Mock Executive Summary

Comment on course contents:

The course content contained a lot of information that will probably be useful in my career as a doctor, not a chemical engineer like everyone else who took this class.  This course taught me gargantuan amounts of problem solving techniques.  I learned all about how to bend over and take it up the ass like a real woman!!!  After the semester was over, I had a low GPA and a sore ass.  I also learned about the many ways to plan my own suicide by jumping in front of the CATA.  I now know the full extent of my IQ, -2.  Another “high point” of the class was that it taught me how to function on the least amount of sleep necessary to avoid insanity.  I learned all about the nightlife in the Engineering Building while working on our group project and multiple homework assignments.  I also learned that no matter how hard I prepared for an exam, there was no way of knowing how well I would do, due to the multiple curve balls thrown at us by our instructor.  I have become an expert in the art of maneuvering my car in the engineering pay-lot so as to pay the least amount possible (nothing at all, because it’s free after 10pm and I’d usually still be hard at work until well after 11pm).  I can also say with the utmost confidence that the orange chicken in the International Center is the best food to eat when you don’t have time to leave campus.  I’ve also mastered the art of never seeing my roommates, since I was never at home this semester, except for my infrequent sleep.  All in all, I’d say that this class taught me many of the skills that I’ll need as a doctor: working under intense pressure, functioning without minimal sleep, and working in groups.  

Commentary on course prerequisites:


There were three prerequisites for this class: CHE 201, CHE 321, and CHE 311.  I will begin my “analysis” of these with 201.  First, our 201 class was taught by an instructor who didn’t give a crap about whether we learned the material or how well we did in the class.  This was evident in each lecture.  Our TA’s meant well, but neither of them could speak a lick of understandable English.  This caused me to run to my academic advisor with the intention of changing my major to chemistry.  Since I am still a ChemE, one must assume that she succeeded in talking me out of my plan.  Then in CHE 321, I was first exposed to the magic of the excel spreadsheet, courtesy of Carl T. Lira.  Although Lira was decent, at best, I still feel as thought I gained minimal knowledge about thermodynamics.  I did, however, learn all about turbines and spreadsheets.  Next, came CHE 311, otherwise known as fluids (which is what my brain turned into after taking that class).  I felt dumber after finishing the class than before I started.  I learned all about how iguanas can regenerate their ovaries and how life insurance means that a person is worth more dead than alive.  I don’t know how any of it was relavent to my life in any way, shape or form.  But alas, I sucked it up and moved on to the beloved separations the following year.

Discussion of strengths and weaknesses:


My strengths in this class were: caffeine, high metabolism, and a decent body.  One might ask how these would be considered strengths?  Well, the caffeine was good in keeping me awake until all hours of the night.  The high metabolism was useful in keeping me slim despite the massive quantities of junk food that I consumed.  The decent body was advantageous in helping me find study partners and group project members.  


My weaknesses in this class were: fear of death, low IQ, and lack of motivation.

Progress through the course:


At first, I did horribly in the class, biting the bullet on the first exam with a fat score of 52/100.  The reason for this bad score was fate.  I always do badly on the first exam in every class, no matter how hard I study.  Next I pulled my shit together for an astounding 86/100 on exam 2.  There really isn’t an explanation for that wonderful score other than divine inspiration.  Then, my score fell down to a lowly 69/100.  This score, while low, still beat the average score in the class by about 15 points.  This bad score was not due to lack of preparation.  I knew the content for this exam like the freckles on my ass (which is surprisingly well).  The second question was my downfall, as it was for the majority of the class.  My fellow students and I feel that our instructor felt like anally raping all of us, but could not do so because of the lawsuits that would befall him if he did.  So, as an anal substitute, our instructor placed question 2 on the exam.  It did the job just as well as if he had given it to me right up the tailpipe.

Commentary on how the course was presented:


The course was presented in a style similar to sprinting in track.  The problem with this was that we were running a marathon and ran out of steam after the first lap.  I felt exhausted, downhearted, and downright depressed when the whole ordeal was over.  If the course had been presented marathon style, at a good running pace, we would have finished with fewer people passing out along the way.  I personally have never had a class where the instructor finished half of the book, much less the whole damn thing.  Our instructor not only finished the whole book, but also found a way to cram another topic into our syllabus.  There’s only so much information I can fit into my brain without it exploding and leaving gray matter all over the place.  This class caused my brain to explode.  It’s a scientific marvel that I can even sit down and write this summary!

Personal:


Personally, I would’ve rather have been anywhere else than taking this class.  My brain actually shut off during lecture and found enjoyment thinking about the alcohol I would consume immediately afterwards.  I feel like this class made me what I am today: an alcoholic.

