Dear Grandpa
I walked towards the gravestone.
My grandfather’s name was written on it in large, bold letters.
In my hand, a handwritten letter.
I read it once more. 
Dear Grandpa, 
Much has changed since your time. 
Mom told me about when you used to protest. 
When you protested in the 50s, 
The crowds were like the dark, cloudy night sky. 
There were few white stars. 
Now, when we protest, 
All races are participating. 
All races support the African Americans. 
We now walk amongst white, yellow, and brown people for the same cause. 
I will be going to college in the fall, 
A dream that no one else in the family could fulfill. 
But now, we are accepted for who we are, 
And we can participate in the things that we once couldn’t. 
Today, I can spend time with friends no matter their color.
Whenever we laugh, 
I am reminded of the sacrifices you made so I can have this freedom. 
Our people have brighter futures also, 
Thanks to people like you who gave their lives fighting for our freedom.
There is still more to fight for,
But, I am proud to know that I had a grandfather like you.
With love,
Your Grandson 
I walked even closer to the gravestone, 
And got down to my knees. 
I placed the letter down, 
Grabbed a stone and put it on top. 
“Thank you, Grandpa,” I whispered, smiling. 
I got up, turned around, and walked away. 
