By Abhiraj Khosla YEAR 7 Student

My First Day at Secondary School

RING! RING! RING! came a bothersome sound of my clock. As I woke up, my mum came into my room with an immensely joyful face. 

“Look!” she said with a beaming smile. She was holding my Plymstock school uniform. 

Excitement shot through my veins like a lightning bolt. Today was the day! In a blink of an eye, I jumped out of bed and began to get ready. The last thing left was putting on my uniform which was proving to be an enormous challenge. Luckily, I had my superhero who could save the day—my father. The way he helped me was so quick, yet unbelievably elegant.

Afterwards, it was time for breakfast. I had a fruit salad and some strawberry yoghurt. Meanwhile, my mum was packing my school bag. I rushed to my bedroom to fetch my pencil case, which was stocked with all sorts of stationery: pencils, pens, and colourful sharpeners.

Then my phone rang “Hello?” came a voice. My friend Harry questioned, “Where are you?”

“Come to Western Approach and we will get number 5 bus from there. Quickly!” I said.
“Ok, I’ll meet you there. Bye.” He said instantly.

“Bye Mum! Bye Dad!” I yelled as I rushed outside. 

The weather was beautiful. Green, emerald, and sapphire trees seemed to dance above me while the sun illuminated the sky. It felt like nature was celebrating my big day with me.

When I reached the bus stop, I noticed a man dressed smartly in a black suit, wearing dark shades, with his hair perfectly styled. Just then, Harry came running towards me, panting heavily.

“Abhiraj!” he shouted, sprinting at full speed.
Suddenly, the bus arrived. “Come quickly—it’s here!” I shouted. I handed the bus driver £2 and requested him to wait for Harry. When Harry finally climbed aboard, he looked as if he had run a hundred miles!
We found seats right at the back.“I feel like sleeping,” Harry mumbled.

“Same here,” I agreed, forcing my eyes to stay open. But whilst murmuring we fell asleep. 
Forty-five minutes later, the bus driver’s booming voice woke us up bellowing,”Plymstock School!”
I quickly sat up, heart racing with excitement, and looked out of the window at the place where my new adventure was about to begin.
As the bus screeched to a halt, I quickly shook Harry. “Wake up!” I screamed. 
He jumped in shock and bolted out of the bus just in time.
“Phew: that was a close one,” I sighed with relief.
As we walked into the school grounds, a teacher greeted us with a warm smile.
“Everyone, please get into your tutor groups,” our head teacher called out, trying to gather everyone’s attention. In the process, Harry and I got separated.
“We are going to enter the assembly. Please remain in your tutor groups,” the head teacher added politely.
The assembly hall looked more like a theatre, and, as it turned out, it served as both. The Head teacher led the assembly.  He talked to us about being kind, aiming high and working hard. His words made a lot of sense and left me thinking deeply.
After the assembly, it was time for my very first lesson: English with Mrs Prowse. Unsure where to go, I nervously approached a senior student. “Do you know where English is?” I asked.

“Yes, please come with me,” she replied kindly, leading me to a part of the school I hadn’t seen before.
“Thank you,” I said gratefully.

“No problem,” she answered with a smile.
Inside the classroom, Mrs Prowse greeted me warmly. “Hello,” she said, smiling.

“Hello,” I replied, though my voice trembled with nervousness. My veins felt as if they were buzzing with electricity.
“Could you please take a seat there?” she asked politely.

“Ok,” I murmured, still feeling nervous, but also eager to begin this new chapter.
After all the children were settled in, she started to get the whiteboard ready.
“Everyone looks so smart!” she said in an enthusiastic voice. “Today’s lesson is only an introduction, but we will soon be starting the actual lessons,” she explained.
Then we did a few activities, to which I gave my full concentration, and I could possibly earn points. A few moments later, I made a friend called Eathan. He looked a bit awkward, but after a while, he became my good friend.
Ring! Ring! Ring! Rang the bell.
“See you next class, everyone!” exclaimed Mrs. Prowse.
After the lesson, I took out my timetable and checked what class I had next—ART! Art is one of my favourite subjects, and energy was pulsing through my body with excitement.
Suddenly, I saw a teacher coming and I asked her where TE14 was, because that’s my art room. She guided me towards the fields and the metal stairs. However, I accidentally went somewhere else and got lost—exactly six times! Unfortunately, I arrived 15 minutes late.
When I finally entered the class, Miss Harvey greeted me with a joyful smile and told me, “Sit wherever you like.” I sat next to a boy I didn’t know, since I had no friends there except two from primary school, and they were in different classes.
As the lesson continued, I made friends with the boy sitting next to me. His name was Emann. After the class, I promised him I’d call him when I got home.
Next, I had History with Mr. Willcocks. I was quite curious about this subject. When I checked my timetable again, I realised it was short break time, not history yet!
I went straight to the field. I barely played because I remembered I hadn’t eaten yet. I quickly ate my packed lunch and then joined a game of football with Harry, Hamza, Oscar, Emann, and Ruben. It was a great match. Although Harry and the others didn’t score, they gave it their best effort.
After break, I headed to my actual History class with Mr. Willcocks. I tried to find the classroom myself but couldn’t, so I asked someone who looked like a Year 8 student. He was really polite and guided me to the room. That’s one thing I already love about this school—people are really polite.
When I arrived, Mr. Willcocks gave me a warm welcome. He kindly insisted that I sit next to the window. Obediently, I sat exactly where he told me to.
 “Good morning, everyone! It’s a pleasure to meet you all,” said the teacher. “Today, I will only be doing the introduction. Lucky you!” he added with an enthusiastic smile.
He explained what we’d be doing that day and what to expect in the future. Then, he let us play some fun history games, which I really enjoyed. We also completed a few activities.
After that class, I had Maths. (Fun fact: I'm a legend at Maths!) I was a bit confused at first and didn’t know where to go, but when I entered the classroom, I was welcomed by a replacement teacher. Apparently, there had been a mix-up in the plan.
Maths was easy for me because I’m really good at it. The lesson went by so fast that I finished all my questions before anyone else!
Then came lunch break. I ate my lunch quickly and played football again with my friends. Lunch flew by—it felt like I only played for 10 minutes!
After lunch, I had Music, which I was really excited about. Music was also one of the classrooms I remembered, as it was near my previous class. When I entered, everyone was sitting in their seats, and Mrs Hawker was taking the register. After that, she welcomed us and explained the classroom rules.
Since it was our first day, we only did an introduction. Music was so much fun—it felt like it lasted just two minutes!
Finally, it was home time, and I couldn’t wait to tell my parents all about my first day.


