Discrimination is not always loud or violent. Often, it exists quietly, whispers under your breath or in glances that linger too long, assumptions made without evidence, and judgments passed without understanding. One of the most formative realizations that shaped my convictions came from recognizing how easily society discriminates against people who do not fit our idea of “successful,” especially those experiencing homelessness. Through this awareness, I came to understand a difficult truth: having dreams is a privilege, and being in a position to judge others for not achieving them is an even greater one.	
I remember walking past people experiencing homelessness and feeling uncomfortable. Before I ever spoke to them, before I ever knew their names, I had already been taught their stories in my head. Lazy. Addicted. Failed. I didn’t say those words out loud, but the assumptions were there. That, I came to realize, is discrimination. Not always cruel, but distance. The kind that allows us to look away without guilt, in fear that making eye contact would give them false hope, of money, of food, or even someone who would treat them with the respect they deserve.
What changed me was understanding that dreaming itself does require stability. Dreams need safety, time, and the belief that tomorrow is worth planning for. For many people, imagination is replaced by a need for survival. When your day is spent worrying about where you will sleep, what you will eat, or whether you will be safe, dreams are not a priority; they are a luxury. Yet society judges people based on outcomes without ever questioning whether they were given the chance to dream in the first place.
That truth hit me hard because I realized how much I had been given without earning it. I had support. I had structure. I had adults who told me my future mattered. Those things allowed me to imagine a life beyond survival. They allowed me to dream. And because I had dreams, I felt entitled without meaning to judge those who did not appear to have any. I began to see how unfair that was. How dangerous it is to measure people by standards they were never equipped to reach.
That moment forced me to look inward. I began paying attention to my thoughts, my language, and my reflex to judge. I started asking myself different questions. Not “What did they do wrong?” but “What might they have been denied?” Not “Why didn’t they try harder?” but “Who never gave them a chance?” These are the questions that changed how I see people and my responsibility toward them. Whether we like it or not, as people we are all responsible for eachother. 
That moment also pushed me to take steps, however small, toward creating a vision of unity. I became more intentional about how I speak, how I listen, and how I interrupt my own assumptions. I stopped seeing compassion as passive and began to understand it as a choice that requires effort. Unity does not mean pretending we all live the same lives; it means acknowledging that we don’t, that we cant and being able to respond with humility instead of superiority.

To prevent future discrimination, society must move beyond surface-level solutions. Education should include discussions about systemic inequality, trauma, and the realities of poverty, not as abstract concepts, but as human experiences. Policies must address affordable housing, mental health care, and access to education and employment, rather than punishing people for circumstances they did not choose. But just as importantly, cultural change must happen at the individual level because laws can protect rights, but they cannot force empathy.

These experiences taught me that discrimination often begins with the belief that we are separate and that someone else’s struggle is a personal failure rather than a shared responsibility. When we judge others for not living up to our expectations, we ignore the privilege that allowed us to have expectations in the first place. Recognizing this reshaped how I see my role in society. Unity is not created by grand gestures alone, but by everyday decisions to withhold judgment, to ask “why” instead of assuming, and to see dignity where society has taught us not to look.

We each play a role in shaping the world we live in. When we choose understanding over assumption and compassion over comfort, we take one step closer to a society where no one is defined solely by their circumstances and where dreaming is not a privilege reserved for the few, but a possibility shared by all.
