The New Decameron

It’s a session of the Club. A new series of stories about ridiculous, amusing, dramatic situations «from life» - based on observation of foreigners and ourselves in unusual conditions. Certainly, we could not pass by our earthshattering school years and student's impressions. Certainly, we spoke about foreigners as about aliens. Furthermore, as one of them appeared in a circle of story-tellers. There were no students and teachers - only stories. And one was more unexpected than another. And the competition… Somebody will run out of stories earlier, somebody’s story will be funnier, somebody’s – more picturesque. Each participant around a circle told one story and passed the baton to the neighbour and if he ran out of stories, he became an also-ran and then a simple listener.
It turned out that there were a lot of stories to script or to write a new series of the Decameron with funny, but innocent content. Two hours went too quickly, but everyone was ready to tell more and more. There was also assumed to be an award, and it found its hero. The prize was handed over to Svetlana Kasyan (a student from Cologne, who studies at our institute under the auspices of Erasmus program) for the stories that "THEY" were not as us – from a sharp end of the action and straight from the source!
The session of the Club is on the 8th of December, at 13.00. 
We want to talk about weddings, namely about intercultural distinctions and traditions, to share funny stories and anecdotal evidence. We hope that we will have what to laugh at, to be surprised with and to learn.

And here some stories «from memory» from the previous session.

Twist of fate

When I started to study in the 5th class, I had to choose which foreign language to study: English or German. At the age of 11 I reasoned so: at school my father learnt French, it meant it was not worth to choose it (he would see my rents and gaps). My mum learnt English, but she had already forgotten it, it meant it was unlikely that she could help me; but my elder brother learnt German, furthermore, he had the same teacher, and just in case, he could help me. And I chose the German language... 
In half a year the teacher of the German language asked me to stay and told: «Larisa, could you help your brother with German, please!»
Authority is a great force



At school I studied well, I was an exemplary pupil, but periodically missed lessons, as at the same time I studied at music school where there were endless examinations, performances, concerts, and I also played at the puppet theatre where there were performances, tours and rehearsals too. And at school everybody knew about it. Once my boyfriend persuaded me to ditch a class of the German language as at this time he had a free period. I agreed, and we went for a walk. At the following lesson the teacher asked me, why I had been absent. I was not prepared for this question and that’s why I fairly answered that I had ditched a class. The teacher looked at me, smiled and said: «You were probably performing at a concert or were passing an exam, weren’t you?» I did not try to persuade the teacher and agreed with her variant of the answer. Why to cast a slur?!

Holiday failure


On summer vacations two sisters from Germany visited their grandfather in Vilnius. One girl finished the first class, but the second girl - the third class. The girls were born in Vilnius, but attended kindergarten and school already in Germany. The grandfather waited for his granddaughters and prepared an interesting program for them for two weeks to show everything, not only Vilnius, but also whole Lithuania, to go to the sea, to Palanga and Klaipeda. And here was the first day of the planned cultural program. They went to the car, but the sisters said: «Grandfather, we cannot go with you». «Why cannot you? Why?» - the grandfather asked with astonishment. – «You do not have special car seats in your car. We must not go by car without car seats». The grandfather even turned pale and began to persuade them in every possible way to get into the car, but all attempts appeared to be vain. Oh, these Germans...

Physics in life

In the list of the strictest, most demanding and ruthless teachers of school our physics teacher wasn’t just registered, but more likely even headed the rating. Margarita Mihaylovna was known and remembered not only by pupils, but also by their fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, aunts, uncles. In general, physics in our area was known by everybody, and when I was a schoolgirl too, I was convinced in it once again.
Once we chatted with girl from the school on a small bench near the porch. Suddenly a tipsy man with a guitar in his hands came to us. At first he tried to understand our conversation and even to support it, but because of his state it was not possible to do it in any way. At last, surrendered, but it seemed that such state of affairs apparently pressed heavily upon the man. Soon he somehow tried to explain the situation and began with long reasoning and apologies which ended so: «In general, girls, forgive me for God's sake that I am staggering in front of you as an ammeter ...» After these words we admitted him as a right guy. Truly physics is omnipotent! Here it is a practical application! Even in this inappropriate state the man remembered physics lessons of Margarita Mihaylovna and could find a honorable way out of the situation.
Trust to written!

In days gone by there were the lowest party divisions for children at Junior School called "starlets”. I will explain their meaning for those who has not had luck to be a participant. The class was divided in small groups which were headed by commanders; I’d like to notice that this post was rather respected and responsible. 
After dinner I usually came back home (the school was across the street), did my homework and waited for parents who came after work almost in the evening. 
On one of these days the telephone rang. It appeared that the call was very important as at the other end there was the commander of our "small star", our hammer-man Dima K. My schoolmate weightily informed me that in an hour all our group had to go to a film lecture hall. I put the phone down and tried to realize the importance of the expected trip to the cinema. I hastily got ready, but one circumstance nearly forced me to stray from the collective ... I often lost my keys, by that moment my parents had already given me the key of the flat, so my duties were to open the door first and to let in members of our family. It made me thinking, but I soon found the solution. I took a piece of paper and with still weak hand of a pupil of the second form I tried to inform my parents about the following: «Dad, mum and Valya, I am in a film lecture hall with my "small star", but the key is under the door-mat. Julia». Having been satisfied with my quick wit, I put this note at the door and with a quiet conscience went to the lecture hall. 
I came back with my schoolmates almost in the evening, but we did not really hurry up. When I was on my fourth floor, for some reason I met all my family on the stairway, and their facial expressions were absolutely unfriendly ... My parents found the note, they even held it in their hands, but nobody of them could spell out what was in this note. But they were calmed down only by one fact- if the thieves happened to be near our door that moment, they would not manage to get into the apartment because they would not get through the first obstacle which was my note.
"You can't make up for the lost time"

The teacher of biology stuck in my memory from my school times not only because we could unmistakably draw with closed eyes small and big circles of blood circulation, but because at her lessons she generously loaded us with citations, proverbs and sayings. So many years have already passed, but I remember till now:
«I am not a do-good, but good» (after this phrase the class was always buried in philosophical thoughts).
«Well-fed, but not well-bred» (the most interesting that this phrase was popped to pupils of any weight category).
«On Monday I am ailing, but on Tuesday I have a day-off» (after these words, according to the teacher of biology, all chronic absentees had to feel shame).
"You can't make up for the lost time" (this phrase was said by a very snaky voice at that very moment when the teacher unexpectedly announced about a test, and all pupils hastily tried to open the last paragraph. (Honestly speaking, I do not know for what purpose). 
«It’s like the Crimean War – a lot of smoke and nothing is seen» (she used the words when summing up the results of the written test, without doubt, which were not so optimistic).
