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Little Sanjay

Little Sanjay.  A nickname I could be proud of.  I was fourteen years old, only two years younger than my only brother.  He was the typical older brother, picking on me whenever he had the chance.  


Despite his persistent annoyance, my brother and I were inseparable growing up.  I wanted to be just like him. 

Sanjay was a junior in high school at the time.  He had spent the two previous years at St. Stephen’s High School in Austin as a boarding student.  It had been a long time since I had spent quality time with him, so I was thrilled when he asked me to join him at the party.

*
*
*
 

“Damn it Sanjay, I said Left! Not right!” I yelled at my brother who tightly grasped the steering wheel as he slammed on the brakes.

“Yeah I knew it all along. I was just testing you” he playfully replied as he struggled to head the car back towards the party.

As I sat in his new Toyota Camry I did not know what to expect.  I was just along for the ride and excited to get a glimpse of my brother’s world.  It was ten o’clock now and my twelve o’clock curfew was quickly approaching.  Being the son of strict parents did not provide us with the option to come home late.  It took most of the night to just find the damn place, which left us with just under two hours of time to party.


After driving for well over an hour exploring the lack of everything that Victoria has to offer, we finally found our destination.

 “She said to drive down this dirt road, over the two cattle guards, and then her driveway should be on the right,” my brother recalled the directions as we slowly approached the creepy house with several familiar cars parked out front.  “See, I told you I knew where it was,” he said in his usual sarcastic tone.

 Sanjay did not enjoy being in Victoria and was always looking for ways to avoid the severe boredom.  Like me, he used sarcasm as an escape from the depressive state which Victoria drives its youth.  High school parties were just another escape.

*
*
*


It was especially dark that night: there was no moon, and since we were out in the middle of nowhere there were no neighborhood lights to help us see the path to the front door.  Besides the shadowy image of the house and cars, all that could be seen from the driveway was a dim porch light with a series of fuzzy images flashing across it.  As we courageously crossed the dark and grassy front yard, we carefully avoided ant beds and the sprays of water from the sprinklers that were at full force.  Finally making it to the front door with our clothes somewhat damp, we were greeted by Grant and Cory, two of my brother’s close friends from his class.  


“What took you so long?” Grant asked laughing while taking a break from his half smoked cigarette.


“It was Neil’s fault,” my brother said jokingly.  “He is a horrible navigator.”
After chatting with my brother’s cronies for a few minutes, I followed Sanjay through the front door of the eerie house.  The house was a one story, tan, brick house with only a few windows.  I was intimidated by its ghostly appearance.  


The entrance at the front door led directly into the living room where the party was already alive and kicking.  As my brother and I stormed into the room, several of his classmates began to approach us.  While my brother introduced me to several of his colleagues, I observed the craziness going on around me.  

The dim lighting seemed so bright after roaming through the pitch black night.  A familiar radio tune which I had only recently gotten out of my head was blaring from the entertainment center in the corner of the room.  I hate the radio, I thought to myself.  

At the opposite end of the room a guy and his girlfriend were yelling at each other at the top of their lungs.  In the center of the room, a few girls and guys I had seen around our high school gathered as if in deep conversation about something serious.  

Astonished by all that was going on around me, I finally realized I was standing in the entrance alone.  My brother had wandered off leaving me by myself.  Feeling a bit nervous I headed to the kitchen for a drink.  Nothing like a nice cold beer to calm the nerves, I thought to myself. 

As I wandered into the kitchen I encountered crazy Jason, one of my brother’s close friends from childhood.  “Little Sanjay!!” he screamed in his tipsy state.  “Have a beer!” he mumbled as he handed me an ice cold longneck from the fridge.  The first sip was heavenly.  As I poured its icy contents into my mouth my feelings of anxiety quickly vanished.  

The kitchen served as the control center to the rest of the party.  The party goers seemed unable to resist the bright fluorescent lights the kitchen had to offer.  Like bugs attracted to the porch light in the darkness, these people were attracted to the luminescent kitchen.  Soon I found myself desperately searching for my brother in a crowd of about thirty strangers.  As I squeezed my way through the overwhelming number of people I finally came upon a group of familiar faces crowded around the dining room table.  Among them was the face of my brother.

By this time my brother had been well into the second card game of “Circle of Death,” a drinking game in which the losers are required to drink a shit load.  From the looks of it, my brother was losing pretty badly.  I quickly warned him that I only had about a half an hour left to party and that he had to drive me home.  Receiving only a laugh as his response, I began to worry.  How was I going to get home?  Sanjay was wasted.  I was screwed.

Frustrated, I wandered out the front door back into the haunting darkness.  I pulled a fresh cigarette out of the pack of Marlboros that had been crumbled in my pocket.  I searched frantically through my pockets for a lighter as if the cigarette were a life or death matter.  I soon realized that I must have given it to my brother.  Once again I began to panic. 

“Need a lighter?” a voice said from the darkness.  It was Cory.  He was sitting quietly with Grant in his new Jeep.

As I struggled on my approach to the Jeep, I was overtaken by a strong familiar fragrance coming from the passenger seat.  I jumped into the back seat.  Sitting in the passenger seat Grant handed me a lighter to light my cigarette.  A few seconds later he handed me a joint.  

“Aha! I knew I smelt something!” I said as if I had proved my side of an argument.  Having only smoked pot once before, I hesitantly took the reefer from Grant.  I took a couple quick drags and began to cough.  It was much different from smoking a cigarette.  It was much more gratifying.  Along with no longer feeling my arms and legs, I no longer felt worried.  I was stoned and I liked it.  

The remaining thirty minutes of party time quickly went by.  It was midnight and I was not yet home.  Things were not looking good.  I said my goodbyes to Cory and Grant and headed back toward the front door.  I walked back into the living room where I found my brother wasted on the couch.  There was no way he was driving.  Maybe if I just give him some time, I thought.  Nah, fuck it.

“Let’s go, Sanjay. I’m driving.” I grabbed the keys from his lap.  Still having a year left until I could legally drive, my driving experience consisted of driving the golf cart at the country club and riding my lawnmower while doing the yard.  What was I thinking?

I carried my brother to the Camry and stuck him in the passenger seat.  As I sat down in the driver seat my nerves began to set in, but after about a quick five minute lecture from my brother on the basics of driving, I was ready to drive.  

I slowly pulled out of the driveway and headed out on the relentless dirt road.  We were off.  After only a few miles I became comfortable at the wheel.  I drove carefully across the small city to the other side of town.  I felt powerful.  I was in control now.  Everything was fine.  We pulled up to our house around one o’clock in the morning.  An hour late I thought.  Not too bad.  I would deal with it in the morning. 

“Thanks Sanjay,” I said giving my big brother a hug.

“For what? You drove home.  I should be thanking you.” He managed to mumble.

“Thanks for taking me out, letting me go with you.  I’m glad you’re my brother.” I said trying not to sound lame and cliché.  He smiled and went to his room.

Author’s Afterward:


It was challenging to write about an experience which had happened well over five years ago.  It was the first of many interesting nights out with my brother but it was the beginning of a new lifestyle.  As I was writing the article I often ran into the problem of keeping a central theme.  I wanted to show how the experience was a coming of age as well as a revelation of the significance of my relationship with my brother.


Being only two years younger I have always been close to my brother.  He is definitely my biggest role-model and I often find myself copying him.  This night was a special because I was able to see his world.  Throughout my life he constantly opened me up to new experiences and has taught me a lot about myself.  My experience with him at his friend’s party that night helped me to see him in a different light.  I realized I was a lot like him.  


I enjoyed writing this piece and feel it was the best way for the reader to get to know who I am as a writer.  I often find myself using dialogue in my story telling.  It seems to get the main ideas of the story across while bringing the story to life.  

