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[bookmark: _GoBack]I woke up at 7:30 in the morning to get ready for my class that starts at 8. Going through my morning routine as usual I made my way to the bathroom and brushed my teeth along with putting my hair up in a bun. Walking back to my room I pulled my oversized black hoodie over my head and immediately felt a sense of security during the chilly morning in March. It’s a pretty quiet Tuesday morning I realized while grabbing my laptop. I then go to the living room and as I set my belongings onto the table, I see my sister pass by me getting ready for work. 
I mumbled a quiet “Morning.” to her as I brushed passed her in the kitchen grabbing a mug from the cabinet above me. 
“Morning, you got class?” she asks curiously while pouring herself her own cup of coffee. 
I nodded to her. Usually by this time I would’ve been on campus with my two friends making our way to class. Having to wake up for classes meant waking up three hours early to get ready, which then transporting over there took up two of the three. So, by the time she woke up to get ready for work, I was already out of the house. 
As I grabbed the coffee pot, I couldn’t help but be thankful for having the extra sleep. The smell of morning coffee and warmth the hoodie gave me made the morning one like no other. The normal routine was completely ruined, and I wasn’t complaining. My dad as well by the looks of it was fond of the calm morning that enveloped us. Being a man close to retiring he was finally able to get the break that he was hoping for, as well as my mom. The whole family was awake, and it couldn't feel more disturbingly comfortable as we each went through the morning in each other's company. 
Going through with class I see above my laptop passed by me were my three nephews going straight to the play station. It dawned on me that each one of us are now going to have to get our education through a screen, in a house filled with eight people, each one with a different curriculum set for their grade. My heart sank as I know each one has a struggle in school. One with math, another with English, and the last one with a little bit of both. My classes online are now going to have to count towards theirs as I no longer help them with homework, but their class as well. 
Weeks have passed and the pleasures of being home have now turned into an annoyance. I look at my assignments online, many with the color red as the word “missing” is plastered next to it. The assignments no longer have meaning to it as it once did face to face with my professors. Being a college student was now completely forgotten as the worries told to me by professors about projects and assignments were now flipped to unemployment and money from my family.  
In a house occupied by 8 people it is very rare to find space alone. Most of my work is done past 9 p.m. as everyone is on their way to sleep. As I work my way through assignments, I have no care for I start to drift off and my mind begins to wonder. If anything has come out of being quarantined, it’s my mind taking the opportunity to occupy the time I have now. With money being short and not knowing if classes will resume regularly in fall, I have started to consider not going back to college the following year. I no longer care for what I have to get done at the moment, but what I will have to face in the future. I constantly have to battle my thoughts with the realization that if none of this work gets done, then the future I imagine will most likely take place. Its tiring having to motivate myself as my actions will then reflect onto my nephews and the last thing I want for them to do is give their education up simply because they see their aunt do it.  
I can’t help but feel defeated as I make my way to my mom. Majority of the family has stayed home except the few days of work some get. Having no job meant that I have been completely home for the past month and my mental state was not faring well.  
“Ya no puedo mom.” I cry out. She holds me and tells me to stay strong as this is to help us not burden us.  
My morning routine has now changed to my family waking up to each other looking at the news to see what else has gone about the virus. We are looking at our bank accounts more than ever and taking into account what is needed in our house as my parents make their way to the market with masks on their faces. Each passing day feels the same and I no longer feel connected to myself as I once did before lockdown. Each of us are doing so much to be busy the day and make it go by faster, but it only does so much. 
It started out being a change of pace that I was more than willing to go by, but it has now turned into one I can't even handle anymore. 
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