St. Martin’s Year 6                                                     English
Year 6 – So far… example
Friday 20th November 2020
Now I’m here reality confronts me like an old friend, I’ve done this before, surely it’s like entering Year 5 from 4, 4 from 3 and so on, however, at this moment in time I’m not even sure if I like my friend or whether he/she or it is just a figment of my overactive imagination, whatever this feeling is I just need to learn how to conquer and control it. 
As I sit in my blue chair (a choice I made myself, which was difficult in itself, shouldn’t I be told where to sit and who to sit by?) my thoughts wander and I start to think about what is in store for me short and more importantly long term. Have I set myself any targets, either for the level of work I am expected to undertake or on a personal level? I then start to think about spirituality and morality and suddenly my mind races; then more: House Captains and Sports Ambassadors and Mini Vinnies – so many things to think about - all at once, oh! and how could I forget – SATs – I can only do my best, surely that will be enough; of course it will? I’ll have to work though!
All is not lost though, I look around at my fellow sailors (classmates really but this fits my train of thought so much better) and realise they are in the same metaphorical boat as me – lost at sea, looking for a safe harbour to call home before they embark on this perilous voyage. 
Looking back on this day I find myself struggling to recall the intricacies or minutia of the day – what I do know is that that was seven weeks ago now and rather than being lost at sea without a chart to guide me I find myself out on the ocean, heading for a point – a point somewhere far on the horizon, but with friends (not all of whom I get on with, but I have to put that aside this year or another year at school will just be an unpleasant memory) all around and teamwork (a new found attribute), that horizon becomes nearer and clearer as each day, week and month passes me by.
In the end I understand that the time I have left will be full of ups and downs and obstacles both real and imagined and that not everything is going to go my way – life just isn’t that straightforward, well mine isn’t. But here is what I do know – I know that I am going to rise to each new challenge just as I did on the 3rd September when my final year at St. Martin’s began and I stepped into the classroom at the end of the corridor and found my home away from home. 
Long live Year 6 and all who sail in her – which obviously includes me as well, stormy waters or not - we sail on…
