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Test Prep 
 

So I walk into my History class with a full Energy Drink buzz and a bagel pizza 
bellyache and I don’t even look around before plopping into a seat near the back. 

I slam my bag to the floor and look up at the ceiling. 
I close my eyes and try to calm the drama that's going on in my body. 
I guess drinking ten Energy Drinks in a row was a bad idea. 
My heart is pumping, my head is swimming and my stomach is doing a dance. 
But despite all of that my brain is ready. 
I count to ten, open my eyes and hope for the best. 
My stomach has calmed down some but my head is still buzzing. 
I'm grinning because I'm happy. 
I'm happy because I'm ready for the test. 
I reach into my bag and grab the liter of water. I twist it open and take a long 

drink. 
It hits the spot. 
My heart isn't beating so fast anymore and my stomach is doing alright. 
I cap the water, put it in my bag and look around. 
The class is full and the other people in the room are looking at their textbooks, 

eReaders and tablets. 
The class isn't quiet. 
Its filled with sounds that are blowing my mind. 
There's some whispering going on between two blonde chicks by the window. 

Some dude in the third row is tapping his foot and his tablet at the same time. 
He has an annoying rhythm going. 
There's some papers being rustled in the front and I'm not sure but I think 

someone is crying in my row. 
The cries are coming from the window. 
I turn and look to see what's happening. 
Three chicks are huddled over an iPad and there's a video going. 
The crying is coming from the iPad. 
Oh well. 
I’m tired of all of the noise and I grab my ear buds from my neck and stuff them 

into my ears. 
Then its quiet. 
I close my eyes and rest my brain. 
I try not to go over all of the facts, numbers and people's names that I crammed 

into my head all night. 
I know its all there. All of that knowledge that's going to get me an A after I get 

my the test that's coming my way soon. The test is multiple choice so its going to be 
alright. All of that knowledge. Its all in my head. 

Just waiting to be tapped. 
Like a kegger. 
A knowledge kegger. 
Awesome. 



I'm ready for this test. And I know that everything will be fine once I get the exam 
in my hands. My knowledge kegger will remain intact until I get my test and then once I 
have it and start on it, all of the information that I studied will come pouring out. But the 
info will not come out until I get that test. All of the knowledge will stay in my head, 
damnit, just until I get that test sheet and my little scan sheet thing and fill in all of those 
bubbles and answer all of those questions. 

I look at the door and see Dr. Moreland enter the class. 
I sit up and pull my buds from my ears. I watch the old geezer walk up to the 

podium. He has a briefcase and he's smiling. 
Oh shit. 
Old Man Moreland is smiling. He never smiles. And he's been teaching here like 

since forever. Since the eighties. 
“Good morning class,” Dr. Moreland says. He puts his case onto the podium and 

opens it up and then his smile gets wider. 
"What the?" I ask. 
"What a wonderful morning," Dr. Moreland says. "Today is the day of your 

midterm examination which is worth forty percent of your final grade by the way." 
"Don't fucking remind me," I say and I immediately slap my hand on my mouth 

and look away before the old man recognizes my voice. 
Dr. Moreland laughs and he reaches inside his case. He pulls out a whole lotta 

blue books. 
When I see the bluebooks, I grab the edge of my desk and gasp for air. 
I have a hard time breathing and I manage to say one word before my air 

passage closes up in a panic. 
“Essay!” I gasp. 
The class is quiet. For like four seconds and then all hell breaks loose. 
There's stomping, screaming, hysterical laughter and crying going on all at once. 
The other people in the room are upset. But I'm not looking at them. I’m looking 

at Old Man Moreland. 
And Old Man Moreland, well, he's looking at me. 
He's not looking at the girl in the front row who just fell out of her seat and landed 

on the floor like a baby. He's not looking at the huge football jock who punched a desk 
so hard it hit the floor. He's not looking at the three girls in the third row who are pulling 
their hair and screaming at the top of their lungs. 

There's other stuff going on in the class too, but Dr. Moreland isn't paying any of 
that scary stuff any attention.  

He's looking at me. 
And he don't look happy. 
There's this one guy sitting next to me who isn't saying anything. 
He, me and Dr. Moreland are the only three people in the room who aren't saying 

anything or tearing shit up. 
We're the quiet ones. 
Only that throbbing vein that shows up in the center of Old Man Moreland's 

forehead when he's pissed is twitching and shaking. 
And he's looking at me. 



His face is a little red and there's this weird sheen on his forehead. He grits his 
teeth and takes a deep breath. 

Dr. Moreland raises his hand and everyone stops what they're doing. 
The tantrum girl gets up off of the floor. The three hysterical chicks stop ripping 

out their hair. The jock picks up the bent desk. And then its quiet. 
Old Man Moreland drops his hand and he gives me the death look because of 

course I’m the cause of the commotion in class. 
"To answer your question Mr. Pryor this examination is not essay," Dr. Moreland 

says. "As stated in the syllabus and as I said during last class, your midterm 
examination will be multiple choice." 

Dr. Moreland pulls out a stack of scan sheets from his briefcase and he waves 
them around. 

After I see the scans, I let go of my desk and fall back in my chair in a near coma. 
And the entire class exhales. 
Dr. Moreland tosses the scans and the bluebooks onto the podium. He reaches 

in his case and pulls out his laptop. He laughs all evil when he starts it up. 
"What?" I say. 
The guy next to me leans back in his chair and he folds his arms across his 

chest. 
"Look at this old fucker," Dude says. 
I turn to dude and say, "What?" 
Dude keeps looking at Old Man Moreland and he says, "He's going to lecture 

before the exam." 
"He wouldn't do that," I say. "Would he?" 
Dude nods and looks at Old Man Moreland all grim-like. Then he reaches into his 

shirt and pulls out this chain. 
It’s a gold chain and it has this big shiny bling on the end of it. 
I grin as I watch the bling sparkle. 
I snap out of my trance when I hear Dr. Moreland's voice. 
"However," Dr. Moreland says. 
I turn to the old man. He's holding a black remote in his hand. He laughs again 

and presses the thing. 
The white screen behind him slides down.  
Really slow. 
Dr. Moreland tosses the remote onto the podium and he taps his laptop. 
A PowerPoint Presentation pops up on the screen. 
Its yellow. With black type. 
As I try to read what its says, my eyes start burning from the effort. 
What the fuck? 
"Now class," Dr. Moreland says. "I will lecture on the contents of the next ten 

chapters before you take your exam. But do not worry. You will have twenty minutes to 
complete your examination at the end of class. There are only one hundred questions 
after all. And it is multiple choice." 

Dr. Moreland tosses back his head and he laughs like a maniac. 
His eyes are glassy, his cheeks are red and the bald spot on top of his head is 

shiny. 



The class isn't taking the news too well. 
There's shouting, stomping, sobbing and moaning.  
And I'm not sure, but I think I just heard some glass breaking on the other side of 

the classroom. 
Me, I'm in shock. 
I'm not saying anything. 
I’m just licking the bagel crumbs from my lips and I'm looking at Dr. Moreland. 
Dr. Moreland's laughing stops and he's tapping on his laptop. 
Power Point slides whiz by. 
The class is still suffering. 
And Dr. Moreland is still smiling. 
And as all of this is going on, one thing fills my head. 
He wanted us to fail. Dr. Moreland wanted us all to fail this test and if we failed 

this test we would not do well in this class. 
This dickhead was setting us all up to fail. It was obvious. He enjoyed failing 

students and he wanted to fail us all. 
Dude next to me starts talking. 
"Yes this dickhead does want us all to fail. But its not happening today. Not on 

my watch," Dude says. 
I’m trying to remember dude's name. He never says anything in class. 
"Uh," I say. 
Dude is shaking his gold chain and looking at Dr. Moreland. 
"My name is Bertram," Dude says. "But just call me Bert." 
"Uh Bert," I say. "Um what are you…dude did you like just read my mind?" 
Bertram turns to me. He nods and says, "Yes and I'm about to turn the tides in 

our favor." 
I try to process what dude has just said. 
"Don't worry about it Arthur. It will all be fine. Your knowledge kegger will remain 

intact and everything will be fine." 
"My knowledge kegger? How'd you know about that?" I ask. 
"Dr. Moreland will lecture for the next hour, but we won't have to listen to it." 
"Uh we won't?" 
"Nope." 
"So uh. How does that work?" 
"Like this. Take my hand." 
"Dude!" 
"Just take it Arthur." 
"Um don't think so. I mean. I barely know you dude!" 
"Have it your way." 
So dude turns from me and he gets up. He looks at Dr. Moreland and holds the 

blingy thing on his neck.  
And then he says some stuff. 
Stuff in another language. He drops the bling and there's this blue light in his 

hand. He throws the light on the floor. 
And then the whole fucking world changes. 



Light fills the room and burns my eyes. I close my hurting eyes and grab the 
edge of my desk. 

I feel dizzy and the stuff in my stomach sloshes around while I'm struggling to 
breathe. 

Then there's this weird roaring sound but there's also this ticking. 
Like what you hear from a stopwatch. 
The ticking gets faster and the roaring thing is loud. 
Then it all stops. 
The noise is all gone and its quiet. 
The bright light is gone. 
I open my eyes and I blink. 
I’m trying not to vomit and I look around the room. 
Um, something's not right. 
There's spider webs and dust everywhere. 
And there's something else too.   
Um. The people in the seats around me. 
They're all old. 
They're wrinkly and gray and all shivery. 
There's tests and scans on their desks. And some of them are holding pencils 

and trying to fill in the little bubbles on the scan sheet. 
"What the hell!" I shout. 
A girl in front of me, well an old lady in front of me, turns around. She raises a 

shaking hand to her lips and says, "Shhhh. We're taking a test dontcha know and Dr. 
Moreland will fail you if you make noise?" 

"Dr. Moreland?" I ask. 
"Shhhhhh…you're going to get me into trouble," the old lady says. She turns 

around and points to the front of the room.  
"He's still watching us," she says. 
I look at the front of the class. 
Then I scream. 
There's this skeleton holding a stack of bluebooks standing behind the podium in 

the front of the classroom. 
I raise my hands and slap them on my mouth as I panic. 
I stop screaming and I'm breathing hard as I try to process the craziness that's 

going on around me. 
"What the fuck?" I say and then I stop. 
Something is not right. 
I rub my lips and Ow! 
My hands feel hella dry and I take a look at them. 
My hands are not my hands. 
They are wrinkled, veiny and shaking. 
I have old man's hands. 
What! 
I touch my face. 
It feels all leathery and…no! It can't be! 
Wrinkles! I have fucking wrinkles on my face! What the fuck! 



"Da fuck is happening!" I shout. 
Then I hear Dude next to me. 
"Sorry wrong spell," Dude says. 
I turn to him and he's standing next to me. 
He's still young looking. 
And weird. 
"I am not weird," Dude says. "Just gifted. And this spell will do the trick." 
Dude shakes the bling and red light pops up in his hand. 
I know the drill by now so I just turn from dude, close my eyes and grab my desk. 
The red light is bright and the roaring is back. 
This time the room is shaking and I'm hoping that I won't fall on the floor and 

break all of my old man's bones. 
And when I start to think about my mother always telling me how important it is to 

drink milk for the calcium and junk it all stops. 
The roaring and the light. 
It gets quiet. 
Too quiet. 
The light is gone. 
I open my eyes and look around. 
Everyone is young! 
I let go of my desk and look at my hands. 
My skin is young! 
Smooth, supple and young. 
I rub my face and laugh like a damned maniac. 
"Mr. Pryor," Dr. Moreland says. 
I stop slapping my face and look at the front of the class. 
Dr. Moreland is standing in front of the class. 
And hey! He's not a skeleton. 
He's his old self. And he's standing on the left side of the class near the windows. 

He’s looking at me sideways and he’s holding the scans and the tests. 
"Please withhold your enthusiasm until never," Dr. Moreland says. 
No one laughs at the old man's joke so he does. 
He laughs for a long time and then it gets weird. 
He stops laughing and laughs some more before he stops.  He looks around the 

room with his face as grim as the reapers. 
What a weirdo. 
"Yes," Dude next to me says. "He is very weird." 
I turn to dude. 
He's looking at his computer tablet and stroking his blingy necklace. 
"Books, tablets and notes away," Dr. Moreland says. 
Dude tosses the tablet into the air. 
It vanishes. 
Of course. 
"Whoah!" I say. I turn from dude and look around.  
No one saw what I just saw. 
"I'm good at hiding in plain sight," Dude says. 



I turn to dude and say, "Whoah." 
"Alright," Dr. Moreland says. 
I turn from dude and look at the old man. 
“Please take one test set and pass the others to your neighbor," Dr. Moreland 

says. 
Old Man Moreland divides up the test stuff and he hands a set to the students 

around him. 
Papers rattle, desks are shuffled and feet stomp the floor as the tests slowly 

make their way around the room. 
This cute girl sitting next to me hands me the tests and she smiles and says, 

“That lecture was so sucky. I know I forgot half of what I studied when I took my notes.” 
I blink and say, “What lecture?” 
“No Talking!” Professor Moreland yells. 
I take the tests and then I look at them like they’ve just come from another planet. 
“Yo dude,” the Dude beside me says. 
I turn to him with a wince. 
“Sup?” I ask. 
“Could you pass me one of those?” Dude asks. 
“Sure,” I say. I hand him all of the tests. 
Dude takes them and pulls off two sets before giving them to a guy next to him. 

He turns to me and hands me a set. 
“You forgot to take one for yourself Arthur,” he says. 
I take the tests with a cough. 
“Oh yeah thanks Bert, ” I say. 
"Its all good," Bert says. 
Professor Moreland walks to the front of the class.  
“Does everyone have an exam?” Dr. Moreland asks. 
The class grunts. 
“Were there any extras?” Dr. Moreland asks. 
One girl, the one who had a tantrum on the floor like fifty years ago or whatever, 

jumps up and gives the old man a test set. 
Dr. Moreland takes it from her with a grin.  
“Thank you Heidi. Alright, you have twenty to complete the test. Begin,” Dr. 

Moreland says. 


