
A HORRIBLE DAY 

 

I ran as fast as I could, I tried hard but the bus driver didn’t seem to see me. Eventually I 
ended on the floor, exhausted, seeing how the bus was going further and further away as 
I was catching my breath. Damn, how could I be so stupid to let the last bus go? 

I had slept in the bus on the way home so I ended up at the last stop without knowing 
where I was. I checked when the next bus was coming and since I had half an hour I 
decided to go to a near shop to eat something but when I came back the bus was already 
leaving. So I was now lost in the middle of nowhere, the last bus gone and my phone 
running out of battery. 

Damn it, this was a nightmare. I searched the name of the street and I found it near a 
lamp post. At least, I could have an idea where I was. I read it and, yes! Thank God. A 
friend of mine lived in the area, though I didn’t know exactly where, but if I looked around 
through the houses I was sure I could recognize it. 

Sometime after, I found it. It was a big house with a small garden full of flowers and a 
wooden porch with some chairs and a table. I knocked at the door wishing that he was 
home. Some minutes later he opened the door and there he was with a sleeping face. 

-Who is knocking at the door at this time of the night? 
-Andrew! 
-What? Kate? What the hell are you doing here? I mean, you are welcome but, it isn’t a 
bit too late for you to come to my house? 
-No shit, Sherlock. I slept in the bus on the way home and missed the other, the last one 
home. 
-And that’s why Maps exists 
-Erm, how do I tell you that I ran out of battery… 
-Oh, that makes sense. In that case you’re lucky because I have the whole house all to 
myself, so you may sleep here and then return to your house. 
-Yes!! Thanks a lot!  You saved my life, Andrew. 
-You’re welcome, come in… noodles for dinner in a minute… 
-Yeah! My favourites… 
-You should call home… My phone is on the table… 

 

María Pilar Esteras 1º BACH 


