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I OFTEN WONDER WHY 

MY MOTHER WORKS SO 

HARD. SHE MUST 

SINCERELY BELIEVE 

THAT HER SON’S 

FUTURE IS WELL 

WORTH THE 

INVESTMENT. THE 

RESULT OF MY 

EDUCATION WILL BE AN 

AFFIRMATION OF THAT 

BELIEF.  

ABOUT  ME

Jhon Abreu “Are you Jhon’s sister?” my

twenty-eight year old science teacher

questioned my mother. “No, I’m his

mother.” she answered sternly. This was

the first time I had ever heard this

question asked, but it would not be the

last. My stomach was turning but I

swallowed the pain with a smile. My

teacher seemed to acknowledge his

mistake, but the impact had been

made.  

At that moment, I put all the subtle

differences that I had noticed over the

years together to realize that my family

deviates from the “norm.” My science

teacher was the first teacher my mother

and I met with that evening at my new

private school. The rest of the night I

tried to figure out who else noticed my

mother’s age, and soon it became

apparent that they all did.  



Our ride home that night was silent, but so many

thoughts ran through my head. I wondered why my

mother’s age difference had never bothered me

before.  

While growing up, I guess I noticed the subtle

differences between my mother and those of my

classmates, but I never really thought about it, not

until I heard my science teacher ask that question.

One thing I did acknowledge: I did not belong in a

private school. I came from a broken home. My life

was different. 

 

I am the result of a teenage pregnancy. Nowadays,

society scoffs at pregnant teens. Shows like MTV’s

Teen Mom have been created to entertain by

humiliation. My mother was a sixteen-year-old junior

in high school when she gave birth to me, and I was

two years old when she graduated high school. My

father was never really a factor in my life.  

 

To put it meekly, the demographics of my new

private school were quite different from that of my

public school. My new classmates all seemed to

have “good” families. They drove nice cars, wore nice

clothes, and played lacrosse. I am aware that these

luxuries are testaments to the hard work and

achievements of my classmates’ parents.  

 

Nevertheless, the sight of them was a vexing

reminder of the disparity between our families. In

the ensuing days I reflected heavily on my life for the

first time. Perhaps, the only aspect that I would

change would be the judgmental attitudes of some

of these “good” families.  

 

 

I am fortunate enough to have a strong mother who

fulfills the two roles at once, and I must accept that

being judged is a reality of life for everyone. 

 

 A couple of weeks ago, I thought about my mother’s

life at my age. She would have just given birth a few

months ago. I tried mentally putting myself in her

shoes, and I realized I wouldn’t have even been able

to tie the laces.  

 

At sixteen, Cania Infante gave birth to a baby boy;

she finished high school on time while working as a

coat checker and waitress. She continued her

education by putting herself through community

college while providing for herself and her child.  

 

I often wonder why my mother works so hard. She

must sincerely believe that her son’s future is well

worth the investment. The result of my education

will be an affirmation of that belief. My mother has

worked so hard so that I can have the best of

everything, and although she could not afford

lacrosse equipment she gave me so much more. 
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