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Article I – Passing By


It was the twenty-eighth of August, last fall. For the first time in fifteen years I was not preparing to attend my first day of school. After attending grade school and already having been through three shaky years of college I was not prepared for this day. My GPA was steadily declining over the last three years, and I lost my interest for classes and moving forward. My parents bearing down on me, I just couldn’t handle it. I took a leave of absence from school in June. After three years of college I had only completed seventy- three college credit hours at that point. That is exactly forty-eight hours short of completing a bachelor’s degree at Southwestern University. 

* * *

I sat on my futon, sprawled out wearing athletic shorts and a t-shirt. Over the summer it had become my clothing of choice. The lighting in my apartment was slightly dim and since the sun was down there was not any glare on the TV. The sounds in the apartment were a combination of the refrigerator/freezer when it dumped freshly made ice into the ice box along with my TV.  Now the TV was on fairly loud tuned to WWE’s Monday Night RAW. The crazy announcers of the show were louder than the actual wrestling matches themselves. Monday Night RAW is a TV show ostracized by most SU students. But it was a show that I became addicted to over the course of that summer.

I had been leaning back on my futon pillows sipping on an ice cold Bud Light when my cell phone rang from my bedroom. I slowly got up, clicked pause on my TV show and quickly ran over and grabbed my cell phone from my bedroom night stand. I sat down in my suede desk chair in front of the desk I had just finished building. I sat and admired my handy work as I answered the phone. It was my friend Travis, who asked me two simple questions that hit me as if I had just stepped in front of a Sammy Sosa home run swing.


“How was your day? What’d ya do?” he asked. I did not know how to answer. The previous 24 hours flashed before me.

I was driving back from the Georgetown recreational center when my roommate called and asked me, “Hey do you mind not having anyone over tonight? I gotta get some sleep for an early class.”


I thought nothing of it and replied, “Yea sure man, I can do that.” After driving five minutes all the way across Austin Avenue back up to my apartment at Georgetown Place, I couldn’t get a hold of anyone who wanted to hang out that night. I knew it was Sunday night and class started the following day, but there were a lot of Seniors I knew with lax schedules. So I figured we would get together and drink. Sure enough I found a few friends more than willing to hang out that night. When I say hang out, I mean we would go over to Phil Brenner’s house, grab a DVD from my collection, get drunk, watch the movie, and sit around and chat the rest of the evening.


That night, my friends Brock, Phil, Travis, Mike, Ramsey and Keith all went over to Phil’s house. Phil’s house is fairly big for a two bedroom place. He usually leaves his living room lights either off or at dim since he owned a projector screen. When I arrived I was ridiculed by my friends for arriving late. They had already selected a movie to watch. It was the R&B artists R. Kelly’s fifty minute, “Trapped in a Closet” music video. The video is arguably one of the funniest things we had all seen in a while. After watching the movie and hours later after everyone had reached a pleasant state of inebriation, we all began to disperse. 

The conversation that took place that night was nothing significant. Everyone exchanged some information about their upcoming schedules and which professors they had, and we exchanged a few jokes and laughs. It was just great to be in the company of some of my best friends. Some of the seniors talked about already wanting to graduate and job searching or grad school admissions. I didn’t engage in this part of the conversation as much. I just nodded along and sipped my beer. I didn’t want anything to upset me so I just went about the night.  It was what I called good old regular night with some of the Goodfellas. 


After my roommate came and picked me up and took me back to our apartment, I sat in front of my computer. I have a very nice setup in my bedroom. Surround sound at my desk and a large LCD monitor accompanied by a secondary LCD monitor. I used one screen for recreational use and one was for work. I went to check my Southwestern email account. I had nothing, just a bunch of spam. I sat around and watched episodes of Entourage on my computer before falling asleep in my chair. I awoke around three am, with dried saliva on the side of my face, bottled water in one hand and my glasses still on my face. I crawled my way into my bed and passed out.


The following morning (Monday morning) I awoke to my alarm hearing its usual annoying beeping sound at the time of 9:33 A.M. I have always been particular for not setting my clocks on common time. I fell out of bed literally and carried myself to the shower. I went about common morning habits like showering, putting in contacts, brushing my teeth, washing my face and making my way to the kitchen with a headache, looking for breakfast. My apartment was empty already. My roommate and his girlfriend had already left for class. He left some coffee in the pot and had a note on it. The note read, “Hey have a good day, and I left you a cup of coffee.” 


I was due at work at approximately 10:15 in the morning. I made it right on time. At this time, I was holding two jobs at the time. One of them was an on-call data entry job that I did not have to work that particular Monday.   The other was at First Texas Bank at their Data Center.  My official title was check sorter-operator. It’s not exciting. I took all the checks that came into the First Texas Banks of five cities, Georgetown, Round Rock, Killeen, Lampasas, and Belton. Then I ran them through a check sorting machine. The building always made me feel like was in an institution. The inside of the building had bright white walls and about a 10 foot high ceiling. 

I worked my shift with seven other ladies and two other guys. All the ladies were middle aged and half of them smoked. I always made sure I kept a reasonable distance from their smoke breath and smoke stench. It’s the sort of smell that makes a lot of non-smokers gag a bit. 

My job had a lot of dead time in between runs of checks. My first big break came around 12:30 when the other check sorter operator arrived. He and I were two completely different people and had one common interest. We both loved comics. We would sit around and talk comics for a good chunk of the time and then we would trade books and read them. 

I left work at 2pm that afternoon. It was really sunny outside. I had spent all morning inside a basically windowless building the sun actually hurt a little bit. I drove back to my apartment in my brand new Honda Accord that I had received just two weeks earlier. I kept thinking all day it’s really not that bad. I mean, I’m just keeping the same schedule from this past summer. 


I arrived home slightly worn out from drinking the night before and having to stand up for four hours straight. I plugged my phone into my charger in my bedroom and went back out to the living room and laid down on the couch. I turned the TV on and played a TV recording of “Law and Order: SVU.” I had seen the episode before so I became drowsy. I ended up taking a nap on my futon the rest of the afternoon. I awoke around seven that evening, with my contacts sticking to my eyes and my throat parched from thirst. 

After chugging a few glasses of Georgetown tap water, I went to my bathroom and dropped some rewetting drops in my eyes. The contacts loosened up and came into focus. I walked into my bedroom area and checked my phone. I had eight missed calls in four hours. Three of the calls were from my overbearing and overprotective and always disappointed mother. The other three came from my constantly worrying older brother, Rahul. He struggled early in undergraduate school before turning things around.  At this point he was preparing for his third and final year of law school at Texas Tech. The other two calls were from close friends in high school. I figured he would just start lecturing me as well. 

Not everyone knew, but everyone close to me knew about my situation. I didn’t even have to check the voicemail to know what they were calling to ask about. In disgust I didn’t return any of their calls until I felt ready. So to take my mind off my current situation I popped in a movie. I turned on the movie LA Confidential. It was one of my favorites. I figured it would cheer me up a bit. The movie passed by and slowly my missed phone calls slipped my mind. After the movie I turned the TV on and watched Monday Night Raw. 

* * *


It was about 10 o’clock on Monday night, when Travis called. He asked me two simple questions, “How was your day? What’d ya do?”


I realized at this point this is what the next five months were going to be like. Nothing was going to change. I had no deadlines, no papers, no projects, no intellectual interaction with fellow college students. I lost all my school privileges. I had no tennis team, no violin lessons, no intramurals, not even active status in my fraternity. I had hit the proverbial ‘brick wall’ in life. I was beginning to realize that this is what I was supposed to learn and experience. This was the beginning of life without a college education. It hit me that I had to live paycheck to paycheck. All I had was to make sure I made rent each month and had enough food to feed me. While all this was running through my mind I had Travis still on the phone, “Hey Ro, are you still there? Can you hear me?”


“Yea, yea, I’m here.” I replied.


“So what’d ya do after work?” Travis asked once more.


 I let all the thoughts run through my head once more and I gathered myself and replied, “Well, Cas’, I did absolutely nothing.” After staying on the phone for a few minutes more letting him tell me about his day I hung up and sat in my computer chair. I clicked on the folder labeled, “My Pictures” My folder is carefully dated and organized by event. I toggled through all of the college albums I had. I decided it was time that I finally accomplished something. All the memories, all the fun, all the bad times, it should count for something. But I couldn’t let that be what defined me. I didn’t want it all to end there. I wanted to make more college memories. 


I kept thinking all day that Monday was the beginning of the end for me. I kept thinking I’ll probably get stuck working dead end jobs, barely making ends meet and being slightly miserable. Instead I decided to call my mother back. 

I’ve ignored my mother’s phone calls before and held off on calling her back many times. She’s rarely the person I want to call when I’m upset. But this was probably one of the best decisions I’ve ever made in my life. I cried on the phone for a bit but for the first time in a long time she gave me words of encouragement that I hang onto this day:

“It’s going to be tough. It’s supposed to be. You put yourself in this position. You can get out. You always can get out. You’re the one out of the three that I believe can overcome any odds,” she said. My mother was referring to my two brothers, Rahul and my younger brother Sachin. My little brother was starting his junior year of high school. Unlike I was he’s a much better student than I ever was in high school. He’s the golden child. I’m the black sheep. I’ve always heard comparisons to both of my brothers. She continued on to say, “You have always had to dig yourself out of a hole, climb out of this one. You can do it. I love you and good night Ro.”

AUTHOR’S AFTERWORDS:


I don’t consider myself a strong writer. I’ve always struggled grammatically and as everyone found out. I struggle quite a bit with proper structure. I’ve made big changes towards the beginning and at the end a little bit. Using the suggestions in class I worked out details and the story flow but explaining certain other aspects of my situation. My goal was specifically not to drop a massive bomb shell late in the piece. It was the lack of punch at the end that I wanted. I wanted the reader to understand that I was panicking about how mundane my routine had become and how it would continue on through the rest of the semester or worse, forever. I’m hoping that this adjusted version has accomplished that exactly. 

