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MAIN INFO
SALTO E&T link:

Sector:

Scope:

Type of presence:

Venue city:
Key Action:
Postponed:
Start date:

Subtopic:

TCA DESCRIPTION

Themes and goals:

Expected results:

Additional
information:

TA

https://refactor.salto-et.net/events/show/RO01_0160_THO_2019

SE
YH

Transnational

Priority: Other

Face-to-Face Venue country: Romania
Cluj-Napoca Working language: English
Not applicable TCA documents:

No E+ Academy: No
18.06.2019 End date: 23.06.2019

CONNECTOR is a space aiming to bring together professionals passionate
about learning in a participative and interactive manner, with a focus on practical
experience. The event is based on sharing, learning and testing.

Why CONNECTOR? Learning by doing and focusing on the participants needs
and experience are key elements to personal and professional development.
With these in mind, the main objectives of the event are: - to put together
learning facilitators from different sectors and create synergies in order to create
connections between non-formal learning, formal education and vocational
training; - to promote non-formal learning in Europe and Romania; - to develop a
space for identifying the common needs and challenges of all the stakeholders
involved; - to develop solutions for the identified needs and challenges through
projects and network activities; - to create a collaborative space for sharing
methods, instruments, practices and efficient ideas for learning; - to create
future European partnerships, eligible under Erasmus+ and European Solidarity
Corps Programmes; - to offer a set of methods and principles with large
applicability in the learning environment and develop online tools available for
the learning facilitators after the event.

How will CONNECTOR happen? The event is based on sharing, learning and
testing. Sharing After the official opening and a short presentation about the
history and purpose of the event we will start working. The entire event is a
space of testing and sharing ideas, methods, good practices. Learning One day
and a half will be focused on learning and developing knowledge, skills and
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attitudes. Brains and emotions will be equally involved in this process. Learning
methods and tools will be shared by experienced facilitators in parallel
workshops and training courses (one workshop per participant). Testing &
planning Participants will test the methods using performances or other types of
interactive activities on a targeted audience. After learning and testing
participants will have the opportunity to debrief, deconstruct, and plan their
professional future through guided sessions. The participants will also have the
opportunity to plan future activities and develop future European partnerships.

PARTNERS AND PARTICIPANTS

Organiser NA:

Number of
participants:

Target group:

Erasmus+ Programme

experience level:

Profile of participants:

Participants per
country:

Sending partner(s) -
Booked places:

Pending Sending
partner application(s)
- Booked places:

Accepted Sending
partner(s) - Accepted
places:

Pending booked
places:

Accepted places:

ROO01 - Agentia Nationala pentru Programe Comunitare in Domeniul Educatiei si
Formarii Profesionale

0

0

TCA PARTICIPANT APPLICATION

Start date of TCA
Participant
Application:

Confirmation deadline

for Sending NAs:

21.06.2019 Application deadline: 10.04.2019

12.04.2019 Confirmation deadline 10.05.2019

for Organiser NAs:

RESEARCH TYPE LONG-TERM ACTIVITY INFO
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Title:

Coordinator:

Subtopic:

Country:

Start date:

Rationale and
background:

applicant view (front page)

Original Pirate Material LTA

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

newcomers Sector: \=5)
application | capacity|

building in impact and

Austria | Croatia Working language:  English |
Denmark

10.2021 End date: 12.2026

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 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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Challenges:

the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best th fiffiffffififififfiff

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
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
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Milestones/Planned
Activities:

Expected results:

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
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
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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,
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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
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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