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It was a beautiful morning in early May. In a small
valley to the east of the Serengeti National Park, a herd of
cattle, urged along by a young Maasai herder, was inching
in single file down a steep, narrow trail to a crater. The
sounds of the clanging cowbells, mixed with the herder’s
singing and whistling, echoed through the valley. In his
dusty sandals and red toga, which fluttered in the cold wind,
the herder carried a long spear in one hand as he whistled
his herd down to the spring, and left them guzzling there.

k.

The sun was high in the w"_
sky. At the western end of
the National Park, a herd of
elephants was drinking from a
river, making some loud sounds
when squirting the water into
their mouths. In the afternoon
heat, the herd was enjoying a blissful family time. Under a
row of pale green acacias along the river, a few calves were
throwing dust over their bodies and caressing each other
with their trunks, while some adult elephants munched the
bark they had torn from the trees. In the river, some elephants
were splashing water on one another, reminiscent of naughty
kids hurling mud pies on a summer day.

Clouds passed swiftly across the blue sky. Long, black,
sinuous lines of shaggy wildebeest, hundreds of thousands
of them, were heading north in search of sprouting grass
and fresh water. After their long march from the south, they
were exhausted and made a brief stop on this vast expanse
of grassland. Beside them was a large herd of zebras whose
black and white stripes were eye-catching in the bright
sunlight. Every year, they gather up their young and join
the wildebeest on their relentless journey.

Animals of different
species were roaming lazily
in the open landscape.
Giraffes were picking
leaves from high branches,
antelopes grazing and
. buffaloes crossing rivers.
Unaware of the danger
lurking nearby, some
young zebras were running

in circles while their mothers eyed a pride of lions in the

long grass. Holding her massive frame upright, a lioness
- padded up out of the grass, intent on the grazing herds. A
clan of hyenas, big shouldered and narrow hipped, were
watching in the distance. All of a sudden, the lioness sprang
forward, and ferociously lacerated a zebra’s ribs with her
horrid fangs and claws. The panic-stricken animals ran in
all directions, some of them right into the paws and jaws of
the waiting predators.

chariot of pearl.

The Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her T
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A young wildebeest _ -
had lost its way. The hungry £+ - e R W
hyenas had waited a long
time for this moment. They
spread out in line abreast
and began to drive their prey
towards their companions
on the flanks. Two of them
jumped on the skittish calf
and crushed its leg in one bite.
While they were tearing flesh out of the dead wildebeest,
a group of lionesses approached and attempted a takeover
from them. The intimidated hyenas paced back and forth,
making some high-pitched giggle-like sounds. Not wanting
to let the lionesses assert their dominance, the hyenas were
ready to fight, but soon gave up when a lion was in sight.
The hyenas left their territory, looking back angrily, with
slices of flesh gripped tightly in their mouths. The sun was
setting, and the plain was lost in a crimson haze. A number
of vultures were tidying up the smaller remains and cleaning
the bones of the carcass after the lions had left.

A crescent moon hung low above a line of huts in
the small valley. The young Maasai herder returned to
his village after herding his cattle out on the savannah
for a long day. Barefoot children raced through the dusty
streets while some women were squatting beside braziers,
making tea and fried bread. A Land Rover rumbled along
the streets. Several khaki-clad tourists popped open the top
hatch of their vehicle and emerged from the roof like tank
commanders, taking flashlight snapshots of every villager
passing by, and soon disappeared in a haze of diesel fumes
to hunt for other exotic sights.

The night was clear. The Land Rover was moving
along a silvery path across the National Park. With their
night-vision goggles, the tourists saw a few giraffes sitting
down under a tree. An elderly eland and a solitary hippo
walked right past their truck, while an aardvark was busy
digging into a termite mound with its long nose. The grassy
plain, still thrumming with energy, had turned into an

orchestra pit where insects chirped, buzzed, hummed and T"

squeaked in various rhythms. My 1
The silence of the night deepened as the animals of ¥

Serengeti fell asleep. The tourists were heading back to their 5 )

lodges. Every now and then, there were rustling noises in the
undergrowth as creatures, disturbed by the passing vehicle,
scrambled to cover. Trees swayed gently under a black
velvet sky punctuated with stars. Out of the darkness beyond
a bush, streaks of fireflies appeared, dancing gracefully in
the air. The tourists raised their heads, marvelling at the
magnificent view. “What a wonderful night!” they uttered.

Oscar Wilde - l i1 .." !
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We spend roughly a third of our lives sleeping and
dreaming. Yet we are only beginning to unravel some of their
mysteries.

Legend has it that Abraham Lincoln dreamed of his own
demise before that fateful evening at the theatre. Do dreams
really foretell events? While a legion of self-proclaimed dream
interpreters say they can answer this question, prophetic
dreams, morbid or otherwise, are nothing more than campfire
stories.

However, the idea that we can tap into our dreams for
inspiration is far less ludicrous. A case in point is the origin of
one of the Beatles’ most beloved songs. The story goes that Paul
McCartney woke up one morning with a compelling melody

!. ~ stuck in his mind; wary of squandering this amazing gift
bestowed on him in a dream, he scrambled out of bed and played
the now famous tune Yesterday on the piano.
He spent weeks making sure that he had
not inadvertently taken other people’s
work for his own. It turned out that he
was worrying for naught. Sometimes,
things that seem too good to be true
are really true.

Dreams are also a favourite
subject among filmmakers. The hit
movie Inception depicts a gang of
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futuristic hackers invading and seeding other people’s dreams
for nefarious purposes. As crazy as it may sound, it all stems
from the idea that dreams are malleable, allowing people to
infiltrate and shape them. Fortunately, in reality, your dreams
are still off-limits to others. And you do have some control over
what you dream using a technique called “dream incubation’.
If you cannot decide on the perfect gift for your anniversary,
g0 over your options before bed, drill them into your mind and
let your subconscious work its magic in your sleep. You might
have your answer by sunrise.

The one question that has been keeping sleep researchers
up at night is none other than why we sleep. Competing theories
speak of sleep’s restorative power and its effect on preserving
memory. Whatever the reason, no one wants to get up in the
morning with bloodshot eyes and droopy eyelids that threaten
to slam shut at the most inopportune time. We all need sleep,
and try as you might, you are not going to hold it off any longer
than a few cups of espresso will allow.

The ancient Greeks prayed to Hypnos for a good night’s
sleep and to Morpheus for sweet dreams. Today people look
less to deities and more to their doctors. Folk wisdom
recommends a glass of warm milk before turning in, but
keeping regular sleep-wake hours is the real key to restful
sleeps. Switching off your tablet, TV and computer helps too.

Sleep is not work, so don’t miii it so. Relax, and sleep tight.




A tall, thin young man crawled out of a rat-chewed
cardboard box surrounded by heaps of empty food cans and
dirty plastic bags. It was five o’clock in the morning. The
park was silent, enveloped in a thin mist. The young man got
up early because as an unspoken rule, the tramps in the park
had to leave before dawn. No one knew his name. People
called him Jack, who had been in the neighbourhood for about
a year.

In a worn-out overcoat, Jack staggered across the park,
casting a long shadow under the street lamps. Having only
eaten a slice of bread since the day before, he felt terribly
weak. A cold wind rose from nowhere. He shivered and pulled
the edge of his moth-eaten muffler further up his face. The
inky sky turned pale and Jack saw a ray of light piercing the
clouds. It was a sign of luck, he
thought. On his way to the
nearby food alley, he prayed that
he would find some good
“stuff”. His prayer was
answered. Near a litter bin at the
exit of the park, he spotted a
half-eaten pack of chocolate on
the ground. He picked it up and
wolfed down his breakfast, thinking that this auspicious start
would portend a day without kicks and punches from the
gang who took attacks on tramps as a game.

There were scattered bruises, big and small, on Jack’s
face. As the tramp bashers would only come out to get their
“prey” after dark, he felt safe during the daytime. In a back
lane, he found a chicken drumstick and some fried rice from
a bag of restaurant leftovers. He sniffed at the food and then
put it in his stained tote bag carefully. Strands of morning
mist were still hanging in the air as the sun tried to break
through the patches of clouds. Jack was wondering where he
should enjoy his meal.

The sun rose; the hours passed, and it was time for lunch.
Jack sat comfortably in a gutter behind the bushes near a
chapel. Well protected by the lush canopy, he felt unusually
calm. Under the bright blue sky, the trees were ablaze in gold
and russet. While taking a bite of the cold drumstick, Jack
felt an intense pang of grief, so intense that he found himself
unable to breathe. He was longing to have a reunion with his
late mother, just to see her face, just to have a hug, just to
have a chat.

The evening was cold and raw. A taxi stopped at a traffic
light near the park, and inside the middle-aged driver fixed
his eyes on every young man passing by. He took out a photo
of his eighteen-year-old son and gazed at it for a moment. A

few loud horns sounded behind his car, urging him to move.
All of a sudden, a tall man ran by and vanished into a narrow
walkway. The taxi-driver veered his car sharply to the left,
and pulled up at the end of a quiet lane leading to the chapel.
He got out of the car, looking in all directions for the man.
To his despair, no one was in sight. Standing in front of a
statue of Virgin Mary, he
regretted that he had kicked his
son out of the house after a
fight a year before.

The night fell. Jack woke
up from a sweet dream in
which he and his mother
chatted happily. Lying supine
on the ground, he saw a murky sky dotted with twinkling
stars which gave him an unspeakable sense of peacefulness.
He broke into a smile, unaware of the sounds coming from
the bushes. Before Jack had time to rise, a big lad jumped on
him and punched him hard in the face. There was a loud
scream of pain followed by shouts and curses. Jack was
struggling, trying hard to kick his feet which were being
tightly held down by another guy.

Blood was streaming down Jack’s face. With all his
might, he bit the big lad’s hand and kicked the other man in
his groin. In a rage, he picked up some stones and hurled
them at his attackers, narrowly missing their heads. The big
lad then took out a knife. Jack turned
around and ran as fast as he could. He
stopped abruptly in front of the chapel
when his eyes met the taxi driver’s.
Before long, there was a fearful
scream, and Jack fell down.

In the hospital, the taxi driver was
sitting on the edge of the bed where
Jack was sleeping soundly. He looked
at his son, and his heart sank when he
saw the bruises on his handsome face.
Half conscious, Jack opened his eyes
and found his father looming over him.
In a trembling voice, he said, “Dad, I'm ...” But before he
could finish the sentence, Jack felt his father’s hand on his
shoulder. Tears brimming in his eyes, the taxi driver patted
his son’s head gently and said, “It’s okay.”

“Dad, look! It’s full moon tonight.”

The taxi driver leaned his head out of the window, and
saw a sparkling silver world.

“Yes, son. It’s full moon tonight.”

An early-morning walk is a blessing for the whole day.

(4]

Henry David Thoreau
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“It is awfully easy to be hard-boiled about everything in
the daytime, but at night it is another thing.” Eliezer Wiesel,
a survivor of the Nazi holocaust, knows it only too well. He
experienced separation, torture and close calls with death in
the concentration camps. During those hellish days, whenever
the night fell, a lurking fear at the back of his mind crept up
on him and ate his soul. In Night, a personal account of his
agonising ordeal, Wiesel takes his readers with him from his
home, into the ghetto, on the transport, into the concentration
camps, on a death march, and beyond, giving them a deep
understanding of the holocaust experience.

The story begins in Sighet, a Hungarian village, in 1941.
Pious and intelligent, young Eliezer is a true believer in
justice, fond of discussing the mysteries of the universe with
Moshe the Beadle, the synagogue caretaker. Towards the end
of 1942, the Hungarian government expels
Jews who fail to prove their citizenship,
and Moshe is crammed onto a cattle
train and taken to Poland. Miraculously,
he manages to escape. He returns to
Sighet and tells the villagers how the
cattle trains were handed over to the
Gestapo, the German secret police, at
the Polish border, where the Jews were
forced to dig mass graves for themselves
and shot to death. But the villagers only
take him for a lunatic and refuse to believe
his story.

In the spring of 1944, Hungary falls into the hands of
the German army. The Jews are not allowed to visit
" restaurants, attend the synagogue and leave home after dark,
and must wear a yellow star. Eliezer and his family are first
herded into a crowded ghetto, and soon packed into cattle
cars and sent to Auschwitz, where he comes to learn the depth
of the cruelty of which humans are capable. Through the
windows, everybody in the cattle cars sees thick plumes of
smoke billowing from the chimneys of vast furnaces, and
gags at the stench of burning human flesh.

At Birkenau, the “selection” centre for new arrivals at
Auschwitz, individuals who are deemed weak or useless are
weeded out to be killed. Eliezer and his father are allowed to
stay together, separated from his mother and younger sister,
whom he never sees again. On the first night in Auschwitz,
Eliezer walks past a large pit where babies are being burned.
He cannot believe his eyes and begins to doubt if there is still
good in the world. His father, breaking down into tears, tells

him that humanity no longer exists, and everybody in the '
column of prisoners weeps. Eliezer laments, “Never shall 1
forget that night... which has turned my life into one long
night... Never shall I forget that smoke... the little faces of the ‘
children, whose bodies I saw turned into wreaths of smoke
beneath a silent blue sky.” '

Not long after, Eliezer and his father are sent to Buna,

a factory of the Auschwitz complex, where they are chosen
to work in the same electronics warehouse. Every day, they '
struggle to stay healthy, so they will not be weeded out. Their .|

mutual support gives them the strength to endure the
capricious beatings exacted by sadist guards and prisoner '

functionaries. However, with his life hanging in the balance,

Eliezer, laden with guilt and full of fears, begins to feel that
his defenceless father is a burden to him in '

the camp.

Even so, Eliezer’s love for ‘
his father never dies. With the
arrival of winter, rumours are
spreading that Russian '
liberation forces are coming,
giving Eliezer new hope. The
Germans decide to evacuate the ||
camp before the Russians come.
At nightfall, in the middle of a

snowstorm, the Wiesels join the
other prisoners and evacuate Buna.
On the march, inmates who falter
are shot. Eliezer prays for strength to save his father from death.
In the blizzard and the darkness, the father and son keep each
other awake, surviving through mutual vigilance. After the '
death march in the cold and a ten-day train ride, the Wiesels
arrive at Buchenwald in central Germany.

In wooden bunks, Eliezer does all he can to bring his i
dying father back to health. But the old man, afflicted with
dysentery and malnutrition, dies on a cold night in January.
The next morning, Eliezer wakes up to find that his father '
has been taken to the crematorium. He does not cry. Instead,
he feels a great relief for himself and his father, though the
fear that the old Wiesel may have been burned alive haunts
him. In April 1945, the American forces arrive at Buchenwald
and liberate the camp. Eliezer, who comes down with food
poisoning, is deathly ill.
When he finally
raises himself
and looks in the
mirror, he is
shocked to see
acorpse gazing
back at him.
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Do you still remember the first nursery thyme your parents
read to you when they tucked you into bed? Was it the all-time
favourite London Bridge is Falling Down? Had you ever begged
them to tell you one more interesting story when they were
o- about to kiss you goodnight? The fun of reading nursery rhymes
has, however, been forgotten by many busy parents of today,
who are failing to give their children the phonological start
they need to become a capable reader.

Reading nursery rhymes is fun to both parents and

children. They are short stories, often set to music with a catchy

¢% rhyme. Through hearing and repeating these jingles, children
develop a working knowledge of speech rhythms, and build a

rich vocabulary. If parents clap out the thythm of “Pat-a-cake,
Pat-a-cake, Baker Man”, soon the child will mimic them,
picking up the cadence of English. Many children will laugh

= = when they hear the commotion caused by Mary’s Little Lamb
" — “Mary had a little lamb, whose fleece was white as snow.

0}{‘ And everywhere that Mary
went, the lamb was sure to go.”

The use of poetic ideas in
learning to speak and read
trains children in literary
appreciation. Small children
may not understand every
metaphor in nursery rhymes,
but poetry study gives a fuller,
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richer meaning to the reading of
word or phrase, the effect of
which, if introduced earlier, will
continue through life. “Twinkle,
twinkle, little star, how [ wonder
what you are. Up above the
world so high, like a diamond in
the sky.” You may have forgotten *
some of the words, but strangely, the tune is always in your
mind.

Reading stories with young children will boost their
language skills and help them form abstract concepts. A nursery
rhyme seemingly beyond a child’s years or comprehension
may be only a gossamer thread of delicate sparkle, but it can
weave and bind, or it may open a window through which he
can see a fantasy world. He may travel in a pedlar’s caravan
with “a chimney of tin, that the smoke comes through” or
embark on adventures about which he could write a book, like
the Travels of Captain Cook. He may also help Little Dame
Crump drive her little white pig along “with a little crab stick”
when it refuses to go home.

Parents can inspire a sense of wonder in their children
through reading nursery rhymes, which is not only a wonderful
way of bonding, but also a magic door to the world of
imagination. So, instead of leaving your kids watching TV,
why not read them a few Mother Goose rhymes before bed?
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The following winners will be notified individually by post:

Solution of Issue No. 54 Name Department
1. all swans are owned by 6. aclowder/clutter/glaring Floon Wil dalit, | Minspon Dis priat
the Queen of cats Mabel Tsang Education Bureau
2. aflyer/jill/doe 7. fear of gaining weight . o .
3. silent/tinsel/enlist/inlets 8. 13-16 times Mak Man-kit Student Financial Assistance Agency
4. the moon 9. black Ho Sau-chu Census and Statistics Department
5. camel milk 10. a few months to several years Leung So-mei Census and Statistics Department
Issue No. 56 (June 2014) : Beauty and Ugliness TR PUAEN HAE NI ¢ R
Issue No. 57 (September 2014) : Basic Daily Needs SR PAEABE-EBAE - R
Contributions from colleagues are welcome. Please refer to Issue No. 42 for details. B0 W BB - AMAEES BN .
ORI BEE BB YN Dr Rodney Jones ~ Hon Chinese Adviser Prof Fan Sin-piu Hon English Adviser Dr Rodney Jones
angiR
BN R e ZH FEEEE L L RS Chairman ~ Mrs Stella Mui Member  Mr Lee Chi-wing Executive Editor M Ricky Tong
ZH AR LL ZH @R Lt DGR BRI Member ~ Mrs Eunice Chiu Member ~ Miss Amy Wan Assistant Editor ~~ Mr Chan Yue-kun
ZH WERELL ZH BEwat Member  Ms Peggy Chan Member  Ms Yetta Cheng
ZH A8%L L ZHR HHELL Member  Miss Holly Lo Member  Miss Flora Lam

CICERY 55 #A AT B 2515 5 48 E (http://www.csb.gov.hk/tc_chi/publication/2006.html)  AI3sHA A AT 2 Rk ik » 5527 58 B it & 5 66 97 & S AT BUN & 8 =1 )4 2310 EAH B
SIS R Wl SO COGH) S B & > BB £ csbolrs @csb.gov.hk

Word Power is also uploaded to the webpage of the Civil Service Bureau (http:/www.csb.gov.hk/english/publication/2006.html). If you have any comments or suggestions about this publication, please write
to the Editorial Board of Word Power (Official Languages Division, Civil Service Bureau, Room 2310, High Block, Queensway Government Offices, 66 Queensway, Hong Kong or csbolrs @csb.gov.hk).

18]



	夜未央
	Words Tell Tales - On the Savannah
	語林 - 月上柳梢頭
	Papyrus & Quill - Sleep Tight
	Kaleidoscope of Ideas - The Tramp
	書海 拾貝 - 聊齋誌異
	Bookworm - Night
	文趣偶拾 - 夜深曲
	Cultural Arena - A World of Imagination
	牛刀小試 - 晝夜朝夕



