Memory 5771
I cheated on a history test in high school. I remember my history teacher’s face.  I don’t remember his name, but I guess that doesn’t matter anymore.  It was American History and we had a test. I had written the answers to many of the questions or whatever I thought the questions were gonna be on a little cheat sheet.  I took it with me into class and proceeded to take the test and use the cheat sheet and I got caught.  My teacher came up to me and he didn’t say anything.  He just grabbed it out of my hand and threw it away.  That surprised me because I thought there was going to be some sort of consequence.  I thought there’d be some sort of punitive action.  He never even said anything about it to me.  I don’t know whether he knocked my grade down or something because of it – I’m sure he did – but he never said anything.  It was really a humiliating moment of being caught doing something wrong.  I knew I was doing something wrong, I’m not a sociopath so I knew that.  I don’t think I ever cheated on a test again after that.  That pretty much cured of it.  I definitely cheated that time and I had cheated before.  Not so systematically, I think I had probably peeked at somebody else’s test from across my desk.  That particular time, probably the only time I actually made a real cheat sheet, I got busted.  Go figure.
