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A Day of Freedom

Only 15 more minutes left till the bell ring, and finally I can have my freedom. Sitting here listening to lectures hour after hour, doing nothing but taking notes is unbearable. Finally the bell rings, as I make my way through the hall I start to plan what I am going to do today with my freedom. Maybe I will spend some time with my friends, or ever maybe go out for lunch.  

Upon entering the room I set my books down and glance to the teacher and start my journey outside the room. The great thing about my freedom from Precalculase is the fact that the teacher is unable to stop me from leaving everyday. I was lucky enough to acquire a pass that allows me to leave class when ever and where I please. A pass that simply says, “ To Student Services for medication as needed.”  Everyone in the class always wonders where I go and I would simply tell them I go and take my medication, but we all know that it does not take 45 minutes to take a few pills. The pass was just my excuse to leave the classroom and wander the halls. One-day in particular stays in my mind as being one of the busiest and most interesting of them all. 


On this day, as I left the class I decided to stop in and say “hi” to a teacher that I had really gotten to know over the years. He was only one door down from my normal class, but I never even though this day could be such a challenging one. As I am talking with this teacher, just normal casual talk, when my Precalc teacher walks passed the room. My thought was that she saw me but she just kept walking, “Thank God.” I thought to myself.  Before I give her a chance to come back I quickly finish our conversation and left, going the other way in hopes not to see her. 


I make my way down stairs to start my way to the lunchroom, which is the one place that I have always had to hardest time getting into outside of my lunch period. On my way down the hall I see an administrator coming my way. That can never be a good thing when you are out of class, but to my surprise it’s Coach Roan. He is a friend of the family that worked with my father for the past several years and we became good friends since he came to my school. When he stopped me we started a conversation but him being in his usual hurry couldn’t talk for long because he had other things he had to get done. 

Once again I make my way down the hall to the Grand staircase. Here there is always a teacher on duty checking passes to make sure no one is skipping class. Luckily this is another one of the teachers that I have become friends with, she greets me, we talk for a few minutes when I realize that I only have 15 minutes left before I need to get back and do the assigned homework for the day. Plenty of time, I think to myself as make my way once again to the lunchroom. This time I stop out side of the lunchroom to talk to some of my friends that are on the yearbook staff selling yearbooks. One of the girls there works on a production with me so we ended up talking about the play and what we were planning for the spring production. Finally I make my way back to class sit down and start the assigned homework, when the teacher announces that progress reports were going out today and I think to my self “ Man, am I in trouble now!”  To my dismay when she hands me my report I managed to have a 107 grade in the class. Everyone round me was upset because I only spent 15 minutes in class everyday and I still managed to earn a 107 grade for the class, but that the way it works some times.

