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“No sea tan cobarde!”
“Shut up!!”

“Nadie te mando!”
“Mom, shut up!!”

We continued back and forth like this, my
mother and I, as she completely disregarded
the shockwaves of pain surging through my
body. Even the doctor was yelling at me,
barking orders for me to turn onto my back
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in order to improve my ba-
by’s heart rate. No sooner
did T turn, I felt a faint
pop, and then it all gushed
out. My water broke. I
was rushed from the labor room
into delivery. On May 29th, 2000, 16 years
too young and nine weeks too soon, I be-
came a teenage mom.

No one expected that I would become a
mother at such a young age. I was the
smart one in the family, the one that would
go places in life, the one who wouldn't end
up working in a casino for all eternity or
taking dead-end jobs just to get by. My
parents, both Puerto Rican, were forces to
be reckoned with. To them, getting an ed-
ucation was a top priority over friends and
of course, boys. I couldn't even think
about boys; any mention of them would
send my mother into crazy spiels about
keeping my nose in those books and not
getting pregnant. Looking back, I see the
reasoning behind her madness. She didn't
want me to end up like her, a young mother
with two kids, an eighth grade education

and a casino job cleaning toilets.

I was an above average student my fresh-
man year of high school and participated in
drama, choir, and track and field. That was
the year I met the boy who would become
the father of my child. I thought the world
of him, and because he was my cousin’s
best friend, I thought that he would never
hurt me. Sophomore year began and I was
still dating the cute and popular senior. I
was on top of my game, getting good grades
and loading up on extracurricular activities
all for the sake of making my transcripts
look great for college. My mind was fo-

cused and my goals
were clear, until the
thing I thought would

never happen, did.

I walked to the local
Rite Aid, picked up a
pregnancy test and
made my way home. My
body was incredibly
tense, my palms moist. I
hoped and prayed to God
that I wasn't pregnant,
but the pink plus sign appeared and it was
all too clear what would happen to my body
for the months to come. I was devastated.
How could I have been so stupid? How
could I have exercised such poor judgment?
I remember lying on my bedroom floor,
balling and all my boyfriend could say was
that he was sorry for destroying my life.

Weeks went by and I continued to delib-
erate what I was going to do with this
pregnancy. Many options went through my
mind, but because I remained physically
active, I just hoped for a miscarriage in or-
der to avoid having to make a decision be-
tween abortion, adoption, or keeping the
baby. The thought of telling my family ter-
rified me. I felt I carried their dreams and
aspirations on my shoulders.

In April of 2000, I was five and a half
months pregnant and still, no one knew. In
the back of my mind I kept thinking this



would somehow go away and that I
wouldn't have to face my mother and fa-
ther, the two people who tried so hard to
protect me from having a life as a teen
mom. My mother found a letter in my
backpack that said, “Hey ladybug, how are
you and the baby?” When I was asked what
it meant, I told my mom that it meant ex-
actly what it said. I kept a straight face
the entire time that my mother was yelling
at me. My father remained silent, sitting
up on his bed, with disappointment
smeared all over his face. I knew he felt his
little girl had broken his heart.

The very next day, my mother took me to
the gynecologist to get checked out. At
this point, my parents only knew that I was
pregnant, not that I was six months preg-
nant. Even after being found out, I was
still in denial. I was terrified. I was young
and foolish and about to become a mother.
My parents didn't have very long to get
used to the fact that I was going to have a
baby because 4 V> weeks later, at only 31
weeks gestation, my son was born.

Today, at the age of
22, I continue to live
with my parents.

Even though I messed
up and theyll never let
me live it down, I am

grateful to have par-

ents like mine. For six years they have con-
tinued to be supportive, occasionally knock-
ing me down, but supportive nonetheless.
Raising my son and living with my parents
has not made life any less of a struggle. I
still have to work, go to school, pay bills and
take care of my household responsibilities.
Most people know that no matter how old
you are or how many children you have,
when you're living under your mom and
dad’s roof, it’s their way or the highway.
Though I struggle financially and academi-
cally and fight with my parents about these
issues, I still keep my head up. I won't allow
negative comments to bring me down. Even
if it takes me ten years to earn my bachelor’s
degree, I know that it will be a result of my
perseverance and refusal to be shut down by
anyone who thinks I will not succeed.
Having children while trying to earn a
college degree and work a full-time job does
make life more complicated, but for those
of you who are in the same situation, hang
tight. Keep your head up and don't any
take any crap from anyone. There’s no
doubt that people are
going to put you down.
They may belittle you
because you're a young
parent and say or do
anything just to see

you fail, but keep in
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is always there for you-
and your new arrival.

Being a teen parent is not easy, but
DES is bere to belp. Parenting classes.
Visiting Nurses Prograrm. GED and
work skills assistance. Caring people
who can belp you and your baby
get off to a bedlthy start,

Call DES today. 213-633-4DES.

mind that for every person who wants to
put you down, there will be one or more on
hand to help. Don't be afraid to use the
resources that are available to you. If
someone wants to lend a helping hand,
then take a hold of that hand. Just because
you do doesn’t make you any less indepen-
dent or responsible for you or your child.
And remember, children are a blessing, no

matter what stage of life you are in. ®
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