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Laura's day to remember

When Laura woke up in the morning she already knew it would be a special day for her. She 

took a quick shower and combed her hair into a high ponytail. Then when she was walking 

down the stairs to make a breakfast for herself, her cell phone beeped signalling that she got  

a message. She took it out of the pocket and checked it out. “See you today at 5 o'clock. I'll  

pick you up and take you for a dinner. Have a nice day darling” – that was written on the 

display. She smiled, even only for herself. It was a message from her long-time boyfriend. His  

name was Jace. 

She looked at a clock and her eyes grew wider. She was almost late for work but she wanted 

to stop somewhere for  a  present  for  Jace.  Laura  took her keys  and phone and left  her 

apartment as quickly as she could. She was thinking about what he would like to get from 

her. She got a great idea of buying him two tickets for a baseball match he said he wanted to 

see. After she had done so, she drove to work and closed the door behind her. Fortunately  

no one saw her coming late. She was filling in some documents when someone knocked and 

without any permission, opened the door of her office. She looked up from her work, facing 

her workmate Clary, who was her good friend. “Hey Laura,” she greeted, “The chairman 

wants to see you.” Laura swallowed nervously, starting to sweat immediately. “By the way, I 

got promoted today. You know, I've been doing a great job so it had been only a task of time  

till  I  got  a  better  place…” Laura  stopped listening  to  Clary's  cheerful  babbling.  She  was 

absolutely fed up with it already. Although they were good friends Clary could be the most  

annoying person ever. “Okay, talk to you later Clary.” Laura forced her lips to curl into a fake  

smile  as  they stopped in  front  of  the chairman's  office.  “Sure!”  Clary  waved at  her and 

disappeared behind a corner. 

Laura just rolled her eyes at Clary's childish behaviour as she knocked on the office door.  

“Come in,” she heard from inside, so she did. “You wanted to see me, Mr. Fray?” she asked,  

trying so hard not to act nervously. “Please take a seat Laura,” he said and gestured her to sit 

down on the chair right in front of him. She nodded and did as she was told. “So where 

should I start… Well, we need to free places here. Business is going down and it's my, not so  

nice, task to do so. I'm sorry Laura, but you're fired,” he said and it took a few seconds for  



Laura to realize what had just happened. Fired? Well,  okay then. She nodded again and 

without another word she left Mr. Fray's office. On the other hand, being fired in this option 

wasn’t that bad. She never liked her job. Honestly, being closed in the small office all day  

long only working on invoices had never been her dream job. Maybe this was the beginning 

of the new part of her life. She packed all the stuff she had in her office and left the building.  

It hadn’t taken a long time for her to start talking about her job in the past tense. On her way 

home, she stopped at the Starbucks to have some coffee. Coffee could always make her 

mind relaxed.  As  she had ordered her favourite caramel  latte she recognized her friend 

Simon sitting at a table alone. 

He was sitting there, typing something into his laptop, with a cup probably full of his hot 

chocolate next to him. She took a cup the waitress had given her and headed toward him. 

“Hello there,” she smiled genuinely for the first time that day. “Hey Laura, I haven’t seen you  

for ages! How are you doing, girl?” Simon pulled a chair next to him for Laura to sit. She took 

a sip of her drink, then she replied. After spending an hour in Simon's company her mood 

improved. She was still smiling only thinking about the cheesy jokes he had told her. But 

their  conversation  wasn’t  based only  on  stupid  jokes;  she  found  out  he  got  a  job  as  a 

reporter for the New Your Times. She knew he was really talented writer and it wasn’t any 

surprise for her that he got such a tiptop job. 

She finally got home and she really felt like she would fall asleep any moment. She looked at  

clock – 4:15. Good. But then she realized that she had a date with Jace at 5. Hell, hell, hell.  

Only 45 minutes for a woman to get prepared for  an evening - she is probably going to 

spend in a luxurious restaurant with her boyfriend? Impossible! She took a 5-minute long 

shower, almost killing herself as she tried to rush out of it, undid her ponytail, brushed her 

and styled it into the big waves she knew Jace liked. Choosing a dress didn’t take her a long 

time; she put on the best one  she had – the long evening dress which she got from her mom 

for her 20th birthday. When she finished with her make-up someone knocked at the front 

door of her apartment. She only barely opened the door to peek out and make sure that it  

was  really theperson  she expected. And yes, it  was Jace. “Prepared to go?” he smiled, 

handing her a bouquet of red roses – her favourite. Laura smiled widely at him as she took  

the flowers and put them into the first vase she found. 



Then they left. Jace, as a real gentleman, opened a door of the car for her and shut it gently.  

They  talked  about  their  day,  well  mostly  about  Laura's  day.  Jace  absolutely  couldn’t  

understand how Laura could get fired. About 10 minutes passed when he parked the car in  

front of a restaurant she had never been before. As they stepped in, a waitress immediately 

led  them  toward  their  table.  “Yeah,  that’s  fabulous  Jace  –  everything  must  be  always 

completely perfect.” She thought for herself. “Would you like to order?” the waitress smiled 

and wrote down their orders.  As they were waiting for their food to come, Jace took a 

chance. He kneeled down on a knee, “Will you marry me?” he gave a proposal and opened a  

little velvet box he had taken out of his pocket. Laura rolled her eyes playfully, “This is so 

cheesy, do not you think?” Jace got quite nervous but then just chuckled, “You can't be 

serious, can you?” She smiled and reached for his hand to help him up. As they both were 

standing she kissed his cheek gently. “Yes. Yes I'll marry you.” He leaned down, “I know you 

will,” he said and then kissed her passionately on her lips. It had been the day from her  

secret dream.

Hello, 

We are from Bardejov – one of the most beautiful towns in Slovakia. The name of our school 

is ZŠ Wolkerova. Last year we celebrated its 40th birthday and we must say that we are very 

proud of our school. 

There are two reasons why we are writing to you. First of all, we´d like to tell you about one 

of many events which we have in our school every year. The name of this event is The Day of  

Foreign Languages as English, German and Russian are taught in our school.  This year we 

will  celebrate its 10th anniversary. We have very clever and creative pupils who want to  

show what they´ve learnt, and this is the right place for them to show it.

What is this event about? Well, first of all it´s about fun. Pupils dance, recite poems, sing  

songs, make costumes and decorations, write and act their own plays or make presentations 

and  projects  which  you  can  find  on  the  website  of  our  school.  We  prepare  a lot  of 

competitions and quizzes which are also a part of this event. Children can learn something 

new, they have fun and win a lot of interesting prizes. 



      We also have many other English events, too e. g. Halloween, Thanksgiving and Pancake 

Day parties, Christmas exhibition of English books etc. Our talented pupils are active in many 

language competitions e. g. English Olympiad.

     The second reason why we are writing to you is to thank you for your work. We – both 

pupils and English teachers like to read Hello every month.  It  helps to make our English  

lessons more attractive  and to  improve our  English  language  skills,  too.  We are  looking 

forward to the next issues. 

                                                                                                Mgr. Eva Dudinská


