er gave q

scaping o freshme
eali ded n
New Jersey, reality returned, My dreQ s ha d been

? Once I got home 10 o
- em IOYEd I‘EIQﬁVES; badgeﬂng profeSS
had been replaced by un I;le mothers, and cold classrooms PY dilapidateq

. ing sin 2
replaced by hard-workllslg_rhe “oom in which the “proud new feelingB sign
bedrooms and kitcherns: myself, my mom and my prother. But fo,

i ‘ ngings of 1
:Lu;;eg tff: ntazisdiihysazerlginge. They slept downstairs on couches-
ow

: rty and aff]y,.

o] between the universes of pove
) hitet pidmmil W :“?:nce similar conditions, as well as the guilt, th,
ence during breaks exl; es, the embarrassment associated with them. Oy,
helplessness and, SOmM€ n b’ut st of them are unable to imagine the pqjy,
friends are willing to listeTl y six months. Each time I retyyy,

see ever
of the impoverished 1iVes that we ¢ poverty in America and mor,

e realities O
home I feel further away from th what frightens me most is not thq;

bathroom, kitchen and two bedrooms. Us5!

ints, a potted palm and some O . i
Ie:oiegski:tehgr;lore-mﬂn-humble abode of a New York City Yuppie. I gave dip.

parties, even a soirée frangaise. . | |
6 - For my roommate, a doctor’s son, this kind of life was nothing extraordi.

nary. But my mom was struggling to provide a life for herself and my brother.

In addition to working 24-hour-a-day cases as a pracﬁfal nurse, she was try.
ing to ensure that my brother would graduate from high school and have g

decent life. She knew that she had to compete for his attention with drugs
and other potentially dangerous things that can look attractive to a young |

man when he sees no better future. .. | _ |
7 Living in my grandmother’s house this Christmas break restored all the |

forgotten, and the never acknowledged, guilt. I had gone to boarding school *
on a full scholarship since the ninth grade, so being away from poverty
was not new. But my own growing affluence has increased my distance. My §
friends say that I should not feel guilty: what could I do substantially form §
family at this age, they ask. Even though I know that education is the rigl}t »
thing to do, I can’t help but feel, sometimes, that I have it too good. Therel §
no reason that I deserve security and warmth, while my brother has to @ ;
with pfnﬁal unemployment and prejudice. I, too, encounter prei“d‘ce’ j'
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