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Springfield, VA - I am tired of being quizzed on my ethnicity.  I am American.  I was born here, have paid taxes here all my life, and spent 20 years in the American military.  When my mother spent considerable effort attempting to research our ancestors, she discovered that they had come to the U.S. from many different nations many years ago.  In dog terms, I am a mutt.  But I am an American mutt.
I would suggest that the rest of my fellow citizens also embrace the fact that, no matter our familial origins or place of birth, we are now simply American. Embracing hyphenated labels such as Irish-American, Italian-American, African-American, Korean-American, etc. ad nauseum, does nothing more than provide rationale for separating us into camps claiming special status.  The fact that “American” always comes second in these labels is particularly telling.  It is as we are announcing that where our ancestors came from is more important than whom we are now.  In some parts of our country we seem to hold more parades celebrating our heritage than ones recognizing the fact that we are Americans.  Even in our Congress we have created tribal units, a.k.a. caucuses (Black caucus, Hispanic caucus, etc), aligned with whom their parents and ancestors were rather than whom they are now.
How many forms have you encountered in the past year insisting that you identify your ethnicity?  Instead of adhering to the words of our Pledge of Allegiance, “one nation,” we now seem to go out of our way to separate ourselves from each other.  Why does it matter what color are skin is, where are ancestors came from, with which clan we identify?  Are we not all equal as Americans?
A growing number of politicians seem to have an agenda to exploit these hyphenated distinctions.  Their game plan for gathering votes to keep them in office seems to be to develop programs which provide benefits to one particular subset of Americans while mandating that everyone else pay for this largesse.   A recent example is the increasingly loud call for “reparations” to be given to all “African-Americans” and/or “native Americans” to atone for mistreatment suffered generations ago.  Such proposals are nothing more than a blatant attempt to further Balkanize Americans by pitting groups based on ethnicity against each other for political gain. The fact that most of the announced candidates for the next Presidential election have embraced these proposals should ring alarm bells for the future of our Republic.  In addition to the fact that few of us can actually trace our heritage with certainty makes handouts such as these particular worrisome.  Of course, these proposals for give-aways resonate with many potential recipients.  Who does not crave a free lunch?   I can imagine a spectacular bureaucracy being established to administer the distribution of these funds.  Perhaps we should begin a contest to select an appropriate name for such an agency....The Commission for Ethnic Justice?.....or The Bureau of Making it Right?....or the FLA, a.k.a. The Free Lunch Administration?  
When I was growing up, I was always told that my mother’s family had (American) Indian blood.  The family lore was that we were “part Blackfoot.”   Obviously I am owed, big time.  If you want to argue, just read Trail of Tears.  And my father may have had Jewish bloodlines, at least partially.  You know how terribly Jews were treated throughout early American history.  Pay me.
My point is that every American can find some reason that someone in her/his heritage has suffered some form of abuse.  Lose your labels and get over it.  And dump the hyphens.  
I thought you might like to know.
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