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Teszt - 2023-08-24

TA

MAIN INFO

SALTO E&T link: https://refactor.salto-et.net/events/show/HUO01_0402_THO_2023

Sector: Priority: Digital transformation
(2021-27)

Scope: Transnational

Type of presence: Blended Venue country: Hungary

Venue city: Budapest Working language: English

Key Action: KA2 TCA documents:

Postponed: No E+ Academy: No

Start date: 26.04.2024 End date: 01.05.2024

Subtopic:

TCA DESCRIPTION

Themes and goals: Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipiscing elit. Nam eget dictum augue.

Vestibulum nec egestas tellus. Nunc tempus, nisi sed facilisis eleifend, nisl tortor
rhoncus tortor, et imperdiet erat libero ac metus. Sed augue magna, vestibulum
eu lacus at, cursus finibus elit. Proin viverra volutpat risus, efficitur dictum velit
facilisis eget. Integer nibh sapien, pellentesque ac aliquet eget, tincidunt ac nibh.
Praesent gravida, arcu vel convallis scelerisque, arcu dolor consectetur quam,
vel iaculis justo ex ut mi. In interdum libero justo, id cursus lacus volutpat non.
Orci varius natoque penatibus et magnis dis parturient montes, nascetur
ridiculus mus. Aliquam erat volutpat. Integer consequat sapien consectetur eros
euismod, ac aliquet purus aliguam. Phasellus auctor vestibulum eros vel mollis.
Ut in eros id orci ultrices luctus et egestas enim. Nam sit amet purus fermentum,
malesuada sapien vitae, maximus metus. Sed porttitor diam ac sagittis
dignissim.In hendrerit vestibulum urna at eleifend. Orci varius natoque penatibus
et magnis dis parturient montes, nascetur ridiculus mus. Cras dictum turpis
porta tortor condimentum bibendum. Donec mattis, elit sit amet elementum
ultrices, nisi ante fermentum dui, id aliquam dolor lectus in purus. Sed risus leo,
tempor quis purus eget, ultrices molestie lectus. Proin eleifend malesuada
cursus. Pellentesque non turpis dolor. Nullam nec lacus feugiat, tempor diam
vel, suscipit odio. Class aptent taciti sociosqu ad litora torquent per conubia
nostra, per inceptos himenaeos. Curabitur mi urna, iaculis et mi nec, dictum
ullamcorper ante.Mauris iaculis nunc enim, eget ultrices orci hendrerit
pellentesque. Nunc eget suscipit metus. Donec pellentesque scelerisque metus
sit amet viverra. Vestibulum efficitur neque vel nibh maximus, dictum tempus est
commodo. Phasellus id purus feugiat mi auctor consectetur et eu velit. Aenean
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posuere eros molestie tellus hendrerit feugiat. Curabitur id purus orci.
Vestibulum sed ultrices metus, semper ultrices elit. Etiam pretium luctus odio,
nec pretium lacus aliquet sed. Sed maximus neque ac felis posuere, at porta
lacus iaculis. In tristique hendrerit congue. Donec posuere lorem congue risus
lobortis accumsan.

Expected results: Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor
incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Sit amet porttitor eget dolor morbi.
Ornare quam viverra orci sagittis eu volutpat odio. Arcu non sodales neque
sodales ut. Ut consequat semper viverra nam libero justo laoreet sit amet. Cras
fermentum odio eu feugiat pretium. Augue eget arcu dictum varius duis at. Sed
pulvinar proin gravida hendrerit. Magna fermentum iaculis eu non diam
phasellus vestibulum lorem sed. Laoreet suspendisse interdum consectetur
libero id faucibus nisl tincidunt eget. Scelerisque eleifend donec pretium
vulputate sapien nec sagittis aliguam malesuada. Sit amet tellus cras adipiscing
enim eu turpis egestas pretium.Amet mauris commodo quis imperdiet. Ac
placerat vestibulum lectus mauris ultrices eros in cursus. Vitae et leo duis ut.
Sed euismod nisi porta lorem mollis aliquam ut porttitor. Neque laoreet
suspendisse interdum consectetur libero id faucibus nisl. Eu sem integer vitae
justo. Quis risus sed vulputate odio ut enim blandit. Eget mauris pharetra et
ultrices neque ornare aenean euismod elementum. Nullam eget felis eget nunc.
Felis eget velit aliquet sagittis. Arcu non sodales neque sodales ut etiam sit.
Imperdiet proin fermentum leo vel orci porta non pulvinar neque. Diam ut
venenatis tellus in metus vulputate eu scelerisque felis. Leo vel fringilla est
ullamcorper eget nulla. Risus ultricies tristique nulla aliquet enim tortor at.

Additional Bulinegyedet (Kezddpont: Kiraly utca és Nagymez§ utca sarka). rerererer
information:

PARTNERS AND PARTICIPANTS
Organiser NA: HUO1 - Tempus Public Foundation

Number of 20
participants:

Target group:

Erasmus+ Programme Newcomers and Experienced beneficiaries
experience level:

Profile of participants: Good

Participants per
country:

Sending partner(s) - m

Booked places:

Pending Sending -
partner application(s)
- Booked places:

Accepted Sending [HUO1 -5

Page 2/7



L9 su0

partner(s) - Accepted

places:
Pending booked 0
places:
Accepted places: 5

TCA PARTICIPANT APPLICATION

Start date of TCA 23.08.2023 Application deadline:  06.12.2023
Participant

Application:

Confirmation deadline 31.12.2023 Confirmation deadline 11.01.2024
for Sending NAs: for Organiser NAs:

RESEARCH TYPE LONG-TERM ACTIVITY INFO

Title: Original Pirate Material LTA

Coordinator: ETRC - SALTO E&T Priority: Inclusion and Diversity
Resource Center (2021-27)

Subtopic: newcomers Sector: VET

application | capacity)|

Country: Austria | Croatia Working language: |English|
Denmark

Start date: 10.2021 End date: 12.2026
Rationale and One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found
background: himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like

back, and if he lifted his head a little he could see his brown belly, slightly domed
and divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it
and seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin
compared with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked.
"What's happened to me?" he thought. It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper
human room although a little too small, lay peacefully between its four familiar
walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a
travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut
out of an illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a
lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff
that covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer. Gregor then turned
to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting
the pane, which made him feel quite sad. "How about if | sleep a little bit longer
and forget all this nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable
to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he
always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a hundred times, shut
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Challenges:

his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only
stopped when he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt
before. "Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen!
Travelling day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort
than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the curse of
travelling, worries about making train connections, bad and irregular food,
contact with different people all the time so that you can never get to know
anyone or become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!" He felt a slight itch up
on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so
that he could lift his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was
covered with lots of little white spots which he didn't know what to make of; and
when he tried to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder. He slid
back into his former position. "Getting up early all the time", he thought, "it
makes you stupid. You've got to get enough sleep. Other travelling salesmen live
a life of luxury. For instance, whenever | go back to the guest house during the
morning to copy out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting there
eating their breakfasts. | ought to just try that with my boss; I'd get kicked out on
the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best th fffffffffffffffffiffff

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found
himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like
back, and if he lifted his head a little he could see his brown belly, slightly domed
and divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it
and seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin
compared with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked.
"What's happened to me?" he thought. It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper
human room although a little too small, lay peacefully between its four familiar
walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a
travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut
out of an illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a
lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff
that covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer. Gregor then turned
to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting
the pane, which made him feel quite sad. "How about if | sleep a little bit longer
and forget all this nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable
to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he
always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a hundred times, shut
his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only
stopped when he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt
before. "Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen!
Travelling day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort
than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the curse of
travelling, worries about makinnever get to know anyone or become friendly with
them. It can all go to Hell!" He felt a slight itch up on his belly; pushed himself
slowly up on his back towards the headboard so that he could lift his head
better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of little
white spots which he didn't know what to make of; and when he tried to feel the
place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back because as soon as he
touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder. He slid back into his former
position. "Getting up early all the time", he thought, "it makes you stupid. You've
got to get enough sleep. Other travelling salesmen live a life of luxury. For
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Milestones/Planned
Activities:

instance, whenever | go back to the guest house during the morning to copy out
the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting there eating their
breakfasts. | ought to just try that with my boss; I'd get kicked out on the spot.
But who knows, maybe that would be the best th One morning, when Gregor
Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his bed into
a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little
he could see his brown belly, slightly domed and divided by arches into stiff
sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and seemed ready to slide off
any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with the size of the rest of
him, waved about helplessly as he looked. "What's happened to me?" he
thought. It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper human room although a little too
small, lay peacefully between its four familiar walls. A collection of textile
samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a travelling salesman - and
above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an illustrated
magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady fitted out with a
fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff that covered the
whole of her lower arm towards the viewer. Gregor then turned to look out the
window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting the pane, which
made him feel quite sad. "How about if | sleep a little bit longer and forget all this
nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable to do because he
was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state couldn't get into that
position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he always rolled back to
where he was. He must have tried it a hundred times, shut his eyes so that he
wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only stopped when he began
to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt before. "Oh, God", he
thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen! Travelling day in and
day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort than doing your own
business at home, and on top of that there's the curse of travelling, worries
about making train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with different
people all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or become friendly
with them. It can all go to Hell!" He felt a slight itch up on his belly; pushed
himself slowly up on his back

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found
himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like
back, and if he lifted his head a little he could see his brown belly, slightly domed
and divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it
and seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin
compared with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked.
"What's happened to me?" he thought. It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper
human room although a little too small, lay peacefully between its four familiar
walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a
travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut
out of an illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a
lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff
that covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer. Gregor then turned
to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting
the pane, which made him feel quite sad. "How about if | sleep a little bit longer
and forget all this nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable
to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he
always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a hundred times, shut
his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only
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Expected results:

stopped when he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt
before. "Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen!
Travelling day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort
than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the curse of
travelling, worries about making train connections, bad and irregular food,
contact with different people all the time so that you can never get to know
anyone or become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!" He felt a slight itch up
on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so
that he could lift his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was
covered with lots of little white spots which he didn't know what to make of; and
when he tried to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder. He slid
back into his former position. "Getting up early all the time", he thought, "it
makes you stupid. You've got to get enough sleep. Other travelling

salesmeggggggggg

One morning, whenGregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself
transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like back,
and if he lifted his head a little he could see his brown belly, slightly domed and
divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and
seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin compared
with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked. "What's
happened to me?" he thought. It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper human
room although a little too small, lay peacefully between its four familiar walls. A
collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a travelling
salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an
illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady fitted
out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff that
covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer. Gregor then turned to
look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting the
pane, which made him feel quite sad. "How about if | sleep a little bit longer and
forget all this nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable to
do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he
always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a hundred times, shut
his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only
stopped when he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt
before. "Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen!
Travelling day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort
than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the curse of
travelling, worries about making train connections, bad and irregular food,
contact with different people all the time so that you can never get to know
anyone or become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!" He felt a slight itch up
on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so
that he could lift his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was
covered with lots of little white spots which he didn't know what to make of; and
when he tried to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder. He slid
back into his former position. "Getting up early all the time", he thought, "it
makes you stupid. You've got to get enough sleep. Other travelling salesmen live
a life of luxury. For instance, whenever | go back to the guest house during the
morning to copy out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting there
eating their breakfasts. | ought to just try that with my boss; I'd get kicked out on
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the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best th

SINGLE ACTIVITIES CONNECTED TO THIS LONG-TERM ACTIVITY

PLO01_0237_TSS_2020 Building project planning and management competences among workers of
early childhood education and care institutions

RO01_0160_THO_201  Connector 5
9

HUO01_0402_THO_202  Teszt - 2023-08-24
3

SALTO cannot be held responsible for information uploaded by the Organiser National Agencies
regarding training and cooperation activities (TCAs). Please inform SALTO, whenever you should
come upon incorrect data. Always contact the Organiser/Co-organisers of the TCAs themselves for
the latest information.
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