Happiness Can Be Learnt
So, a small scratch of paper reads “Are you happy? Would you like to be? We teach happiness at our new centre. Classes are free. Telephone number: 8-988-567-45-64”. Almost without thinking I copied the number into my mobile. Feeling rather stupid, I went home…

It took me several hours to decide to make a call. After all, a grown-up person with a respectable position in a successful company is going to attend a happiness class. Ridiculous, I kept telling myself. However, a tiny, but persistent voice inside would not stop contradicting: “ You are wealthy, successful, attractive, charismatic… But are you happy? Would you like to be?” 

In the end, I punched the number and heard a pleasant female voice. The girl greeted me casually, asked my name and invited me to attend the first happiness class in the evening. I wrote down the centre address and somehow felt calm and relaxed.
Naturally, I felt too embarrassed to tell my family the truth about this happiness stuff. So, I made up a cock-and-bull story about bumping into an old school mate who asked me out for a drink and a chat. Still very hesitant, I made my way to the center. I decided to walk rather than drive, being afraid that somebody would recognize my car and ask questions.

The center was situated in a small ordinary one-storey building in the outskirts. The inside, however, was more attractive with flowers, pictures and small sculptures. There were five other “fools” besides me who came to look for happiness. We tried to avoid each other’s eyes and I thought once again about the total stupidity of the situation.

Our teacher was a young girl with a calm voice and quiet manners. I suddenly felt relaxed and not so embarrassed to look at my new “classmates”. She asked us simple questions about simple things: our favorite color, season, hobbies, friends and families. I felt a sharp sense of nostalgia for my old camera, which I had not touched for years. Photography used to be my hobby, but I have forgotten it since I had my promotion in the company. I suddenly wished, I had not. I also thought back to my way to work and the beautiful things I saw, but did not notice every day: old oak trees surrounding a small pond, ducks swimming and diving, birds singing their careless happy songs in the trees.

I was still lost in my memories when I understood that the class was over. I looked around and saw my classmates with blissful expressions on their faces. I enjoyed every single step I made on my way home.  I felt as if I had been blind all this time and now was able to see again. A light blue sky with white clouds, emerald green grass, colorful flowers, small kids playing and laughing, young couples kissing, elderly people walking their dogs…The life around me was so exciting, different, bright and unpredictable. And I, too, was a part of this life and it made me feel…happy. My God, I was happy! Happy to be alive, to see beautiful colors and hear street sounds, to think about my loving family waiting for me at home.
What I think now is that happiness is both very simple and very difficult to feel. It is an inborn quality we as human being possess. But the trouble is we often refuse to let it out regarding it as childish and stupid, which cannot be more wrong. As we are able to learn how to read, write, speak a foreign language, etc., we are also able to learn how to be happy.
