
Dear Founding Fathers, 
 
I have some news. 
 
The colonies won. 
 
Also, there are fiŌy states now. 
 
People travel faster than the speed of sound. We carry libraries in our pockets. We have walked 
on the Moon. We can speak face to face with someone on the other side of the planet without 
leaving our homes. 
 
I suspect Benjamin Franklin would never put our technology down. 
 
The America you knew has changed beyond anything you could have imagined. 
 
The dirt roads you traveled stretched themselves into ribbons of concrete crossing a conƟnent. 
Messages that once took weeks to arrive now travel around the world in seconds. InformaƟon 
moves faster than a horse can take a single step. 
 
Yet aŌer thinking about it, I do not believe any of those things would surprise you as much as 
what happened to your words. 
 
"We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal." 
 
You wrote that sentence with a quill pen on a summer day in Philadelphia. 
 
I doubt you imagined that two hundred and fiŌy years later Americans would sƟll be debaƟng it, 
defending it, and trying to live up to it. 
 
At the Ɵme, those words described an ideal more than a reality.  
 
Millions of people stood outside the promise they contained. 
 
But the remarkable thing is that the sentence refused to stay trapped in 1776. 
 
The men who wrote it lived in one century. 
 
The words refused to stay there. 
 
The sentence traveled farther than any of you ever could. 



 
It crossed baƩlefields. 
 
It entered courtrooms. 
 
It marched across bridges. 
 
It echoed from church pulpits and government steps. 
 
Whenever America fell short of its promise, someone picked up those words and held them 
against the naƟon like a mirror. 
 
AboliƟonists used them to challenge slavery. 
 
Suffragists used them to demand the right to vote. 
 
Civil rights leaders used them to expose the distance between America's ideals and its reality. 
 
Again and again, Americans returned to the DeclaraƟon, not because it described the country 
perfectly, but because it described the country they believed it could become. 
 
The remarkable thing is that the sentence became bigger than the men who wrote it. 
 
Your generaƟon introduced the idea. 
 
Future generaƟons kept expanding it. 
 
For me, those words are not just history. 
 
They are personal. 
 
My mom came to America from another country searching for opportunity. 
 
She arrived with hope, determinaƟon, and the belief that hard work could build a beƩer future. 
 
My parents earned an educaƟon, built careers, and created opportuniƟes that did not exist for 
them when they were young. 
 
Because of their sacrifices, I have opportuniƟes they never had. 
 
SomeƟmes I wonder what you would think if you met families like mine. 



 
The naƟon you helped create is now home to people whose roots stretch across every corner of 
the world. 
 
Different languages fill our homes. 
 
Different tradiƟons shape our lives. 
 
Different stories arrive on the same shores. 
 
Yet millions of people are united by the belief that where a person begins does not have to 
determine where they can go. 
 
My family's story began thousands of miles from Philadelphia. 
 
Yet somehow it sƟll leads back to the sentence you wrote there. 
 
Without opportuniƟes like those America offered my family, I would not be wriƟng this leƩer to 
you today. 
 
The remarkable thing is that the quesƟons raised by the DeclaraƟon never disappeared. 
 
They simply reached new people, new generaƟons, and new circumstances. 
 
Even aŌer two hundred and fiŌy years, Americans are sƟll debaƟng what freedom means, how 
to protect it, and how to make sure the promise of equality reaches more people. 
 
Perhaps that is the real legacy of the DeclaraƟon. 
 
It did not answer every quesƟon. 
 
It challenged future generaƟons to keep asking them. 
 
Most documents become less important as they grow older. 
 
Yours became more important. 
 
Each generaƟon keeps returning to it. 
 
Each generaƟon finds something new inside it. 
 



Each generaƟon is challenged by it. 
 
So, thank you. 
 
Not because you created a perfect country. 
 
You did not. 
 
Not because you solved every problem. 
 
You could not. 
 
But because you gave future generaƟons something rare: 
 
a standard higher than themselves. 
 
Empires have risen and fallen since 1776. 
 
Borders have changed. 
 
Technology has transformed the world. 
 
Yet the ideals you set down on paper conƟnue to shape lives, inspire movements, and challenge 
Americans to become more than they were before. 
 
Perhaps that is why your words survived. 
 
They were never instrucƟons. 
 
They were an invitaƟon. 
 
Two hundred and fiŌy years ago, you dipped a quill into ink and began a sentence. 
 
The remarkable thing is that America is sƟll finishing it. 
 
With graƟtude, 
An American, 250 Years Later 
 


