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Sisyphean school work: An intellectual look at educational institutions


Ah, the school, that exquisitely designed temple of knowledge, where young minds spread their wings and mature into intellectual butterflies. Or is it not? Let's delve into the fascinating world of education, where school is more than just a place of learning - it's a surreal adventure, an absurd comedy, a play with strange actors and an audience just waiting to lift the curtain.


School, this Mecca of knowledge, where young minds are bombarded with a wealth of information as if they were being presented with an all-you-can-eat buffet for the intellect. But who needs this unbridled flood of information? As if the knowledge in our heads were some kind of dusty attic that had to be stuffed full of obscure facts and figures in order to be called educated. Let's not forget that the real genius is in using Google effectively and not necessarily knowing what turn of the century the fridge was invented.


School days, those wonderful years when you learn how best to waste your time. After all, who needs practical skills when you can analyze Shakespeare instead? School, that place where you can learn day after day that the phrase "the dog eats an apple" is grammatically correct, but can still lead to confusion between humans and pets in real life. These subtle nuances of education are what make the difference between an intellectual virtuoso and a mere mortal.


The school exams, those fascinating rituals of acquiring knowledge in which you have to prove that you are able to reproduce information as it is presented to you. Who needs creativity when you can simply memorize? The exams are the perfect opportunity to prove that you are not only a student, but also a master of the art of copying. After all, if you can't be bothered to memorize the scientific formula for the pulp content of toilet paper, you're bound to fail in life.


The teachers, those divine guides of knowledge who lead their students through the jungle of education with a loving smile and endless patience. Or at least they should. Because sometimes teachers seem more like detectives, trying to figure out the best way to get around their assignments. After all, who needs homework when you can just claim that the dog ate it? The teachers, these august creatures, are the ones who keep the school circus going, even if the audience is sometimes inclined to throw popcorn.


The social hierarchies at school, these sophisticated structures that teach us that you are either part of the cool clique or find yourself on the painfully lonely island of the unappreciated. Who needs real friends when you can just be a member of a group that controls the chocolate milk in the playground? School, that social jungle where you can learn that a person's worth is directly proportional to their number of Instagram followers.


School discipline, this wonderful institution that teaches us to line up in good order as if we were soldiers in an army of knowledge. Who needs individuality when you can just go with the flow? School, this educational camp for aspiring conformists, where you learn that it is better to raise your hand and keep quiet than to ask uncomfortable questions.


School memories, those precious jewels that stay with us for a lifetime. Or at least that's what you'd think. After all, who really remembers how to factorize the binomial formulas? School, that place where you remember that real life cannot be expressed in formulas and equations, but in the little moments that are often lost between lessons.


In a world thirsty for knowledge, school is the buffet of thought, showering us with an abundance of information. But perhaps we should take the time to look critically at the menu and ask ourselves whether what we are being served is really the intellectual delicacy we are looking for. For amidst the chaos of school, perhaps there is a space for reflection, for asking whether education is more than just memorization of facts, but a pathway to critical analysis, creativity and the development of truly meaningful skills. Or maybe it's all just another ironic joke in this absurd play called school.









The cult sermon of apple worshippers: A confession to the sacred fruit


My dear believers, today I stand before you to make a confession that weighs as heavily on my shoulders as the apple tree in a bountiful harvest year. Yes, I admit, I am an Apple disciple. A disciple of the sacred fruit that ripens in the halls of Cupertino and is accompanied by the homage of its worshippers.


The temples of this modern religion are the Apple Stores, where we gather to experience the latest revelations. The queues outside the stores are like pilgrimages to the holy place of pilgrimage to get hold of the latest iPhone, iPad or MacBook. Because, my dear friends, we know: The more expensive the device, the closer we are to technological paradise!


Our convictions are as firm as the grip of a MacBook and as piercing as the sound of an iPhone ringing in a crowded room. We believe that Steve Jobs, in his infinite wisdom, looks down from the Olympus of innovation and regards us with a begrudging frown when we dare to touch a Windows device.


In our belief in the holiness of Apple, we are like modern-day crusaders defending ourselves against the heretics of the PC world. Our mission: to spread the blessing of the holy fruit to the heathen non-Apple users. To make them realize that their souls are not saved until they join the cult of the bitten apple.


The power of Apple permeates our daily lives like an insatiable virus. We are not just users, we are worshippers. Our loyalty extends beyond devices; it's a devotion to the lifestyle, aesthetic and design philosophy inspired by the gods of Silicon Valley.


Let us look at the iPhone we hold in our hands not just as a phone, but as a modern amulet that protects us from the dark forces of incongruity. Those who get lost in the depths of Android are like wanderers who find themselves in a labyrinth with no way out, while we walk in the shiny garden of iOS.


Our love for Apple knows no bounds. We bow down to the minimalist design of our devices as if they were works of art from the Louvre Gallery.


When we open a MacBook, we feel the grace of elegant typography floating across the screen. For us, the connection to iCloud is not just a storage location for data, but a spiritual bond that connects our digital souls.


We smile mildly at those who think that their Windows PCs are just as powerful as our Macs. They don't understand that our computers are not machines, but portals to another dimension where creativity, efficiency and beauty merge.


But my dear believers, let us not become arrogant! For we are not a cult, but an exclusive community of enlightened people who have embarked on the true path of digital enlightenment. Our iPhones are not just phones; they are like Moses' staff parting the seas of technological confusion and paving our way to the promised land of smooth operation.


Those who claim that the prices of Apple products are excessive do not understand the value of a relic. Buying a new iPhone is not an expense, but an investment in our digital salvation. We are willing to pay the price to be part of the exclusive community of the enlightened.


As Apple disciples, we know that our happiness does not depend on external circumstances, but on the regular updates given to us by the Apple gods. We hail each new operating system as a spiritual revelation and bow down to the developers who breathe new life into our devices.


In our humility, we understand that not everyone shares the Apple faith. Some people live in the darkness of ignorance and have surrendered to the Windows devil. We are not trying to convert them, but merely sending our positive vibes in their direction in the hope that one day they will see the light of iOS.


With this in mind, my dear believers, let us raise our iPhones together and sing the praises of the holy fruit! May the pleasant ping of an iMessage always accompany us and the heavenly lights of iTunes show us the way to eternal digital bliss. Amen, and may the apple be with you!









The Mona Lisa - An intellectual puzzle in a frame


She hangs in the hallowed halls of the Louvre, the woman with the enigmatic smile, the Mona Lisa. A painting that has been staring at us for centuries, asking: "Have you finally figured out the meaning of my existence?" Well, my dear art lovers, philosophers and amateur detectives, let us immerse ourselves in the world of intellectual mystery that surrounds the Mona Lisa.


Let us first look at the smile that has not faded on this woman over the centuries. A smile that is so vague that it almost seems like an inside joke. A smile that says: "I know the secret of the universe, but I won't tell you."


Is it a knowing arrogance or just a bad habit of hiding your teeth? We can only speculate.


Leonardo da Vinci, the creator of this masterpiece, was known for his many talents - from anatomy to engineering.


But, ladies and gentlemen, was he giving us an intellectual nudge with his brush in the Mona Lisa or simply putting the public on the edge of their seats with a smile? Perhaps it was the first attempt at artistic revenge against all those who dared to question his genius.


But the image of the Mona Lisa is more than just a smile. Her gaze seems to say: "I know your innermost thoughts, but I will take my secrets to the grave with me." A look that forces viewers to question their own existence. Is the Mona Lisa a spiritual guru in the form of a painting or simply an early attempt to hypnotize the audience?


The background of the painting is as mysterious as the smile. Da Vinci's masterful landscapes could be interpreted as a hidden map to a treasure - a treasure of knowledge hidden in the winding paths of art.


Or, and this should only be mentioned in passing, it was simply an artistic whim to fill the background with delicate contours.


But what is the true meaning of this painting? A question that has driven generations of art historians mad. Is the Mona Lisa the reflection of da Vinci's unrequited love, an ode to the ladies dipped in oil? Or is it simply the result of an artist who spent too much time with his thoughts and too little time with his models?


The intellectuals of our time have endeavored to decipher the riddle of the Mona Lisa. Some believe that she is a symbol of the duality of life, the ying and yang of human existence. Others are of the opinion that she is an allegorical representation of the struggle between science and art. But aren't these interpretations just attempts to overload the image with meaning to satisfy our own need for meaningfulness?


Science has also joined the ranks of Mona Lisa research. State-of-the-art technology has been used in an attempt to uncover the secrets of the hidden layers in the painting. But what have these revelations really brought us? A few fuzzy sketches and another piece of the puzzle for those who believe that the Mona Lisa is a giant, art-historical Sudoku.


Let's also talk about the over-interpretation of the background. The rolling hills, the distant rivers - are they really a profound metaphor for the human journey through life? Or was da Vinci perhaps simply a fan of idyllic landscapes, and the Mona Lisa was the canvas on which he lived out his romantic transfiguration of nature?


The question remains as to the identity of the lady herself. Who was she, and why did da Vinci choose her? Perhaps she was just a random woman who crossed his path at a local café and he thought to himself: "Well, why not?" Or was she his muse, driving him to the heights of creative ecstasy? A question that may never be answered.


The Mona Lisa, a painting that looks at us with an ironic wink as we desperately try to fathom its deeper meaning. A riddle that reminds us that art does not always have a clear purpose, but often serves to rack our brains and exercise our intellectual muscles. So, my fellow art enthusiasts, let us love and appreciate the Mona Lisa in its mysteriousness - perhaps the true meaning of this painting is simply the









Saturn's feast: a culinary spectacle of the devouring of worlds


In a world that is as clear and orderly as an anthill after a heavy rainstorm, Francisco Goya's allegory "Saturn devours his son" comes just at the right time. Goya, that old joker from the 18th century, who crept into people's heads with his paintings like a particularly insidious catchy tune. Of course, Goya didn't just depict a myth; no, he foresaw the state of the world as if he were the Nostradamus of brushstrokes.
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