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  On the last day we went to nursery school everybody loved us very much and we loved everyone very much.


  Even the dinner lady wept when we said goodbye, and she told me I was a little treasure and she would never forget me.


  The only strange thing about that was that it had never occurred to me that the dinner lady could ever forget me. Which is why I asked her if she’d forget the others.
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  Then the dinner lady smiled and said she wouldn’t forget the others, either, but that she’d remember me to the end of her life, because once I had asked her how she made marrow stew, because it was always good here but never at home. That’s why.


  Both nursery-school teachers were there when we said our goodbyes.


  Miss Edmunds stroked my head, and said, “How time flies!” It’s as though it was only yesterday that your mother brought you here for the first time! Do you remember?”


  And I did remember, I remembered exactly that first day, and I was very happy that I did, because that meant that now I had memories too, and I’d thought that only grown-ups had memories. Or perhaps it was just that I’d grown up so much.
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  Mrs Farley kissed me too, and her eyes were full of tears.


  “You will come and visit us sometimes, won’t you?” she asked, as if we were off on a long journey.


  Then even I began to get a lump in my throat, because I simply couldn’t imagine that from now on I would only ever go to nursery school as a visitor.


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  








OEBPS/Images/index-6_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/index-2_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/index-5_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/index-1_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.png
EVA JANIKOVSZKY

At
School
at Last lalala

ILLUSTRATED BY LASZLO REBER






