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I Living in a cramped city where owning a small flat is
an ambitious goal, we know that the wish of having a dream
house is impractical if not unattainable for most of us. And
yet as we flip through home decoration magazines, we are
always drawn to pictures of a rustic stone castle commanding
a stunning vista, a tranquil lodge nestled in the woods with
a glistening blue swimming pool surrounded by flowering
fruit trees, or a beautiful mountainside villa overlooking
the ocean. Yes, they are dreamy, and yes, we only get to
live in them in our dreams.

Nevertheless, it is not only the rich who can have a
dream home. We too can dream big in our modest flats.
Floor space may cost a lot, but creativity is free. It does not
really matter that we cannot have a get-together with our
family and friends in a cavernous sitting room furnished
with a stylish settee and an elegant glass coffee table in
front of a Victorian fireplace. Nor is it problematic that we
live in a small one-bedroom flat where finding a spot for
the toaster is a challenge.

~ " While it may seem
— *ﬂ £ = nothing much can be
l ' o | done about a tiny place,
| w10 with some clever tricks,

n, 8 I Tw ™= wecan turn a400-square-
'q H ﬁ—g | foot flat into a plush
E ; home fit even for a king.

Most owners of small flats wish that their home could
be bigger, at least visually. An impossible task? Not really.
Sometimes magic does work. Clever design ideas, like
floor-to-ceiling shelving, not only allow you to keep your
home clutter free, but also make the rooms look more
spacious. Using cool wall colours, such as white and pale
shades of blue and green will create a bright and airy feel.
A large floor or tabletop mirror placed opposite a window
can instantly expand a room’s scope. Multi-functional
furniture like a drop-leaf table or bedframe with drawers
is perfect for maximising space while acting as storage.

Does size really matter? It does, but not always,
especially when it comes to how cosy your home can be.
A humble flat can be as comfortable as a luxury house.
Less can be more. You can enjoy a Sunday afternoon on a
small sofa in your studio flat, feet sunk deep in the cushions,
reading a book and drinking tea. Artful groupings of
keepsakes and photographs beneath a lamp on an end table

will let you relive those moments of joy and wonder in
your life. An old leather chair, a worn wood table, a fluffy
throw, a patterned rug — small things with textures that
are interesting to touch and hold also add warmth to a ’
room.

Home is, however, not a
house. No matter how
beautiful it is, a house is only
a structure without your
personal touch. Home, though
meaning different things to
different people, is the place
we live our lives. It is where
we can express ourselves and
be ourselves, and ideally, a
sanctuary where we can retreat from the frenetic, chaotic
world outside. It is where we cry, laugh, argue.... For most
of us, making a home may simply mean renting or buying
an affordable flat and putting inside all the things we need.
Actually, it is more about the emotional ties and sense of
comfort we are able to create behind closed doors.

A house will never be truly your home unless you
live in it. Home is not merely a place to lay your head and
hang your clothes. Do something that makes you feel you
are part of it. Eat on your table, lie on the couch, sprawl
on the floor, cook, bake or clean. If you do not mind the
daunting task of cleaning up after your guests leave, throw
a party from time to time, sharing good food, laughter and
gossip with your friends. These simple happy moments
can turn your house into a real home.

Our flats may be far from ideal, and there are
countless things to complain about: a faulty faucet, a small
bathroom, limited storage space, noisy surroundings,
insufficient sunlight. .., and the list goes on. But strangely,
more often than not, many of us would find these problems
less bothersome over time, a sure sign that we have fallen
in love with our apartments without realising it. An
imperfect flat can still feel like home.

We may move house from one location to another,
but our home goes where we go, as it is where our hearts
and memories, happy or sad, are d
embedded. No matter where we
choose to go, there is just no other
place like home.
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There always comes a time when you feel stuck and
see no way out. A sojourn or a long vacation overseas would
perhaps give you a refreshing break. How about taking a
dip in a blue lagoon in Cook Islands, browsing in an antique
shop in London, or strolling down the meticulously
manicured lawns in the Gardens of Versailles? Frances
Mayes, the author of Under the Tuscan Sun, chose to buy,
renovate and live in an abandoned villa in a beautiful Tuscan
town named Cortona, where she reached into every nook
and cranny of Italian life.

After a painful divorce, Frances needed a place where
she could take a respite. She thought that immersing herself
in a new place would help her restart her life, as “place will
have its way with you, you’re formed by it, it’s never
neutral.” Frances’s new home has a beautiful name —
Bramasole, which means “something that yearns for the
sun”. It is a tall, square and apricot-coloured house with
green shutters, an ancient tile roof and an iron balcony
looking into a deep valley and the Tuscan Apennines. The
villa rises above a terraced slab of hillside covered with
fruit and olive trees.

In Under the Tuscan Sun, Frances discovers the beauty
of Bramasole the hard way. Neglected for almost three
decades, her new home has to undergo a “facelift” before
it becomes a livable place. Frances rolls up her sleeves and
toils under the sun, scrubbing the walls, clearing the terrace,
and weeding the garden overgrown with briars and roses.
She feels so tired that she “could sleep standing up, like a
horse.” Gardening, tiling and painting are never chores to
her, but skills to be learned, to be appreciated, and above
all to be enjoyed.

Bramasole is never short of wonders. When it rains
or when the light changes, the facade of the house turns
gold, sienna and ochre. There are frescoes beneath the
whitewash in Frances’s dining room, a vineyard under
rampant brambles in the garden, and interlocking chutes
that run down to the
cistern at the bottom of
the house. But Bramasole
is not perfect. Weeds
grow in every crack and
corner. The well dries up
and Frances is forced to
pay dearly for a truckload
of water to keep her
supplied in the first
summer after moving in.

In Cortona, there are delightful people everywhere.
Signor Martini, Frances’s real estate agent, is an interesting
fellow, who listens to Frances and her boyfriend Ed as if
they spoke perfect Italian. Every day, a local man picks
wildflowers from the roadside and brings them to the shrine
that adorns Bramasole’s front gate. The workers Frances
hires become her friends. They invite the couple to their

sons’ first communion services. They bring Frances their
wine and olive oil, and teach her Italian swear words. To
Frances these people are examples of what makes Italy
such a wonderful country.

In the eyes of
the Italians, cooking
and eating are the
major ingredients
of la dolce vita, the
sweet life. With the
discerning palate of
a chef and gourmet,
Frances shares with
the reader the
bounty of Italian
food, which is simple and succulent — each bite an
epiphany, be it a platter of plump, cheese-filled ravioli
bathed in butter and sage; a silky, paper-thin slice of
prosciutto draped over a warm puff of fried dough, or
tomato salad served with basil and mozzarella cheese. There
is an enormous generosity around the table in Tuscany, and
guests are always welcome. There are feasts lasting six to
eight hours, and dinner parties stretch into the wee hours.

Frances and Ed explore “the layers and layers of
Tuscany”. They spend hours sitting in piazzas or sipping
lemonade in local bars, soaking up the ambience. They tour
the wild, visit Etruscan tombs and collect wines for their
collection at Bramasole. They harvest olive trees and make
oil out of their fruit. They have sumptuous meals under an
overhanging apricot tree on an L-shaped terrace, enjoying
the languor of slow paced days. Friends and family come
to visit. One of their friends even learns to make flour on
a thick marble counter top, wakes up to cuckoo calls, walks
down the terrace paths singing to the grapes, and fills up
jars of plums picked from trees.

Reading Under the Tuscan Sun is like having a holiday
in a serene little town where you freely meander through
the streets, visit the shops, taste the local delicacies and
watch the people going about their lives. The beauty of
the rolling hills and chestnut forests capture your mind.
Every page of the book is filled with the fragrance of
wildflowers and blackberries. A celebration of the
extraordinary quality of life in Tuscany, this travel memoir
is a feast for all the senses. With the romantic voice of a
poet and the eyes of a seasoned traveller, Frances explores
with the reader the vast beauty of Italy and the
“voluptuousness of Italian life”.

When engaged in eating, the brain should be
the servant of the stomach.

Agatha Christie
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Wimbledon will never be the same again. Traditionally,
jeans, shorts, collarless shirts and trainers were banned from
debenture seats. This year, all were permitted, with only “ripped
jeans” and dirty trainers still considered too scruffy for Centre
Court. Supporters of dress codes frowned on this relaxation,
complaining that the atmosphere of the most prestigious tennis
tournament had changed.

With the rise of the Millennial Generation who firmly
believe in individuality, it is not uncommon to see people wearing
tank-tops to the office and flip-flops to the church. However,
clothing affects how other people perceive us and how we think
about ourselves. We may risk making a fool of ourselves by
committing terrible sartorial faux pas on some occasions.

Contemporary society is highly informal. However, if you
are trying to make a good impression, you have to change the
casual way of styling yourself. Dressing up for a job interview
is a skill. Wearing a black or subtle-coloured suit still makes a
great first impression nowadays. Nevertheless, complaints from
employers about job seekers’ choice of clothing are common.
For instance, a candidate for an executive post in a corporate firm
shows up with a pair of shimmery sneakers and a classic suit
jacket, while another one chooses a flamboyant leather choker
to go with a dark blue blazer. Yes, they are chic. But you had
better keep your sneakers and chokers at home unless you are
interviewing for a job in media or fashion.

The invitation arrives, stating that your relative’s wedding
will be “black-tie only”’. What does “black tie” mean today?
“Black tie” used to mean floor-length gown for women and a

L1

classic tuxedo for men. Now, the line is much greyer. It is
acceptable for women to wear cocktail-length dresses to a black-
tie wedding. For men, there are a variety of style choices for
tuxedos. You can go with the classic bow tie and
cummerbund look, or you can be a little more
daring and go for a vest and tie combo.

Unlike a wedding, the dress code at a
funeral is the same regardless of your
relationship to the deceased. Dark coloured
suits, such as navy, charcoal or black are the
way to go. Avoid ties and shirts with loud
patterns or bright colours. Make sure you are
well groomed; the key word is neat. Black shoes
are also recommended.

Although many young people do not want
to believe it, we are always judged by what we
wear. Whether we are going to a job interview or
meeting our future in-laws, appropriate attire,

along with proper
etiquette, is a sign
!x "‘h
. T

of respect for
yourself and those
around.




The scorching sun was high in the sky, its rim like the rind of
an orange. Remnants of withered crops scattered haphazardly on the
parched fields where sorghum was once planted. The nearby river
had turned into a dry channel, exposing some mud-stained irrigation
tubing. Rain had not come for a year. The village was as dry as a
bone, and there was nothing alive as far as the eye could see.

Inside a small hut, Abashi Adoyo, a young Kenyan boy of ten,
carefully decanted water from a half-full jug into a leathered water
bag while his father Roble was wrapping pieces of chapatti with a
wrinkled piece of brown paper. Sanya, Abashi’s mother, tied a
worn-out shawl with faded grid patterns around her son’s stick-thin
neck, fearing that he might get cold in the night. Not speaking a
word, she looked at Abashi with a pensive glint in her eyes. Like
other women in the village, Sanya would become a “drought
widow” after her husband started his long journey in search of food.

It grew hotter and hotter. An acrid smell filled the air. Roble
and Abashi stood in front of their hut, covering their noses with
their scrawny hands. Carcasses of herds were lying around. With
the sun shining on the dead animals, flies swarmed into a frenzy,
making an irritating buzz. Roble and his family used to be well off
before the drought. They had many cattle, goats and camels. But
most of them had died. The future was agonisingly uncertain. The
father and son took a brief glance at their home and set off without
looking back.

After walking for a
day, the Adoyos chose to
camp at the bottom of a
valley surrounded by
- rolling hills. Eating was
* a luxury. They had not
had any food. A new
" moon cast its silver beam
over the valley. Leaning
against a big rock, Roble
broke a piece of chapatti into halves and gave the bigger portion to
Abashi. They put the bread into their mouths, and let it stay on their
tongues for a while before chewing it.

Abashi and Roble woke up before dawn and saw snow — thick,
dense, choking, blinding, like plankton suspended at the bottom of
a sunless sea, swirling white in the beam of sunlight. It was actually
dust. A herd of camels led by their master had churned up a cloud
as fine as talc. Leaning against his father’s shoulder, Abashi pointed
at several emaciated camels that had lost their humps. After a long
journey in search of pasture, the beasts were swaying beside a
brackish puddle of water, their ribs and hip bones showing. The
humps hung flaccid off their back like deflated balloons.

Roble exchanged words with the camels’ master, a man with
a heavily lined face. The old man told Roble to turn back as food
and water had been depleted in the northern region, and their only
hope was the eastern border where, as told by other herders, there
was a huge oasis. At this moment, a line of people and livestock
was trudging down the hilly slopes. Among them was a woman

who held tightly in her arms a new-born baby wrapped in a piece
of ragged cloth.

Abashi could never forget the woman’s face. Her black sunken
eyes were like dried figs. She was gaunt, tall, and stood there in the
shade like a ghost. Abashi turned his eyes away from her, and
signalled his father to leave. In the days after, the Adoyos walked
in the direction of the rising sun. They traversed a floodplain,
camped on a mountain, and were chased by wild dogs. They ate
only one meal a day. Young Abashi felt hungry all the time but he
never complained. Two
weeks later, they
reached a deserted “
feeding centre where
refugees once lined up
day and night to get a
small portion of lentils.

Night enveloped
the feeding centre.
While Abashi was
having his meal, he saw
the ghost-like woman again. The woman’s baby was lying in her
scraggy arms, crying inconsolably. The powerless mother patted
his son’s back gently, revealing her spidery fingers. “The baby is
hungry,” said Abashi to himself. He broke his chapatti into smaller
pieces and was about to walk up to the woman. But Roble took
hold of his hand and led him away. The night deepened. Death cast
its long shadow, and the baby cried no more.

Days passed. Roble and Abashi arrived at a sandy knoll
overlooking an extensive stretch of green pasture. They staggered
gingerly downhill and soon found themselves surrounded by rows
of fruit trees. Roble raised his hands and pulled a fistful of yellow
berries from one of them. He gave the berries to Abashi, who stuffed
as much into his mouth as he could. Next to the trees was a small
pond of water. The father and son cupped their hands and drank
the crystal-clear water without hesitation. It tasted so salty, so
alkaline, and oozed down their throats like soap, but precious
nonetheless. Dark clouds gathered. And before long, heavy
raindrops hit hard on their faces. The Adoyos took in every precious
drop with unspeakable joy.

“It’s raining! It’s raining!” shouted Abashi while dancing
wildly.

The world is a book and those who do not
travel read only one page.

Augustine of Hippo
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Not=a-Mindboggler
Solution of Issue No. 56 The following winners will be notified individually by post:
1. Guinevere 5. Don Juan . .
. Jenny Lam Environmental Protection Department
2. He!en of Troy 6. Quas1m0dq Fong Lai Yuk Hong Kong Police Force
3. Juliet 7. Frankenstein’s Monster Stella Lau st o e s
4. Eliza Doolittle 8. Edward Hyde Chan Tsz Kim Housing Department
Cheng Kin Wah Civil Service Bureau
Issue No. 58 (December 2014) : Successful Career SR WAETZHBH AN E AT iR
Issue No. 59 (March 2015) : Scenic and Inspiring Landscape ZR-FAERZ W RS KA
Contributions from colleagues are welcome. Please refer to Issue No. 42 for details. W I e 5 - MM S B o
ORI MR Y Dr Rodney Jones ~ Hon Chinese Adviser Prof Fan Sin-piu Hon English Adviser Dr Rodney Jones
W AL ZH FEELE Hii e ViR e Chairman ~ Mrs Stella Mui Member ~ Mr Lee Chi-wing Executive Editor M Ricky Tong
ZH FHERLL ZH ﬁm’@l%ﬁﬂ: DGR BRI Member  Mrs Eunice Chiu Member ~ Miss Amy Wan Assistant Editor ~~ Mr Chan Yue-kun
ZH WERLL RH WEML Member  Ms Peggy Chan Member ~ Ms Yetta Cheng
ZH BoELL ZH M\rj*iﬁ: 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)  AI3HA A AT 2 Rk ik » 5527 58 B it B 5 66 97 & S A BUN & 8 =1 )4 2310 EAH B
S R % 0 Wl SO COGH) 42 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).
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