Memory 5653
I was in high school French class and there was this guy named Jason. He was a Korean guy and he was really into being an underworld sort of guy. He rode a motorcycle and he talked about rigging something where he could put his shotgun on there and stuff.  We were in French class together and we didn’t study very hard. A test was coming up and he got a copy of the test somehow. He said, “I’ll give it to you for a dollar.” I had to pay for it because he was an underworld guy.  He wanted us to walk down the hall so that he could hand it to me in this secret way. He was such a goofball about this stuff. So we did that and I cheated on that test and maybe some other ones in French class, too.

