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	Language
	English

	Topic
	Memory related to a smell – Tales in oral form

	Learners
	Cross-generational group – A2-B1
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The Smell of Balls


When I was a child, I liked very much to play with balls, alone or with others. A ball was a beautiful thing for me and still today I get a special feeling when I see and smell balls e.g. in a toy shop. I can´t resist to touch the balls and I enjoy their smell of leather or plastic. I don´t have a remembrance to a concrete situation but the feeling is very strong and difficult to describe.


Ilse





The Smell of « Prestige »


Another smell that causes a strong remembrance to me is an aftershave called « Prestige ». When I was about 18-19 years old, I had a friend who always took this aftershave which had a very intensive smell. He was a funny guy but we didn´t come together and after some months we lost sight of each other.


Ilse





Cosy Evening


I have a lot of memories of my childhood. Here is one of them: Saturday evening was always a very cosy evening. We were four children about four, six, seven and eight years old. We were pretty clean and cheerful because we all were washed in the bathtub. 


My father heated the stove in the kitchen with wood. My mother was backing a big white bread with yeast dough and pushed it in the oven. Than we had dinner with white bread and hot milk from our cow called Rosa. 


The atmosphere and our simple dinner were full of peace and safe happiness and of the smell of white bread and hot milk. This memory is always present till now since my childhood.


Helga
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The Rustle of the Poplar Trees


When I was young and I came home from school, I searched the silence.


I went behind our house. There was a big garden with many high trees, kind of poplars. 


When it was windy, I heard one nice, pleasant noise. I was lying on a bench, my eyes closed and I was listening to a nice sound in the air: it was the rustle caused by the wind in the poplar trees.


I´ll never forget that sound and this picture: they are indelible in my memory.


Helga








Baked Apples


I remember the wonderful smell of baked apples with cinnamon and nuts. 


At that time my mother cooked the apples in an oven which was heated with   coals.


Marianne





The Pipe


If I smell fresh milk or a burning pipe, I remember my holidays as a child. I liked to stay by friends at a farm. I played with the children and played a lot a special games which we only could play there, in the farm house, with cats, cows and chicken.


The grandfather liked to smoke a pipe in the evening, sitting outside and watching the sunset. 


I always liked this time very much.


Christine
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The Smell of Cakes


When I was young, Christmas was a very exciting time because we hadn´t so many sweets and cakes.


At that time my mother baked a lot of cakes and it smelled very nicely in our house.


I remember till today the smell of the cakes when I was a child.


Brigitte





My grandfather´s Smell


When I was a child, I was often at my grandfather´s house. I remember his smell. He always smoked a pipe. The smell of tobacco and of the pipe was always in the air, in his clothes and his room.


Nowadays, when I come across this smell, I remember my grandfather. 


Christa





The Smell of the Forest


When I see a fir cone, so many remembrances suddenly come to me.


When I was a child, my grandma took me with her to collect fir cones. There was such a fresh and resinous smell in the air that I could feel the life of the forest.


And now, when I see a fir cone, I always remember this smell.


Hanny





The Smell of an Old House


I was born in 1939. 


After the 2nd world war we had to live in a small village in a small wooden house which smelled a bit musty. 


The water pipe was old and sometimes a worm came from the tap together with the water.


It was my uncle´s house. He was a baker. My father came back in between for a few days. I remember my father sitting at a table and drawing a locomotive for me. It is the only thing I remember of him. He died in Stalingrad.


Harry





The Smell of the Rain


One day, my sister and I were playing in the garden where we had a lot of very tasty vegetables.


Quite suddenly the sky gets darker and darker. I didn´t know what was happening. 


I heard the thunder and then I saw the lightning. I was very much impressed but not afraid. My sister and I continue to run barefoot in the garden even when it was heavily raining.  We had a lot of fun!


Harry
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