
GCSE A* Story – Sophie Morris  

English Language Paper 1  

End a story with the line; “She gave a small wave, turned and walked away” 

My stiletto’s clipped against the polished tile floor, a Michael Kors bag swinging in one hand, my 

neatly folded CV in the other. My long blonde hair bounced on my shoulders as I climbed the stairs, 

anticipating what I would meet at the top. I had waited weeks for this job interview, a chance to 

work in the most successful business in London, Selfridges. I reached the desk at the top where I was 

to sign in. “Rosie Evans,” I stated. The tired receptionist looked me up and down as if to say, “What 

is a woman like you doing looking for a job in here?” She was right I suppose, I was well-off and 

clever, I could have almost any job I wanted, but here I was trying out to be a sales assistant.  

“It’s just down there on the right. You can wait there until you are called through.”  And so I waited, 

hours it felt like but it was probably only 10 minutes, until Mr Stevenson’s personal assistant called 

me into his office.  I’m not sure what I expected when I walked through the door but what greeted 

me was something entirely different.  

It had been a tiresome day, interview after interview. The last few were in the waiting 

room when Mrs Turden called one in. “Another bankrupt young so-and-so,” I thought. 

But quite the opposite. For as the door opened I saw none other than my childhood 

sweetheart; Rosie Evans. 

We just stared at each other. What dorks? Twenty years it had been and all I could manage was an 

awkward and squeaky “Hello.” “R-Rosie?” he stammered.  “Yeah, it’s me, ermmmm…. How are 

you?” I asked in silent shock. How after all these years do we finally meet, in a job interview? And 

how was he, Will Stevenson, football legend in the Under 21’s, the manager at Selfridges?  

“I’m good thanks. Wow, I did not expect this. Oh my….” he replied. All of a sudden I had no idea 

what to say, we couldn’t go back twenty years and pick up where we left off, certainly not, too much 

has happened.  

Although I had pretty much forgotten my time with Rosie, seeing her brought it all 

flooding back. “Apologies,” I said, “I didn’t realise it was you who was applying …. Miss R 

Evans. It never dawned on me.” I could barely make eye contact. “Sorry, have a seat, tell 

me about yourself!” I tried jokingly. I don’t think it worked.  

 

 

We spoke for almost an hour although it felt like only minutes had passed. We both found out so 

much. It truly is surprising how much can change in twenty years. There was always a part of me 

during that hour that wanted to blurt out and say, “I still love you!” but what good would come of 

that. Any queries I had about whether he still loved me were put firmly to a halt when he said he 

was married with two children, I don’t think I showed my disappointment but who knows? I never 

was very good at hiding my feelings. It quickly dawned on me that I couldn’t work here now, I was 

still clinging to the past and he had moved on.  



After about an hour I knew she wanted to get going, it was clear from her face she was 

feeling uncomfortable. I realised that, yes I am married but that didn’t change the fact 

that I still had feelings for her. I know that’s very wrong. I couldn’t say anything that 

would make things worse. I noticed she said nothing about her personal life and after 

my revelation I thought it best not to ask. She kept shifting in her seat and neither one 

of us tried to make eye contact. “Thank you for this,” she said, indicating to both of us, 

“but I really must get going.” “Yes, of course, sorry to have kept you, the other 

candidates have probably left by now,” I laughed. “Anyway, I’ll get back to you about 

the job,” although I knew I wouldn’t, “It was lovely seeing you,” I finished. “Yes, you 

too,” she replied hesitantly.  

And with that, she gave a small wave, turned and walked away.  

 

 

 

 

 


