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My phone vibrates twice as my budgeting app reminds me to pay my rent. It’s 
always full of useful tips like that. I look over my budget, checking it against 
monthly goals written on a yellow pad of paper sitting on my desk. I make a note of 
my grocery total for shopping later and then begin preparing for class. 

 

Financial responsibility is a phrase often associated with adulthood, and like many 

aspects of adulthood, it remained shrouded in mystery as I marched into my 

twenties. But even as a youthful undergraduate, the price of dental school stood out 
astonishingly clear. I realized that in order to pursue my career, I would have to 

minimize my debt and become more engaged in my finances. I made that start with 

a simple pad of yellow paper. 
 

With pen in hand I reviewed my loans and expenditures, making notes of my 

monthly averages and totals. As one who often got lost in the small numbers, this let 
me see my budget as a big picture. How much money should I have at the end of the 

quarter, the end of the year? With my goals in place, I could stay better focused on 

making the small day‐to‐day changes that add up to a smaller burden of debt. My 

budget had been set. 
 

In order to stick to my plan, I used a budgeting app. It automatically organized my 

daily transactions into categories big and small, making my weekly budget reviews 

easy. Now I could trace money spent on not only rent, but also coffee and late night 
fast food, two shockingly high totals that had previously escaped my notice. I began 

to appreciate my debit card as more than a piece of plastic tied to an oft‐ignored 

bank account. It was a tool to be appreciated and with that appreciation came more 

careful spending. My budget was sticking. 
 

It was my favorite pad of yellow paper that I took to a financial aid meeting with my 

advisor when I came to Midwestern University. Supported by over two years of 
budgeting and an eye towards the future, I lowered my loan amounts, knowing that 
every dollar I spared now would save me in interest throughout my career to come. 

 

Before that career though, I need to make it to class! I drop my used anatomy 

textbook into my bag and make for the front door, passing my two roommates as I 
go.  A Tupperware of cold pasta joins my textbook as I hop on my bicycle, a Craigslist 
special. The lecture I’m leaving for represents a small part of a monumental 
investment in myself, but I won’t let my education become a monument of debt 
weighing me down. By recognizing the limitations of my loans with an efficient 
budget and committing to that budget with careful spending and hard work, I can 

look towards the future with a little less trepidation and worry. All I’ll need is my 

yellow pad of paper. 
 


