Fade In… 
A dim-lit classroom full of rectangular desks. Students sit casually dispersed around the room. One kid, Manuel, has his leg up over the back of the chair and is sitting sideways. It’s 4th period, French class. Ms. Whitman, the teacher, speaks in French about the class work, then summarizes in brief English. 
Zoom in on Nora, a tense-sitting girl wearing big jeans, a belt, and a crop-top. She is speaking to her friends energetically and moving her hands to the pace of the conversation. 
Ms. Whitman interrupts Nora with exasperation and fondness.
	Ms Whitman: Nora, have you finished your classwork? 
	Nora: Oui, Madame, it’s right here. 
	Ms Whitman: Has everyone finished their work? 
The students at the table shuffle their feet and look sideways, saying no without words or eye contact. 
	Ms. Whitman: why don’t you wait to chat until after class. 
	Voice over of Nora’s thoughts: I’m going the fuck home after this class. I’m gonna get a coffee on the way back and enjoy the sunlight. 

Pan into a longer, brighter classroom, with the types of desks that are connected to the chair. Rows are situated facing the whiteboard, with students turned toward one another in animated conversation. Nora sits alone in the corner, in a chair next to a fake plant by the window with the most sunlight. It’s the spot she asked the teacher to stay in, permanently. She has a textured ring that she rolls repeatedly up and down her pointer finger. 


This class is filled entirely of her friends, and yet Nora has no desire to talk to any of them. By 5th period, she was too tired to interact with her classmates, friends or not. And when the class was over, she would be leaving the school, and smoking a bowl on the way back home. 

Ms. Belisle, the history teacher walks over to Nora to check on her assignment. Nora has written triple the amount necessary and is waiting for the bell at the end of the period. 
Ms. Belisle: Hi Nora, are you okay?
Nora puts on a smile and sits back in her chair, all the light coming back into her face for just an instant. 
Nora: Hi Ms. Belisle. I’m doing alright, I’m just really tired. 
At that, the bell rang, and Nora grabbed her things, already collected. As she picked up her bag, for a moment the smell of weed seeped through the fabric. The next second, the overwhelming smells of perfume, axe body spray, and musk covered up her sin. 

Leaving school early became a habit for Nora. At first it was just when things felt too much. Over time, it became more intrusive. If even the thought of leaving before the school day was finished entered her mind, she would almost certainly act on it. Nora received a court-ordered letter noting her absences for sophomore year. Then again, for junior year. Even in lieu of online classes for almost all senior year, she managed once again to receive the warning. Still, Nora continued to skip school, because no matter the attendance policy, the phone calls home, and the eventual letters, it never changed what she needed in the moment: an exit from the chaos. 

Artist statement:
	The scenes I captured were mundane and happened in different combinations for three years of high school. I think the casual-aspect of the two instances capture well what my experience was because skipping school wasn’t a one-time life-changing thing for me, but instead was a well-developed habit. While I contributed and maybe immersed myself into the classic teenage “rebelling” experiences, I still put a lot of effort into my classwork and the jobs I had outside of school. My learning experience wasn’t “standard” although I think there’s no such thing, largely to do to the fact that I am neurodivergent, which is the identity of mine that I think is most poignant in this story. I think in some way, skipping school was an agency that I was able to construct for myself, almost in an angsty way. As if testing the system like, “ha ha, I have good grades AND I’m not going to school,” and at the same time challenging myself to do what I needed in the moment, even if it was stigmatized as “breaking the rules.” 
	My experience as a truant high schooler also developed a deep critique of schooling systems and how “standardized learning” fails so many students. It gave me a deeper insight of my own positionality, as a white woman, and my privilege within the realms of truancy. I never lost respect from my teachers even when I skipped their class repeatedly, and primarily it’s because as a person with white privilege, I didn’t have to fight to prove that I am intelligent. 
	
