
Learning Scenario 
REAL LIFE, REAL FEELINGS, REAL WORDS 

Diversity Speaks 

PURPOSE

 

STORY

Language must not be an
obstacle for friendship

MATERIAL

OBJECTIVES:

BASIC EDUCATION 30-45 MINUTES

INFORMAL SETTING

5-15 PARTICIPANTS

BASIC EDUCATION LEARNERS

 

learning the language (through word emphasis and intonation to the
understanding of meaning) 
emotional connection- speaking the same language (getting to know
each other, developing compassion, solidarity)
real life situation knowledge with practical solution
empowering participants by respecting and appreciating what makes
them different

For the classroom: 
A background PPT with photos
that move with the story (clicked
by another person, not the
teacher): 
travel bag, train tracks, empty
bench at the train station, wood, ...

Creativity &
Expression

Migrants, 
all ages and all language levels possible

Informal part of formal education
language course
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LOCATION

 Classroom: chairs put in a half
circle line
Outside the school: at places
mentioned in a story



 

DESCRIPTION

Participant sit in half circle line, the teacher is standing in front of
them and starts with the story. Together with the story, in the
backroad there is a PPT rolling with images linked to the story, which
creates the emotional atmosphere. In addition
The teacher who is telling a story has to pay attention to the colour of
his voice, when he/she has to say something loud or quiet. And what
else to do to get the focus of the participants back if fades away- show
on the participant, make more permeants eye contact when talking, or
seems like he is asking the participants question, although that’s not
the case.
Learning Slovenian language: participants are divided in groups (max
3 participants) and they tell how they understood the story- using as
much Slovenian word as they can. 
Together with the teacher they are talking about less familiar words.
Ice breakers/ bonding : 2 participants - one is talking how he
understood the story and compares the story with their experience,
the other one is listening. They try to use Slovenian words as much as
they can.
 Then they switch role.

Classroom:
1.

2.

3.

4.
5.

6.
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Story could be told in parts- first part about the arrival, so the story
could be told for example in train station. This is the opportunity to
make first part even more emotional- describe more in detail how the
Hero of the story feels, thinks… 
A story set in real places is more touching and memorable.
After first part is done teacher asks the participants how they
understood the story,what is similar to their experience, and what is
different. Again…using as much Slovenian words as possible.

Outside at places mentioned in the story:
1.

2.
3.
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TIPS & TRICKS FOR THE TEACHERS

The combination of what is heard, felt (smelled, touched) and seen can
contribute to the goal we want to reach
Practise how to tell a story (importance of gestures and facial
expressions, be careful to involve the audience - get their attention if
you notice they are bored). When you are in the classroom, you need to
provide details that help participants imagine the action and feel
things. 

ALTERNATIVE IMPLEMENTATIONS / POSSIBLE ADAPTATIONS

The story could also be used to strengthen the
Belongingness 

and in a way also for Language Acquisition.
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YOUR COMMENTS & ADDITIONS



The train journey  was long. My heart was pounding like crazy,
as I crossed the state border. I think that was the moment I
realized I am entering the unknown zone, not holidays from
which I will return in a week.
At the station where I got off, I was waiting for my cousin. He
was late. Really late.
And the fact that I waited for him more than an hour reminded
me how far away my home village is. This train station was the
most strange place I have ever experienced. And despite my age-
25 years, for the first time in my life, I felt completely alone. Right
at this station.

People spoke a language I didn’t understand. I was afraid to have
a drink at a nearby bar for several reasons. 
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The first was language…how can I order a drink? The second
reason was money- I had no euros and with my money, payment
certainly wouldn’t have been possible. And third… most important.
I didn’t want to risk to miss my cousin. I had no phone, nor his
phone number. Disappointed, I sat down on the bench, tired,
thirsty, hungry, and if I wouldn’t be ashamed, I could admit that at
that moment I would have given everything for my mom’s hug.
When my cousin finally arrived, he apologized for the delay due to
the extended work at his job, a stone fell from my heart. Probably
my cousin noticed that as he sympathetically grabbed my
shoulders and said: “You’ll get used to it. You'll see. Everything will
be okay."
I did not believe him.

I had a hard time getting used to living in a new environment. It
became more and more clear to me, how I took for granted all the
friendships I found, conversations I had over coffee or just like
that… on the street when I meet someone I knew. Here all I
had...were strangers. My cousin was away a lot so the best
company I had was- me to myself.
As much as possible, I spent time in nature. Also that day, which at
the beginning did not promise anything special I went for a long
walk.
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As always, I walked the circular forest path I knew. I was thinking
of going somewhere else, but I was surprised by the rain, so I
decided to go home. In front of the apartment building where I
lived, I noticed an elderly woman walking up the stairs towards the
entrance to the house. She carried heavy bags in her hands. Just
below the top she fell on the floor.

Without hesitation, I run and help her on her feet. I rushed to pick
up food and other purchased items that were lying all over the
stairs. Suddenly the woman started to scream at everyone and
swinging towards me. She screamed so loudly that in a few
minutes the other neighbors came out of the house. I was standing
as if dug in, with her shopping bags in my hands until something
or someone knocked me to the ground. Before I had really realized
what was going on, blood was actually flowing from my nose. At
the moment someone was about to hit me again, an older man
stopped him and saw what was happening.

I did not know the language, so I did not know what the shouting
was about and what it meant. However, it became clear to me
that this was a kind of mistake, because the gentleman who had
just tried to hit me, suddenly fell silent and offered me his hand so
that I could get up from the ground.
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It took me a long time to realize that the woman who fell down
the stairs understood my help as a robbery. So she screamed. The
neighbors, who hurried out on the scene, saw old woman
screaming while I was picking up her things. That was the picture
they saw! 
Without a word, I entered the house, wiping my bloody nose and
wondering what actually happened. 
I felt awful and even more alone in that moment.

Early in the morning, the doorbell woke me up. When I opened
the door, I was surprised! The lady who shouted at me yesterday
was standing in front of me. She was holding a pack of coffee and
two cups in her hands. With the gestures, she tried to invite me to
have a coffee. At least that is how it seemed to me.

At first I watch the gesture with distrust, tried to understand
Slovenian words she was using, but then I followed her anyway.
When we entered her apartment, she offers me her hand and at
the same time pointed at herself: “Olga. I'm Olga. "
It becomes clear to me that Olga is her name!
“Arbes!” I said and pointed to myself.
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Mrs. Olga pointed to the chair in front of me and I assumed she
wants me to sit down. So I did that too. She poured up coffee,
pointed at sugar, milk…, all with her hands. And I answered back
with mine. When she offers me a cookie, I thank her out loud in
Albanian language. Mrs. Olga tried to repeat the word, but she is
so funny that we both start laughing.

When she tried the seventh time to pronounce the word correctly,
she had enough. She took a sheet of paper and a pencil and tried
to write down the word. She wrote it wrong, so I helped her.
Looking at the word written she tried to repeat correct
pronunciation aloud. She finally succeeds! Oh what a joy!
Suddenly she writes a thank you note in Slovene language. I also
have a lot of problems to pronounce Slovene words correctly. The
same as Olga with Albanian language. Each attempt provokes
new bursts of laughter from both. We liked the game so we
repeated the exercise with other words. When it was necessary,
we used gesticulation or we drew the meaning of a word.
How fun this neighbor of mine was!
Before we said goodbye we agreed on a new coffee meeting. If
Olga did not came at agreed time, or I did not come to her, we
knew we misunderstood each other. 
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No big deal… she came to me and I came to her and sometimes…
we also met half way- in the hallway. How much laughter, how
much joy!!!

And when I turn back today…
Mrs. Olga and I did not just learn the language. We learned how
to understand and accept diversity and how to respect similarities.
It is not always easy.
But you are so much richer when you succeed.
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