
"You are not going anywhere; if you want to study, study in India, or stay at home 
and do the chores."
These were the exact words of my parents two years ago. 
Did they break me?
Were they able to sap my energy?
No, they didn't. 
I didn't know if I was going to pursue my education in the United States or not, but 
something inside me kept me going.

My mental health, eating disorders, despair, and negativity have plagued me for 
the past few years. Covid-19 had its share of hardships, but it helped me forge a 
closer relationship with my parents. According to my parents, I was healthy, but as 
they say, 'Disability is not always visible.' Slowly, I convinced them. After that, I had 
to figure out exactly what I wanted to study next.
It took me almost six months to finalize my major- the Internet of Things. Being a 
rare major, everyone advised me to pursue common majors like computer science, 
electrical, or mechanical engineering. Being a rebel, I decided to pursue it. After I 
applied for Spring 2021, I learned there are no scholarships that I can apply to in 
Spring. Again, people advised me to pursue another major in another university, 
but by that time, I was so determined that I decided to wait till Fall 2021. This time I 
searched for the scholarships in advance. I talked with alumni and current 
students and improved my overall profile by learning different skills, taking various 
jobs, getting hands-on experience. This was the time when I learned about my 
passion for teaching. I tried everything I could; I worked for 18 hours, studied hard, 
and taught students from all over the world. Finally, I got the scholarship, and I 
couldn't stop crying. I remember crying the whole night when I got an email from 
the university. My efforts, time, all mental breakdowns, everything was justified. 
   Time passed, and I had my first ever international flight to Miami. Filled with 
mixed emotions, I stepped in Miami just to know the person who was going to pick 
me up had some urgent work and couldn't pick me up. I sat in the airport, cursing 
my fate; I didn't know anything about Miami except all the scary things my 
relatives and friends told me. Thankfully, the Indian guy I met in Doha dropped me 
from his uncle's car at the dorm. I came into the room and got to know none of my 
roommates were in the dorm. They were supposed to bring utensils as it would be 
very heavy for me to carry them from India. Also, the 8th street kitchen and 
everything would start after five days. I didn't have any vessel to cook, neither 
glass to drink water nor toilet paper. Again, thanks to my fate, an Indian guy from 
downstairs came to my help and provided me with the things. The first day ended 
somehow.
     I tried starting my sim card and international debit card the next day. My mobile 
was outdated to use that sim card(I got it from a university I had applied to with 
FIU). The debit card was registered on my Indian number, which due to obvious 
reasons, stopped sending any messages. Later that day, I went shopping with an 
elder Indian sister who is a citizen here and doing a Ph.D. in FIU. She paid for 



everything I bought. So far, so good.
     Slowly, I got acquainted with the university campus and the BBC with all the 
difficulties. Yes, BBC because I had classes in BBC in my first ever semester. But 
that was slowly helping me for something bigger(I will mention it later in the 
essay). While getting to know everything about the campus, one person inspired 
me the most - My Peer Advisor. He helped me to socialize, to manage my mental 
health, and to push myself towards something better. While meeting all these 
great people and exploring campus, that night came, making me go into my shell 
again. After studying, my roommates and I were going to the dorm from the library; 
we came across some drunk guys. They started asking me vulgar questions, and I 
was really scared. I had heard that they might have guns and they molest people. 
We came home without saying a word to them, and I felt very guilty. I should have 
reported that incident, but I didn't have to courage to speak against it in a different 
country. 
       While knowing about the campus, I wanted to know about Miami as a city. In 
India, many societal thoughts on body color, LGBTQ communities, woman 
empowerment, etc. differ from those in Miami. I noticed people have a lot more 
freedom here than in India regarding public display of affection, wearing flag 
merch, possessing a gun, and nightlife. My first trip was to South Beach, and I was 
embarrassed. I was wearing a beach gown while everyone was in bikinis with 
perfect bodies. I felt insecure, timid, and unconfident about my body and clothes. I 
am vegetarian, which already limits what I can eat, and this insecurity and eating 
disorder took a huge toll on me. I started skipping meals and observing people 
around me more and more. I felt inferior amongst people carrying themselves with 
confidence. Because of this, I started getting sick very often. I stopped talking and 
socializing. I was comparing myself with everyone; I felt America and its people 
would never accept me for who I am. Every course I took in my first semester 
forced me to talk with people and work in groups. I always feared getting hated by 
the people in my team and became a people pleaser.
        I feel grateful for the people in my life. My roommates and two classmates 
noticed all these troubles I was going through, and they made me realize my 
potential, strengths, and mistakes. They helped me through everything slowly, and 
so did my IDH 1002 instructor. I talked with my instructor about my social anxiety 
on the first day of class, and he made me feel comfortable about it; he gave me 
time. I slowly started putting my opinions in the course and the outside world. 
        My peer advisor and Indian friends always supported me with all these 
individuals. My peer advisor encouraged me to become a Peer Advisor and help 
international students find their way around the campus. My Indian friends advised 
me to take up learning assistant jobs as well as they gave me their professor's and 
lab's information to apply for research positions. They helped me to socialize and 
slowly reduced my social anxiety.
        This is my second semester here at FIU. I am training as a Peer Advisor and 
Learning Assistant; I am on the executive board for three organizations while 
taking seven courses. I am content with what I am doing. Maybe it is not 



something very big for other people, but it's surely an achievement for me. I feel 
more confident about myself, my body, present, and future. I sometimes get 
overwhelmed, but these people keep motivating me. I had a lot of misconceptions 
about the people here; slowly, they are erasing; I am getting to know the culture 
here. 
         Coming to Miami was indeed a cultural shock for me, but globalization helped 
me in the process. I met fellow Indians, people with the same hobbies and 
interests, mentors, and great friends. It was hard but worth it. I would like to end 
my essay with the most important thing I learned here: looking at the world from a 
wider perspective. There is a famous Ukrainian proverb: "You don't really look at 
the world if you only look through your window." 


