American dream.  He would even humiliate himself in front of a stranger-a  stranger whom he must have realized was judging him harshly-in order to accomplish his goal.  To this day, every time I visit the city, I look for the ex-cab driver with the, no doubt, very successful business. "Cash Cab" it may not have been, but that ride rewarded me with a something far more valuable than cash-a healthy reminder of what America is all about.
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