[bookmark: _GoBack]Dear Year 6,

It is with sadness and remorse that I, Green Chair, must quit my job as your seat. My reasons are numerous as you will see.

Snot, sharpenings and general tardiness are the first of my complaints. No longer will I be in close proximity to the snot-ridden tissues you drop around my legs. No more shall I allow you to sneakily sharpen a pencil at your desk and shower me with shards of sharp shredded wood. Never again will I watch you leave your pencils and rulers on the desk top or worse under it, even after your teacher has reminded you to tidy them away. These things are making me most unwell and I have simply had enough. 

The way you never consider my feelings just leaves me feeling deeply depressed. I like things a certain way and you just don’t seem to have picked up on it. For example, a good, hard-working chair like me deserves to be tucked in once in a while. When I’m left stranded halfway across the classroom whilst you dash away to play basketball, barely remembering I exist, hurts my feelings, you know? Not to mention my front legs are killing me because you’re always slouching down to the front of me. This makes my heart heavy as I just wish you could take some pride in both of our appearances.

In addition, there’s also the way you drag me around like some sort of ragdoll! Constantly, you pull me across the floor and shove me into table legs as though I don’t have any feelings. How would you feel if I just started randomly dragging you along the floor? Here’s a novel idea- lift me up when you need to move me! 

Oh, this next one fills me with rage! Swinging, year 6, oh, the swinging. If one more year 6 child swings on me I am going to snap- and don’t think I’ll be the one driving you to hospital! Didn’t you ever hear of the boy who swung on his chair and fell off and split his head open? It’s the stuff of legends! 

Finally, there is one thing in this world that I cannot stand above all others, yet you are just constantly inflicting it upon me. I see you, glancing from side-to-side to see if anyone’s watching you. Committing this heinous crime and then blaming the person sat next to you. Eating a full tin of baked beans the night before without any consideration about how it might affect me the next day. Well, let me tell you, year six. So long as I exist, I will never, and I mean never be farted on again!

Enough is enough. Consider this my official resignation!

Signing off for a fresher smelling life,

Green Chair.
