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  While opening the blinds, Sónia thought that the haze didn’t foresee a coloured journey with beautiful landscapes, as mum had announced the day before. But that didn’t affect the excitement and joy she had felt ever since she woke up. She put her slippers on and went to wake her brother up.




  “Francisco, wake up, get up! It’s time! I won’t take long in the bathroom.”




  Francisco immediately jumped out of the bed. Dad was already cooking breakfast while mum was tidying the room.




  They left quite early. During the journey dad explained that he had spent beautiful days of his childhood in that small and fascinating village by the mountain.




  “Which mountain is it?” asked Francisco.




  “It’s the Montejunto Mountain,” said dad.




  Francisco was more interested in Geography than Sónia. She preferred Portuguese. Although he wasn’t a good student at any subject, and still didn’t know what he wanted to be in the future, Francisco always wanted to know a little about everything. On the contrary, Sónia already knew what she wanted to be – a Portuguese Language teacher. She read in the morning, at night, during the class breaks and even at lunchtime. This cost her serious scolding from her father, who said that everything that is in excess is harmful. She had already a reasonable library and she read every book she found, including the ones shouldn’t. She had already been reprimanded for being found reading improper books for her age. But she was, truly, the best student of Portuguese in her class. And she was proud of it. She felt happy every time a colleague went studying with her and she always endeavoured to help those who knew less.




  When they finally reached their destiny, it was almost lunchtime. In the country, lunch is usually earlier than in town, and Mr. Dias’s family was already ready and waiting. But before lunch, there had been an exchange of gifts between them. Patrícia, a little shy, offered each friend a small clay piece that she had made. Patrícia was a specialist at handcrafts, and her best marks were always Visual and Technological Education. She received a beautiful Spanish doll that looked like Sónia’s, which she had loved when she had visited them the previous year.
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