The Failure of Originality


I stood up in front of my Psychology class.  The audience was silent, no applause, not even a lousy polite clap.  Puzzled looks are on everyones' faces.  The professor has his head on his hand.  The tips of his index finger and thumb press into his forehead, a clear sign of exasperation, or maybe, hopefully, a sinus headache.  The proffessor is looking at me shaking his head slowly side to side.  As if he saying no to a little child.  His eyes closed and lips pursed, he clearly is agitated by my presentation.  I still don't think it was bad.  In fact it was more creative then any of the other ideas.


The proffessor had told us to plot the perfect murder, every little gorey detail.  The idea of the exercise was to examine what things people accounted for, and what things they overlooked.  To catch a glimpse into the mind of a killer.  Many students created nearly fool proof plans, complete with how to commit the murder rounded out with aftermath details.  Little details that get people caught was one of our focuses, things like what to do with bodies.  What people thought of when panicking, like after commiting the crime, or when giving a presentation to a psychology lecture group.


I had sat through all the other student's gory detailed murder plots.  I applauded loudly for the ones I thought were good, and politely for the bad ones.  After every presentation there had been some applause, normally a question or two trying to find any holes in the plan.  Now silence engulfed the lecture hall.  Dead silence.  A pen being dropped could have been heard if anyone dared make that much noise.


The proffessor approached the front of lecture hall.  Upon dismissing the class he asked me to follow him to his office so we could “chat.”  He took a seat behind his heavy oak desk and gestured for me to take a seat in one of the chairs directly infront of him.  “Your presentation was less then I expected from someone of your intellectual capabilities.”  Knitting his brow he proceeded thoughtfully.  “While you did show a level of independent and creative thinking, your presentation lacked too much.  The other students put so much time and effort into their presentations, it wouldn't be fair for me to give you a high grade, and give other students who did what I asked lower grades.”


“Sir, I did what you asked me to do.  I came up with plans for the perfect murder.  I don't think I should be downgraded because I found a simpler method for my goal.”  I argued with passion, vainly attempting to persuade my proffessor to see my point of view.


“While you may think you shouldn't be downgraded, I cannot in good conciencse pass you with a presentation like you gave.  This being your final grade for my class, I regret to inform you that you will not be passing my class.”  The proffessor replied with what seemed like seemed regret and compassion.


I mournfully stood up and slowly proceeded from his office.  The walk to my dorm was painful as I carefully replayed what my proffessor had told me.  I relived the silence of the auditorium and the talking to with my proffessor as I walked alone.  Then I realized how I could show them.  I would do it.  I would follow my plan and commit the perfect murder.  I had thought it out, considered the elegant simplicity of my plan.  They didn't appreciate my plan then, but when I proved it worked I'd be the one with the final laugh.  With this thought a devilish grin crossed my face.  Then it's settled.  I'm going to join the army.

