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Analysis of the learners‘essays “The Bitter-Sweet Taste of Childhood”  
Learners who wrote an essay can be divided into two groups. 
Learners of the first group understood the topic directly and described tastes that they    

remembered from their childhood.  They mentioned the following:

· bilberry jam: these flavours are hardly compatible. When I was a child I couldn’t understand how my parents could eat this jam, especially eating it with meat (Asta, 35);
·  green peas: we used to wait for them in spring so much that at the beginning we used to ate them with pods. Later they used to become a bit bitter but we used to eat them as well (Linas 40);
·  grapefruit: in my childhood I couldn’t understand how it is possible that such a wonderful fruit orange has such a bitter “brother” called grapefruit. What is the use of bitter fruit at all? Who eats them? (Kristina, 29);
·  chewing-gum: my neighbour sailor brought me it from a foreign country when I was a child; I tried it and wondered how sweet it was... (Nerijus, 40);
· candies: My mother used to hide candies when I was a child because they were bought very rarely and only for guests. That’s why we wanted them very very much and we were looking for them everywhere in the house and we used to find them. The taste of these candies was wonderful. When I eat these candies now, I remember that the taste was much sweeter in the childhood. Where is the bitterness? We used to feel bitter taste when our mother used to find papers of the candies, then it used to be really bitter... (Dalia, 37).
Learners of the second group remembered “sweet” and “bitter” stories from their childhood:

· My childhood was sweet while one day a new neighbour moved into the house next to ours. He had a big plastic tractor with a trailer. In the time of the Soviet Union, plastic toys (especially those of the size of a child) were such rare things... and it was such a joy when the neighbour came and offered me to exchange our toys and gave me his tractor... and it was such a disappointment when in the evening the neighbour’s parents came and told me to give back the tractor... (Ernestas, 29).
· My brother and I used to spend our summers with our grandmother. We lived far away in Russia. It was 1000 km from our parents, home, friends, and any entertainments. We had to live with no Lithuanian or any modern means of communication. We interacted writing letters and once or twice we were allowed to use the telephone. Nevertheless, we felt great. Fresh air, wonderful nature, and lovely people surrounded us (Asta, 35)
· There were a lot of boys in the yard where I lived. I was the only girl but the boys probably didn’t notice that because I used to climb in the trees together with them or all of us used to play war. And nobody knew that my childhood was bitter because I didn’t know how to play the simplest girls’ play – skip rope (Lina 26).
· In the primary school one boy was always  teasing me. He was pulling me by the hair or a uniform. One day I turned to him and swung at him holding my pen full of ink in my hand. I splashed his shirt with ink. My teacher told me to wash his shirt. I felt humiliated and angry because it was his fault, not mine. However, I was punished, not he (Laima, 50).
The most memorable essay was written by seventy-three year old Bronislava: there were no supermarkets when I was a child. There was only one shop in our city and there you could buy everything you needed – bread, salt, sugar, and the most important thing for men cigarettes. My father couldn’t afford to buy cigarettes from the shop. So, he used to grow tobacco-plants in the garden. After tobacco-plants were dried out, my father rolled them into a piece of newspaper and made a cigar.
Children didn’t have any chance to buy candies for themselves. The mother used to boil sugar-beets and make candies from their treacle. 
There were no fruit in the shop and any fruit grown in the yard were eaten before November. If some were saved from eating, they were put on a Christmas tree as decorations. My great-grandfather planted a wild apple-tree near a grave in a cemetery. He hoped that his children and grandchildren would come there to visit his grave and they could eat apples from this apple-tree. My parents used to go to the cemetery before Christmas and New Year and they used to bring windfall apples. You wouldn’t like to try these apples in autumn but they were such bitterly-sweet before Christmas that we were fighting with each other in order to get one.          
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