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Nestled in a hidden corner amidst the towering peaks of
the Himalayas is a small kingdom where the people are
considered the happiest in the world. It is Bhutan, a landlocked
country, which measures its progress by how happy its people
are, not by how much they earn and produce. Is it for real? Let’s
fly to this Land of Happiness to find the key to bliss.

After safely navigating
the challenging landing at
Paro Airport, a Buddhist
temple-like terminal with
carved woodwork and swirls
of deep reds and blues, you
will find yourself surrounded

. = by steep mountains, pristine
rivers, and lush forests. The airis refreshmg, the sky sapphire blue. The
drifting clouds pass low enough to catch, it seems.

The journey to Thimphu, Bhutan’s capital, is only a
90-minute drive. But sometimes it could be a test of patience
for visitors. When the road leading downtown—narrow and
curving, only recently upgraded to a two-lane freeway—is closed,
your Bhutanese driver or guide will ask you to wait “for some
time”, which could mean half an hour or half a day. Unlike
impatient drivers in big cities, they won’t shout, curse or blare
their horns, but simply sit and wait until the road reopens.

Thimphu is an old city with unique appeal. The
buildings all have steeply-pitched roofs, trefoil windows,

shops with wooden-shuttered windows are scattered
haphazardly along cracked pavements. Satellite dishes &
sprout from rooftops. The skyline is a web of power i
lines and prayer flags. On crystal clear nights,
whether on a hotel balcony or in a quiet street corner,
you can always enjoy a splendid view—mountains

rise to the star-studded sky to meet the moon.

i

Bhutan is by no means a wealthy country.
But the Bhutanese are content with
what they have. This perhaps explains
why the crime rate—murder is almost
unheard of-is particularly low in the country.
If a headline like “Illegal sales spotted in

and beams painted with flowers and clouds. One-storied u

daylight in back lanes” pops up in a local newspaper, don’t
think that Bhutan has a drug problem. It is probably only a
report on illegal selling of fruits, vegetables, tea, and milk
powder on the streets.

How happy are the Bhutanese? Does their happiness simply
mean the joy of counting huge wads of banknotes after selling a
cow ata good price? No. Far from it. In an advanced, industrialised
society, productivity and material gains are used as yardsticks to
measure success, an equivalent of happiness. But it is a different
story in Bhutan. The Bhutanese don’t really care how productive
they are. They could joyfully play darts, archery or meditate a
whole day, or simply do nothing. Neither is material comfort their
concern. Remember, television was imported into the country only
in 1999. Even with the invasion of western culture in the past
decade, the Bhutanese still manage to maintain a balance between
their material possessions and their spirituality. It is the same old
Bhutan, where people pray quietly and play noisily.

Bhutan is the first nation to challenge the idea that money
alone is absolutely good. In 1973, King Wangchuk officially
announced the adoption of Gross National Happiness (GNH),
instead of Gross National Product, as a measurement of Bhutan’s
overall well-being. With the introduction of GNH, every
government decision, every measure is viewed through this prism.
A lofty goal, no doubt, but how does this outlandish policy work?
As explained by the Bhutanese officials, the GNH index is meant
to orient the people and the nation towards happiness, by
improving the conditions of the not-yet-happy people.

Itis not an easy job. Living in a simple mountainous country,
the Bhutanese are under the constant threat of death. One could
die on a winding, treacherous road or be attacked by a bear,
poisoned by wild mushrooms, or buried alive in an avalanche.
How can they still stay happy and positive? Unlike most of us,
the Bhutanese are not shy of thinking about death. Death rituals

and images of death are seen everywhere. No one, not even
children, is sheltered from them. But it does not mean that

A the Bhutanese don’t experience fear or sadness. Of course,
they do. What makes them different is that instead of trying

hard to “fix” their sorrows, they accept death as part of life.

b In Bhutan, life is always respected. There are many
. stray dogs in Thimphu. They lie in the sun or roam the

~ streets with an air of arrogance. No one will hit them.

They are revered as kings. Not only dogs are privileged.

Even rocks and trees are filled with a spirit and need

to be cared for. The Bhutanese are not sophisticated

people. They enjoy life as it is, and accept mishaps as

they are. They take the idea of GNH seriously,

but by “happiness” they mean something

very different from the superficial
smiley-face version practised in other
parts of the world. This is Bhutan, the
Land of Happiness.
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Some people look for a beautiful place, others

make a place beautiful.

Hazrat Inayat Khan
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Perched on a narrow swathe of land in southern India,
Kerala is a coastal state of palm-shaded green with white sandy
beaches, long serpentine backwaters, and bewitching sunsets.
Known as God’s Own Country, the tropical paradise offers
the most spectacular views of nature and a unique opportunity
to experience the rich Indian culture and traditions.

The word “beautiful” is not
quite enough to describe Kerala.
A world away from the hustle and
bustle of big cities, the small
Indian state is a serene place
whose otherworldly ambience
makes you feel as if you were in

a dream. The famous backwaters,
a maze of meandering rivers, lakes and lagoons, are a sight of
wonder. A leisurely journey along them on a houseboat is a
heavenly experience. The houseboats, formerly used to
transport rice and other harvests, are elegant pleasure barges
with thatched roofs. With the captain steering in the front, you
can sit comfortably on the deck, listening to the gentle sound
of water slapping against the wooden hull as the boat slowly
passes the picturesque countryside and lush green paddies.

The banks of the backwaters are vibrant with life. Women
\ chat, wash clothes, and take care of toddlers outside small
B, village houses. Men, old and young, bathe by the shores.
Energetic boys play happily and wave to people on deck
whenever houseboats pass by. Children in neat school uniforms
o wait patiently at raised crossover bridges with their bicycles.
i Fishermen canoe down the rivers to cast their nets in the hope
of having a large catch. The reverberating calls of hawkers break
the silence of the bucolic surroundings, scaring away the noisy
birds out of thick groves of palm trees.

On the second Saturday of August every year, the peaceful
backwaters of Kerala become a track on fire. A magnificent boat
race is held in Punnamada Lake, where villagers compete fiercely
for a prized trophy. The boats, all beautifully decorated with
colourful trimmings and umbrellas, can accommodate as many as

100 rowers. The excitement and tension are
palpable as the rowers prepare themselves for the
race. The starting gun is fired. The oarsmen blow

their horns to encourage their teammates to row
faster. The majestic boats moving along the channels
like snakes, and the rhythmic and synchronised way
of rowing make it a rare spectacle. People from near
and far crowd on the banks, shouting and cheering,
fully absorbed in the enjoyment of this annual regatta.

Up in the mountains, Kerala
reveals a different side of its
beauty. Munnar, a small town
about 1,600 metres above sea
level, is an oasis of tranquillity and
a splendid summer resort at the
heart of God’s Own Country. One
can easily lose himself when travelling in Munnar. Veils of mist

cloud the mountaintops. The shrubs are beautifully contoured,
trimmed and manicured, like hundreds of green patchwork quilts
thrown all over the rolling hills. Wherever you go, there is a constant
scent of tea that follows you. The resort is carpeted in emerald-green
tea plantations. Early in the morning, with baskets like large apron
pockets, tea pickers move through the tasselled bushes and pluck
tea leaves with lightning-quick fingers while chatting and laughing.

In Munnar, Kathakali dance is a must-see performance.
It is actually a unique blend of dance, music, and mime
characterised by colourful make-up and elaborate costumes.
The traditional themes of this highly evolved art are mainly
folk mythologies, religious legends, and spiritual ideas from
the Hindu epics depicting the struggles of gods with demons.
A Kathakali dancer, who can be a man or a woman, wears a "ﬂ
painted face and communicates stories -
to the audience through delicate body
movements, facial expressions, and
smooth footwork. It is an inseparable
part of the cultural life of Kerala.

Named as one of the ten paradises
of the world by National Geographic,
Kerala is home to wild animals and exotic birds. It is an ideal

destination for eco-tours, which cannot be deemed to be )
complete without a visit to an elephant orphanage, where you
i o

can help the locals bathe the giants in ponds and scrub their
rough skin with coconut shells. You can also feed them with
bananas and take part in a guided trek on their backs through

the luxuriant bushes.

Kerala is a place where people simply sit back and enjoy.
If you don’t have a fixed itinerary, just venture out to any
village and spend a day strolling along the rice paddies and
narrow paths, seeing men and women cutting crops with
sickles in the fields, and buffaloes basking in the irrigation
ditches. If you feel run down after a day’s journey, sit under
the shade, take a sip of coconut water, listen to the breeze
rustling the palm fronds, and watch the sky turn lilac and
orange at sunset. Everything in this laid-back Indian state is
so beautiful that even God would call it his own country.

T

The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen
or even touched. They must be felt with the heart.
Helen Keller
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or Alwost?

Electronic spellcheckers can tell you if a word is spelt
wrongly, but they generally cannot flag up the misuse of a
correctly spelt word. There are, however, many words that
puzzle people. Take a look at the following sentences:

The book is all most interesting.
The book is almost interesting.

Can you tell all most and almeost apart? Looking and
sounding alike, this pair of words are nearly opposite in
meaning. While the first sentence is a compliment meaning
the book is very interesting, the second one means that the
book is rather boring.

‘What about the word alone? Can it move around freely in a
sentence without changing the meaning? No. If you say / can
handle it alone, you mean you can do it on your own. But if you
say I alone can handle it, you mean you are the only one who can
handle it. Likewise, the position of mainly in a sentence is
important. For example, / do household chores mainly on Saturdays
means that Saturdays are the days when I do most of my household
chores. I mainly do household chores on Saturdays means that
household chores are the main things I do on Saturdays. So put
mainly as near as possible to what it refers to.
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Because is a conjunction which means “for the reason
that”: I didn’t buy the shirt because it was too expensive.
Sometimes when it is used with not, it can produce sentences
that are ambiguous. I didn’t criticise him because he’s old.
This sentence can either mean “The reason why I didn’t
criticise him is that he’s old” or “The fact that he is old is not
what I criticised him for”. So it is better to rephrase it.

Except is a preposition which means “but not”:
Everybody can go, except Mary. You can also use except
for, especially at the beginning of a sentence: Except for
Mary, everybody can go. If you want to sound formal, with
the exception of is an alternative: Everybody can go, with
the exception of Mary.

Neither is another tricky word. Should a singular or
plural verb be used after it? When neither is the subject of
a sentence, use a singular verb: Both hotels are good. But
neither provides free wi-fi service. The choice can be more
difficult when neither is followed by nor. When a singular
noun comes second, use a singular verb: Neither Peter nor
Mary likes the film. When a plural noun comes second, use
a plural verb: Neither Peter nor his friends like the film.
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A gaunt boy coiled himself up in a dark corner of a quiet
back lane, his arms wrapped around his legs, his face burrowed
into his knees. All was dead silence, broken only by the light
staccato of rain hitting the litter bins. Dot a dot dot dot a dot
dot. It seemed as if the sounds would never stop.

Hiding himself under a half-torn canopy, the boy, half
asleep, dreamt that he had turned into a brightly-coloured
butterfly, fluttering around the blossoms of a bush, and,
together with a group of little fairies, hopping from one flower
to another. There were occasional chirps and tweets, mixed
with the sound of cascading water. He made a brief stop on a
petal of a gigantic sunflower and took a deep breath of the
fragrant air, rejoicing at the onset of the long-awaited spring.

Footsteps came down the stairs leading to the back lane,
and several women’s shadows cast upon the wall. Fully immersed
in his dream, the boy was unaware that someone was near.
Suddenly, a hand was gently laid on his shoulder. Like a panic-
stricken mouse, he instantly jumped to his feet and darted across
the lane. The women, all wearing nuns’ uniforms, were trying
hard to hold back the boy who was screaming and jerking himself
frantically back and forth in their arms. Under the dimly lit street
lamp, a disfigured face completely covered with big boils was
revealed, blistered and bleeding.

One of the nuns averted her
gaze when her eyes met those of
the boy. But soon she regained her
composure. She looked kindly at
him, and with a reassuring tone,
said softly, “Calm down, boy.
Calm down. We’re here to help
you.” The boy stopped struggling,
sank onto the ground, shrieking in
pain. The nun then knelt down and
gave him a warm embrace. “It’s all
over now.”

The next day, the boy found
himself lying on a comfortable
bed in a clean white room. A
gauze curtain was gently swaying in the breeze. He stared up
at the ceiling, trying hard to recall what had happened the
night before. His throat was dry and he needed something to
drink.

“There you are.” A half-blind man with only one arm
came forward and offered a glass of water to the boy. Hesitant,
the boy drew his hands back soon after extending them out.
But he then leapt forward to snatch the glass, quickly gulped
down the water and held out his glass for more.

“Welcome to the Home of Hope. My name is George.
We’re roommates.”

At this moment, a nun entered, carrying a tray with a
bowl of warm water and cotton pads. She carefully cleaned
the boy’s face with a piece of wet cloth and dabbed some gel

over the lesions. Being treated
like a human being for the first
time, the boy was sitting there, his
face nonchalant, and he put up
with the pain quietly.

“We’ll go to see the doctor
this afternoon,” the nun said. A
fearful look then crossed the boy’s
face. The nun continued, “Don’t
worry. The doctor will help you.”

That night, George walked towards the boy’s bed and
asked, “What did the doctor say?”

The boy did not answer.
“It’s okay if you don’t want to talk.”
“A... arare skin disease.”

George then put his hand on the boy’s head and stroked
it gently in a fatherly manner.

“How did you get this?”” George pointed at the bruise on
the boy’s neck.

“They did it. They always say I look ugly and need a punch.”

After taking some porridge, the boy went to bed. Buried
under a warm blanket, he dreamt again: it was an unusually
dark night. Surrounded by a gang of thugs, he was caught like
a rat, twisted under the clamp of one of the guy’s armpits,
being battered continuously. The boy pleaded mercy, ducked
the punches in vain, and was hit again. He then woke up from
the nightmare, soaked in sweat and breathing hard.

Day after day went by, while the boy received treatment
for his disease. Upon the advice of George, he went to the
workshop to learn woodwork every day. One warm afternoon,
when he was making a wooden toy cat in the workshop, a
voice came from his back.

“It’s beautiful. Did you make it yourself?”’

The boy turned around and saw a girl with a severely
crooked spine approaching him. He took a step backward
instinctively. Gazing into his face with a sweet smile, the girl
asked if he could make one toy for her. The boy’s mouth
crinkled in a shy, rare smile. After the woodwork class, he
went back to his room. As he was walking along the hallway,
he saw a mirror hanging there, and was strangely tempted to
look in it. With his eyelids half open, he saw a boy with some
light blemishes on the forehead, cheeks and chin. Overwhelmed
by what he saw, he was standing there, motionless, his eyes
brimming with tears.

A year passed. The boy still had nightmares from time
to time. One serene autumn night, he woke up at midnight
again, shouting, “Where am 1?”

Awakened by the boy’s cry, George replied softly, “Easy,
boy. You’re in paradise.”
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Untouched countryside, crystal clear sea water, and beaches 5. The fourth largest island of Hawaii, sometimes referred to ? Si
with sand as white as sugar—some places do seem to have it all. as “The Garden Isle”, is endowed with a famous deep «_ &
But no matter how splendid these heavenly spots are, there is canyon, luxuriant rain forests, white-sand beaches, and 4 :‘
always something more breathtaking around the bend. Read the gorgeous waterfalls.

following descriptions which are clues to some of the most
beautiful places in the world, and see if you know any of them:

1. The highest uninterrupted waterfall in the world with a 6. An idyllic Mediterranean haven on the southern coast of
plunge of about 800 metres. It drops over the edge of a the Sorrentine Peninsula. With warm temperatures, pretty
mountain in a national park in Venezuela. medieval buildings, and the lure of food and culture, this

Italian coastal region dazzles visitors to this day.

2. An alpine resort located in the heart of Portes du Soleil, with

er powdered snow, amazing mountain views, and green pine ) o

‘ij‘: trees at every turn. A neighbour of Avoriaz, it is an ideal spot 7. A range of hills which rise from the meadows of the upper
. = for mountain biking, white-water rafting and caving. Thames to an escarpment above the Severn Valley. This area

i p in south central England features many magnificent castles,
N s ancient churches, glorious gardens, and mellow stone
"" 3. Stretching from Dijon in the north to the river Dheune to buildings.
S i - the south, this region in Burgundy is famous for its
8 vineyards, fabled chalk slopes and labyrinthine wine terrain.

8. Inscribed as a World Heritage site by UNESCO in 1992,
this national park, located in northern Sichuan, is best known
for its blue and green lakes, spectacular waterfalls, and
narrow conic Karst landform.

4. A cluster of 21 islands in Brazil, where only 420 people are
permitted at a time. The beaches there are attractive, teeming
with life including turtles, sharks and all colours of fishes.

Please send your entry to the Editorial Board of Word Power, Official Languages Division, Civil Service Bureau, Room ’i‘
2310, High Block, Queensway Government Offices, 66 Queensway, Hong Kong before 17 February 2017. Watch out for our
coming issue to see if you get all the answers right, and better still, if you are one of the lucky five to win a prize. The Editorial
Board will have the final say on the answers.

Name: Mr/Mrs/Miss/Ms (delete as appropriate)

Department: Post:
Office Address:
Tel. No.:
G LT 88 A
@:T.!]
5ot 1 B 6. D Chuck Wai-shan TRHE
2. D 7. D Sin Wun-san HEE
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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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