Simon Smith Personal Journal
I’d left my home at 6.20 to travel one mile to get to my first session of teacher training 7407. As if the Gods were telling me this course wasn’t going to be easy, I found every route I took to be blocked by heavy traffic. An hour later I arrived. The embarrassment of entering the class while one of my main bosses was talking to the class, plus a whole group of my peers looking at me was almost unbearable. The consequence of causing such a disruption is of course to go in to walking on egg shell mode, so almost sloth like I took a seat and stayed as still as possible. Tony Woodward, one of my managers, was speaking when I entered. He’s of the ilk that seem to believe that tutors performance can be measured. Me? Well I believe to a degree results can be measured, but there’s plenty of aspects to teaching and what can come from the student teacher relationship that can’t be measured. As in all relationships there’s not much room for weights and measures.
If there’s one overriding feeling that came from the session today it was how large the work load is likely to be, forewarned is forearmed but sometimes being unaware of what’s to come allows a fresher approach. 

As if to shed a feeling of contrast to the matter, like the calm before the storm, Nina celebrated her birthday by sharing out a cake, and coming out for a drink after the lesson. There’s always something similar to this in the way I see the autumn term, it starts off filled with warm and sunny evenings, and quickly tumbles in to cold wet dark afternoons. The strange thing is I quite like cold wet dark afternoons.
