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​Author’s Notes
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The Ibu Chronicles are excerpts from my Facebook blog, Ibu Chronicles. As my husband and I owned a tour and travel agency in Bali, I was asked in 2016 to join a Facebook Group about Bali; to give advice to tourists wanting to come and visit this magical island and learn more about this unique culture. 

I started sharing glimpses of my life with my Dutch husband in Bali. (I am Australian.) Life became funnier than fiction, and my posts soon needed their own page, called Ibu Chronicles.  Some excerpts are about our wonderful staff or even our neighbours, but most are about Ibu. Ibu means Mother in Indonesian (also Mrs and Madam), and our Balinese parents and business partners, Ibu and Bapak (Father, also Mr and Sir) ensure our life in Bali is never boring.  Our tour office is located inside a traditional Balinese hotel in the mountains of Bali, Indonesia. The hotel is located next to a magnificent lake called Lake Batur inside a caldera of a dormant volcano. Ibu and Bapak have had the hotel since 1984. It was purpose-built as a weekend mountain getaway for Balinese from Denpasar, and for Balinese Government meetings and retreats. Foreign tourists did stay at the hotel, generally with a tour group, so they were looked after by their tour leader. Some random tourists just appeared at the hotel; generally, that is when we had to step in and help Ibu and Bapak, oh, and the tourist.

We only speak to Ibu, and the rest of our family and staff in Bahasa Indonesian or in Basa Bali (the Balinese language), so I translate in my writing.  If they attempt English, I advise that in my writing. There is no political correctness in Bali, and it is not welcomed here, so I write as we speak here in Bali. We use the term Bule, which is used by all locals to describe a non-Indonesian of any origin (although it means Crazy Albino). Some people are offended by this term, that is their problem. They would probably be very dull at a dinner party as well.  

Ibu is blunt, she is demanding, she keeps life interesting. I am sure you will learn to love Ibu as much as I do. 

Due to Rona, our office was forced to close in March 2020, and the blog posts were collated into a book format to raise money for the village when COVID-19 (Rona) closed tourism in Bali.  I feel truly blessed that the miracle of this book came about, so we were able to continue to support the village we love.
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Edition Number Two.

[image: ]




This book you are reading is now the second published edition.  The first publication was put together very quickly (with no editing) as a fund raiser when Covid closed our Island, and was purchased by hundreds of people that had been to Bali. 100% of profits was used to buy rice and other staple foods for the Balinese in the village where our office is located. THANK YOU ALL.  

This edition has been edited and some information added for those that have never been to Bali, some further explanations of those idiosyncrasies in Bali. I have attempted to explain as best as I can in the relevant anecdotes.  

Bali’s main religion is based on Hinduism and Buddhism. It is called Bali Agama. There is also a Muslim influence, as the country of Indonesia is predominately Muslim.  Balinese lives are tightly intertwined with their religion, and it is a daily task to keep the balance between the Gods and the Demons.

Balinese offerings are a huge part of daily life here, the main offering being canang sari, which is made daily.  If you have been to Bali, you would have seen these everywhere. I refer to offerings in my writing, so here is an example of the Canang Sari (daily offering). The colours of the flowers used are white, yellow, red and blue/purple – the middle is green (shaved pandan leaf).  The container (canang) is made from coconut palm leaves.  Under that flower arrangement is a little gift, called poroson, and other little secrets can be placed under there... it’s the magic of Bali; there are many mysterious wonders to discover here.  

Rachel Bergsma.
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Chapter 1 - Working in a Traditional Balinese Hotel 
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10 June 2016 - The Toast

Toast, it is a simple enough thing to make, but it has been the bone of my contention for many years. It just rears its ugly head every so often to remind me it is still there. 

Toast, yes toast, the bread kind, not the champagne kind. 

How can you get it so wrong? Oh, yes you can get it sooo wrong. 

Let’s go back, way back before electricity. No, I am not referring to the 19th century, I am referring to prior to the year 2009, in our village where we work, and lived at that time. Now we only live in the north part-time. The rest of the year, we live in the south of Bali, in an area called The Bukit Peninsula (Bukit), where we have electricity, but no running water, but that’s another story (Bukit means hill). 

The hotel would run a generator every night for two hours, from 7.00 pm when it got dark, till 9.00 pm when the kitchen closed. We lived behind the hotel and made precious use of that two hour window into the 21st century, to charge our phones and our laptop.

The exciting day finally arrived when the village acquired electricity full time. It was September 12, 2009. I know that date, as it was exactly two weeks after we moved out of the village, as we wanted to live in a village with electricity. 

Ok, a village with beer. 

The marvel of electricity brought excitement to the idea that the hotel could at least, come into the 20th century. We would be pushing it to attempt the 21st century. 

A fridge was the first thing that came to my mind. 

Mmm, beer.

Ibu disagreed.  

Ibu and the kitchen staff are the old-fashioned Balinese that do not store food. Food is purchased at the market or picked straight from the garden and is cooked fresh every day. What is not used by the end of the day is given to the pigs. They would never use leftovers. 

Me: “Ibu, I meant for the beer!” 

Ibu: “Ah, yes, many guests complain that there is no beer. Okay, we will get a fridge!” 

So, one day a nice shiny new Coca-Cola fridge arrived, and Ibu had the staff stock it with beer and water. And that night at 9.00 pm, Bapak promptly turned it off. I explained that you need to leave it on... I explained until I went blue... I explained how it would use more electricity to cool down again in the morning.  This is just a perfect example of my challenges, I have let it go. 

It is still to this day, turned off every night, promptly at 9.00 pm. 

But the fridge is not my problem...if Ibu wants to waste her money, then who am I to interfere. 

Toast is my problem. 

I do not eat toast myself, as I am allergic to wheat, and there is no gluten-free bread available; however, our guests eat toast. 

It all started when we wanted to have toast as an option for our tour guests. Toast with butter and jam.  What a foreign concept to Ibu and the kitchen staff. What’s wrong with rice for breakfast? 

So, we bought toasters, bread, and butter. We gave a demonstration to all the kitchen staff, on ‘how to make toast’. The staff oohed and aahed, as the sugary white bread (that’s all that is available) turned a golden brown and popped up ready to serve. 

Ibu was amazed by this contraption. Ibu loves buying new things that no one else in the village has.  She had the only fridge in the whole village, and now she has these ‘cook bread things’.  Ibu thought it would be an excellent idea for all her Bule hotel guests, to also get toast, if that’s what Bules wanted. That excitement lasted about two minutes and turned into blowing fuses in the hotel every morning, during breakfast service. 

On the morning of Day One of Toast on the menu, I walked into the kitchen to see Nengah, the day cook, deep frying a piece of bread. She was holding another piece in her hand, that she had put margarine on. I watched her putting jam on the bread and then, BAM, dropping it into the fry pan, under all the oil. 

I said calmly, okay, I admit it, that’s bullshit, I screamed, “Nengah, what are you doing?!” 

She looked at me innocently and said, in the only English she has ever used to this day, “Toast.” 

And that was when it all started! 

So, after many training sessions in ‘toast’, we seemed to be getting there. Well, we thought. The toast came out great, but many a time I would walk into the kitchen, to find Nengah standing there with a knife in the toaster, trying to pull out some toast she had gotten stuck in there. 

Those lovely toasters lasted five weeks before they completely blew up. Luckily Nengah did not blow up. 

Now, I cannot be too hard on Nengah. Nengah is a lovely lady, she can make a mean Nasi Goreng (Indonesian Fried Rice) with her eyes closed.  She can make the best banana pancakes without disclosing Ibu’s secret recipe, and she knows how to make any Indonesian/Balinese dish. 

Nengah cannot read or write and has been in that kitchen since she was twelve years old, helping Doyok, the head cook, who has been in the kitchen for thirty years. And I do mean, they have been in that kitchen, they never have a day off.  Nengah is not sure how old she is, and she does not know how long she has been there.  I would say she is late thirties, maybe twenty-five years in that kitchen. 

With electricity, came other marvels of the future, and one day Ibu introduced rice cookers. It took Nengah approximately five years to use one.  Mind you, she has never cooked in one.  I would see her each morning come in from some mysterious place in the hotel, with a huge cane basket of steaming rice, which she transferred into the rice cookers to keep the rice warm. 

That mysterious place Nengah appears from, is somewhere I had always thought ‘I will go and investigate one day’. I generally got too busy and forgot. 

Three days ago, I was looking for some unused furniture to borrow, and I stumbled across that mysterious place at the back of the hotel, through a secret passage and a secret wooden door. I felt like I was a kid in The Lion, The Witch and the Wardrobe.

Nengah has been cooking the rice in old clay pots over an open fire. No wonder it tastes so good. 

Now, back to toast. We decided Nengah needed fewer electrical appliances, and the hotel needed fewer fire risks. So, we got a large steel plate to put over gas burners for her to cook toast on. 

We seemed to be getting there... so we thought. I just walked through the restaurant to see a guest, not mine, but a hotel guest, holding up her toast and watching it fold over like a limp, greasy dishcloth.  The look on her face of ‘What the?’ was too much. 

I walked into the kitchen to see Nengah deep frying the bread again.

Me: “Nengah, what are you doing?” 

Nengah: “Toast” 

Me: “Nengah, no, that’s not correct, you have done this every day for nearly ten years.” 

Nengah: “I forgot.” 

––––––––
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7 July 2016 - The Cheat Sheet 

The Balinese have a calendar of ceremony dates, an auspicious calendar. There are many calendars here. There is the usual Grecian calendar, so we know what day of the week it is, in case you need to send your kids to school, so do not accidentally send them on a Sunday. Or you need to go to a government office. That is about where that calendar stops its function in this village. When you work in hospitality/tourism, every day is a working day. 

A very old lady once told me that her son was visiting her in three days, then she pointed to the moon. She did not need a calendar, it was in the sky, she knew her son was coming on the full moon. 

There is a calendar that tells you when it is a good day to do something, and when it is not a good day. Everyone in this village follows that to a tee. 

So, today Ibu had me making offerings, and I have no idea what they are for. We generally make them for God, but we also make them for bad spirits.

It is disrespectful to ask what you are making; you are supposed to just do what your parents tell you. They know what is best for you. 

I cannot imagine me growing up here, I was a ‘why’ child.

So, I did not ask, I just snuck a look at the ceremony calendar, and it only shows that in two days there is a ceremony to salvage sharp weapons. I don’t own a weapon, do you Ibu? 

So, I was making the offerings out the back with the girls from the kitchen. (Not the usual daily offerings.) I had to refer to my notes for every part. After nearly ten years, I really should know what I am doing. 

I went into the kitchen to find Ibu has a cheat sheet, so after nearly sixty years she still does not know what she is doing... that made me feel much better She looked at mine and told me it was a pathetic attempt, and she will do mine... 

Seriously, how could I refuse? 

Oh, and the calendar today says it is not a good day for intercourse, poor Hubby. 

––––––––
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15 September 2016 - The Smartarse 

The taxman has given Ibu a black box.  Ibu must have said black box attached to a computerised cash register. Ibu had some people come from Denpasar to install a computer and train the staff for one week. They were trained to use a new computerised restaurant ordering system. I had not been there when it was installed, nor when the training was done. 

I arrived at work today, and the staff did not know how to turn on the computer, the staff that were trained for one week.  

So, I showed them how to turn it on. 

The staff then did not know how to open the restaurant program, the staff that were trained for one week. 

So, I looked at the shortcut on the screen, the one of only two icons on the screen that said ‘restoran,’ and double-clicked. Ta-da! 

Now, can I do my own work? 

Ibu came out and said, “You train them, Rasch, you train them!” (she cannot pronounce my name). 

Um, I wasn’t given the training for one week on this Ibu, they are your staff, and I have nothing to do with your restaurant. 

I told Ibu that I had never used that system or any restaurant system and that I had never worked in a restaurant. Well, I have, but back before computers. When I worked weekends after school. Where you just used a notepad and stabbed the order onto a spike at the kitchen window; the same system Ibu’s staff have been using until now. 

Ibu: “Please Rasch, please Rasch, just show them, you’re so smart, they are idiots.”

Me: “You can’t call them idiots Ibu, you don’t know how to use it yourself.” 

She followed me around nagging me to help. There was no way she would leave me alone. She goes into lockdown mode, and her fixation on one thing can go on for days.  I told her I would have a look at it. 

It was just a regular computer attached to a receipt printer.  It was obvious how to open the software, being that there were no other icons or programs on the computer. It was obvious how to put the order in. Well, it was all obvious to me.  For some reason, after one week of training, it was not obvious to anyone else. 

So, as I do when I train my staff, I suggested we role-play and do pretend orders, and use the training software provided to do that. 

You know, the icon on the screen that in Bahasa Indonesia says ‘TRAINING’. 

One of the staff then asked me “What were you fed as a baby, as you are so smart?” 

A little surprised, I answered, “I went to school and university.” 

Thinking about it now, I should have said: “Oh yes, we have smart food for babies in Australia, no need for schools.”

Guess I'm not that smart after all. 

––––––––
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9 November 2016 - The Wedding 

We arrived in the village to see there was a wedding at one of the houses on the main road, as you come down into the village. 

It does not look like a huge one, maybe a poor family? 

I walked into our office, and Ibu was sitting on the day bed. From the way Ibu was dressed, it looked like she was going to the wedding. So, I asked her, “Who is getting married?” 

Ibu huffed and shook her head unapprovingly, as she does, and said nothing. Okay, I must be in trouble again, that’s fine, I will go get a coffee then. 

I grabbed my coffee and walked back into our office, greeted Bapak, who had just arrived, not dressed for a wedding. It looked like he was dressed to go to the Bangli Government offices. 

I know all his outfits by now. 

Balinese may change outfits five times in one day, depending on where they are going. 

So, I had a discussion with him about a few things we need to be done in Bangli, and then he left. 

Well, as soon as Bapak walked out the door, Ibu sprang up off the day bed, with that look of ‘I have to tell you something’. 

I know when she gets close to my ear that she has been spying on staff, or she has gossip. 

It’s gossip.  

It’s about the wedding. 

Ibu tells me how it is a twenty-two-year-old girl from the village, marrying a very old American man. Ibu says he is eighty years old. 

I tell her, “Maybe he’s about sixty, I can’t imagine he would be eighty.” 

She swears he is eighty or older, as he has a walking stick, he’s all bent over, fat, and taller than my husband. 

Okay, Ibu. 

She continued to tell me the whole story, and that this twenty-two-year-old was pregnant to this eighty-year-old. 

He must be younger than eighty, if not, wow that’s impressive. 

Then, after her gossip, she asked me with quite some consideration, “Why would she do that? Why would she marry someone that age?” 

I answered, “Well, I haven’t met her, but could it be for money?” 

It just slipped out, oops, I’m a Bitch.

Ibu contemplated my answer and walked off. You can tell when Ibu is contemplating, you can hear the cogs ticking. 

Twenty minutes later, while I was concentrating on emails, Ibu snuck up behind me and was suddenly at my ear again, “Do you love your husband?”   

Well, the last time I had heard that sort of question was when we first went to the Catan Sipil (Head of Civil Registry) over ten years ago. He asked Hubby if he loved his wife, while I was sitting there.  

Anyway, Ibu continued and declared, “It won’t work, this marriage, it won’t work. You can’t be happy unless you marry for love like Bapak and me, or you two.” 

Being that Ibu and Bapak spend every day together at work, and so do Hubby and me, I guess we have a lot in common. 

Maybe, as Ibu and Bapak’s marriage is still going strong after nearly fifty years, and Hubby and I have not killed each other after ten years, she thinks we are on a winner? 

Ibu announced, “Come to the wedding, and you can see for yourself!” 

Well, I am a little busy, was not invited, don’t know the couple, not interested in gossip, etc. 

I declined. 

‘Huff’, huff’, Ibu walked off. 

Three hours later I bumped into Ibu in the village. She was walking into her home to get changed after the wedding. (Going to a wedding in the village is usually a one-hour visit, you do not stay long as it is a burden on the couple to have to talk to you. The couple generally have many guests all invited at different time slots, over three to five days). 

Ibu grabbed me and pulled me down the small gang (lane) to her house, pulled me through the front door. 

I mean pulls; she has my arm. 

Ibu started to take off her kebaya (Balinese lace blouse), and standing there in her bra, she said, “I think he’s dead already.” 

I am like, “What? Who is dead?” 

Ibu screamed, “The old man, the American man!” 

I am like, “What the?” easily said in Bahasa Indonesian (“Apa?!”) 

“HE’S LYING DOWN, HE’S DEAD!” 

I am still confused, “As in actually dead?” 

“No, but he may as well be. He’s so old he can’t get through his own wedding. Who needs money that badly that their groom is a corpse?” 

I was having visions of 'Weekend at Bernie’s' and the groom being moved around the family compound (family property) positioned nicely for the meet and greets. 

Then Ibu really started going on and on, how I was spot on, and how she told the mother of the bride what Rach had said about her daughter marrying for money. And how embarrassing this was for the family, and how no one does that in this village. What an inconvenience, if they then have a funeral, and how much that will cost, blah, blah, blah.  

In between blah, blahs, and her walking into her little dressing area... I took the opportunity to step out of the house and walk very briskly up the gang... I could hear Ibu screaming out, “You were right, I told them all what you said!” 

I started a slow jog. 

As to the couple, I wish them the best. As to the family, I am very sorry.

Ibu, thanks a lot, not!

––––––––
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11 November 2016 - The Burnt Toast 

It has been bucketing down here with rain for two hours, and the road in front of the hotel has turned into a river.  I must leave for a meeting very soon, and I am a little concerned about driving in these conditions. Ibu went into the kitchen to burn rice cakes, so the rain will stop. That’s what she told me, when she stood up and announced it.

Ibu has just opened the door into my office from the kitchen, walked in coughing and waving her arms through a cloud of smoke like she has just casually walked out of a burning building. Closed the door (poor staff left in there), and the rain stopped immediately. Ibu looked at me, as if that was perfectly normal, came over and rubbed my shoulders, saying, “Be careful,” then walked off. 

So, apparently this is what your Balinese mother does for you when she hears you must drive in monsoon rain on a potholed road by yourself. As usual she has not explained why, and I am not allowed to ask.

Now, I’m off to my meeting, and I smell like burnt toast. 

––––––––
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15 November 2016 - The Sacrifice 

I am in the office, and it is extremely difficult to concentrate. The hotel staff keep coming in the back door of the kitchen with various squealing birds. They have been dripping their blood on the different stages of the new hotel temple they are putting in. 

Note to self: I really need to move my office away from the kitchen. 

––––––––
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30 November 2016 - The Sleepyhead 

The cheeky staff have been at it again. I was trying to have a conversation with Ibu, and she kept falling asleep on the day bed in our office...So, I let her sleep. 

She finally woke, and said she had a sore eye.

I asked her why was she so tired?  

She told me she did not know why she was tired. 

I asked her, “Do you want some eye drops?” 

Ibu replied, “Oh, no, Kadek already gave me *Arak.” 

I said, “What?!” 

I looked over at Kadek, who was standing near the doorway, grinning like a Cheshire cat (he never smiles), and I asked him, “Why did you give her that?” 

He shrugged and answered, “I don't know.” 

Ibu fell asleep again. 

Another of Ibu’s staff came in, and I stated to him, “Nengah, Kadek gave Ibu Arak!” 

He replied, “Yes, good for us as she sleeps now instead of complaining non-stop, we can get work done now.” 

________________

* Arak is homemade alcohol, made from rice or palm flowers, with extremely high alcohol content. 

––––––––
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1 December 2016 - The Eye 

So, Ibu still has a bad eye, it was the topic of conversation for a good part of the morning at work. Ibu had been overseeing the renovation of the hotel temple, and it looks like some concrete dust had gotten in her eye. I discovered that fact when Ibu pulled a chair up right next to me and pulled her eye open for me to see, while I was on the phone to a client. 

So, I have flushed out her eye and put an eye patch on it so she can rest it. Ibu does not rest well. A bit like me, she cannot sit still. Ibu continued to oversee the workers for the rest of the morning.  

Ibu is continuing to annoy the staff. Ibu is continuing to annoy me. 

––––––––
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4 December 2016 - The Doctor 

So, Ibu’s bad eye. Well, it started to get worse, and she was annoying all the staff with her whining and freaking them out with her eye patch. So, I rang a medical clinic in Bangli city and made her an appointment with an Eye Specialist. 

Bapak took her to the Doctor. (This is an actual medical clinic, not the Witch Doctor.) I left work soon after. 

I just rang her to ask her what the Doctor had said. 

Ibu told me, “Oh, it’s all better now!” 

Relieved, I asked, “Great, it’s not a cataract, is it?” (I had noticed some little growths near her pupil.) 

“No, not a cataract!” 

So, I inquired, “What did the Doctor say it was?” 

Ibu answered, “He said, Bapak is not praying enough.” 

Bless their cotton socks. 

––––––––
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15 December 2016 - The Table 

This morning I walked around to the front of our office and saw we had guests standing there, patiently waiting for our guide to take them canoeing.  I knew they were canoeing, as they were wearing lifejackets. 

At least that means my staff showed up for work. 

However, the guests must have been standing there at least twenty minutes, as it was past the starting time.  So, I apologised to the guests and told them I would go look to see what was going on. I headed off in search of a staff member. 

We have twins that work for us on separate days, and I always mix them up. I can only tell which one is which when they smile, as one has a gap in his teeth. I was sure Cheery was the one working today. 

Our manager, Nengah, does not start until the afternoon, so, I better sort this out myself. 

Ibu also has two staff called Nengah, we both have staff called Wayan, so that can also be confusing. Wayan is a first-born child’s name in Bali for children (unisex name) born into the Sudra (low) caste. As there are only two other choices for boys’ names, for your first born it is very common. Nengah is a second born name choice.

I saw Ibu, and I asked, “Ibu, do you know where Cheery is? The guests have been waiting.” 

Ibu replied, “Oh I think he's already gone down to the lake.” 

So, I walked down to the lake—no Cheery. I came back, apologised to the guests again, and I spotted Ibu’s Nengah, so I asked him, “Where's Cheery?” 

He replied, “Cheery does not work today, today Skinny work (Cheery’s twin). Skinny is building Ibu a table.” 

Hmm? Ibu loves to use my staff. 

So, I went around the corner, sure enough there he was welding up a table, with Ibu standing over him shouting orders. I said, “Skinny, the guests are waiting.”  

He looked at me nervously and said nothing.  

We both looked at Ibu. Ibu screamed at me, “THE GUESTS WILL JUST HAVE TO WAIT! WHAT GOOD TO ME IS A THREE-LEGGED TABLE?” 

––––––––
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19 December 2016 - The Phones 

There seemed to be an issue with the phone at the office, and no one was answering.  So, I phoned a staff member’s mobile phone, and she was not at work. I phoned another, he did not answer. 

So, I sent an email at 9.00am this morning: 


Good morning 

I need someone to call me as soon as possible, please. It seems the phones are down again. I have sent Komang and Nengah a WhatsApp as well. I just need anyone from the office to call me as soon as possible. 

Kind regards Rach 



Email reply at 10.30 am, from Nengah, in English, sort of: 


Dear Rach Ok Thank You We are really sorry our internet connection wash very slow



Great, that means Nengah is in the office. 

I called the office, no answer.

At 2.00 pm. I tried calling various phones, no answer, the main phone seemed to be connected to a fax. 

We don’t have a fax? 

I tried again at 3.00 pm, no luck. 

It is now 4.30 pm – No one has phoned me back yet. 

Note to self: check if we now have a fax, and teach staff to pick up the phone when it rings.

––––––––
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24 December 2016 - Email deciphering 

It takes me a while to work out what my manager Nengah is trying to say, when he answers emails in English. Today's reply to me, after I personally sent him an email with the list of guest bookings for today, as one of our staff is sick: 


Hi Rach. Thank you for your appeal Regards  Nengah.



Tomorrow when I am drunk, he can try and decipher mine. 
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​​​Chapter 2 - Not the Average Bali Hotel 
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2 Jan 2017 - The Faulty Towers

Oh, dear... I will not be up at the hotel, until the 5th, to see what Nengah has done, but he's at it again.  He likes to take on the maintenance tasks in the hotel, himself.  

Probably to avoid doing his own work. 

Last week I told Nengah to have someone from maintenance at the hotel paint a new grey PVC pipe white, in one of our booked hotel room bathrooms, so it would not stand out against the white tiles. I even showed him, caressed it gently to make sure he understood. 

I came back to find he had painted all the chrome taps white instead. 

Today I sent an email: 


Maintenance: Room 9 & 10 - have they fixed and painted all the walls in these rooms yet? 



Nengah’s reply: 


Yes, I have already fixed these rooms ready. I do only little paint on the head of the bed. 



31 January 2017 - The Chickens 

Ibu is shaking her head because I am talking to the chickens in a bag near the kitchen. The ones she is about to sacrifice. 

Note to self:  Check Ceremony Calendar before going into the office. 

––––––––
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3 February 2017 - The Ultimate Spy 

Ibu is the Ultimate Spy, she has been showing me how she pretends to sleep on the daybed next to my desk, but she is actually spying on the staff, with one eye on the CCTV screen. 

Note to self: - Ibu now knows how the CCTV works, remember this when trying to hide from her. 

––––––––
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19 February 2017 - The Roof 

We had not been to the office for one week, due to significant landslides and flooding in the area.  Half of the main road down to the village slid into the caldera somewhere. 

We arrived at the hotel this morning.  Greeted by Ibu and Bapak as usual. I always have a little hesitancy when I greet Ibu, based on what mood she is in. Ibu seemed fine, she asked why we were not at work for so long, why no guests, etc. I commented in English to one of the staff, so she would not understand, that tourists have been told, ‘Kintamani is dangerous’, so not to expect many tourists around.

One of our staff arrived, and Hubby followed him to open our equipment storage office, (where we store all our equipment - guests are greeted by our team and get equipment from that room, etc.) to find the ceiling had caved in. 

We now have a swimming pool instead of an office, and everything is covered in mouse poo and thirty years of ceiling crap. 

We have been through this before; we have learnt it is not a matter of just fixing the roof. It is a matter of Bapak consulting the auspicious Balinese calendar to see which day is a ‘Good day, to fix the roof’. 

The first time, in 2012, it was sixty-nine days before the roof could be fixed. That time we were a little gobsmacked as it was the wet season, and the office would have filled with water to the ceiling within sixty-nine days. However, I re-worded the question and asked if there was a date that we could move offices, as they had a similar room next door.  Bapak looked up the calendar and it showed that a good date to move, would be in seventeen days. 

So, we put tarps all over everything. Luckily, we could paint the new space, and move equipment in earlier. We just could not physically open for seventeen days, as the calendar said so. 

So, today I was calm, while the staff pushed the filthy water out and down the steps, and everything was taken out to dry in the sun. 

I knew the drill, so I went to Ibu to discuss a solution. As in, ‘where is our new office you promised?’ As expected, I got, ‘Yeah, yeah, go talk to Bapak, he will let you know’. 

Bapak was sitting at his laptop in our shared office, which I have been sharing with him since Ibu last moved our main office to the back of the hotel. Ibu moved us, as she wanted to renovate our office, however, instead of renovating it, she demolished it and built a room for guests. This was not in 2012, this was just another one of the times Ibu moved our office. 

The new office space was supposed to be a temporary solution. I did not mind sharing with Bapak short term. I had to share, as the room she allocated us had no power outlets, and the Wi-Fi did not reach there. Ibu, six months later presented us with our new office, which was only 1.2 metres wide and four metres long. It was great for equipment storage, but we could not fit our desks in there, it did not have a toilet, it still did not have power outlets, guests could not be greeted in there. So, we went from a 5-metre x 6-metre office with a toilet, and a storeroom, to a storeroom, that Ibu thought would suffice. 

As I approached our shared office, Bapak seemed very anxious. He needed my help immediately. He told me he had tried calling me for three days, but I had not answered my phone. 

I'm not sure what number he was calling as my staff had contacted me many times?   

He could not work out how to log into Facebook! 

So, as I was standing next to him at his laptop, leaning over to try and log him in, (this is so important? So, not, Bapak) Bapak let out the longest, loudest fart. 

Bloody hell, instant karma for my evil thoughts. 

He continued to talk to me over this foul noise, which seemed to go on for an eternity. 

After the fart, and working out that he had his password wrong, as he had forgotten what year he was born in, we finally got him into Facebook. 

Phew crisis over. 

So, I approached the topic of the roof, “Yeah, yeah, I will let you know.” 

Off I went, as I had a meeting at the school. I had two VIPs coming that I was taking to see the school paving they had paid for. I left Bapak with his social media fix. 

When I returned with the VIPs, we sat down for lunch. Bapak approached us to interrupt our lunch; now this is not a done thing in Bali, you do not interrupt or talk to people eating. 

This time it must be important. 

Bapak had a new smartphone and had tried to upload some photos (one of us eating) onto Facebook, but the photos were just sitting there. I had no idea how to use his fancy phone, so I apologised to our VIPs and just clicked anything I could. The phone made some noises, and it uploaded the photos. 

Crisis averted. 

It was time to take our VIP guests back to their hotel, so I said to Bapak, “I need to go home now.  Can you please look up the calendar and let my Nengah know when we can fix the roof?” 

Bapak answered, “Yeah, yeah.” 

So, in our formal way of talking in Balinese to your father, I asked for his permission to go home. He gave permission, wished me a safe journey, and then said in English with a giggle, “Kintamani Dangerous.” 

Obviously, yesterday was the day in the auspicious calendar to ‘Fix Facebook’. I am still waiting to hear when it is the day to ‘Fix the roof’. 

Sabar Sabar (be patient in Bahasa Indonesian).

––––––––
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23 February 2017 - Roof Update 

Bapak rang me today to tell me it was probably best that we moved to another room, as it will be a while before it is a good date in the calendar to fix the roof. He advised we could move any date... and there will be a ceremony once we officially have moved... on the correct date for a ‘new office’. 

So, I emailed my office manager:  


Nengah, I have spoken to Bapak, and we will move to the large back room, late next week, when we are not so busy. 

In the meantime, please arrange a new lock for the door etc. 



He sent back this email, in English, sort of: 


Okey Rach That god idea Ibu have discusss with tukang* already, she tell me to start to take roof off in fiew days  Thank you, Nengah. 



I guess Ibu does not need the calendar? 

This will be our fourth move, so I think Nengah and I will just stay with Bapak, until we build our own office. 

I hope she waits till all our stuff is out of the office before the roof comes off... I guess it was ‘God's idea’? 

_________ 

* A tukang is a building worker.

––––––––
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26 February 2017 - The Toiletries 

Last month I had a meeting with Ibu and Bapak about bringing their hotel into this century, and how in a certain price range, tourists expected toiletries. Ibu found this very difficult to understand; I mean I had already made them put in soap and toilet paper in the rooms, what more could tourists want? It is hard enough now for the staff to remember that bloody stupid toilet paper, I mean who uses that stuff anyway? Don’t Bules wash? They have a hose, blah, blah, blah. 

So, after Ibu calmed down about the loo paper, I again approached the toiletries. Her first reaction when I told her that in that price range you would put in the rooms a small bottle of shampoo, conditioner, soap, maybe toothbrush, toothpaste, comb, etc., was: “BUT WHAT IF THEY STEAL THEM?” 

Today I brought her some samples, so she could have a look at what I meant. I handed her the plastic bag of small bottles of shampoo and conditioner, toothpaste and comb set I had gotten from a friend staying in a hotel. Ibu took the bag from my hand, tied it up and put it in the back room behind the kitchen. Without a ‘thank you’ or even a word, Ibu went off to the garden, where a mattress from a room was lying in the sun. 

Determined, I went and retrieved the bag of toiletries, went out to the garden, and stood next to Ibu. I started to pull out the bottles one by one to show her and explained, “So this is what you need to buy.” 

She waved her hand at me as she does, a bit like shooing away a fly, shook her head and then stated, “The Bule tourists don’t need that, they don’t even have a bath!”

The wrong day to explain this after two guests with very long dreadlocks had just checked out and she was fumigating their room for bed bugs. 

––––––––
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28 February 2017 - The Joker 

Hubby and I were just having a quick coffee in the kitchen with Ibu, and she said to Hubby, “All the people in the village think you two take drugs!” 

Hubby quite shocked, replied, “Who thinks that?!” 

The look on my face must have been too much for Ibu to cope with.  She bent over, held her stomach from laughing and blurted, “I was just kidding!” 

Ibu is currently sitting down resting, as she exhausted herself from laughing at her own joke. 

––––––––
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9 April 2017 - The TV 

I have not been at work for a few days, trying to get a lot of the end of financial year stuff done, so I was working from home... 

So no Ibu distractions. 

I got to the office today, and I went into the kitchen to get my morning lecture over coffee from Ibu. Today's lecture was, that people will think we have gone bankrupt since I have not been at work for five days... even though Hubby has been there... Yep, that’s Ibu’s way of thinking for you. 

Lecture done and I went and set up my laptop on my desk to start printing off documents, and then I got called off for something. 

I came back to find Ibu had moved my laptop from my desk and put it on the dining table, which is pushed up against the back wall of the office. The table is near the kitchen door, and bit of a high traffic area.  Ibu had also had a small TV brought in and placed on a cabinet across the room. From where my chair had been placed, I was now facing the TV. However, the kitchen door was open against the table, so I could not see the TV from where she had moved me. 

WTF! Oh well, too busy to move back, have some urgent emails to send.  

Once I sat down, she pulled a rocking chair up to the table, right next to my laptop, facing the TV and then walked off into the kitchen. 

New chair, I have never seen that one before, stay focused? 

I ignored what she was up to, stared at my laptop and start composing. 

Ibu returned, turned the TV on, then sat in her chair on my left. 

She turned her head around to me like a little puppy and said, “Now you can work, and we can be close.” 

I answered, “Ibu, but I am trying to work” and I signaled to the TV. 

Ibu looked at me with puppy dog eyes and, “Yes I blocked the TV with the door, so you won't be distracted.” Then turned back to look at her Indian soap opera, which was on the loudest I think a TV could go. 

It’s just not going to happen today. 

I went to take a photo of her, but she jumped up, knocked the table, and ran into the kitchen screaming, “Arrghhh! I forget there’s something on the stove!” 

I am not going into the office tomorrow. 

––––––––
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17 April 2017- The Skip Out 

Well, what a big weekend that was, and I am not talking about an Easter drinking session. Now that I am writing this, I remember my Australian family Easters. I probably would feel just as tired at this moment... but not a drop of alcohol was consumed on my weekend. 

So, Saturday was Kuningan. (Last day of a Balinese family ten day ceremony, where dead ancestors come to Bali and are ceremonially fed and entertained.)  Ibu & Bapak were up early for the very last day of the ten days of entertaining and feeding their Ancestral ghosts. 

Quite glad they've gone. I think everyone is, it is quite exhausting having that many house guests, whether they need a physical bed or not. 

I arrived at the hotel, to find all my staff were there. 

Yay, happy dance. 

But, none of Ibu and Bapak’s... not one. 

I was only there to attend the ceremony. Ibu had the whole family there, all gathering around the family temple, in the hotel grounds. Ibu was sooo tired, Bapak looked stressed (not a usual look), and I went into stealth mode, telling them it would be okay, I would help. 

So, off they went to visit the rest of the family temples in the village (we have a few)...

Well, I got out of that okay, now I don’t have to Temple Hop...I will just start ringing the staff, and they will filter in after praying. 

WRONG. 

So, I checked with my staff, we had six guests going canoeing, and Ibu had sixty-three guests that needed breakfast and to check out that morning.... 

Umm? 

Thank God, the Chef wandered in. Then my wonderful work experience girl Made walked in and started taking breakfast orders. 

One of the twins then stepped in and started serving the guests in the restaurant, and I felt all was okay... until I, me, personally had to check out guests. 

Ummmmmm? 

But we got through it, and we were proud of ourselves. 

Ibu and Bapak returned at noon, “Thank you, thank you, thank you, etc., you are the best in the world, etc.”  

I left at 1.00 pm feeling proud and exhausted. 

On the way home in the car, I got a call from one of Ibu's staff. (Yes, he came to work at 2.00 pm.) Um, one of the guests left and did not pay!!  

Did we stuff that up? 

Then I realised. Hang on, guests pay when they check-in. 

Turned out some low life Germans had snuck out without paying. (They convinced one of Ibu’s staff that they would pay in the morning, a real fast talker.) I told them to get Nengah to look at the CCTV. He eventually found the footage and could see that they were sneaking past behind Ibu and Bapak in the early morning, before I started work. 

Get this, they tiptoed behind them while Ibu and Bapak WERE PRAYING, and bloody left! 

Poor Ibu and Bapak have no idea what to do... so, I told them I will go back in the morning, and we will work it out. 

––––––––
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17 April 2017- The Coffee Pots 

Back to work this morning, to find out there is a BIG CEREMONY. 

Hang on, yesterday it was all over?  

No today is BIG CEREMONY! 

Ibu had my ceremony clothes ready for me, and it was starting immediately. 

Me: “Umm, Ibu. We have guests, and my staff haven’t arrived yet.” 

“It’s okay,” she declared, “Dress them up, they can watch, and hurry!” 

Our guests did get to witness a beautiful ceremony. The ceremony I, had to leave and be in, and I had no idea what it is for, it would be disrespectful to ask, and I am too tired to look it up. Our guests did not dress up in ceremonial attire, as they were there for canoeing. 

I also discovered where my staff were, they were at the ceremony. 

Due to the floods, we spent the ceremony standing in water, as there is no longer a water’s edge to the lake. Well, standing in crops underwater, but it was a beautiful ceremony, and our guests took some photos, from the canoes, that they shared with me. 

Then it was on the phone to Booking.com to try and track down these guests that did not pay and trying to find the CCTV footage again. 

Then I had to accompany our guests to the village for their tour as Wayan, our part-time Guide/Driver had not come back from the ceremony.  

I know it is over Wayan, where the hell are you? 

So, I quickly showed Bapak how to use the CCTV. Bapak sat down in his underwear (a white singlet top) and a sarong, at my desk to survey the footage, so I chose that time to leave... Bapak is now hooked, he was still there looking at the CCTV three hours later when I got back (but he’s just fallen asleep at my desk). He is now also the Ultimate Spy, sort of, he will need to stay awake! 

So, in the middle of German thieves, lack of staff, me having a BIG CEREMONY, two tours with only one staff person, and everything else that was going on... Ibu discovered there is a thing that keeps coffee and teapots warm, and she is hooked. She must have them. 

So, I have Bapak glued to the CCTV until he falls asleep on my desk and Ibu insisting that while I am at a meeting at the Department of Employment in Denpasar tomorrow, I need to find her a coffee pot thingy.  

I quickly looked up on google to confirm what she was after.  I confirmed she wanted the glass pots that sit on warming plates.  Ibu looked at the picture on the screen and asked me to scroll and find her more. I told her I did not have time; she would need one of her staff to search for her later. Ibu smacked me on the shoulder, “Look now, Look now.” 

Yeah, right Ibu, while I am also trying to get you a police report, and warn other hotels, of your bloody Germans. 

Ibu followed me around the hotel, talking non-stop, about coffee pots until I left, “You get Ibu Coffee pots tomorrow, ya?” 

––––––––

[image: ]


18 April 2017 - The Coffee Pots Continued 

So, today we headed off to Denpasar first, and the phone calls from Ibu started.  Fourteen of them in fact, between 9.00 am, and 12 noon... that bloody coffee pot warmer is all she could talk about. 

While waiting at our meeting at the Department of Employment in Renon, Denpasar, I called Bapak.  He didn’t answer, every time I rang, I spoke to one of his staff and I attempted to ask: Has Bapak found the car park CCTV footage? (My staff have the day off.) Have Booking.com rung? Has the other hotel, that may have also had the bloody Germans, in their hotel, stealing paintings, rung? Has Bapak gone to the police? 

Every time I rang, I could hear Ibu screaming in the background, “Has she found the coffee pots?”  

OMG! The stores don’t even open for another hour. 

Every time I tried to make a phone call or send an email from my phone this morning, I got interrupted with a call from one of Ibu’s staff. They would hand the phone to Ibu and all I got was, “Rasch, have you found the coffee pots?” Blah, blah, blah! 

After our meeting, we went to three department stores and all out of coffee pots. 

Now, we must drive for two hours up to Bangli for our next meeting, so Ibu will just have to wait until they have stock again. 

Oh, Ibu and Bapak have decided they will not be pressing charges on the Germans as it is bad Karma. 

Speaking of Karma, I want to know what I must have done wrong to deserve the bloody coffee pot calls. 

––––––––
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19 April 2017 - The Condoms 

Ibu’s staff had been asking me for weeks, what on earth their guests are talking about when they ask if they have ‘Stubby holders?’ 

So, Hubby was going up to the office and I gave him six stubby holders from our house, for Ibu, so she could see what they were, and she could borrow for now if guests requested them. 

Hubby rang me to tell me Ibu got so excited, she had forgotten about the coffee pots and told Hubby, “Get fifty of them! Large and small!”  

Hubby said that when Bapak came in and asked what they were, Ibu proudly told Bapak, “Beer Condoms.” 

––––––––
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20 April 2017 - Happy Coffee Pots 

Ibu was thrilled we finally got her coffee pots, so we posed together for a photo with the new pots. 

Hubby was the one that found them and went and bought them for her, but she said he could not be in the photo, because he was too ugly. 

––––––––
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23 April 2017 - The Patience 

Sabar Sabar; it means ‘to be patient’, something you must learn in Bali. 

Although locals have not applied it to driving. 

Since living in Bali, we have worked out that you should only plan to do one thing in one day, if you need to drive anywhere. 

Today my only plan was to go down to the Printers. 

Usually, I would print at work, but the printer is being fixed, for three weeks now, Sabar Sabar. 

Or, I would print at home, but our laptop broke, and the new one is not compatible with the old printer; the new printers for OS10 are not available in Bali yet, Sabar Sabar. 

Now, I blame myself, as I am leaving checking the yearly tax documents a bit late. Still, I really needed to triple-check them as Bapak has also been checking his taxes and when I am at the office, he sings his, yep. “Seratus lima ratus lima ratus” (one hundred, five hundred, five hundred), with a little jig in his seat mind you. Sabar Sabar

So, I was done, everything checked. It was on the data stick, ready to go, and I opened our front gate to find my lovely neighbour across the road has concreted his driveway... and he thought it would be nice to do ours as well. 

Sabar Sabar. 

––––––––
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1 May 2017 - The Bathrooms 

So, yesterday a big part of my day was spent with Ibu and five building workers in a small two metre x three metre room trying to design a bathroom for the two new hotel rooms she is having built. 

Now, Ibu insisted only a bath was needed in the new bathrooms, as locals use baths.  It took me a lot of explaining that a shower was also needed, as Westerners use showers, and baths.  Ibu could not quite work out my insisting on a shower, and not a seventy-centimetre enclosed corner shower box that she thought would work. 

I mean the rooms will be beautiful, why spoil it with a bloody shower box that will feel like you are on a ship. 

Especially next to an oval Terrazzo bathtub (which she is also obsessed about, more so than coffee pots). 

So, I was trying to explain how Westerners like to have a shower, and she would cut out her Western market without one. Although Ibu agreed with my suggestion of a rain shower, we had to go through the height issue of a shower. I mean she could not work out what was wrong with the showers she had installed in the other older rooms above the toilets. The way they installed the showers in the other rooms, after years of us insisting they were needed, was: You turn the tap on from the bath tap fitting. Yet the handheld showerhead sits in a bracket on the wall, one metre from the bath, above the toilet, and you must climb into the bath to turn it on. If you do not wish to hold the shower, you can climb out of the tub and stand in front of the toilet. That is if the water pressure is high enough. Otherwise, you may as well sit on the toilet to shower. When I pointed out this little obstacle in showering, Ibu argued, “What is the problem? There is a shower, why do Bules complain about everything?” 

So, I explained to Ibu, that in the last beautiful room she had built, where there was a rain shower, Hubby at six-foot-four, stood in that shower, and it was at his chest height, therefore, Hubby would have difficulty washing his hair.  Ibu went off on a tangent, as she does, and got fixated on talking about hair washing... asking me, “How do you wash your hair? How often do you wash your hair?” 

This hair washing interrogation went on for so long that we decided to have a coffee break. 

While sitting in the restaurant chatting over coffee, Ibu announced loudly, “See those tourists wouldn’t want a shower!” and pointed into the garden.  

I looked over, and there were three French guys with dreadlocks sunning themselves in the garden Bales. 

I am glad they do not speak Indonesian. 

Ibu went on and on about how they would never wash their hair, continuingly pointing at them. I literally had to slap her hand down, as pointing and glaring at your guests, while yelling, is not exactly the done thing, in the world of hospitality. 

Or any world, seriously Ibu. 

So, coffee break over and back to the hotel room, with more building workers (tukangs), all discussing this shower, toilet placement, etc.  Five men and Ibu and me, all with sticks in our hands drawing out ideas of what would work, on the sand on the floor. (They do not lay cement foundations here, just sand.) There was me, pulling sticks out of their hands and saying to Ibu, ‘Don’t listen to them, they have never used a shower or a Western toilet in their bloody life!’ ‘You can’t have a bloody shower face out the door.’ ‘You can’t put a toilet in a corner up against the two walls as people sit on it, not squat on it!’ I was literally miming sitting on a toilet at this stage. 

We are not getting anywhere; I may as well go home. 

Suddenly, the room went darker, and a huge figure stood in the doorway—a huge man in an Army uniform carrying a rifle and a huge knife. 

Gee, I didn’t mean to upset the tukangs with my comments. I wasn’t that rough pulling the sticks out of their hands.  

The tukangs scattered like flies, I mean this was the largest Balinese man I had ever seen. He was blocking the light into the room. It was a very dramatic entrance, especially if you have watched too many action films. 

Nope, it wasn’t me, it was that one of the French guests thought it was fine to walk up the street wearing not much more than bikini bottoms and a very tight singlet crop top.  So, he explained in fast Balinese, why he was there. I did not understand him, until Ibu declared, “It's her guest”, referring to me. 

I was escorted to my office to see if we had booked this guest, who he referred to as a ‘Joged’ in the street. (Basically, an erotic dancer - they should not be in the street.) 

Ibu followed us in. 

I was being grilled by the Army guy, who had pulled up a chair and was sitting right next to me, at my desk, until I eventually charmed him. (Ibu giggling to herself.) 

Then said girl walked back into the hotel, and past the window of our office; the Army guy yelled out in English, “Hey Girl.” 

Oh, boy!  

He demanded, to me, “You go, go talk to her!” 

I was like, “Ah, no way, she’s not my guest, and she’s French, she will bite my head off.” 

He laughed and said, okay he would talk to her.  Luckily, at that minute, our guests came back from canoeing, and I used that as an excuse to excuse myself. 

I returned later to see Army Dude was having a coffee and half-naked French girl was happily sitting in the Bale with her half-naked friends. 

It is quite a cold day; dreadlocks must keep you warm. 

Ibu grabbed me and pulled me into my office with her ‘whisper, whisper’. If Ibu cups my ear and talks right into my ear, I know Ibu thinks this is the only way to make sure everyone else will not hear, as she has a very loud voice. 

But it is so bloody obvious, and it hurts my ear.  

Usually, she makes us hide behind a door as well. 

Ibu loudly whispered, cupping my ear, “He likes you (the Army dude), he thinks you are funny and very smart, and that’s good for us as we will have no problems here, so you go talk to him some more and charm him some more.” 

I looked at her with one of those looks I give her (that she taught me) and then thought for a moment, and said, “But Ibu, what about the bathroom, I have to leave in twenty minutes.” 

Ibu grabbed me and dragged me to the building site, so fast we were tripping over wood, etc., and told all the tukangs, “Whatever she says, you do!!” 

Will be interesting to see what they have done as I had to leave shortly after that. 

––––––––
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3 May 2017 - The Child 

I had two little girls follow me around the village today. One girl told me she was from Karangasem originally. I had never met her before, she did not speak any Indonesian, only Balinese, Balinese that I did not speak. There are three levels of Balinese and I only speak, well attempt to speak, informal Balinese. I was not sure what level she was speaking.  

I knew the other child well, as one of my kids practically raised her. She is seven years old and cooks and cleans for her elderly grandparents. Her parents visit her when they can, they work on Legian beach, in the south of Bali. Maybe once every three months they come up to visit, so we keep an eye on the family, supply drinking water, medicine, check grandma's blood sugar levels (diabetic), clothes, toothbrushes, etc. 

This new little girl had befriended the one we knew; I would guess she is around five year old. As they followed me around the small gangs of the village, she kept worrying that it would rain 'chocolate rain'. The rain kept starting to spit lightly, then clear, she would ask me ‘where would we go when the chocolate rain comes?’ That was about all I understood, as her Balinese was so different. She continuously interrupted me as I was trying to talk with people, and I told her to hush it. She would ask, “Where do we go when it rains?” 

I would assure her, “Anyone’s house, it is okay, everyone is family here.” 

She continued to follow me around the village, and she kept climbing up into the offering boxes and stealing the candy. Candy is often put in canang sari and offered as a sweet treat to the spirits, God etc.

Then, as we walked past one house, she started going through their garbage.  I grabbed her hands and dragged her into the house and asked the old lady homeowner, if I could use her water to wash this kid's hands.  I scolded the child for going through the garbage and then asked the old lady if she knew who this kid was. She did not, she had never seen her before. 

She continued to follow me, and when we stopped at one of our foster kids’ grandma’s house to have a snack, I rang my foster daughter and told her to come there after school. Grandma fed the little girl, she could not understand her either, and she is Balinese. 

Then my foster daughter came and spoke to her (she has been learning medium Balinese at school), and we worked out that was what she was speaking. Grandma was not educated, so had not learnt any medium Balinese. Putu listened to her, and then she explained the story of this little girl to us. Her family had died in the recent landslides, she was displaced and scared of the chocolate rain that took her family and her home. The poor kid kept wanting to hold my hand all day. 

I guess we have another mouth to feed. It is a bit like puppies, they just follow me home. 

She has so many head lice I am scared to check my head. 

––––––––
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10 May 2017 - The Toast, again 

I walked through the hotel restaurant this morning, to see that ‘What the?’ look on a guest’s face. 

It is funny how people will pick up their food and turn it over a few times, just to make sure they are not imagining things. 

I went into the kitchen, and I said to Wayan, who is the hotel manager, and was in the kitchen, “What the hell is going on with the toast?” 

He looked at me and gave me the same answer he gives me to every question I ask him, in English: “I dun know, yeah.” 

“Wayan, the toast is green!” 

Wayan: “Oh, yes, we ran out of bread.” 

“But, Wayan, that is pandan cake, you are serving... with fried eggs?” 

“Yes.” Wayan said, proudly. 

“Wayan, if you have run out of bread, then you tell the guest, you have run out of bread. A Westerner does not want to eat their fried eggs on cake.” 

Wayan, “Oh, we like pandan, it’s very delicious.” 

Me, “Do you eat it with eggs?” 

Wayan, “Oh, no, it's sweet, we eat as a dessert.” 

Now, that particular guest, that was served the pandan cake, was a young Australian girl, on a tour group, her first time overseas.  I can imagine she grew up with light green kitchen sponges that they have in Australia, that looked identical to her ‘toast’. 
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