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One day you’re the biggest boldest person in the playground, the next you’re setting off like Bilbo Baggins into a much bigger world. An adventure calls! Well, Secondary School does anyway. Can’t promise all of it will be dragons and magic rings – most of it will probably be homework. 
But not all of it. 
Some of it will be jokes that’ll still make you smile when you’re in your thirties. Friendships that last a lifetime. Teaching moments that teach you more about yourself than you ever imagined.
And adventure calls my friend – but in order to answer it, you need to leave something behind.  
The end of Year Six feels like a pivotal moment. It is the end of something brilliant and the start of something – unknown. 
The unknown can feel daunting. I remember my Year Six experience more than most, for Year Six was also the first year of Primary School for me. It sounds a bit odd but let me tell you a little story that hopefully will make sense of it. 
Once upon a time….On the 25th of July 2000, a 10 years old girl and her family made their journey to England. The girl was quite excited about her “Summer Holiday”. She’d never been to England before and like Bilbo, she was ready for an adventure! She imagined all the people she would meet and all the great experiences she would have. But more importantly, the crazy cool things she would tell her friends back home in The Netherlands. 
The funny thing is, the summer holiday turned out to be a permanent move and suddenly, things seemed a lot less exciting. You see, the young girl enjoyed the idea of meeting new people, doing new things but always longed to go back to the familiar. To her old friends, her old school, her old routine. 
But England was home now. New friends. New school. New routine. 
In September she began school. Year Six. Primary school in England seemed odd. Everyone wore school uniforms – she never wore a school uniform in the Netherlands. Everyone had school dinners – she never had school dinners in the Netherlands. And everyone spoke English – she never spoke English in the Netherlands, just Dutch.
Everything was overwhelming, new and a little scary. 
And the worst part of it? This new place made the young girl feel like she couldn’t be her old self. She couldn’t be as funny as she thought she was or as outgoing and interesting. She couldn’t get used to the school assemblies and the new faces on the playground. She’d open her mouth to say something to her classmates or the teacher but then wonder if she really knew what she was talking about. She was new here. No one knew who she was yet and this was her only chance at making a great impression. 
What if she said something wrong and everyone decided she didn’t fit in after all?  
But one day, the girl came to school just as she did every weekday morning but something changed. The new place felt no longer new. She wasn’t the new girl. She was a year six pupil at Mansfield Green. 
What was it that changed her mind?
Remember all that time she had spent overthinking how strange it was to wear a school uniform? Well that morning, her mum pointed out she needed a new jumper because the one the girl was wearing was beginning to look too small. It surprised her and sure enough, her mum right. Soon this jumper would be her old one.
And the thought didn’t scare her. It made her smile as she walked to school, over to her desk, as she said her hello to her friends and her teacher. 
In her old jumper. At her not-so-new school.
Now that I’m no longer ten years old. I’m getting used to new places. I remember sitting in my Year Six leavers’ assembly being told that once again, I would have to leave a place I felt was now home. And again, it scared me. But not completely. I had the lessons I learnt in year six about being myself to keep me comfortable. Like a jumper. 
And yes, my first day at secondary school was really about feeling awkward and a little out of place. But everyone else felt the same way and it only took a little time and little courage to turn that fear into excitement. Turn the new place into a new home. 
Leaving is part of growing. Like that school jumper that kept me warm, I sometimes get too big for a place. I got big for my secondary school when I passed my GCSEs. And then too big for college when I passed my A-levels. And then too big for university when I got my degree. 
Of course, I’m not a giant oak tree of a person that constantly keeps growing physically. But we are always changing, and we always need to challenge ourselves. Or life gets boring. I came to the country not being able to speak English. I now hold a doctorate in law which I got because I wrote a 300 page paper on the subject of law. All in English!
Not a bad place to end up right?
But I wouldn’t have been able to do this if I didn’t take that first steps and let the new school become a place where I could be myself. Where I could grow. Stop holding back and be open to new experiences.   
It’ll will feel like you’ll always be leaving a place just as you’ve gotten used it. Leaving school. Leaving one job for another. Moving out of home. There are all these moments of goodbyes followed by new hellos waiting on the horizon. And that’s what I want you to remember. Goodbyes are followed by Hellos. 
But here at Broad Heath, when you say goodbye – we will respond with “Good luck and see you again soon!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]We will be here. Rooting for you and listening out for all the brilliant ways you continued to be brilliant. And if you like, we will definitely share it with everyone else on the pages of the Broad Heath Blog. 
Sometimes what follows fear is quite fantastic and all you need is to face it. 
Be Bold, Be Broad Heath. 
