When you're younger, your parents tell you that everything is fine. I believed that fairy tale until I was ten and I saw my parents fighting because they couldn't pay the rent. I was lying in bed and all I could think was why this horrible thing is happening. Now that I'm older, they tell me, directly, that sometimes we can't pay the rent on time, so they can't buy those new shoes that I need, or they can't buy me those new school supplies for the next school year. I understand they're stressed and they can't be as helpful as they want to be. I know that sometimes they push themselves to do the best and be the best parents they could be. But what they don’t know is that this affects me emotionally and I get stressed out. Thinking about this, it destabilizes me; I get distracted and I don’t get any of my work done. They want the best for me, but I need to accept sometimes they can’t give me what I need.
As the time for my quinceanera rolled around, I was faced with a difficult decision: did I want a one or not? When I was way younger, I've always dreamt of being surrounded by my male and female cousins, performing a dance routine that would have taken us five months to learn. It would have been a beautiful night. I would have danced with my dad and everything would go smoothly. But when you know the things I know, you have to put away those types of dreams and face reality. I said no. I said that all I wanted was some food and to spend time with my family and friends. My parents asked if I was sure. And I was; I had made my peace with it. 
Until my mom convinced me to go look at dresses. 
And they were gorgeous. Then she, somehow, convinced me to try them on. I'll admit, I felt like a princess. Honestly, I never thought I would feel like that. Ultimately, I had to say no to the dresses. However she met a lady that said that I should at least receive the mass that comes along with it. Now that idea was in her head. My mom said that if I got the mass, I should get the appropriate dress. The mass alone would be too much; I didn't want the dress. But I wanted to make my mom happy. Finally, the day arrived. I hardly knew what my parents planned during that day. Per usual, after the mass and the party started, I found out that my dad had gotten a mariachi, along with the DJ. It was too much for me.
After my quinceanera passed, I felt such an ache in my heart when I saw my parents struggling with the rent.  The very thing I wanted to avoid is the very thing I caused.
 A day before my older sister got laid off from her job which meant that she wouldn’t be able to help. Thankfully, my older brother was there to help; he really helped. For that I will be thankful for all the things that I have. Through a program called Upward Bound, I’ve been able to gain the educational support that I needed. There have been teachers who, also, helped me through any emotional patches that I’ve gone through. My ninth grade English teacher especially, Mr. Dean, helped because he made it so easy to connect to him. I never felt judged by him and he would try to understand what I was going through.
Understanding that there are children and teenagers in my similar position, I want to help the kids going through this same strife. I know parents will be too proud to ask for help (mine are), I want children to know that it’s okay to ask for help. Be it because they can’t buy clothes, food, or have shelter, I need them to know that they can find help. I have been in two out of the three situations and I want to help my parents. And as clichéd as this might sound, I want to be that Mr. Dean for everyone else. People need someone to talk to, be it with financial problems, educational ones, emotional or physical ones. People need to express themselves. And I want to help because there were people there for me.

