The drive was long, and the only things of note were all the Starbucks and how they managed to get my order right every single time: A Venti Black Eye: 2 espresso shots in bold coffee.   I had insisted on going alone in my brand new bright green 1995 Honda Civic Coupe, and finally felt like an adult even though I was 22 years old, a recent UCLA  diploma-ed English major, and already accepted into law school.  I had my world in order.

19 hours later, I entered Lexington, Kentucky at 2am.  It felt like a small town. By LA standards, it was tiny.  I seriously expected cowboy hats, and desert bush trying to stop me from entering, but I just got silence.  The Bluegrass state sure didn’t much care for the brown invasion.  I drove past my assignment, the Lexington Juvenile Detention Center, and thought about stopping by, until I realized how idiotic that would look:          “ Hey officers, I am the new English teacher for the delinquents, and I just wanted to say Hi!.” 
Grimace grabbed me, and told me to find a place to stay.  Oh shit, I hadn’t considered that idea at all!  Since I had accepted the Americorps position last minute, things like planning were an overrated function.  Between buying a new car, getting rear ended as I left the parking lot of the dealership, fixing the car, packing, and hurriedly saying bye to my parents (before they asked too many questions), getting 5 speeding tickets (most for going 20 miles over the speed limit!), I now realized I knew absolutely no one here and had nowhere to stay.  
I panicked and did the obvious.  I called mommy. Next morning of course.  As dumb as I was, I wasn’t about to scare the crap out of her.

“ Mom., I don’t know where to go and what to do” 2 year old me told her.
Silence.  A deep sigh. The morning flies seemed to buzz in my ear.
 “Son, do you remember Dr. So and so?” Deep sigh from me.

:”Mom, can you please focus on my problem” panic shouted.

“Wait.  Just listen.  When I first came to America, I knew no one.  Did you know what I did” no pause this time “ I was scared too.  I noticed the phone directory.  I opened it up, and found the first Indian name.  I called them and asked them where the Indian market was and where to buy Indian groceries.  Dr. So and so was the person” she clarified.  
“Huh?  You mean to say he isn’t related to us?  You found him in a phone book?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes, Sanju.  I think you need to do the same.”  Why me, I thought, looked up into the sky, swore silently but continued listening. The conversation didn’t end before I lied that I got there safely and with no problems at all.  


And that’s how I met two of my closest friends, Arvind and Radu.  A South Indian and Pole, both were University of Kentucky seniors who teased me mercilessly that I called them from a green boat (a reference to being a “Fresh off the Boat “immigrant) and asked one of the dumbest questions they had ever heard.  Which led to one of the best friendships I have ever had.
Thanks mom. 

