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Love is…

   What is love? It’s one of the most difficult questions for the people. No one can give any proper definition of love. Love is friendship for some people. Maybe love is like luck. No matter how you define it or feel it, love is the eternal truth in the history of mankind.

    Love is a favourite word of many people. Sweethearts can talk for hours and they understand each other to the end. Love is the most beautiful, kind and wonderful feeling in the world. Moreover, it lives in the soul of everyone. And it isn’t necessary to love only one person, to devote all your time to him. Love is more general feeling. Love can occur between two or more persons. It connects them in a unified link of trust, intimacy and mutual understanding. The depth of love can’t be measured. Look at the relationship between a mother and a child. The mother’s love can’t be measured at all…In addition; we can love parents, relatives, nature, music, animals and all the people around us.

         There are a lot of songs and poems about love. You can do something for a person you love. You can understand him, support and help him in a difficult moment of his life. It is well – known, that we don’t love for anything, and we love without any reason. The person who loves anybody will never be alone.

         Love is a thing that you can’t understand; you can only feel it by your heart. Furthermore, it is a thing that makes your smiling when you are tired. It’s the energy that makes you alive; it’s the only feeling that depends on nothing. It’s the ability to understand and to forgive. At the end, it’s the willingness to make your sweetheart happy. As for me, it’s the most important. 
Love for science (Kokurin Mikhail)
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Love is a very broad and many-sided concept. We can speak about love for a woman, for parents and for children, for our Motherland, for nature, for arts, for a profession… I’d like to tell about my love for science now.

When I was five or six years old, I read a description of the following mathematical trick. A spectator thinks of a number. A conjurer asks him
-to multiply the chosen number by 2,
-then to add 1 to the result,
-then to multiply by 4,
-then to subtract 4,
-then to divide the result by the number chosen at the start. 

When the calculations are fulfilled, the conjurer says that the spectator’s result is the number 8, although the conjurer didn’t know what number the spectator had chosen.

I was strongly impressed by this trick. I wanted to understand how the conjurer could guess the result of the spectator’s calculations. It was difficult for me to expose the secret of the trick. But I have coped with this task at last, and this made me really happy. And I have been interested in mathematics and other exact sciences since that time.

At school I have become a regular participant of mathematical, physical and chemical olympiads. I liked to solve difficult problems, and, little by little, my interest in science developed into love.

And now I’d like to explain what is science. It is an unusual form of human activity. It appeared in ancient times and it has become expression of desire to get knowledge about the surrounding world. This desire, as I think, is initially typical of human nature. But science is different from other ways of cognition, for example, from the religious way, because science gives rational explanations of phenomena taking place in the world. This means that scientists rely upon their intellect but not upon their sense or intuition. With the use of the mind the scientists build theories, which can explain and even predict different phenomena.

I like science because I like to get exact information about our world and I like to realize that I can predict some nature phenomena with the use of scientific theories familiar to me. Besides that, I like to use my intellect and to solve difficult mathematical problems because this gives me aesthetic pleasure. Nowadays, many people don’t like to think and reflect by themselves; but I don’t belong to such a category of people because, in my opinion, a human has mind not for nothing but for cognition of the world, and a man who doesn’t use his intellect in his life isn’t worth being called a man.

I have chosen a scientific career because:

-firstly, I’m not afraid of difficulties,

-secondly, science is very important for our society,
-thirdly, this career corresponds to my faculties and ardours.

And I’m going to make every effort to become a real scientist.
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A love story of my great grand-parents (Zaripov Timur)

Love. What does it mean? I don’t know exactly, but it seems to me it means feelings, words and actions of course. As for me I love my parents, my family, and my friends. No doubt, I love nature, my native town, my country where I live. More over I love everybody I am associated with and everything I am interested in. 
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I was greatly surprised when I heard love story of my great grandparents which happened 70 years ago. I open an old family album. Two young, happy faces with bright, naughty eyes are in front of me. These are my granny Galya and grandpa Kostya. I was interested in their love story and my granny told me about it. Everything began with love. They were students. I had known they were healthy, energetic, and full of hopes and fell in love. They graduated an agricultural Institute. In 1939 they were sent to Uzbekistan to a small village. Unfortunately, they were happy not for a long time. In 1940 my grandpa was called up for military service. He went to the Caucasus and my granny stayed alone. They never saw each other. When I think about it I feel something wrong. Tears appear in my eyes. Why do they have such fates?
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5 letters and some photos are the only thing my great grandmother has. She has been keeping them for 70 years. She remembers her lover with great tenderness (delicate). Grandfather’s letters are full of care, romanticism and love. He felt sad without his sweetheart. 

Let me recite some words from his letters. The first letter is called Mamoke. This word isn’t used in any languages of the world. It means something tender.  

The second letter is devoted to the nature of the Caucasus

The third letter is devoted to a woman who is going to be a mother. My great grandmother waited for a baby.

The fourth letter is a hymn to his sweetheart 

The last letter. It was written in winter in 1941. It is full of suffering and experiences. My great grandfather had known about his tour to Iran. What concerns my granny; she didn’t know about his military service in Iran and on the Western front in 1941 when the Great Patriotic War began.
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 My great grandfather was a brave and a courage person. He died in Ukraine on the 28th of September in 1941. He was only 24. My great grandmother was when she stayed alone with an one-year-old child on her hands. She came back to Mari land and continued to live and to bring daughter up her.

Now a day she is very old. On the 15th of February we celebrated her 94th birthday. My great grandmother had been keeping her faithfulness to the only man in her life. That is the history of my family and a bright example of real love. I will remember this love story eternally and keep my great grandfather’s letters like a family relic.                                                                                                                
My love to my Republic 

The native land is a place, where you were born, where you made your first steps, where you went to school, made friends. And it is a place where a person becomes a Person. In my opinion, the place where you were born, your birthplace is the best place on the earth. As for me, it is my native Republic Mari-El. It seems to me, my republic is a beautiful place. There are many beautiful flowers, lakes, many wonderful temples there. Our lakes possess unusual beauty. One of my most favourite places is lake Tair. Tair is a very picturesque lake. It is especially beautiful in September. There is a pine forest nearby. Monks used to live near the lake. It is a really beautiful place!

 My native town is Youshkar-Ola. I was born and have grown here. My parents were born and have lived here since their childhood. I think, Youshkar-Ola is the best place on the earth. Let’s have a walk along the streets of own town. One of the busiest streets is Leninsky Prospect. There is our government building, the Yoshkar-Ola hotel many shops and offices there. Besides, you can see the buildings of Mari State Technical University and the Mari National Drama Theatre. So, Youshkar-Ola is a cultural centre of our republic too. There are 5 theatres, 30 schools, and many libraries there. Our town has many gardens and parks. There is a Pine and Oak grove in our town.  Many people like to walk there. I like my school very much. Many wonderful moments of my life are connected with it. I love my school friends

Probably, one of my most favourite places in Youshkar-Ola is parkway. You can see cheerful persons, elderly pairs and especially many mums with children.

Youshkar-Ola is a pure town. Kind, nice people live there. 

I look at the sky, it is fine. It is the sky of my native land. There is not such sky anywhere in the world.
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My love to Art (Korshunova Nina)

«To love - means to live a life of the one whom you love»    L.N.Tolstoy
The love theme is inexhaustible. Each person requires love throughout a life, waits for it. The love cannot be overcome neither fear, nor greed, anything. 

The love is an aspiration to an ideal. When the person falls in love, he sees and appreciates favourite what the other people do not see and do not appreciate. Also the person does not notice lacks of the favourite. Having inspired by a love ideal, people write verses, music, pictures. The love ideal clears up roughness, platitude, cruelty. 

The love is our excellent feeling, the one of the main values of life. And what does the love begin with? The love begins with friendship, mutual understanding, overall aims, interests, aspirations. And what does it begin with love? Everything begins with love: a life, work, dream, art, a feat, even such feelings as hatred, the jealousy, envy, begin with love.

The love is different: love to the Native land, to parents, to friends, to art, to the man, to the woman. The love is a creativity and beauty source.  

I would like to tell about love to art. I think, everyone can tell with full confidence, that he loves art. After all art means itself not only love to a painting, a drawing, but also to literature, music, and even to dance. Certainly, many people like to stand and look at pictures for hours. And so do I. 

This winter I managed to visit the Louvre, in Paris. it was enough for me to see those pictures which I wished to see, for 2 hours. There are Leonardo da Vinci, Vincent Vann Gogh, Albrecht Djurera's works. But I remember one picture most of all. When you pass near it, it does not seem especially remarkable. Daniel Da Volter, it is possible to tell,  wrote unique the world a bilateral picture. Its plot is inconspicuous and often repeats in other works. The name of this picture is «David chops off a head to Goliath». It is painted on the big slate panel and is situated in the hall centre. Images from both parties represent events which are divided only by one instant as two separate shots at cinema. On the first part we see, how David has only tumbled down Goliath and is going to lower a dagger. But, having passed around, we see, how David's pressure has amplified. The sword became not for much, but is closer to person Goliath. We see despair in his eyes, and even entreaty. The artist has extremely precisely represented this instant. We feel, as if they are alive, they have now stood, but will revive and will continue fight. It is a mute scene at cinema. Colors transfer pressure of heroes and spirit of fight. They are sated enough and bright. Yes, really, creativity made us to think: about history, about itself, about feelings of each person, about reasons of its experiences. We find a consolation and calm in art. At times, I am lost in contemplation of a picture and I can look for an hour or two and even more. It is impossible to tell, how much I consider for this of the moment. And it is only from one sight at a picture. 
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 It is the same when we listen to the music. We can listen classics for hours and admire with a magnificent system of sounds and passages. It can force to worry or rejoice us. To feel rage or pacification. Music and painting is our soul, our experiences and emotions, pleasure and affliction, pain and fear.

It is necessary to impart love to art, to its any display since the childhood. After all it helps us to become kinder, more sympathetic, even  quieter. The main thing is to remember: «Art is our life!»
Ведущий: That is how they perceive different this felling. But the most poignant felling the person learns is love between two young, people. Even the language is not an obstacle for them. 
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