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I think the first time I cheated was probably one of the only times I did, in seventh grade.  I really always wanted to take tests on my own merit but we had this teacher that nobody liked and so that gave us an excuse.  I learned from one of my Japanese girlfriends how to cheat with a pack of Kleenex, the little packs that you put in your purse. She showed me how to take the tissue out, write notes on the tissue, slip it back into the package. It was pretty much a class effort; everyone had a look at this tissue that had notes written on it. Everyone conveniently had a cold during that exam and tissue was being passed around right in front of the teacher’s face. It was hilarious, actually.  Other than that, I never got into the whole cheating aspect. I’d rather get a bad grade than get a good grade having cheated, because then I’d know if I really knew the information. I wasn’t really comfortable with the whole thing.  

