Who Needs to Remember an Exam?


There were only a few classes that the Trifecta actually took together.  By the time I left we were getting the distinct impression that if we weren’t graduating in the near future the administration was going to start adding special blocks in the scheduling system barring us from taking classes together.  Let’s just say we could be a little unruly.  Okay, so maybe we were a lot unruly.  Between Kate’s inability to stifle a laugh, my total lack of interest in paying attention, and John’s random orgasmic vocalizations (yes, you read that right), we definitely weren’t the quietest of students.


The first class we ever took together was Invertebrate Zoology – one of the single hardest classes at TAMUG.  Dr. Harper delighted in making sure that his students had absolutely no social lives whatsoever.  However, this is the class that brought the Trifecta together, so we are thankful for the hours of time we spent pretending to study at the local IHOP.  (Further thanks to Kuda for helping to bring the Trifecta together.  We can only assume he had no idea what he was starting.)  Now as hard as that class was, the best story involving the Trifecta and classes took place during the second class we ever took together.


Developmental Biology was pretty much the exact opposite of Invertebrate Zoology.  Dean, who would have laughed at anyone who called him Dr. Merrill, was very laid back and enjoyed the humor and distractions the Trifecta and other Flamingos in the class could provide.  Over the course of the semester, we told him way too many stories, drank ourselves stupid with him at Salsa’s, and enlisted his aid in “borrowing” an overhead projector from the school.  In short, he loved us and we loved him.


Towards the end of the semester, Kate and I were closeted away in a library study room reviewing for the lab final of the class (John was in the lab that started three hours after ours).  We didn’t expect it to be difficult, but when we actually went to take it, we were a little shocked by just how easy it was.  I think it took us each a total of maybe 17 minutes to take.  Much to our surprise, walking out the lab we were greeted by John who had apparently been waiting for us.  Now, Kate and I have to work very hard to get John to skip a class, but apparently he has no moral problem with pumping friends for information about a test he hasn’t taken yet.  We, of course, were shocked and appalled.  Actually, I think we just laughed and told him he really didn’t need any tips on how to pass the test.  

Whatever we said, the next words out of our mouths were, “We’re going to Salsa’s to celebrate – you should come!”  When John started pointing out that he was supposed to take an exam, we began the justifications.

“It’s not even a hard exam!”

“You’ve got, like, three hours!  Are you telling us you can’t have one margarita and be sober again in three hours?”

“You don’t even have to drink – just come with us!”

“We’ll cause you serious bodily injury if you don’t get your ass in the car right now, pansy!”

Now how can anyone argue with such flawless logic?  So that was how John ended up with Kate and I at Salsa’s and began drinking.  (Of course, he drank – you thought we were serious about the not having to drink thing?  How well you don’t know us!)  Multiple killer margaritas later, John stumbled his way out of the bar to return to campus for his exam, which he now felt quite a bit less prepared for.  In out defense, Kate and I did feel guilty that he was going to take an exam in such a condition… and that we were pretty much responsible for putting him in that condition.

When we finally ran into John the next day, he had quite the murderous look for both of us.  We looked back innocently and simply asked how he thought he did on the lab exam.

“Hmmm, that’s a good question, she-devils!  And one I can’t really answer considering I don’t remember taking the exam!”

Our mouths hung open for a few seconds before we burst into hysterical laughter.  What?  You were expecting remorse?  Again, how well you don’t know us!  This was definitely one of our prouder moments, especially considering that we worked very hard, and usually failed, to make John slack off more.  (We were always disappointed with John’s lack of slacking.)

Now, that in itself is a fun story, but the best part of this story actually happened about a week or so later.  Shockingly enough, we were back at Salsa’s drinking again, but this time we were waiting for our beloved professor Dean to join us.  We’d taken the class’ final exam two days before and when Dean walked in he had an impish look in his eyes and said, “I’ve got your grades for the semester.”  Of course, being Dean, he made us jump through a few hoops and do a little dance before he’d tell us our grades, but that was half the fun.  Kate and I found out we’d both passed with decent grades, but then Dean dropped the bombshell.  John had an A.  Shocked silence followed for a few moments.

“He has a what?!”

“Dean, seriously, did the lab final not count at all?”

It was at this point that Dean suddenly wanted to know what the lab final grade had to do with it.  John barked out a laugh and admitted that he could barely remember walking through the lab door, let alone what strange answers he’d actually managed to scrawl out on the test.

“I’d wondered if something like that had happened.  You had tequila coming off you in waves that day.  Well, now I’m not promoting drunken test taking in any way, but you actually had one of the highest grades in the class on that exam, so maybe you should always down a few before walking into a test!”

You know, its always nice to have a professor tell you to drink before exams.  So, we actually got John to slack off and get sloshed just before a major exam and he still managed to pull one of the highest grades in the class!  Kate and I used this story as justification for slacking many times in the future when trying to convince John to join us in our randomness.  I am, however, sad to report that John did not take the advice of our professor and no longer drinks as a studying tool.  I say, why mess with success?

