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her. 

"Okay, then you tell him I wanted to do that." 

"Okay." 

"Gret ... " he said from his perch, fifteen feet away. It was almost as ifhe had her timed 

"Gret, before you go, look at me! Look at me and tell me you don't love me anymore." 

"Gret, come on ... " I heard impatience in T.J's voice. 

As she was getting up, she looked at me with those sullen, empty eyes. Her voiced 

trailed off as she said, "I don't love you anymore, Tim." I watched her turn and leave. Of course 

he joined her and walked extra close as they went back to Shively Hall. What I saw as I watched 

them walk away was like watching the master scold his pet for being bad, or a parent disciplining 

a child. I'm sure he was scolding her in some way. I sat there and watched them both walk 

around the comer out of sight. I saw a long and romantic portion of my life slip from my grasp 

and into the night. Gret had touched me like no other. She challenged me to love her back as 

much as she loved me. She wanted to marry me. She wanted to be with me forever. I had not 

returned that commitment. My fears and my pride stood in the way. What I feared the most 

before the school year even started had come true. Not only was Gret not with me, but also she 

was with someone who seemed untrustworthy. I looked up at the sky for answers. 

I couldn't move for a while. When I finally stood up, my legs were gelatin. I looked 

around. Where was Hawse? Where was my friend whom I confided in and would need right 

now? I looked up at the four-story library. He was not in any of the windows. I was walking 

towards the library doors when over my shoulder I hear someone say my name. 

"Tim! Tim! Hey, are you okay." I was surprised to see Aaron Keppert. 

"Aaron, what are you doing here? Where's Hawse?" 
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"He's around here somewhere. I stood over there behind a tree just to keep an eye on 

you. Hawse told me about everything. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. Are you?" 

"I need to sit down." I shakily sat down on the steps of the library. "Aaron. This is 

tough. This hurts." My voice cracked. 

"You need me to do anything?" Aaron's sentences were even quicker than usual. Just 

then I saw a person come sprinting towards me out ofthe lighted library doors. It was Hawse. 

"Timmy! Timmy! You all right? I got here as fast as I could ... that damn elevator." 

"Hawse, I can't take this, man ... I'm hurting'" I started to cry. I fell into his arms and 

wept. The sheer emotion of what just happened overtook me like a gust of wind. 

"Come on Timmy, you'll be all right. This is the hardest part, right here." I couldn't feel 

my legs moving. Hawse helped support me. I was an injured football player who sacrificed 

everything to stop a touchdown run, but I came up short and injured myself despite the valiant 

attempt. Hawse was the trainer helping me off the field. Aaron was his assistant, carrying my 

returned items from Gret. 

I had my hand over my face for the entire distance that we walked. Hawse was my 

lifeline. We stumbled into his room. Stacy showed up shortly after. She came right to me on 

the old red couch and hugged me. I was crying and I did not care. I let all of my emotions spill 

out onto her shirtsleeve. Katrina and Ellen showed up shortly after. They were all gathered 

around me in Hawse and Aaron's small room in Baker Hall. I retold what had just happened to 

me about an hour before. I clung to the attention and empathy ofthose individuals in the room 

that night. 

After reliving the events of our relationship to each of my friends, after the pain, and after 

all the tears, my friends responded. I was encouraged by praises and compliments. They told me 
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that they knew of no one else who could have gone through what I did. Stacy recounted 

instances where I had helped her and Hawse. Everyone seemed to agree in unison with nods and 

grins. I had never felt so lost and so alone, yet so loved all at the same time. 

47 



-

-. 

Chapter 8: Admittance 

"We can try to avoid making choices by doing nothing, but even that is a decision." 

-Gary Collins 

Everyone except Aaron walked me back to Whitcraft Hall. It was almost like a visiting 

home for everyone since they had all lived there the last one or two years. Everyone left after a 

few minutes except for Hawse. I had the usual Tuesday night staff meeting to attend. Hawse 

said he would wait till I got back. During that staff meeting I felt like quitting. Looking around 

the room I saw everyone talking, looking about, worrying about housing issues. It was all 

meaningless compared to the anguish that was devouring my spirit. I looked dejected and I 

didn't care. Someone quickly asked after the meeting, "Tim, hey man, you all right?" I quickly 

nodded and squeezed my way out of the conference room on the seventh floor. I'm sure others 

noticed, but I didn't care. 

I was grateful that Hawse was there when I got back. I vented with him the irrelevance 

of my being an RA and dealing with housing and my staff during this critical time. Hawse 

concurred. Here was a guy that lived next to me all last year and did every trick in the book to 

bend the rules, swindle in beer, and help others do the same all the while being president of the 

Penguin council. All ofthe rules he bent and broke didn't matter right then. Nothing else 

mattered. 

The next day I awoke and went about my day and my week, trying to stay sane. There 

were some people whom I needed to tell. There were some whom I didn't want to tell. The 

problem was that my homework was starting to slip. I was getting behind in my assignments and 

my interest in academic content. I would go to my class and watch the professors teach. There 

would be no sound, no sense, and no emotion. What did the professors at the front of the class or 

the students in the class have to share with me that would brighten my world from the gloom of a 
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lost love? Their lips would move but nothing would come out. My classes had become shadows 

to me. F's on test, skipped quizzes, and late homework: these were things that I worried about 

for over fifteen years of education. They did not mean much to me. It culminated the following 

Friday when I skipped all of my classes and headed home. I had told just about all of my friends 

about my relationship with Gret coming to an abrupt halt. It was now time to go back to my 

roots, back to my home in Plainfield. Thursday night I had shakily told my dad that Gret and I 

broke up. I did not let on how upset I was because once again I anticipated his initial reaction. 

Phrases such as "you'll be okay Timmy" and "it's all for the better, you just need to focus on 

your studies, 'cause gosh dam it, you're almost graduated." I needed to finalize my sorrow with 

my parents. 

As I sat on the couch, weeping bitterly and harshly, I barely got out the words to sum up 

what had happened. I think both of my parents were surprised at how upset I was over this. I 

had not cried like this in so long. They just sat there and listened, in awe. Of course they 

immediately showered me with encouraging words heard by any child who had over-protective 

parents who could see no fault in their son or daughter when it came to matters ofthe heart. 

They were, however, somewhat cautious in what they said. I did not toss aside their haste 

support as I normally did. I instead welcomed it because, quite frankly, I needed it. 

I was anticipating a long and meaningful two days to rest over the weekend. Katrina and 

Ellen ended up surprising me by taking me down to Bloomington Saturday night. We were 

going to stay with Katrina's friend Doug. I had met Doug about this time last year when Katrina 

took Gret and I down to visit. Doug was a very straightforward guy. His jokes were dry and 

crisp. He was a typical guy, but he also wouldn't hesitate to talk to you about relationships. We 

didn't talk about my situation because Katrina probably had already filled him in. For a short 
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while, I felt relief. The only glitch was the seemingly unusual sleeping arrangements. I slept on 

the floor next to the hide-a-bed that Ellen slept on in the living room. Katrina slept on the floor 

in Doug's room. Katrina and Doug seemed to scamper offto bed early instead of talking with 

Ellen and me. Now Katrina and Doug had been good friends since high school. Their 

relationship was that of close siblings. Of course, El and I joked about the possibilities of those 

two. It was as if they had some urgent gossip to discuss. 

The next morning we were all sitting around discussing this and that. We got on the topic 

of an individual who now was living on Gret's floor who also happened to be good friends with 

my ex-girlfriend, Jennifer Moore. Jennifer was my high school sweetheart, my first love, my 

first everything. Our relationship ended with the harsh reality of growing apart and was finalized 

with Gret entering my life. But Katrina kept mentioning her in an unusually spiteful tone. She 

kept referring to what she did several times. 

"All right, Katrina! What is going on? What did Jennifer do? You keep talking about 

her?" 

"Oh Timmy, you don't want to know." 

"Come on. What is it?" 

"Tim, she cheated on you." 

Dead silence. Our playful banter was stopped with uncomfortable looks. The air in my 

lungs went out. I almost started to float again. But I caught myself. I was in the midst of 

realizing that the two relationships that have lasted roughly the last three years of my life were in 

vain. They had no meaning for me at that point. My past relationship with Jennifer lost its 

meaning because the bond oftrust had been broken. My body was numb for the rest of our visit 

and on the car-ride back to my house in Plainfield. Katrina and Ellen gave me as much support 
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as they could. I led them to believe that I was all right, that it was in the past and that I needed to 

put it all behind me. But I was hollow inside. 

I tried to gather my pride and my feelings during the weeks that followed. It was hard to 

look up for. I wanted to hide my pain and sorrow and get on with everything. I was a student, I 

was an RA, and I was graduating college in a little over a year and a half. But none of that 

mattered. 

I believe it was my second F on a test in one of my math classes that told me it was time 

to confide in one of my professors. That professor happened to be my academic advisor, Dr. 

Whitley. So far in my academic career our relationship had been formal. That changed when I 

opened up and told him what was going on in my personal life. I felt weak and vulnerable telling 

him my story, but I needed support from above if I was to pull out of my current slump. I had 

been getting A's and B's throughout my three years at Ball State. A 3.5 grade point average was 

respectable indeed, but it was now in jeopardy. Dr. Whitley understood and was very 

supportive. I felt a loving, fatherly support that I had never thought to look for. He even offered 

to talk to my professors and explain the dilemma of my current progress with my past 

achievements. I declined his offer and said that I would do so myself. He ended by giving me 

some unusual advice. He suggested going to the counseling center at Lucina Hall. I was brought 

back a little from that suggestion. Seeking professional counseling was the last thing on my 

mind. I think he saw this in my eyes because he reassured me that they could suggest ways to 

help refocus on my energies on my studies rather than my sorrow. I politely thanked him and 

left. I walked out of the Robert Bell building for the first feeling refreshed and confidant 

Perhaps there was strength in admitting weakness. 
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The next couple days I went about writing brief notes and e-mails to each of my 

professors telling them that I was in the middle of personal struggles and that my recent 

performance was not in conjunction with my usual academic performance. I also wrote I would 

be starting to do whatever necessary in order to bring my grade up. Most ofthem gave me a 

brief and positive response save one. Dr. Kerry Burch wrote me an intriguing e-mail. 

Tim-
Hey, no problem, man. I know what you're going through. Let me know if there is 
anything I can do to help. Stop by sometime so we can talk about your book. 
Kerry 

Unbelievable. It was as ifhe saw, in that short e-mail, everything that was going on. The book 

he referred to was one that we were to read and analyze for the end ofthe semester. I stopped by 

his office the next day. 

"Tim! Hey! How are you?" I pleasantly greeted as I entered his office and sat down. 

"Not too bad, all things considered." 

"Well do tell. What's going on?" He seemed very at ease and reassuring as he inquired. 

"Well, it's like this ..... " and I proceeded to tell him my story. I actually told him more 

details than I told Dr. Whitley whom I had known for over two years. He listened. I finished the 

story by describing T.1. The words that the good Doctor Burch uttered next not only 

encapsulated his persona, but shocked me with a new breath of life and a charismatic 

understanding: 

"Well fuck him." 

"Come again?" I uttered. 

"Fuck him. This guy sounds like a real nut job." 

"Uh .... " 
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"No really, Tim, he does. And man, they way you handled it. To have enough strength 

to sit there and pour your heart out to her, and have him sit a few feet away ... I'm not sure in 

could have done that. You got some balls, Tim." 

And that was Doctor Kerry Burch's take on my situation. Wow. He suggested Damien 

to read for my book. He said it might help my cause. He also suggested writing Gret a letter that 

I would never send to her. It was something he had done when he went through a similar 

situation while studying in Hawaii. When he had finished, it was 18 single-spaced pages. He 

told me to let him know ifthere was anything I needed from him. Once again I left another Ball 

State building, this time Teachers College, refreshed. 

By now I had told a lot of people what was going on with me. My staff, my professors, 

and my friends all knew and understood what was going on, and I had the support that would last 

me the rest of the semester. The rest was up to me. The one thing that occurred to me was that I 

had a floor of nearly forty individuals who looked up to me for guidance. I realized it was time 

to focus on them, and maybe we could help each other. It was time to turn to the Penguins. 
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- Chapter 9: A Penguin, a Toga, and a Party 

"They may forget what you said, but they will never forget how you made them feel. " 

-Carl W. Buccaneer 

Third floor, Whitcraft Hall: this was where it all happened. Hanging out, playing video 

games, and talking on the phone were but a few of the things the residents of Three East would 

do on a typical night. We weren't unlike other floors in the donns at Ball State, but we did have 

a mascot that identified who we were. He was a big black and white penguin with bulging 

orange beak and a signature "3" tattooed on his upper right comer of his torso. Affectionately 

named Gweedo, our mascot stood proud on the wall outside of our bathrooms. The names of 

honorary Penguins were being added daily. 

Part of our assignment as an RA, handed down from the hall directors, was to interview 

each of our residents. Not all the RA's were able to do this. I think in the end I got to about 

seventy-five percent of my residents. The few that I interviewed early on turned out to be the 

one who were most involved and who cared about the floor the most. Penguins like Mark Obie, 

Todd Gibbons, Branden Berger, Bill Vault, Tom Crubill were the ones who stood out and took 

charge of the floor early and often. I even had an ongoing program of the guys taking me around 

to each person on the floor and re-introducing me as the RA. If they did that, they earned free 

pizza compliments ofthe floor funds. Tom Crubill and Branden Berger were the only two who 

accomplished the feat. 

As the days passed I would tell a few Penguins this and that about my break up with Gret. 

I didn't want to tell too much, however. I wanted to focus on our floor and making it a true 

community. The focus point of my venture was the Toga Party. It was technically the second

annual Penguin Toga Party. Hawse had originally come up with the idea the previous year. But 

this year was going to be bigger and better. We wanted to make it campus-wide and in a location 
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- for all to see. I gathered my thoughts on the Toga Party into a fonnal proposal that was about 

three pages long. I distributed it to each room on the floor, the hall directors, and the other RA's. 

The hall directors were a little shocked that I would try such and undertaking of this proportion 

so soon. They even challenged me a little bit. But I would not yield. I would constantly talk 

about it at staff meetings, hall council meetings, and of course, Penguin Council meetings. I sold 

the Penguins on it early. It was just a matter of rallying everyone. Each floor ofthe Studebaker 

West would have their own table or booth with a different activity that sponsored their floor. 

-

As we planned and rallied, something peculiar happened. We began to lean on each 

other. We helped each other out where necessary. We empowered one another. We 

reacquainted ourselves with each other again and again until there was a sense of brotherhood. 

We were the Penguins and nothing was going to stop us in our venture. Pep talks from myself 

and Hawse made us more excited about the prospect of a campus-wide party. This party was 

going to happen and we were going to make it happen. 

We made fliers. We put up posters. We talked it up with everyone we met. We ordered 

pizza to sell. We had drawings and raffles planned. We got with the university about supplying 

power and lights. Jerome LeClure, my friend and socialist RA from the fourth floor, volunteered 

the services of his band, Daddy's Music Band, and another band for a meager seventy-five 

dollars each. Floor president Jimbo Rizzary advertised a Penguin-produced commercial on his 

radio show. 

We did get some resistance from StuWest Hall Council. There were some that were 

opposed outright to the whole idea, arguing that this event pertained only to the Penguins of 

Three East. This argument was particularly led by a couple of misfits from the fourth floor (who 

were infamously known as the G's). We finally did get nominal backing oftwo hundred dollars. 

55 



,-

-

But it was on the contention that we would pay it back with later fundraisers. After one 

particularly harsh council meeting, the girls from the seventh floor rallied together for us and 

took up a collection of quarters to help our cause. It wasn't much, but the thoughts behind us 

boosted our confidence even more. 

The notion came about for Hawse and I to do our famed Blues Brothers act. We had 

become known for performing occasional lip-syncs of old blues tunes that would make John 

Belushi and Dan Akroyd proud. Jerome had suggested that we put on our attire and actually sing 

behind his band. Hawse and I ecstatically agreed and practiced the trademark song Soul Man 

with Daddy's Music Band. 

As the day approached, more and more flyers were spotted in and around campus. I 

believe it was Penguin Mark Obie who thought of renting a Penguin costume to have at the party 

and to pass out flyers at Ball State's busiest intersection, the Scramble Light. I even sent letters 

to as many radio and TV stations as I could. One radio station responded. It happened to be 

Muncie's own WLBC. They offered us a few minutes of airtime the day of the party to get the 

word out to "the greater Muncie metropolitan area." To top it off, we had eye-catching ads in 

Ball State's Daily News, Indiana University's The Daily Student, and Purdue's Exponent. We 

figured we might as well invite other state universities. 

Friday, October 2, 1998 arrived. Never had I been so busy and occupied in one single 

day. This Toga Party had become my life's ambition over the last few weeks. It was an event 

that encompassed a great deal ofleadership and ingenuity. I was happy to burden myself with 

most of the labor and effort. It occupied my mind, and for a brief time, my heart. I knew that 

Gret would have seen some of the flyers considering I had some sent to each RA on campus. I 
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knew that she would see them and think that I was doing all right, that I had moved on and was 

enjoying myself. For all purposes, I was okay this day, the day of the party. 

We had a great time talking on the radio that morning. Several of us got together to chant 

the famed "Toga! Toga! Toga!" from the college-favorite movie "Animal House." The 

Penguin costume at the Scramble Light passed out flyers and received a lot of compliments. 

Immediately after my last class, I began to work on setting up the front lawn of Stu West. That 

was about at two o'clock in the afternoon and I wouldn't stop moving until 1 o'clock that night. 

It was well worth it. 

The guys on the floor started to show up and help. The band we there especially early to 

set up their equipment. Almost everyone involved in the set up had an "Penguin Back-Stage 

Pass." It was corny and cute, and it sold. There were tables and chairs to set up, lights to string 

up, and all the excitement and anticipation in the world. There were smiles on everybody's 

faces. Then there was the marvelous Penguin flag that had been constructed during that last two 

weeks. It was merely a king-size white bed sheet with out mascot painted on the front and back. 

Hawse, Branden Berger and myself hopped in his convertible and took that flag all over campus, 

whooping, hollering, screaming at the top of our lungs: "Go Penguins! Toga! Toga party at 

StuWest! Be there!" It was momentous. 

Everyone finished setting up. The hour had arrived. It was 8:00 p.m. Even after the 

school year was over, there were some who came up to me and told me that out of all the parties 

they had been to at Ball State, the Penguin Toga Party was the best. People from all over 

campus showed up, decked out in togas of many colors. Daddy's Music Band started playing. 

The party came alive. There was dancing, screaming, and cheering. Everyone participated in 

something that night. Someone represented nearly every floor in the Mark E. Studebaker West 
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Complex. We had a couple of cameras running, documenting the event. The Penguin costume 

was on hand, being worn by different people throughout the night. We had several fundraisers 

such as food for sale, pictures with the Penguins, kiss a Ladybug (mascot of the Three West 

girls), and even a donation bucket. More and more people showed up. We became louder and 

crazier. Everyone's excitement fed off one another. The culmination of the night's events 

occurred after Jerome's band finished their last song. The Blues Brothers were next. Hawse and 

I had our suits on hand and ready to go. Penguin President Jimbo Rizzary introduced us as 

Jerome slapped his base and the guitarist upped the tempo: 

"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to tonight's Toga Party here at the beautiful 
Studebaker West front lawn. We hope you're all enjoying yourself. And now, for your 
viewing entertainment, straight from the Joliet State Penitentiary in Rock Island, Illinois, 
Joliet Jake and Elwood Blues, The Blues .. . Brothers !" 

I felt a rush of adrenaline shoot through me as Hawse and I walked up on stage. For the 

first time, there was a live band behind us. During that brief moment in time, we were the Blues 

Brothers. We danced, we sang, and we choreographed to perfection. The response from the 

crowd was enormous. Later, Jerome told me he never had a crowd respond that way in all of the 

shows that the band had performed. Everyone was packed around the stage screaming and 

dancing as hard as they could. 

After the song, we departed off stage. But I immediately came back up on stage with my 

sunglasses and hat removed. I had planned a special song to dedicate to a certain group of 

people. 

"Hey anyone see Elwood?" Everyone laughed in unison. "I would just like to thank all 

of you for coming out tonight. The Penguins have been working on this thing for quite some 

time, and because of you, it was a success." A few people cheered. "You know, there were a lot 

of freshmen here tonight who worked on getting this thing together. And I know that as a 
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- freshman, you get razzed a little bit. I'm here to tell you freshmen that you aren't inferior to all 

the upper classmen. It was because of you that tonight happened and I would like to dedicate 

this next song to all of the freshmen here tonight. And remember, I'm not a senior, I'm a fourth 

year freshman." Everyone went crazy, and with a quick signal, the band's sound guy started up 

the song We Were Merely Freshmen. 

A little later, Ladybug RA Elizabeth Gibbs came up to me and told me that I was her new 

hero. She told me that what I said after we performed took a lot of guts and not many would 

have done that. After a big hug, I got back into my Toga and continued on with the party. 

Unfortunately, the band that followed Jerome's band was not on par with the tempo of 

the party. They played an unusual mix of country and heavy metal that nobody seemed to 

appreciate. But we made the most of it. After the band's last song, most of our partygoers had 

already left. Only the residents of Three East Whitcraft remained. We labored into the night and 

cleaned everything up. The rain started to fall as if signaling the end of the night and the end of 

our fun, at least for a while. After everything was put up, Hawse and I sat wearily up in my 

room, trying to absorb all that we had experienced in the last six hours. 

"We did it Timmy." 

"We sure did, Hawse." 
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- Ch. 10: Rebirth 

"Our greatest glory is not in never falling, but in rising every time we fall. " 

-Confucius 

The Toga Party was over and we had made our mark on campus, including Studebaker 

West. lt was now up to me to make the most of what time I had left before fall break. My 

grades were status quo: at or below "C" level. My professors knew what was going on with me, 

but I had been slow in my delivery as far as catching up and improving. I was doing just enough 

to get by in each class. The plan was to merely survive until fall break was over. Only then 

would I be able to catch up on everything. 

Some days were longer than others. I would sit on my couch in my room at times and 

gaze out the window in a hopeless stupor. My heart still ached. Gret would haunt my dreams. I 

would dream about us making love, only to wake up to the reality that she was making love to 

another. Other times I found myself wondering in would ever love someone again, at least 

close to the same way I loved Gret. What about my other female friends? What about the ladies 

on my staff? What in was scarred so much that I couldn't love again? Such questions 

frightened me. 

lt also didn't help that I would get occasional reports on the whereabouts and happenings 

of Gret and T.J. I would hear such things from friends and acquaintances, but mostly from 

Katrina. She tried to keep in touch with Gret as much as was allowed by T.J. Katrina would 

also remind me how much Gret had changed. I didn't want to hear it. The pain would silently 

pierce me with each bit of information about the woman I had loved. 

On a sadder note, we learned that Jimbo's mother was getting worse. She had been 

battling cancer for nearly four years. Once again, the Penguins had a rallying point: to support 

Jimbo. Fall break finally came and before Jimbo left for home I got the impression that the 
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situation at the Rizzary household was growing more critical. Fall break wasn't going to be 

much of a break for limbo. 

On Friday evening before fall break I decided to go for a run. It would be the first time I 

had exercised in over two months. This would be my turning point. I was going to run the 

frustration, pain, and remorse out of my system. The evening hours loomed as I ran. Most of 

campus was deserted. I cherished it. There was hardly anyone around to tell me what to do or 

when to do it. I was my own boss. I knew that over the next four days I would be working my 

ass off in order to get caught up on all of my assignments for the four classes in which I was 

behind. I ran with courage. I felt the blood course through my veins. I breathed hard with each 

step. I was beginning to feel the burden of my heartache alleviate. I ran all around campus and 

even on a few ofthe side streets of Muncie. I kept a strong pace for the duration of my run 

which lasted over an hour. I was fueled on the emotions of the past two months and I let them 

out in a vigorous run. 

I walked slowly back to Whitcraft from where I stopped, which was about a block away. 

The night air cooled me and calmed my spirit. As I walked into my room, the phone was 

nngmg. 

''Timmy! Hi! How are you?" That thick Chicago accent immediately told me it was 

Katrina. 

"Hi Katrina. I thought you were gone for the weekend? What's up?" 

"Oh I know. I'm on my way, but I was just wondering if I could stop and say good bye 

before I leave." 

"Sure no problem." 

"Okay, I'll be over there in a few minutes." 

61 



-

-

-

I thought it strange that Katrina would want to say good bye before she left. I met her 

down at the Whitcraft entrance and walked her up to my room. 

"So, what's the plan for this weekend, Katrina?" 

"Oh, not much. I'm just going home to see my family." 

"So what's up?" 

The look on Katrina's face turned to gloom and to the floor as she sat there on my couch. 

I knew that she was going to tell me more about Gret even though I was getting sick of hearing 

it. And suddenly the pain of heartache returned. 
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Chapter 11: The Demons Return 

"The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who 
strives valiantly; who errs and comes short again and again, who knows the great enthusiasms, the great devotions, 
and spends himself in a worthy cause; who at best, knows the triumph of high achievement; and who, at the worst, if 
he fails, at least fails while daring greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who know 
neither victory nor defeat. " 

-Theodore Roosevelt 

"Tim, there's something I think you should know. You seem like you've been doing 

better these past couple weeks so I think you'll be able to handle this." Katrina went on to tell 

about things that she and Ellen had known for a long time. It involved the individual named T.J. 

who had swept Gret off her feet and took her away from me. She told unsettling stories about 

him. These stories were of sin and betrayal to others on campus. He had been kicked out of a 

fraternity for misconduct. He had several sexual harassment and sexual assault charges filed 

against him. She even told me a specific story of him cheating on two girls. The two girls 

happened to meet by chance. They compared notes and finally tore into him, ending both 

relationships that he carried on simultaneously. But the story that pierced my soul was that he 

used to be married and had a child. He may have beaten his ex-wife. 

I was swept away with her words. It triggered a flood of memories of past events and 

fears current events. I was wary of this guy from the start. I remembered the times I saw Gret 

and T.J. from a far on campus. I would watch them walk with both of their heads down. They 

were walking swiftly to some destination, and they would have lifeless expressions on their 

faces. I remembered all ofthe information about both ofthem from friends; how someone saw 

Gret crying outside of the art building, how Gret was seen crying in class, or how someone 

overheard both of them fighting. Gret was in danger, emotionally and possibly physically. 

Katrina saw my look of despair. She came over to my chair and comforted me. 
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- "Oh Timmy, I'm sorry. I didn't want this to bring you down. E1 and I have been trying 

to contact her. We even sent an anonymous e-mail. We've been trying to meet with her and talk 

to her alone, but that bastard won't let her. He's controlling her." 

I bowed my head in disbelief. 

"Timmy, I know this is hard. But you've got to put this behind you. Don't worry about 

it anymore. This is Gret's decision. There is nothing you can do." 

Her words pierced me even more. How could I do nothing? But even if I did something, 

what could I do? I was lost again. I was on the verge of tears. My renewed feelings of anger 

and despair were compounded with feelings or worry and fear. I was fearful of Gret's safety and 

her well-being. I soon figured out why Katrina spent the night in Doug's room with the door 

shut. She was asking his advice. I could here Doug's words resonate in my head: "Whatever 

- you do, don't tell him." 

-

"So Timmy, I want you to work hard this weekend and get your work caught up. You 

need to focus on you classes right now. Gretchen has chosen to be with T.J. and there is not 

much anyone can do about it. If anything else happens, we'll take care of it. Don't you worry 

about it." 

Katrina finally left. I was alone again, truly alone. The effects of my run had worn off, 

and I was back where I started. The torment of confusion of what to do abounded in my heart 

and mind. I remembered what Kerry Burch would tell us after a long and in-depth discussion in 

his class: "Embrace your confusion, embrace it." I didn't understand what he meant at the time, 

but it was all too clear to me at that point. But instead of embracing my confusion, my confusion 

embraced me. 
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I accomplished nothing that evening, nor the next day. My parents came up to visit me as 

they usually did about once a month. They took me to our usual eating place, the Red Lobster in 

Muncie. It was there that I told them what I had learned from Katrina. They played their parts 

well, as to be expected. 

"Tim, you can't worry about this. Gret has done this to herself. You can't get involved. 

This guy sounds dangerous. Just let her deal with it." My father was sure of what he said and 

how he said it. I had no response. I was kidding myself to think that they would suggest that I 

intervene. When they left me later that day, I was at a stalemate. 

I told fellow staff member Ashley Harold. Ashley and I went back as far as last year. 

She had only recently heard of our break up. I told her of the terrible things I heard about T.J. 

She quickly called her brother who happened to be a cop. She found out how I could get 

confirmation on those police files about T.J. They were, after all, public record. Ashley 

confirmed her support of my situation with a hug. 

I went to my Jerome LeClure, who had grown to be a trusted friend throughout the 

semester. He suggested that I talk to Gret's hall director, Sher Lewis. Sher had been working 

for the housing department for nearly seventeen years and probably had some experience dealing 

with similar situations. He pressed that someone needed to be notified, but I needed to stay out 

ofthe situation as much as possible. He also said not to worry about it as much. Those words 

did not settle well with me. 

It was later that night that I reached Hawse. He had some time off of football for a 

couple of days. I went over to his dorm room at Baker Hall. Upon hearing the news, he quickly 

jumped on the computer. "Let's find out about this guy, Timmy." We looked on the Ball State 

search engine. There were a couple of "Bergans" but only one had the first and last name that 
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would fit the initials "T.J." Thomas James Bergan was listed as a resident of Shively Hall. The 

search engine gave a room number, a phone number, a home address, and a web page. The 

home address was in Lafayette, Indiana. But as soon as I noticed that, Hawse had already 

clicked on his website link. I stepped away to gather my thoughts. 

"I don't know if you should read this Timmy." 

"No, let me see it Hawse. What does it say?" I looked at the web page. It scrolled 

vertically and horizontally. There was basic information, name, and date of birth, interests, 

hobbies and so forth. But the unsettling portion was a poem that he had written on the website. 

The poem described his longing to find a girl who could accept someone with a tainted past It 

also emphasized that he believed God was a loving and forgiving God. The last statement 

confusingly and inappropriately said that his perfect girl would not mind a guy "who had crabs." 

In the midst of all this unsettling information about this fellow, I remembered Katrina saying 

something about how T.J. used to go to Purdue University. Without skipping a beat Hawse was 

e-mailing a close friend from Purdue asking ifhe had ever heard the name ofT.J. Bergan. 

Hawse's friend had a lot offratemity connections and ifT.J. had been in any ofthem, we were 

going to find out. I realized the dedication that Hawse had in his heart by ending the e-mail with 

"it's a matter oflife and death." After more discussion with my good friend Jacob "Hawse" 

Yushenko, I realized that I could not hear anymore on the matter. I told Hawse that ifhe heard 

about anything else happening with Gret or T.J., to not tell me. It was bringing me down. I 

began to realized that I could not handle this, not anymore. 

I was briefly distracted Sunday when Jimbo called me to invite me to the Colts game. I 

picked him up from his Carmel home. I originally thought better of going, but sensing the 

urgency in Jimbo's voice to get away for a while, I complied. After briefly mentioning my new-
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found information to limbo, he confessed to me that he already knew everything. r was taken 

back, but we spoke of it no more. I guess everyone knew but me. 

The remaining days of fall break slowly dripped from my faucet of perception. r tried 

and tried to focus on my late homework assignments. r could not get comfortable anywhere in 

StuWest. I tried the library, the front lawn, nothing. I had lost my motivation. r was 

preoccupied with the worries and desires of my heart. r received little consolation in telling the 

story to a few more close friends. Most of the advice that I received offered little suggestion on 

what exactly to do. "I don't know what to tell you, Tim." "That sucks, you got to tell someone, 

Tim." "Man, how are you getting along, Tim?" I told our trusted hall director, Laura Delice on 

Tuesday evening, the eve before classes began. r requested that she contact Sher Lewis for me. 

r told her the facts of the situation as best r could without sounding partial. I admitted that r 

needed help in getting refocused on my studies. I told her I would be going to the counseling 

and psychological services offered on campus. I had exhausted my resources of family and 

friends, and I realized that r needed a viewpoint from someone "outside of the loop." Dr. 

Whitley's advice had come to a full circle. Laura agreed. She promised to do what she could, 

leaving my name out of the situation wherever possible. 

And so the school week began the next day with a renewed perspective of dread. 

Someone whom r cared for deeply, and loved, was involved with someone who could hurt her 

and control her. I wanted to marry this person. r wanted to show her how wonderful and 

beautiful she was. But I was too late. The time had passed for me to intervene. 

r walked the sidewalks of campus that week in a dazed stupor. There was little meaning 

to my classes. There were moments when r didn't care if! passed or if! failed. I was amazed at 

how r could not remember a time in my academic career when anything came remotely close to 
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interfering with my scholastic achievement. But now it was the last priority in my life. I told Dr . 

Whitley of my new pain and sorrow. We agreed it was time that he intervened and discussed the 

situation with my other mathematics professors. I told Kerry Burch, who was saddened to hear 

about the developments in my predicament. He could offer no advice other than to tarry on and 

make what I could out ofthe rest ofthe semester. 

I decided to write a former resident of the floor who, along with his girlfriend, had been 

one of the sources from which Katrina and EI gathered the information on T.J. His name was 

Alex Booten. His reply to me painted a bleak but concise picture. 

Tim-
Sorry to hear about everything man. Believe me, Ifeelfor you. Yeah, you're right, this 
guy is a psycho. I think he needs a bullet in the head, then ask questions later. Deana 
and I first noticed him earlier in the year at Lucina Hall. We noticed he was with Gret. 
I'm not sure what happened between you guys but I'm sure he had something to do with 
it. This guy is dangerous Tim. Our friend Christina was one of the girls he was cheating 
with. He screwed with her big-time. She wasn't allowed to do anything. He controlled 
everything she did. He was real good with guilt-trips and stuff like that. But Christina 
and the girl he cheated on her with eventually met up. They got together and ripped him 
a new one. He never bothered her again as far as I know. I've heard about him 
screwing with other people since then. Tim, I know you don't want to hear this, but 
you've got to worry about you. It sucks, I know. But I'm not sure what else you can do. 
I'll let you know if I hear about anything serious, like if he hit her or something. I always 
keep an eye out for that kind of stuff. Let me know if there is anything else I can do to 
help. Try to keep your head up. 

Alex 

Alex gave me temporary reassurance. But Gret's safety was not guaranteed. I would tell my 

friends to keep an eye out for Gret. I would tell them that if they hear of anything happening, to 

do something, to tell somebody, but don't tell me. I came to the harsh reality of the 

insignificance, according to my friends, of my position. I was to tarry on, and make the most of 

the rest of the semester. 
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The following Saturday I was to take a portion of the PPST. It was a mandated test for 

teachers. I was actually able to concentrate for the better part ofthe two-four hour sessions. I 

was not hard-pressed for writing when the final essay question stated "describe a time when you 

were deceived." After the test I went to the food court at the Noyer Complex to scrounge what I 

could for dinner. I ran into a good friend from my freshmen year, Alice Reimert. I quickly 

pulled her aside to a comer outside of the exit to the food court. She told me she had heard a 

brief synopsis of my situation. She had seen Gret and T.J. together while she was with her friend 

Mary. Mary had seen T.J. before at several flag corps practices last year. He would have loud 

arguments with his girlfriend at the time. His girlfriend at the time, whose name was Helen, was 

in the flag corps with Mary. Their arguments would get so loud that the corps director finally 

forbade T.J. from coming to watch any more practices. As I relayed my depression to Alice I 

saw her eyes move to the right, eying a couple walking behind me. My back was to the hallway. 

She spit out the words under her clinched teeth, "Tim, don't tum around." I felt a cold chill rush 

through my body. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. Upon a partial glance to my left 

side, I saw them walking swiftly by. It was Gret and T.J. They walked the same way as I had 

seen them previously: head down, expressionless faces, quick and long strides. I knew they 

noticed me even with my back to them. I was wearing my Penguin shirt with my last name 

glaring off ofthe back. As they passed I crumbled to my knees. Alice helped support me. She 

reassured me as best as she could by offering her time whenever I needed her. 

I returned to 373 Whitcraft, my home the last year and a half at Ball State. I locked the 

door to seal myself from the rest of the world. Ignoring the persistent knocks on my door as well 

as the ringing of my phone, I finally drifted into a reluctant slumber. 

69 



- Sunday, October 18 was another closing to a long weekend. A few short hours away 

from the hopeless scholarly grind. I knew my professors were losing their patience with me. 

The last date of withdrawal was this week and I had to decide which classes, if any, I should 

drop. But for the moment, I was just trying to get something accomplished in the remaining 

hours left on that Sunday. I had heard through Cory Bassett that limbo's mother's condition was 

worsening by the hour and that she could pass away soon. I felt my ability to support limbo and 

his struggles slip away. I avoided limbo. I locked myself in the Penguin office on the opposite 

side of the floor. My books were open in front of me on the old metal desk. I could not focus. 

The advices of my friends and family kept ringing in my head. "There is nothing you can do." 

"Tim, you have to worry about you." "I'm sorry Tim, but I don't think you should do anything 

else, it's out of your hands." "Tim, have you thought about counseling?" "Don't worry Tim, 

we'll keep an eye on Gret for you." "There's nothing you can do, there's nothing you can do." 

And then, my mind was a sheet of blank, white paper. I stopped breathing. I got up from my 

chair, opened the door and left the office. I went down to my room, grabbed my coat and keys, 

and left. I drove my car through campus. 

While heading up McKinnley Avenue, I noticed lerome's band setting up for a show on 

Lafollette Field. I remembered him inviting me to the show earlier in the day. He was frustrated 

that I had not been going to his shows. He was even more frustrated that I had turned down 

playing the Blues Brothers with his band in the last few shows. But I was driving past yet 

another show. "Sorry lerome," I thought to myself. I had other matters to attend to. I drove 

through Muncie, down Interstate 69, and around the east side of Indianapolis on 465 which took 

me to the Interstate 65 exit. I drove south until I reached another exit. After a few twists and 

turns through the small town of Franklin, I arrived at 2780 Redwood Drive. My nervous and 
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shaky hands gripped my steering wheel as I gathered my breath and my confidence. I walked up 

to the door and rang the doorbell. A familiar face opened the door. 

"Well hello, there." 

"Hi, can we talk?" 
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Chapter 11: Awakening 

"I will always do what is right. This will please some and astonish the rest. " 

-Mark Twain 

It was a risk driving down to Franklin and talking to Gret's parents. Some had advised 

against it. Especially since it was one of the first things to come to my mind after Katrina's 

news. Her mother was warm and welcoming, as always. I walked into the kitchen and saw her 

sister Heather, and her daughter, Bethany. Bethany instantly started crying. The little one-year

old still was not used to me. They were all shocked to see me. 

"Debbie, I know this is awkward, but I've found out some things. Tell me, what do you 

know about this guy that Gret is with?" 

"Tell me what you know." Debbie did not hesitate with her response. 

"Well, it's like this ... " I went on to tell the details, the harsh details of the stories about 

Thomas James Bergan. Worried looks appeared on Debbie's and Heather's faces. Their looks 

told me that they almost anticipated the news that I had. Debbie immediately got up. 

"I'm going to get Gary. He needs to hear this." She left to wake up Mr. Smith who was 

sleeping to prepare for his usual night shift at Ellen Transmission. He came back down, sleepy

eyed, but welcoming. I apologized for visiting under such circumstances and then told him the 

troubling stories. He was the quick to respond. 

"You see, I knew something just wasn't right about him. I had my suspicions from the 

start." We all proceeded to compare notes. We talked about what had happened over the last 

two months. I learned that Gret's parents were not exactly supportive when they heard of our 

hasty break up and her almost immediate engagement to a mysterious character. We reached a 

break in the discussion. 
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"Well you know she's pregnant don't you." Debbie's words shocked me, but I was 

already bloodied and bruised from the emotional fighting of the semester. I almost expected to 

hear that. 

''No, I didn't know that. Knowing him, he wouldn't want Gret to tell anyone unless 

absolutely necessary." 

"Yeah, he seems very strange about who he wants to know. He was acting really strange 

when he visited here this weekend," Gary chimed. He went on to tell of several instances in 

which T.J. was excessively protective of Gret or when T.J. contradicted himself. Just then the 

phone rang. 

"That's probably her," said Debbie. 

"Don't tell her I'm here. Not a good idea." My heart started to pound. 

"Don't worry." Debbie reassured me with her words and how calmly she picked up the 

phone. She took the cordless phone outside to talk. I could almost imagine Gret's words of 

concern. Her mother's responses to Gret's questions revealed a shaky and worried disposition. 

"Don't worry hon, I'm fine. How are you and T.J?" Meanwhile, Gary and I speculated about 

how everyone should handle the situation from now on. I told them it would be best to keep my 

name out of it until everything was resolved. What better cause of all of the heartache and 

trouble than ajealous ex-boyfriend, at least according to T.J.? Heather tried to give me some 

consolation with an anecdote of how when she came up to visit, Gret was quick to point out 

where I was living. 

When Debbie's conversation with her daughter ended, she came in back into the kitchen, 

obviously upset. Everything was all right, relatively speaking, according to their conversation. I 

encouraged Gret's family to not take my word for it, but to find out these discrepancies in TJ. 's 
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character for themselves. I left them phone numbers of several people who had reported the 

stories to me. Among them were Ellen's, Katrina's, and Gret's hall director, Sher Lewis. T.J. 

was intercepting all of her mail, e-mail, and phone messages. In order to get to Gret, we were 

going to have to think like T.J. It would have also helped if we had an actual person to vouch for 

the hellish nightmare that Gret could be going through. I told them I would do my best to help 

them in any way. Heather told me she was going to call Gret's best friend from high school, 

Donna. I was to hear from her later that night. 

I left the Smith household that night receiving something from Gret's parents that I 

hadn't had in a long time: hugs and blessing from both of them. I drove back to Muncie that 

night feeling better than I ever had since the start of the semester. 

Upon returning to campus I headed right for Hawse's room, I was greeted by Stacy and 

Hawse. I told both of them what I had done. Their initial skepticism disappeared after I told 

them the Smiths' response. I told Hawse that I would do anything Gret's family needed. Hawse 

reassured me of his support. "Hey man, fathers would kill for their daughters. I know myoId 

man would if the shoe was on the other foot." After some more discussion, Hawse led me 

downstairs and walked me out to my car. If it was one thing that Hawse excelled at, it was 

getting people motivated. Hawse gave me the pep talk of pep talks. He told me the all the pieces 

are in place, now it was my time to shine. Using the top of my car as his drawing board, he drew 

a line representing all of my accomplishments so far. He reminded me to do the right thing and 

always follow my heart. He told me it was now time to get myselfback on track. The things 

that Hawse said to me that night lifted me above my pain and sorrow. That night was a turning 

point. I may have just been the snowflake that started the avalanche. 

74 



-

-

Later, as 1 got back to my room, Donna had left a message on my machine as expected. 

She told me to call her no matter what time it was. 1 called her immediately. 1 anticipated even 

more encouragement from her. Donna told me about her experiences with Gret and TJ. in the 

last few weeks. She did not approve of T J. at all, but she found it difficult to pull Gret away to 

talk to her about it. But Donna was also brutally honest as she brought up the possibilities of 

how everything could tum out. 

"She could very well marry this guy, Tim. She could also very well have his child. And 

what you have to ask yourself is how you are going to deal with it. 1 know you're worried about 

everything, but there is only so much you can do. 1 think you did the right thing tonight in telling 

Gret's parents." 

"I think 1 did too, Donna." 

"At the same time, 1 know that she still thinks about you. 1 know that she hasn't forgot 

about you. 1 also know that she still has feelings for you deep down inside, because she knows 

you never would have treated her like that." 

"Donna, 1 don't think you should be telling me this. You see ... " 

"Tim, you have to ask yourself how you still feel about her. It doesn't sound to me like 

you have had enough closure. You need to ask yourself how you feel and what you want to do 

about it." Her words welt up inside me like and manifested as nausea. "What do you want, 

Tim? Everyone has been telling you what you should do. But tonight you took a step in a 

direction that you chose. What do you want?" 

"I want Gret to be safe ... and I want to tell her that I still have feelings for her, despite 

everything. " 
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.- "Then you need to act on it." Just then Jimbo invited himself in, as he usually did. 1 tried 

to make the conversation progress to a stopping point. Donna finally reassured me of her 

support in whatever 1 needed. 

After hanging up with Donna, 1 told Jimbo about the events of the evening. With his face 

red, and eyes watery, he said, "You know Tim .. .it's as ifthere's a rock teetering on a cliff. And 

you're doing everything you can to keep the rock from falling. But you know, sometimes you 

just have to let the rock fall and crash into pieces." 1 sat there on my couch, dumbfounded. 

Jimbo was calling me out, but why? 1 could tell he was upset. 1 assumed the condition of his 

mother was getting worse. "I know you're worried about Gret and everything, but it's like 

you're never around anymore, you know?" What was 1 to say? Who was he to say anything 

about my pain and my struggle? But, who was 1 to say anything about his? 

"I know, Jimbo. I know." We both sat there quietly for a long time. There we were, 

sitting in the middle of the University of Ball State. Jimbo and I had been through a lot this year. 

We had both brought a floor together with our leadership. The sense of community that resulted 

was incredible. But our accomplishments were now distant from our hearts. We eventually 

talked about things. Jimbo admitted that his family thought his mother would pass this last 

weekend. It was now a matter of time. 

Monday, October 19, 1998 was a usual day for the semester 1 was having. Pointless 

classes and pointless RA duties barely distracted my mind from my heart. I talked briefly with 

Donna and Gret's mother about the situation with Gret. I learned that Gret's parents took the day 

off from work. They hired a private investigator to get some information on T.J .--criminal 

history, records, files, and any kind of physical proofthat could be handed to Gret in order for 

her to see what kind of person he was. They both had not slept much the previous night. Debbie 
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- did call Ellen and Deana about T.J. and confirmed everything I had told them. That was the end 

of Monday. 

Tuesday morning I was did very little except for waiting and watching. It was about 9:00 

a.m. when Jimbo came into my room, cold, stiff and distraught. He stared aimlessly yet busily 

out my window. 

"Did she pass away?" I asked in a respectful tone. 

"Yeah," he was barely able to speak. I went over to him and embraced him. I feared that 

I would not be able to emotionally support him, but I surprised myself. I found strength when I 

thought I had none. He hugged back as hard as he could. I realized that my pain was only 

temporary. Jimbo's was permanent. Gret was alive. Jimbo's mom was not, and that was all the 

difference. Jimbo left after a few minutes, but not before telling me his dad and brother were on 

their way pick him up. 

There was a hectic time of phone calling over the next couple of hours as I called as 

many people as possible to let them know of the situation on the Penguin floor. At one point, I 

got up to use the restroom. When I came back there was a message from Hawse. 

"Timmy! Dude! Ah shit, dude! I got to tell you something. I just found out some pretty 

important stuff. I think you're going to want to tell someone. Call me back." I called him back 

and discovered a ranting, raving Hawse. 

"Yo, Hawse. What's up? Did you get my message about Jimbo's mom?" 

"Yeah dude. I'm sorry man. We're having a meeting tonight on the floor, right?" 

"Yeah, probably around 8:30." 

"Okay, I'll be there. But listen man, I found something out. Do you remember that TJ. 

guy and how he screwed around with two chicks at the same time, without them knowing about 
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- it? Well, one of those girls is on this floor. She's one of my friends. She told me all about it. 
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She told me about the abuse, about the controlling, everything." 

"Wait, wait, wait. Are you sure? Are you kidding me? What's her name?" 

"No bullshit, Timmy. This is real. Her name is Hellen. She can tell you everything." 

"Well put her on." 

"Can't, she's in the shower. Want me to have her call you back?" 

"Yeah, I'll be here." 

This person could be the key to getting Gret out of the situation she was in. I couldn't 

believe that she was one of the girls that Deana, Ellen, and Alice had talked about. I couldn't 

believe she lived so close. I couldn't believe she was a friend with Hawse. Hellen finally called 

me back. We soon realized that we had met through Hawse earlier in the year. Hellen went on 

to tell me how she had in fact dated T.J. for an excess of nine months. She said she would tell 

me the details but it would have to be later because she had class soon. We agreed to meet later. 

The Penguins held a meeting later that night in Mike Dexter's room. Nearly every 

Penguin was there, save Jimbo. Hawse, Katrina, and Ellen were even there. I told everyone that 

Jimbo's mother had passed. There were looks of sadness and sympathy. Some even started to 

cry. I stood there, as everyone sat around on the floor, looking at all of the residents who had 

become my friends. I spoke with confidence and sincerity about our friend Jimbo and what he 

was going through. I spoke about the comradery that had grown between every member of the 

floor during the past two months. I spoke about how this was the time that we needed to pull 

together and focus our thoughts and prayers to Jimbo. We then had a moment of silence. 

After the meeting, Hawse, Cory Bassett, and I spoke about the possible times of the 

funeral and wake. Katrina and Ellen took up a collection on the floor for Jimbo's family. They 
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- collected over seventy dollars. We decided on getting him a tall plant that had a little penguin 

attached. We figured it would last longer than flowers. Hawse then walked me over to his floor, 

where Hellen was this whole time. I met her at room and she welcomed me in. Hawse waited in 

his room. 

I told her of the things that have transpired in the last two months. A look of "oh no, not 

again" was on her pale face. Hellen then told of her nine-month relationship with T.J. Bergan. 

She told me about the verbal abuse, the deceit, and the deception. She told me how he threw her 

against the wall in a fit of anger. She told me of how his ex-wife warned her to leave as soon as 

she could. She told me how he controlled virtually every aspect of her life. During that time she 

was amazingly able to keep her grades up because that was her only escape: homework. And 

finally, Hellen told me of her pregnancy, and her ultimate decision to terminate it. T.J. even 

drove her to Chicago to have the abortion. She later learned that he called the girl he was 

cheating on her with from the clinic just to say "I love you." Her story concluded with how she 

met the other girl and they both realized what was going on. Her final words to T.J. on the day 

she left him were: "If I ever hear about you doing this to anyone else, you will go to hell, and I 

will send you there." 

Here was someone who had lived through what Gret was going through. I wanted her 

help so much. But I wanted to be careful. I immediately called Gret's mother. I introduced her 

to Hellen and let them talk for a while. So many words and confessions transpired. Hellen told 

Debbie that if she needed anything as she attempted to contact Gret, to just let her know. I left 

Hellen with a hug and a prayer. 

On Wednesday, October 20, I drudged through classes unaffected by my failing status in 

most of them. I had thought a lot about what Donna suggested on the phone last Sunday night. I 
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decided to write Gretchen a letter. In this letter I would talk about my feelings toward her and 

nothing else. I would not mention T.J. at all. 

Dear Gret, 

I know that I shouldn't be writing you, but I wanted to tell you how I've been doing these 
last two months, just in case you were wondering. The truth is, I have not been doing 
well at all. I know that I have many friends around me to help me through everything. 
You never gave me any evidence that you were happy. Even though we met that night at 
Frog Baby, it wasn't enough for me. I don't think I told you everything that was in my 
heart. The truth is, Gret, that I still love you, I still hold you dear to my heart. I wish I 
could go back and make everything right, but I can't. Ijust want to tell you I'm sorry. 
I'm sorry for every time I ever failed you and every time I wasn't able to be what you 
wanted me to be. But I still love you. I miss you. I miss talking to you and being near 
you. I realize that things may never be the same, but I want you to know that I am still 
here for you if you ever need anything. I hope this letter finds you well. 

Love Always, 
Tim 

I wrote the letter and sealed it in a campus envelope. But the trick was to get it in her RA 

mailbox, because I knew that T.J. would intercept it in her regular mailbox. So I called up a 

friend of Alice who lived on the floor above Gret. I asked her to meet outside of Lewellen Pool, 

across the street from Shively Hall. I had her hand deliver the letter to Sher Lewis, the hall 

director. On the outside of the envelope was an anonymous note asking her to hand the letter 

directly to Gretchen Smith--it was ofthe utmost importance. 

Later that evening I would received a startling phone call. 

"Is this Tim Kasper?" said a stem voice on the other line. 

"Yes it is." 

"Tim, this is Sher Lewis at Shively. I just received this letter from your little messenger. 

I don't know what's going on, but I don't appreciate you asking me to get involved in personal 

matters." 

"I. ... uh ... you see .... " 
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"Whatever it is I don't want to get involved." 

There was no getting around this. I was thinking "Don't you know that one of your staff 

members could be in danger? Don't you know you might lose one of your staff members next 

semester? Don't you care?" But I was in no place to say so. I calmly asked her to put it in 

Gret's mailbox, and she reluctantly complied. 

Later in the evening I learned that Gret's parents and possibly Heather may be coming up 

the next day to get confront Gretchen and T.l. I also learned that the wake of limbo's mother 

was tomorrow evening. After talking to Hellen about everything, she decided to intervene. The 

die was cast. 
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,- Chapter 12: Death and the Newness of Love 

"You will find as you look back upon your life that the moments when you have truly lived are the moments when 
you have done things in the spirit of love. " 

-Henry Drummond 

"In the arms of the angel ... flyaway from here. " 

-Sarah McLachlan 

Thursday, October 22, 1998-

The entire day I spent preparing for Gretchen's family. I also prepared to pay my 

respects to Jimbo's mother. It was in the late afternoon when Gret's parents arrived with her 

sister, Stacy. Gret's younger sister, Chris, stayed at home to watch Bethany. They first went to 

Shively to look for Gret's truck, but did not find it. We were worried because there was talk of 

TJ. taking her to Lafayette for the weekend. We were all standing around the loading dock of 

Studebaker West: Debbie, Gary, Heather, Hellen, and myself. They finally decided to wait on 

the fourth floor lobby of Shively Hall. Hellen went with them. I bid them well and watched 

them drive away. 

Meanwhile, Katrina, Ellen, and I waited in my room for other Penguins to show up. We 

were going to have a two-car caravan to the wake. The Penguins who were going were Cory 

Bassett, Jared Nottinghood, and Bill Vault who had become closest to Jimbo. We all got 

together and drove out to the football stadium to pick Hawse up after football practice. Hawse 

finally hobbled out to the car in typical Hawse fashion - stumbling, shirt barely tucked in, 

carrying what seemed like twenty bags of books and clothes. Good old Hawse, he was a 

welcome comic relief. We departed for Carmel, Indiana, and my heart was in two places. 

The wake was sad and sobering, but Jimbo seemed in good spirits. I could tell he was 

glad to see us. There were well over a hundred people gathered to say good-bye to a good 
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woman. Afterwards, we all took limbo out to dinner. 1 think it did him good to get out for a 

while with friends. We all carried on like it was just another night out, laughing and joking. 

Hawse rode back with me in my car. Hawse could tell my heart was elsewhere. He tried 

his usual bit of jokes and antics, but 1 was actually getting a little annoyed. He was always able 

to sense what was wrong with me. He suddenly asked, "So Timmy, when all this stuff gets 

sorted out with Gret, do you think you guys might get back together?" It was an honest question, 

and it deserved an honest answer. 

"1 don't know Hawse, there's just so much that has happened. I'm not sure were we'll 

be. Deep down 1 would like to start over with her. .. but 1 don't know." 

We finished the drive with usual talk about this or that. When we got back to Whitcraft, 

Hawse immediately went to one ofthe Penguin's rooms. He seemed to know that 1 needed time 

alone. When 1 got back to my room the answering machine light was flashing. 

"Tim, this is Hellen. 1just wanted you to know that Gret is safe. It wasn't easy, but she's 

home with her parents now. Give me a call later and we'll talk." 1 fell to the floor. My body 

was limp. The entire world had been lifted off of me and 1 could breathe easily now. 1 just laid 

there on the floor and absorbed the information that 1 just received. Hawse, Katrina and Ellen 

later joined me and helped me to my feet. 1 told them the good news and they were overjoyed to 

hear it. Suddenly the phone rang. The voice on the other line was one that 1 had not heard in 

nearly two months. It was a trembling, crying voice. 

"Tim .... hi, this is Gret." Her sobs barely allowed her to talk. Upon realizing it was Gret, 

my guests left the room for me to speak to my lost love. "1 just wanted to tell you how sorry 1. . .I 

am ... about everything ... " 

"Gret, you don't have to ... " 
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"No, let me finish. I wanted to tell you how horrible I feel. lowe you my life, Tim. You 

saved me. I couldn't believe it when I found out you were behind all ofthis. I don't deserve to 

talk to you ... but Ijust wanted to ... to thank you for everything you've done. I'm sorry you had 

to go to a funeral today. My mom told me. Tim, I. .. had a dream about you recently. I dreamed 

that you came up behind me and gave me a big hug and told me everything was going to be all 

right. I just can't believe it came true. I was just show ashamed at who I had become ... I. .. " 

"Gret, it's okay. I knew everything that you were going through. I'm just glad you're 

okay now. Did you get a chance to read my letter?" 

"Most of it, I'm not done with it yet." 

"Okay, it's just that ... " Just then, Katrina peeked her head into the door. "Gret, there's 

someone here you might want to talk to." I quickly handed the phone over to Katrina. I know it 

might have been hasty, but hearing Gret's voice was unexpected and I needed to catch my 

breath. Katrina continued to talk to Gret as I left to go to Helen's. Hawse walked with me as he 

had all semester. 

As we walked through the doorway of the Noyer Complex, a very distinct emotion hit me 

all at once. I realized that I was going to marry Gret after all. It was soon, it was sudden, it was 

irrational, but I was going to marry her. I wouldn't tell a single soul until much later. 

I met Hellen and the hollowed second floor of Baker Hall with open arms. We held each 

other for just a little while. She was exhausted from the emotional ordeal. She then related the 

events that had transpired during the last six hours. 

Hellen and Gret's family waited in the Shively lobby on the fourth floor. Heather would 

periodically call on her cell phone to see if Gret was in. She finally heard her pick up. Stacy did 

not respond but rather hung up. Everyone immediately went up to the Gret's room on the 
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I did not sleep at all that night. I packed my bags and readied myself for the journey 

ahead. I informed all of my professors that I would not be in class that day. I was going to 

attend Mrs. Rizzary's funeral, and then head home. I wasn't sure how the next few days would 

tum out, but I knew I had to be home. I had to see Gretchen. 

The air was crisp and cool that Friday morning. The sun was peeking just over the top of 

StuWest as it gleamed across campus. The colors of the leaves seemed a little brighter that fall 

day. I calmly watched the world pass me by as I drove back down to Carmel, Indiana. I 

followed the loose directions that Cory Bassett had given me. I seemed to be guided by my heart 

rather than my mind. I arrived at the church on top of a hill. There were many people there, but 

I seemed to be the only one from Ball State. limbo was pleasantly surprised to see me as he 

walked by the pew I sat in near the back of the church. A mutual nod was all that was spoken 

between us. I thought about a lot of things during that funeral. I thought about Gretchen, and the 

love that we shared. I thought about all of the different kinds of pain that we experience in our 

lives and how it all seems to culminate in death. 

I headed back home to Plainfield, Indiana. The green signs on the highways guided me 

home that day, as if! had forgotten the way. I made it home and fell into bed, exhausted from 

the two months I had just endured. I gave my mom a brief synopsis of what had occurred over 

the last few days. She seemed to care only for my well-being, as a protective mother does. 

The next day I awoke, hesitant to make a decision. But I was reassured that it was all 

right to visit Gret that afternoon after speaking with her briefly on the phone. I arrived at her 

house in Franklin. I was warmly welcomed by her mother with a hug. Slowly looking up the 

stairs I saw Gretchen. She was weary and tired, but. After watching me hug her mother, she 

softly said, "Hey, do I get one of those?" She walked down the stairs and put her arms around 
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me. I could feel her trembling spirit as she held me tightly. She softly wept in my arms and I 

held on to her with all of my strength. "Thank you ... " 

"You're welcome." 
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Epilogue 

The rest of the semester and the whole next semester was a rebuilding time for Gretchen 

and me. I ended up failing four of my six classes, but achieved an "A" in the other two. I was 

put on RA-probation because in going away to visit Gret. I had inadvertently missed my hall 

duty. Gretchen terminated her pregnancy, just as Hellen. After about five weeks of pregnancy, 

she had lost over twenty pounds and would have probably miscarried. The atmosphere and 

community on Three East Whitcraft evolved but remained strong. Gret and I were married on 

June 16,2001. 

Each value and conviction I had was tested during the fall of 1998. But I realized that I 

needed to be tested and challenged. My strength and courage were solidified because of it. I 

learned that doing what is right may not always be the popular choice. 
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