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Preface
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Give a man a fish, and you feed him for a day. Teach a man to fish, and you feed him for a lifetime. Various versions of this phrase have been quoted over the years. Some believing its origin is a Chinese proverb, some Indian, even Italian.  

The writer Anne Isabella Thackeray Ritchie wrote in her book, Mrs. Dymond, published in 1885. He certainly doesn’t practise his precepts, but I supposed the Patron meant that if you give a man a fish he is hungry again in an hour. If you teach him to catch a fish you do him a good turn.  

Although the origin is highly contested, the general principle of the phrase of alleviating poverty by facility self-sufficiency, dates back to the 12th century.   

My version of that phrase was, ‘build their capacity to change.’

So, why, when in a poor village in Bali, did I not practice my precepts?...
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Author's Notes
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Most authors dream of becoming an author for many years, possibly since childhood; my childhood dream was to become a famous actress. Being infamous is about as far as I succeeded with that goal.  

I have no desire to be an actress now, famous or otherwise, just a good person. I’d have to look in the mirror before leaving the house... Still working on the good person bit. 

My writing started on Facebook of all places, in a group for Bali travellers. As my husband and I owned a tour and travel agency in Bali, I was asked to give travel advice to tourists wanting to come and visit this magical island and help understand this unique culture. 

I also shared glimpses of my life in Bali with my Dutch husband (I am Australian), but mainly shared my experiences working with my hilarious Balinese mother, Ibu.  Ibu means mother in Indonesian. Bapak means father, and Ibu and Bapak are our Balinese parents... How that came about is detailed in this book. In 2008 my husband and I started a tour business in a hotel, in an extremely traditional village in the mountains in Bali, Indonesia. The hotel is owned by Ibu and Bapak. Working and living alongside them daily, life became funnier than fiction, and my posts soon needed their own page, called Ibu Chronicles. 

What was so unique about my life that made people tune in to see what I was up to?

Let me give you one quick blog post.

13 June 2018 - Not a Problem 


Our tour guests are doing a Balinese craft class with Ibu. Mt Agung volcano decides to erupt. Ash is bellowing 4000 metres into the sky, thirteen kilometres behind them. Ibu says to the guests, in English, “No worry, ya? This normal,” and continues with the class. 



My blog readers were repeatedly commenting that I should write a book.  Then Rona hit the world. So, I quickly put together and published the book, The Ibu Chronicles, Life is Funnier than Fiction, a collection of my stories from my blog. That book was published purely as a fundraiser to buy rice for the Balinese in the village where our business is located. The fundraiser was highly successful and 100% of the profits from the book were used to buy rice, a staple in Indonesia, for local people out of work. 

My readers continued to ask, ‘What about the story of how you two came to live in a traditional village in Bali?’ ‘How did Ibu become your mother?’  ​

And for twelve years running a tour company in Bali, the number one question we were asked by travellers from around the world was, ‘How did you two meet?’  

That would mean writing a memoir. A memoir. Quite a different writing style to my blog posts and a lot more courage is needed to put it out to the world.  That would involve opening up about my past, and my personal life, on a deeper level, not only to my current readers and strangers but also about my relationships with people... Never being one to shy away from saying what I thought... this time I had to think about people’s feelings before I blurted it all out.  And divulge the person I once was.

Writing a memoir is your own story, but there are so many people in your life that make up that story. I would have to use that part of my brain that was the more rational side, the nicer inner voice, and say to myself, ‘Think about how the person will feel if you write that for all the world to see.’ 

Well, that’s a bit conceited, only a few people may read the book, but just in case by some miracle many do, I had to stop and think before I put the words to paper. To write, or not to write? 

So, I chose to leave a lot out, stories that never need to be told. Great stories, but not at the expense of others’ feelings... I may publish them one day under an alias, maybe under fiction, to protect them, but probably not until they are dead.  

Instead, I wanted to share my personal anecdotes, what I have learnt travelling, and also what I have learnt from this amazing culture in Bali. I learn from my mistakes, and boy, do I make a lot of mistakes. 

One of the most important lessons I have learnt when travelling is, to adapt to the place I am visiting and not expect the place to adapt to me. One of the most important lessons I have learnt while living in Bali, is to accept that people’s cultural differences are just that, different and not wrong. 

Life is Funnier than Fiction, so I have included my more light-hearted stories, which seemed to be more about my travel mishaps. To share the story of how I came to live in Bali, was the request from my readers, so I have depicted the various events along the way that led me here. Past relationships during those travel years, and of course meeting my husband. The destinations I travelled to and the awareness that travel gave me to work in the tourism industry in Bali...Well, I believed they did; it took me a lot more years to admit my mistakes when it came to tourism, and that is in the next book. 

The already published The Ibu Chronicles contains blog snippets taken from my Facebook blog, Ibu Chronicles, from 2016 until 2020, almost twenty years after this book begins. The Epiphany is a recount of my life and is now part one of a two-book collection of my stories, or it may become three. The Epiphany commences with my first visit to Bali in 1998 and follows my ten years of travel until I finally returned to Bali. 

Many visitors to Bali fall in love with The Island of the Gods and want to stay. That was not me, so that story needed to be told.  So, that is where this book begins, back in my twenties, my first visit to Bali, Indonesia.

This book concludes with me leaving the corporate world in Australia and starting our tour business in a traditional village in Bali in 2008. The story does not end with this book, nor the next, as the journey of learning is continuing today.

A disclaimer about me...  

Wouldn’t that be nice, if we could all put a disclaimer about who we were, make an excuse?  I have no excuse.

Writing my collection of stories allowed me an honest reflection of how naive I was when I first started travelling. And the person I was.  

I have chosen to write each account of that time in my life, without applying my knowledge in the present to my writing. Reflecting on the person I was then, not applying the lessons I have learnt now, or sugar coating and pretending who I was. And boy, did I need some lessons in travelling, and attitude as well.  

This book covers the years leading up to an Epiphany that gave me a well-deserved clip around the ears, but I admit I still had much further to go. I’m obviously a slow learner.

Being in Bali for thirteen years after this book ends, I have learnt so much from the Balinese, which will be reflected in the next book, The Measurement of Wealth... but you need to read this one first to truly understand how I got there... so, be patient (sabar sabar).  You may not like the person in the beginning of this book; that is understandable. I often cringed while putting the words on paper. Who the hell was I?  

However, I felt the journey, told with complete honesty, was important to show how I came to realise that travel is truly a privilege, not just a holiday.

In my writing, I do use a few curse words. Also, I refer to some people by a description, as opposed to using their names. Not to protect them; this stems from my family not remembering my boyfriends’ names, so that is how we have always referred to them.

I am grateful that I was able to travel to experience a glimpse of other cultures; able to have relationships that failed, and learn they were not meant to be, or they were meant to be, as I would not be who I am today without them. I feel blessed to have discovered a culture where I felt more comfortable living, and I got a great husband out of it. I guess sometimes the best things come to you when you are not looking.

Rachel Bergsma
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Chapter 1 - The Naïve Tourist 
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December 1998, Bali, Indonesia

What’s That Smell? 

As I stepped from the stale air-conditioned plane air, it felt as though I was wearing a peel-off facemask that I had forgotten to pull off. Then, BANG, the air suddenly slapped me in the face, like a wet hot towel that someone had pulled from the sewerage... Pfft! You could cut this air with a knife...But wait, the smell... OH. MY. GOD.  What. The. HELL... is. That. Smell?

As I stepped onto the steel platform of the rusty old mobile staircase, it felt as though the stairs would separate from the plane and I would drop to the tarmac below. Haven’t they heard of bloody aerobridges?

As I quickly descended the rickety metal stairs, one touch of the steel handrailing burnt my hand and brought me, and the line of passengers to a grinding halt. Reminds me of playground equipment in the 70’s, which I barely survived.

As I took the last step to safety onto the tarmac, I felt the heat penetrate from the concrete through the soles of my sandals. Did we just land in hell? 

As we walked in the stifling heat across the tarmac to a bus, diesel fumes added to the smell and colour of my skin. Well, I did want a tan. 

After shuffling onto the overcrowded bus, I found myself hanging on to a stranger as the bus sped and swerved around the runway, heading for the gate. Who the hell is driving this thing?

As we entered the airport terminal, I was not expecting the military presence at the airport. Their green and brown camouflage fatigues against the potted palms did not camouflage their large rifles; they did however camouflage the toilet entrance... I think I will wait till we get to the hotel... Welcome to Bali.

––––––––
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I had come to Bali with a boyfriend. After three years together we had called it quits a few months prior, both knowing it would never be forever. We were evolving into one of those ‘off-again, on-again’ relationships. The Boyfriend had already spent a few weeks in Bali before Christmas, during our ‘off-again.’  During our ‘on-again’, he wanted to return to Bali, to buy all the things he had not purchased on his previous trip. Since we were ‘on-again’, he suggested I join him.  He was extremely driven, always pushing me past my boundaries.  Or to near death. I was slightly hesitant to visit a foreign country with him - unless it has an Australian Embassy and a good hospital. 

We had just gone rock climbing the day before he proposed the Bali trip. There I was hanging on to the side of a cliff after free climbing for 1.5 hours, my legs and arms so weak they were shaking uncontrollably. He had made it to the top. I still had just over one metre to go, and I looked up at him standing above me on that cliff edge and asked for a helping hand. His helping hand came in the form of, “Use the pain, feel the pain!”  

Use the fucking pain for what? Just help me before I plummet to my death!  

He was the same way with every activity.  If I was not nearly vomiting after a run, then I had not worked hard enough. If my lips were not blue from hypothermia, then I did not dive in the effing freezing water for long enough. He was the same in all aspects of life. We were always at house auctions snapping up that perfect renovator’s delight. He was on a mission to build an empire, and after a few years with him, I had the mortgages and the arrogance to match his. 

He was a Real Estate Agent, and his sales pitch for Bali was that ‘you can wear what you want and do what you want’. He informed me that he was only going to take one outfit of shorts and a long-sleeved shirt, which he would wear on the plane and take an empty suitcase to fill with his shopping while he was there. I was not sold on that idea and would be taking clothes. He stated, “No one cares what you wear. You can drink in the street; you can ride a motorbike, you can shop cheap, eat cheap, drink cheap. It’s Asia, but it’s just like Australia, a bit like Noosa, Queensland, but everything’s cheaper.” 

Okay, not one mention of any exercise, he can’t buy property there, and I’ve been to Noosa many times. Sold. 

I did not do any further research into Bali. He had been there previously, so I just followed his lead. I had been working for three years for a law firm in Melbourne, where 90% of my clients were from Indonesia, Malaysia, or Singapore. I adored them, I adored their culture and had studied Asian Business Culture for work. I was really looking forward to finally going to South East Asia. I love their bluntness, the way they make you part of their family and their very generous expensive gifts. 

I had booked two weeks in Bali; he was staying only eight days. I was not aware of this until sitting on the plane, when he informed me that he wanted to get back to compete in a Triathlon. It’s okay, once I get my bearings with him, I will be fine on my own. Besides, the receptionist from my office is also going over with her friend, so I can always hang out with them, and it may be nice to do what I want for a change.  

I let him book the hotel. I let him do all the planning.  I was used to him doing that back home for every weekend away; he would never allow me to choose or plan anything. 

––––––––

[image: ]


The hotel was located opposite Kuta beach. It was a pleasant four-star, two-storey hotel with very polite and smiley staff. Our room was enormous; the bed was huge. There was a lot of concrete, a lot of tiles, and a lot of wood, every piece of furniture in our room and the lobby was made from wood, and they had used the same tan wood stain everywhere. This furniture reminds me of something out of the 17tth century and looks extremely uncomfortable.  I wasn’t picturing this at all. I thought there would be Papasan chairs and cane or rattan, at least a palm tree or two. 

There was a sizeable swimming pool with a swim-up pool bar, surrounded by the concrete jungle of rooms and not much garden to speak of. A gift store and massage salon on-site, the perfect resort hotel... For families; I think I should have chosen the hotel. I was extremely disappointed to find the beach was closed due to the raining season. That has not happened while in Noosa. 

––––––––
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Driving from the airport to the hotel in Kuta, I was unsure if our driver had a licence or had even driven a car before. He was young, he was chatty, and he did not keep his eye, nor the vehicle, on the road at all times. I closed my eyes and hoped we made it there alive. As we approached the hotel, I heard the driver mention the beach, and I opened my eyes to see that we were turning onto a long stretch of road, one side lined with coconut palms bordering the sand. The sand on the beach, still damp from rain prior to our arrival, did not look as inviting as I had imagined. The long one-way street, which consisted of hotels and soggy empty land on one side, ran parallel to the beach. My excitement of a tropical beach holiday was dampened when our driver stated that the beach was closed because of the rainy season. That has not happened while in Noosa.

Our hotel was located on that long stretch of coastal road, and I was grateful we had arrived in one piece and had not run over a dog, a small child, or crashed into any of the numerous motorbikes, weaving and beeping around us on the way. It was a pleasant enough, four-star, two-storey hotel with very polite and smiley staff. There was a lot of concrete, a lot of tiles, and a lot of wood. Every piece of furniture in the lobby was made from wood, and they had used the same tan wood stain everywhere. This furniture reminds me of something out of the 17th century and looks extremely uncomfortable. I wasn’t picturing this at all. I thought there would be papasan chairs and cane or rattan, at least a palm tree or two.

There was a sizeable swimming pool with a swim-up pool bar, surrounded by the concrete jungle of rooms and not much garden to speak of. A gift store and massage salon on-site, the perfect resort hotel... For families. I think I should have chosen the hotel.

We had arrived early afternoon. The Real Estate Agent wanted to get started with his shopping as soon as we had checked in, so we headed to our room to shower and change. Our room was enormous, the same wood-stained furniture, an extremely large bed, and a slight musty smell, which turned out to be coming from the water in the bathroom. 

After a shower, where I kept my mouth tightly closed to avoid any water entering, I then rinsed my toothbrush under the tap water in the sink. I stood there pondering for some time whether I needed to buy a new toothbrush or would bottled water suffice to rinse off the germs of the strange-smelling water.  It seemed I was taking too long to get ready, as The Real Estate Agent entered the bathroom to tell me exactly that. Which was a good thing, as I had also been pondering whether the toilet may be blocked. The water level, unlike in Australia, sat near the top of the bowl. After a lengthy discussion and a few flushes of the toilet, he assured me that the toilet was not blocked, and we were finally heading out for my first day in the Bali streets.

He wore a pair of running shorts, reef sandals, a cap, and a small bag with his money belt across his bare chest. I guess he needs to buy a t-shirt first.

I chose to remain fully clothed for my first outing in a new foreign country and put on a loose flowing sundress and a pair of leather slide shoes.  As we exited our air-conditioned room and stepped out onto the open-air landing, I immediately felt as though I needed another shower. The intense humidity was something I had not experienced before, having come from one of the least humid parts of Australia. We went down to the hotel reception, where The Real Estate Agent could exchange money. I had only brought travellers' cheques, and we were told we would need to find an official money changer for those. I asked if I could put my passport and travellers' cheques in the hotel safety deposit boxes and was taken behind the large wooden reception desk, into a room lined with wooden boxes with gold numbering. A little hesitant at first that the smiling staff member said he would keep the key at reception, I turned back to get some reassurance from The Real Estate Agent that I was doing the right thing. His reassurance came with a look of ‘It’s fine, now would you hurry.’

A sea breeze was coming off the coast into the large high-ceiling lobby, breaking the intensity of the heat, so we decided to walk so that I could take some photos.

We headed down the long driveway, appreciating the cool breeze coming from the ocean. I'm not too sure about those dark clouds also coming from that direction. 

At the entrance to our driveway was a security guard who smiled while he lifted the boom gate across the driveway entrance. As we exited, the security guard asked us where we were going. None of his business.

Just outside the hotel on the footpath was a little tiled roof, an open hut-type thing. Local men were convening in the hut, just picking their teeth and other various body parts. As soon as we walked out of the hotel gate, the guys in the hut began yelling: “Transport Boss? Transport Boss?” 

The fact that the road is one-way, and we are going the opposite direction has not computed to these guys?

They continued to chant: “Transport boss?” until we were out of hearing range. 

Walking, not the best idea we had. I already had challenges staying vertical on footpaths in Australia. The footpath we were tackling was in much need of repair, or it was not complete; broken grate drains with metal protruding out every two metres, as though a truck had tried to drive on the footpath and failed. Good thing I’ve had my tetanus shots. 

Hot air escaping from the sewerage running below the drains added to the intense wet season mugginess. Ahh, now I understand where that smell comes from. Why would they leave all these drains open like this? This is bloody dangerous.

Hot hair bursts lifted the skirt of my dress as we passed each drain. It feels like Hell is trying to get under my dress! Marilyn Monroe made this look sexy.

Every step on the wet and sandy footpath flicked dirty water up the back of my legs. Now, I know why he is wearing shoes with a backstrap. 

At one stage, we were forced to choose between a pile of black sand, the road, or a broken drain grill. If we chose the road, we would need to avoid the beeping motorbikes. What the hell is with all this tooting? 

I followed the Real Estate Agent over Choice Number Three, the drain. I carefully stepped over the grill, trying to avoid being stabbed by rusty metal, a burst of hot air escaped from the rushing sewerage below. Suddenly my dress blew up above my head, exposing my knickers! Oh, I wish I had not worn this, how embarrassing...

While ensuring my dress was back where it belonged, I spotted a guy making a beeline straight for us. Geez, I hope my wardrobe malfunction has not offended him. 

He crossed the street from the beach, zoning in on us, waving at us, signalling us to let him catch up; a look on his face that he had just recognised a long-lost friend. Maybe the Real Estate Agent met him last time? 

As he approached, I could see he was wearing watches up both arms, from wrist to elbow. Obviously, a job for a skinny person. “Wanna buy a watch, Boss?” 

I’d rather a pair of shorts right now.  

The Real Estate Agent stopped to have a look at the man's mobile watch store. He was selling genuine Rolexes and G-Shocks. We know they are not authentic, but they are pretty good fakes. 

The Real Estate Agent bought two watches. Great. Tick. That’s two things off his very long shopping list.

A sale did not deter the watch guy from continuing alongside us in pursuit of another transaction. NO, we do not want anymore! 

Once the watch transaction was made, it was like bees to a honeypot, and out of nowhere, two other men appeared. “Wanna buy a hat Boss?”  

Yeah, it is original, one hundred caps reaching to the sky, but I don’t wear baseball caps, so, “No thanks.”  

“Wanna buy perfume, Boss?”  

He is carrying those designer perfumes around in the blaring sun, “No thanks.” 

I tried explaining to the Cap Guy that I did not wear baseball caps. I tried explaining to the Perfume Guy that you cannot have the perfume in the sun all day, it will spoil.  Neither wanted to listen. I tried to explain why I would not be purchasing rancid perfume. Still, Perfume Guy continued his pursuit, continually putting a different brand in front of my face. I almost tripped into a drain as he blocked my view with his Chanel No.5. What ridiculous marketing techniques, kill your customer? Or he might be related to The Real Estate Agent. 

They did not want to listen to any of my advice on the subject of marketing. No amount of No had these guys backing down, following us, chanting their sales war cry: 

“Wanna Buy a Hat Boss?”

“Wanna Buy Perfume, Boss?”  

“Wanna another watch, Boss?”  

We have already said, No, thank you. Stop following us!  

Our three travelling salespeople pursuing had no concept of photography; every time I held up the camera, they stepped in front of my shot. I may punch one of you soon or throw your cap you keep shoving in my face down that drain. 

I managed one photo of a McDonald's restaurant with a grass roof without them in the picture.  They can't spell Dessert; they’ve spelt it Desert bar. Everything is misspelt here; they need some help. 

I gave up on my photography efforts after a few near misses with drains, where I nearly disappeared into the abyss. I was still not used to the smell permeating from below...it just lingered in your nose—a bit like these Vendors. 

The Real Estate Agent knew where he wanted to shop, and he was on a mission; I was just there for moral support and happy to be inside, free of vendors. 

We were in the Matahari Department Store, and he was looking at a pack of men’s underwear, a box of four. He was holding the package of underwear, when a girl that I presumed worked there approached him, and said, “No fit.”   

Well, I hope she works here. I assume she means he can’t try on the underwear. 

Then she said: “You want for penis big size?”  

Did he meet her two-weeks prior on his last trip and she knows first-hand he needs a bigger size?  I was not sure whether to be embarrassed or angry. 

––––––––
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Shopping done. Minus ‘penis big size’. Apparently, they don’t have that size in Bali. 

The Real Estate Agent said we had to get going before the rains started. 

My first experience with monsoonal Bali rain was upon exiting the department store, when we discovered a raging filthy river had replaced the road. The Real Estate Agent was very much into adrenaline sports; I was not eager to redo the obstacle course back to the hotel, so I was most relieved when he said we would wait for a cab. 

Tourists and locals alike waited for the water to subside.  We all stood crammed in that tiled store entrance, waiting for a break in the rain.  

Obviously, the locals got restless, as when the break finally came, they started descending the steps into the deep dirty water.  They were happy to wade waist-deep through that disgusting water back to wherever they were going.  We made the decision we would wait till the water went somewhere, after watching what looked like a banana paddle pop float past - which I have actually been craving all day - promptly followed by a sizeable human turd - which has put me off banana paddle pops. 

As soon as the water subsided, we had a multitude of taxis to choose from; it was overwhelming. Where the hell had they all been hiding? 

I was literally grabbed on the arm by a taxi driver to get in his taxi. Umm, excuse me?  

The problem being The Real Estate Agent was already getting in another taxi. It got a bit heated between taxi drivers. Let go, please!  

Eventually, one taxi driver seemed to have won the battle. I didn’t. 

We headed back to the hotel at lightning speed. Maybe he was being chased by the other driver? 

I was happy when Real Estate Agent said he would hire a motorbike later that day. 

Serious Monkey Business 

Real Estate Agent had handed over his passport to some random guy in a tin shed the evening prior, and we now had a motorbike. And two very stinky purple helmets. 

It was early morning, and we were headed to a town called Ubud, in central Bali. The Real Estate Agent had been there on his prior trip, and he wanted to buy some wooden furniture he had admired, explaining that the area was known for wood carving and crafts. We would stop at a Monkey Forest on the way, which I was extremely excited to visit. 

We drove out the hotel gate and were immediately offered transport. Can’t you see we are on a motorbike? 

The Real Estate Agent wanted a tan, so he did not wear a shirt again. I wish he had bought a t-shirt yesterday, or at least another pair of shorts. 

I decided shoes with a back strap and cargo pants were the go for the day—no more embarrassing dress moments for this girl. 

The ride was mostly on a quiet highway, the scenery unimpressive, until we turned off onto a smaller road. The landscape changed dramatically, amazing fields of rice appeared, a sea of vivid green, yet no road signs. The Real Estate Agent assured me we were heading in the right direction, judging by the numerous stone statues for sale lining the road. We finally came to the first sign I had witnessed, which was for a Bird Park. Just as we passed the sign, a local guy waved us over. We must look lost.

He asked us if we wanted to go to the Bird Park; we told him we were headed to the town of Ubud, and the Monkey Forest. I’m not really into birds, but monkeys, monkeys I want to see. 

His name was G’Day. I bet it is just a nickname. He must have heard some Aussie tourists say it. 

G’Day was kind enough to offer to show us how to get to the Monkey Forest and then the market.  We followed G’Day on his motorbike to the Monkey Forest, where we spent hours walking around. The forest floor was paths of stone; everywhere we looked were ancient steps and statues covered in the most brilliant green moss. Monkeys swung gracefully from vines across the canopy of the dense foliage.  At times beams of sunlight poked through to light up the dark, mysterious place. This place is magical. 

Monkeys screeched above our heads, and baby monkeys played at our feet.  It reminds me a little of walking in a rainforest in Queensland, minus the leeches. 

There was a vibe there I had not experienced before. I had a voracity for more. It was almost as though the forest spoke to me, almost scary but exhilarating at the same time. The vibe changed to an urgent need to find a toilet and one I had also not experienced with such voracity before. My stomach was rumbling, and suddenly my bowels were screaming as loud as the monkeys. 

At the entrance was a sign for a toilet for IDR 500.  I promptly got out a 500 Indonesian Rupiah coin, threw my handbag at The Real Estate Agent and took off running. A little smiling boy sat on a stool at the front of the toilet block entrance with a roll of toilet paper.  I paid him for the toilet, and he handed over one square of toilet paper. Come on! You have to be kidding? 

I looked at him and held out my hand for more toilet paper.  He looked at me and held out his hand for more money.  He gave me a huge beaming smile but did not give me any more toilet paper. I did not have any more money on me, and I suddenly did not have time to argue.  I opened the first door of two, stepped in and closed the door, fumbling with a broken lock that seemed to need a pencil to keep it closed. I was trying to keep my bum cheeks tightly closed while locking the door. OMG, the smell in here. 

Pencil finally secured in the lock; bum cheeks still tightly clenched; I turned around. Hang on, where’s the toilet? I must have gone in the wrong door? OMG, I think this is a bathroom for Monkeys!  

The once tiled room was now broken tiles, bare concrete, mould, moss, and water; lots of water, the floor was covered in filthy, muddy water.  A small dirty window let in a beam of light, but I could not find a light switch.  My eyes adjusting to the dark I could see a large, tiled box in the corner full of dirty water, with a haze of mosquitos above it.  Next to the tiled box, a raised tiled step contained what looked like a sunken baby’s bath with a drain hole. It must be a monkeys’ bathing area? I have no choice. It’s coming!  

I climbed onto the step, facing the wall, with one foot on either side of the porcelain bath. Clenching my one piece of toilet paper, I pulled down my cargo pants, they slid down too far, dropping onto the wet, dirty porcelain. OMG, now my pants are wet, it will look like I peed myself. 

I attempted to line myself over the drain in the small monkey bath, and then it came. OMG, it’s everywhere!  I need to clean myself. How the hell do I wash that down? It’s everywhere! OMG, this is disgusting. How mortifying. What the HELL am I supposed to do with one square of toilet paper? 

The boyfriend must have thought I was taking too long, and he came and asked if I was okay.  Thank God. 

I screamed out in desperation that I needed more toilet paper.  I could hear him arguing with the young boy, and eventually, he knocked on my door. 

I staggered across to the door, my legs wide, to hold my pants at calf level to avoid them touching the disgusting floor. There was a small gap above the door, and he passed me over three pieces of toilet paper. You have to be effing joking? I need more toilet paper. I need a lot more!  I also need to throw up. 

The smell in that damp filthy dark room was overpowering, and my bowels had emptied faster than the drain could cope. My nausea was making it difficult to balance without one hand holding on to the filthy concrete wall and the other on to my pants. OMG, I NEED MORE TOILET PAPER!!! 

I could now hear G’Day outside. I could hear lots of tourists just outside. I could hear monkeys laughing.  OMG, they would have all heard my bowel movements!  G’Day was saying something about no toilet paper, I could not have any more, and I had to put it in the bin, not in the toilet.  WHAT THE FUCK?  And there is no toilet?

My eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the room, and I looked behind me to see in the corner, a plastic bucket overflowing with used toilet paper. For a split second, I contemplated using some. What the hell am I thinking? 

I was standing there, pants around my calves, legs spread wide to prevent them meeting the floor, grappling with my choices of leaving that room just so I would not catch something and be eaten alive by mosquitoes, with shit still on my bum, my legs, my pants, the stuff was everywhere.  Or, taking my pants off and washing myself in the filthy mosquito-infested water. A broken tap dripped into the tiled box.  If I could stand up there and balance, I could maybe use the tap to wash myself. But how do I get up there? Oh, why did I wear pants today? 

Let’s just say, after thirty minutes I came out of that monkey bathroom with dripping wet cargo pants; hopefully no diseases, and I wanted to kick that smiling little boy in his big white teeth. 

––––––––
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We followed G’Day to his friend’s shop, a short trip out of Ubud, on a road lined with craft stores, which seemed to go forever. I was relieved when the number of stores started to subside, and rice fields replaced the view on one side of the road. I was dreading the thought of going in all those stores. G’Day’s friend had a small furniture shop, more of a small shed, next door to many other furniture stores, or sheds. The Real Estate Agent ordered a set of wooden bedside tables. 

I stood across the road from the row of little shops, trying to dry my pants in the sun while looking at the empty rice fields that reached down the gully below. Why didn’t I wear a dress? I’m bringing a change of clothes wherever we go from now on.  I really just want to go back to the hotel.  

It was a good thing G’Day was with us, as there was a whole strip of shops selling exactly the same furniture. We would not have known which shop to choose. They really don’t get the whole supply and demand concept in Bali.

G’Day kindly led us back to find the Ubud market. He took us to the shop of another friend in the market, a bootmaker, so I could get some leather hiking boots made. He seemed to know many of the shopkeepers. He had so many friends. He even introduced us as ‘his friends’, so we could get ‘mates’ rates’. He told us he had nothing else to do that day and wanted to practice his English, so lucky us. 

Later, G’Day found us again, when we were having lunch at a café in Ubud. We bought him some lunch to thank him for helping us, and then after lunch, he took us to visit his family in the rice fields. 

G’Day’s family seemed to all live in one grass hut, right on the edge of where the rice was growing. Not sure how they all fit in this one room with one bed? But they do have a nice TV.  

We met his wife, two kids and his mother; it was all a bit uncomfortable for me. I would not allow my husband to bring a couple of tourists home to meet my family after only knowing them for five minutes.  His poor wife didn’t even have time to clean up, how embarrassing.  I bet she will give him a serving after we leave. 

Party Like It’s 1999 

It was New Year's Eve, after another full day of The Real Estate Agent shopping, and a lot of me nagging, he finally bought a t-shirt to wear, at least for that night. This shirtless thing is ridiculous. I don’t see the locals dressed like that, the locals have on long sleeve tops and jeans, that’s actually more ridiculous in this humidity.  

We were headed to a club in Kuta. He had been to the club a few weeks prior, during our ‘off again’. The club was on Jalan Legian, a road that ran parallel to the road our hotel was on, a road that had quite a few clubs and seemed to be where all the Australians spent time together. A bit strange to go to another country and hang out with Australians. Don’t the locals like to party?

After a walk down a few dark lanes from the back of our hotel, a few wrong turns, a lot of large puddle obstacles, we had managed to walk up to Jalan Legian to reach the club. The club was a ship, a huge wooden boat, parked on a block of land on Jalan Legian, and they had turned it into a club called ‘The Bounty’. I found it dark and claustrophobic. It really was not what I imagined we would be doing on New Year’s Eve. Aren’t we on a tropical island? Couldn’t we be out on a boat on the ocean? 

He had already bought tickets, so, there we were, on a boat, on a street, on an island. 

The club sold Illusion cocktails that came in tall plastic Tupperware containers with a lid and a plastic straw; with a lanyard that you hung around your neck. It seemed like that was all they were serving, or it was the dress code to wear one around your neck. At least it’s not beer. They were somewhat like the Australian Illusion; they were green at least. Although I can taste pineapple juice, I’m not sure it’s Midori they are using. Oh well, they are so ridiculously cheap. 

I stayed longer than I first thought I would.  After one, or maybe it was two Illusions, I found myself dancing on a black box with my new friend the metal pole. The Real Estate Agent chose to stand on the ground next to the box, he was not much of a dancer, and I was not sharing my pole.  

Shortly after midnight, there was a bit of a commotion, and a girl screamed. From my podium, I turned, well, twirled with the assistance of my metal friend, to see a group of local boys surrounding a girl. I jumped down from my podium and with my Illusion-fuelled bravery and went over to intervene. 

It was five guys against one girl; she was also Australian. She was wearing a gold bikini and high heels. Not something I would wear to a club, but in the 70’s that outfit was very popular. 

Just as I approached with my tough ‘leave that girl alone’ face on, someone grabbed my crotch and would not let go. It was one of the local guys that had been hassling the girl, and I could see another guy had her crotch. I screamed and punched at his arms to get him to let go, and then The Real Estate Agent got involved. Next, some football team became involved, some AFL football team on their end of year 'footy trip’ from Australia.  I am so not into football, and they so need to learn how to behave. 

Let’s just say that we woke to 1999 with a massive hangover, I had a ripped tank top, The Real Estate Agent had a black eye, and I was not sure if the ship had sunk. I told the Real Estate Agent I was not going clubbing in Bali again and I was starting to have a dislike for the Balinese men. I already have a dislike for AFL footballers. 

First Impressions 

After a few conversations with some guests at our hotel over breakfast I discovered the crotch-grabbing thing happened quite regularly in Kuta. I am so not impressed with Bali so far. 

It seemed those Illusions had a reputation as well. We were heading up to the main Jalan Legian road to cash some travellers’ cheques when we came across a naked tourist in the rice fields. We helped him out of the mud and then helped him back to his hotel. 

He told us how he had been playing pool at a bar on New Year’s Eve with the local boys and having a drinking competition to see who could drink the most Illusions. This guy is a huge footballer type, and those Balinese guys are tiny? Surely, he won?  

He seemed to have lost. He had also lost his wallet, his room key, and his clothes, somewhere after Illusion number four. 

We were followed to his hotel by the guy with baseball caps, with his tower balancing on his head. I have already said no thank you, you only just asked me this morning, I don’t want an effing baseball cap!  

It was incredibly frustrating trying to explain that a naked man with no money did not want to buy a hat. Not that a cap that size would help much. Then the watchman caught up with us, just as we reached Naked Man's hotel. “Wanna buy a watch, Boss?” 

OMG. Do you really think a naked man needs a watch? 

I was dreading the money change experience; the constantly counting your money when you changed it. Changing your travellers’ checks with a guy sitting on the curb, in a gutter, who is holding your passport can be very nerve-racking.  Plus, while waiting, you have groups of men surround you to have a look at how much you have cashed, and then there are the lepers grabbing at your leg begging for money. The Real Estate Agent told me that sometimes their limbs are cut off just to beg. OMG, what the hell?  

It was just not a pleasant experience. It made me too scared and too sad. So, with the Real Estate Agent soon leaving Bali, I cashed all my travellers’ cheques, then I would not have to go through that experience alone. I could put all my cash into the hotel reception safe. 

On the way back to the hotel, we stopped at a small local restaurant for a late lunch/early dinner, as the rains looked like they were coming.  Raining season, why on earth did we come during the raining season? Rain doesn’t just fall; it dumps water on you like a bucket before you have a chance to get undercover.  

One part of Bali that fascinated me was all the older ladies always making these little baskets with flowers; they were so beautiful. Everywhere you walked in Bali, you had to step over these beautiful offerings made with love for their God. Small baskets made of a palm leaf filled with brightly coloured petals of flowers greeted you at the entrance to every store or restaurant. You also have to be careful not to step on them as the incense burns your ankle. 

From my seat in the restaurant, I could sneak a peek through the bamboo wall of the restaurant into someone’s home. I spied on a lady placing her beautiful little basket on the ground in front of a carved shrine and praying, the incense smoke ascending to her God. I was mesmerised. I feel a bit guilty for watching and taking a photo, but it’s so magical. 

Welcome To My Paradise 

We decided to find a more beautiful beach, do some watersports, and get away from the persistent Vendors. They are just not listening to me when I suggest they need to work on their marketing skills. I told them I was happy to help them with that, but I didn’t want to buy an effing hat!  

We had asked the hotel reception where the better beaches were in Bali, where the watersports were. After a very long discussion and assuring them that we could find it ourselves and that we did not need a driver, they finally told us to go to Nusa Dua on the South coast of Bali, only thirty minutes away, where the beaches were cleaner and not closed. That was like pulling hens’ teeth. I’m not sure why so many people had to be involved in giving directions.

We found ourselves on a newly built highway to Nusa Dua area, and we seemed to be the only vehicle on the road for a while. Oh no, wait: There goes a family on a motorbike flying past us. Oh, there they go making a U-turn. Oh no, there goes baby rolling across the road. 

Luckily, no one was seriously hurt. Dad had brought the bike to nearly a complete stop before making the turn, and the baby finally came to a halt on the white line. Not that there is any traffic but OMG, get a car would you, that’s just way too many on one bike. 

As we were halfway down the highway, two motorbikes appeared, one on either side of us. They seemed to appear from behind a little white hut on the left-hand side of the road. They have a lot of these little huts here. I only just caught a glimpse of them out the corner of my eye, as I was staring at the large building on the other side of the highway, that looked somewhat like a Kentucky Fried Chicken. They were Police Officers, and one yelled out: “Where you go?” 

The Real Estate Agent yelled back: “Water Sports!”   

We were being waved over.  We had on helmets, and we had an international licence, we were not speeding. The Real Estate Agent had told me on the plane trip how there are these few cops that will pull you over and fine you for no reason at all.  They are corrupt cops.  Maybe this is them? Out of all the cops in Bali, we meet the corrupt ones. What bad luck, probably because the highway is so void of traffic. 

They explained they were ‘Tourist Police’, police that helped prevent tourists from being ripped off.  Lucky us. 

The police escorted us all the way to the water-sports with their sirens blaring. This would be great if there were other people on the road to see this, or take a photo, or even get out of our way. 

Once at the water-sports, these nice policemen negotiated our parasailing, banana boat and jet ski hire.  Even without the rip-off price, I think it is still quite expensive. I mean we have jet skis back home, but we only take them on the river. But I guess this is something different for a change.  

The police were even able to help when our jet ski broke down, and the nasty owner wanted so much money for it. We could have bought a new one for that amount of money! Luckily, our cop friends have hung around. 

They negotiated a much lower fee for us to pay to keep the guy happy. We gave the cops a big cash tip for helping. I bet they rarely get tips, the poor guys. 

After some lunch, we took a walk across the beach in front of the Hyatt Hotel. Now, this was how I had pictured Bali to be. Beautiful white sand beaches with sun lounges, blue water with no rubbish. Waiters bringing cocktails down to the beach, security keeping the vendors off the beach, no one is calling me ‘Boss’. Why did we not stay here?... I don’t want to go back to Kuta! 

G’Day Mate 

We were headed back to Ubud. As we were leaving the hotel, waiting at the bottom of the driveway was the Perfume Guy. I was getting quite sick of saying, ‘No, thank you.’ I had given him the benefit of the doubt – I presume the English barrier means my free marketing advice is not understood. 

So, the day prior, just to be polite and get rid of him, I had said, ‘No, thank you, maybe tomorrow.’ Today he said, “Wanna buy your perfume Boss? You said today.” 

“Well, no, I said MAYBE tomorrow.” These guys really need some help. If I were in Bali longer, I could give them all free classes in Marketing 101. They so need it. I can’t really say the taxi drivers in that little hut are any better. I mean we are on a motorbike, and you are asking us if we need transport, again? 

As we rode up to Ubud, to pick up my tailor-made hiking boots, we passed a giant statue, and G’Day just appeared...it was the exact spot we had met him the first time—what a coincidence.   I am amazed he recognised us, we are on a different motorbike, and we are a lot more tanned now. 

G’Day was hilarious. When he worked it out it was us, he started riding along next to us yelling out: “Hey, I know you, remember me?  Do you want to go to Bird Park?” 

Exactly the same thing he said to us the first time he waved us over. 

We pulled over, and we had a chat with G’Day.  He asked us where we were going, so we told him what we were doing, and he said he’d come with us, as he had nothing else to do that day and wanted to practise his English. 

It was great that G’Day was with us, as the bootmaker did not have my boots ready. G’Day was able to talk to the guy, and G’Day offered to bring them down to my hotel in a few days, as he had to go to Kuta anyway, for his sister's wedding.  That was great, as I did not fancy riding back on my own. It’s so lovely when new friends will help you out. Lovely people the Balinese – well the ones not trying to sell you something or grab your crotch.  

We took G’Day out for lunch again to thank him for his help and then headed back to Kuta. 

Do Not Pass Go 

It was The Real Estate Agent’s last day in Bali, and G’Day came to visit him. The Real Estate Agent was called down to the front gate as locals were not allowed to come into the hotel. That’s got to be a mistake. Why can’t he just come in and have a drink by the pool? We will pay for him. He’s obviously too shy and doesn’t want to pay hotel prices. We will tell him to come in, don’t be silly.   

I followed the Real Estate Agent down to the gate to invite G’Day to come into the hotel and assure him he was most welcome. G’Day was busy chatting with the taxi drivers in the little hut. How on earth does he know these guys when he’s from Ubud, must be a small island?  

G’Day told us that locals are not allowed in hotels, but he just wanted to come down and say goodbye to his new Aussie friend.  So polite - We kept insisting he come in. G’Day kept politely saying, “No.” 

I went to look for the hotel Manager, as the security guard was not impressed when I started dragging G’Day past him; it all got a little heated. That was so nice of G’Day to come all this way. A little strange, but nice that he would drive down one hour, just to say goodbye. Gee, they really must have clicked.  

After talking to the Hotel Manager, who confirmed that locals could not go into hotels, I had stormed off back to break the news. 

As I was approaching them both, I saw the Real Estate Agent give G’Day some coins.  I guess it must be all his Indonesian Rupiah coins that he can’t use anymore.  They exchanged contact details. That will be lovely, and they can be pen pals.   I haven’t clicked with G’Day as much as he has, but they seem to have become instant mates. I don’t like his flatmate either, so there you go. It’s pretty special when can you meet a person from another country and bond so quickly.

As we were walking back up the driveway, The Real Estate Agent scolded me. He told me that I was so naive that I had not realised that G’Day was rather poor and that I seemed oblivious to it. He scolded me in our relationship quite often, so I was used to it. Yeah, well I have seen their house, but seriously, to me, even if you are poor, you don’t leave food all over your floor, there were so many flies.  The rubbish just thrown into the rice fields around their house was terrible. 

He told me I was a snob. I told him that it was better than being dirty. We may be ‘off-again’ when I return to Australia.

Down The Toilet 

The Real Estate Agent was flying out late that night, so we went to a restaurant bar called Bagus Pub, on the corner of the main Jalan Legian and one of the lanes we took to reach there from our hotel. He knew I had my bearings on how to get back to the hotel from there on my own, and it worked out quicker to get a taxi to the airport from there as all the roads in Kuta, although main roads, were all one way. The main beach road our hotel was on, Jalan Pantai Kuta, and also Jalan Legian, could actually accommodate two-way traffic, if they didn’t have cars and motorbikes parked on each side of the road. I wonder if that’s so taxi drivers get paid more to do a huge loop? Now that is clever.

Bagus Pub had TVs on the walls that played movies, so I planned to get my nails done across the road, watch a movie later that night, on ‘my first night alone’ then ride my motorbike back to the hotel. The bar at Bagus Pub had a big sign that said BLOODY COLD BEER. Obviously marketing to the Australians, do they think we all talk like that?

I really liked their chicken satays with peanut sauce. Well, the peanut sauce, I’m not sure about trying the chicken.

Apart from the chicken satays, I did not like the look or smell of the local food, so we had dinner there - for the fourth night in a week. 

A local guy came to our table, and asked if we had any Australian one-dollar coins. He said he could melt them down and take the gold out of them to make jewellery. Who knew they had gold in them?   

The Real Estate Agent encouraged me to have something made. So, we negotiated the price on a gold bangle. It was only two Australian one-dollar coins and another ten dollars, and he said he would even take the ten dollars in Australian dollars. So why not? That’s so cheap for gold.

He would meet me back at this pub in five days to deliver my bangle.  I did not trust that he would ever come back; therefore, I said I would pay him the other ten dollars upon delivery. He agreed, so not a problem. 

I asked The Real Estate Agent about the coins he gave G’Day, asking if maybe he gave him one-dollar Australian coins for the same reason.  “No,” he explained. “I gave him two fifty-cent coins; he collects coins as I do, he’s really into anything Australian, and it’s a souvenir to remember me.” 

Ah, that’s so nice, they really clicked. I hope they keep in touch and see each other again. 

He then showed me the way G’Day wrote down his name. We had a giggle as he had spelt it Gede. Oh well, he pronounced it correctly. 

After The Real Estate Agent left for the airport, I went to the salon across the road from the Bagus Pub. I met some nice Aussie guys back at the pub after I had my nails done. We watched the movie and then we ended up hitting the clubs.  I had stated that I did not want to go to any clubs, but the duty-free vodka the guys had been putting into my banana juice seemed to change my mind. 

The Sari Club was packed. There were two clubs opposite each other, Paddies Pub and the Sari Club. Most tourists just kept going back and forth from club to club, all gathering around at the tables and chairs in an outdoor area of the Sari Club.  I went back and forth as well, trying to find a toilet that was not overflowing. The Sari Club toilets had all overflowed, and the toilet paper and liquid waste, and some not-liquid waste had flooded out of the ladies’ bathroom, into the dancefloor area.  The staff near the bathroom door did not attempt to clean up the filth. They were just shaking their hands at people trying to go in, and saying “No, no toilet pepper.” 

A ‘NO’ symbol sign posted at the entrance to the bathroom was a picture of a toilet with a whole roll of toilet paper being thrown into it. Who would throw a WHOLE roll of toilet paper in a toilet? Must have been lost in translation. 

However, it seemed people had been doing just that, and they had run out of toilet paper. So much waste was piled up inside the toilet bowls, and onto the floor, it was disgusting. The smell got so bad (even with my almost Bali acclimatised nose), that we ended up dancing outside amongst all the cars parked in front. They really need to invest in some more public toilets in Bali and teach people how to clean them. 

Bad Taste 

I had slept in and missed breakfast. So, I decided to spend the rest of the day in the hotel pool. I had lunch in the swimming pool at the swim-up bar. While I was in the pool, an old European male, wearing very skimpy swimwear that he obviously could not see below his rather large belly, and I would rather have not seen at all, got in the pool with two female Balinese children. How did he get them in, as we could not have our friend G’Day in the hotel? 

They were splashing around, and he was throwing them up into the air and hugging them. I got a very uneasy feeling about it all. I better not judge as he may have adopted them, but it doesn’t have a father-daughter feel about it. 

I said ‘Hi’ to the girls, and then to him, and asked where they were all from. He told me that he paid for the girls’ schooling, and came to Bali regularly, and when here, he always took them out for the day. I asked him where their parents were, as they did not seem to speak English or understand me at all when I asked them. Not the best schooling. 

He told me they lived in an Orphanage, and he sponsored them.  I did not think it was right for some old fat hairy man to be with two noticeably young girls. One was around eight years old; the other could not be more than twelve. It’s giving me the creeps. 

He signalled to the girls that he was going for a massage and to not go into the adult pool while he was away. They seemed to understand his instructions, but I thought I would keep an eye on them since I was there anyway. The massage place was right at the edge of the pool, so he was not going far.  However, when his massage lady came out, knew his name, and smacked him on the bum saying: “I give you Happy Ending,” I was hoping my gut instinct was incorrect.  It’s left a bad taste in my mouth. So has the weird salad I have just eaten. 

Whoa Grandma 

I knew the girl from work had arrived the day prior. So, after a late breakfast, I headed over to find her at her hotel. Ignoring all the ‘Boss’ sellers, I’m not your effing Boss!  

Ignoring all the shop vendors, yelling at me: ‘Just looking.’ I just walked; I did not look anyone in the eye; it was not worth being polite anymore; they were just so aggressive. Geez no one has any idea about marketing here. Some women even grabbed my arm and tried to pull me into their stores. One incredibly old woman came out of a salon and stuck her bony fingers in my shoulder saying “massage, give good massage.”  

Seriously, lady, if that’s your free trial, you need to find a new vocation.  

Arriving at her hotel, I was unexpectedly envious. She was hanging out by the pool with her friend. There was a huge party going on, and it was only 10.30 am. Gee my hotel is sooo boring and quiet, and the only music you hear is the annoying Balinese ting ting ting music. 

She introduced me to her friend, and they asked if I knew where to go shopping. I told them they were in the best street for that, my boyfriend and I shopped in this street last week. So, the girls wanted to shop. I am not a big shopper, but it was nice to know I could help, and I would have some company. The girls pulled their sarongs off their sun lounges, grabbed their handbags, put on their thongs (flip flops) and were ready to go. I did not think much about the fact that the girls had just tied the sarongs around their hips and had no tops on, just bikini tops. Itsy bitsy teenie weenie crocheted bikini tops. I had no idea The Receptionist had had a boob job, and she is only nineteen. 

I was wearing my usual t-shirt and ¾ cargo pants. I was never one to expose much skin; I just did not have the body for it, or the confidence.  

As we walked down their street, Poppies 2, I took photos of the girls, the street, and the shops. I escorted them to a row of shops at the end of the road near the beach. The shops all had roller doors on the front; they looked like garages; all selling the same stuff in each store. What is the point of all selling the same stuff? I really need to have a talk to these Balinese. I could help them understand they need to sell different stuff; it’s marketing 101. I might have to come back and volunteer my time. 

Each store had an older Balinese lady sitting on the step out the front, making those beautiful, flowered baskets I admired. That would make such a great photo. 

So, while the girls looked at the shops, I was getting in some photography.   The girls were standing at the front of one store, pointing up at clothes hanging from one of the many ropes displaying merchandise from the ceiling, out the front of the shop. They were getting excited to go in and spend some money.  I walked up to the older lady in front of the shop. I would love to get a photo up close of that little basket she is making.  

Suddenly the lady looked up at the girls and spat on the ground, right next to one of the girls’ feet.  Okay, not a good time for a photo. 

The girls had not noticed the old lady at all and turned to me and asked me what I thought they should pay for a dress they were pointing to. I had purchased the same one in the same shop just the other day and told them what I paid. Suddenly the shopkeeper screamed: “You cheapskate, I bankrupt you pay that!”  

Huh? What is going on here? That lady was fine last time I was in her shop. 

Then she started yelling at the girls and pointing at me, saying: “You rich, you pay more, not pay the same price as her, you pay more!”   

Huh? Do I look poor?  

The old lady spat again, this time it hit me on the foot. What the hell is wrong with these ladies?  Surely, she wants a sale? I just told them what I paid. It should be the same price. What is going on? What nasty ladies. 

We got the hell out of there. Don’t think I’ll be recommending your store again, lady. 

On the walk back to their hotel, the girls stopped at a store that exclusively sold baseball caps. They wanted to buy a few, but the guy selling them was having a little nap. He had his roller door to his shop down, but much of his stock still hanging out the front. The girls could try on the caps, look in the mirror, put them back, step over the shopkeeper, try on another, but he did not want to wake from his little nap. 

The next store and the subsequent stores all seemed to be closed for some sort of siesta. Roller doors down on all the stores, but stock and sleeping vendors out the front. How can they just sleep on that hard cement? At least we are not being hassled, haven’t heard one ‘Boss’ war cry. 

The girls were getting pissed off as they wanted to buy something. I told them to pop down to the road along the beach, and they can buy one from the ‘Wanna buy a Hat Boss Guy’. The girls were not impressed as they had not bought anything, so major shopping fail. I suggested we get lunch. I know a great place to get chicken satays. 

Life’s A Beach

I decided I was going to check out this closed beach.  Each time I had been to the end of the hotel driveway, I looked across at the beach. There does not seem to be any closed signs; it just seems quiet. 

It was overcast, and it looked as though a storm was coming in. I will take a quick walk on the beach before I’m trapped in the hotel all day.

I was in the hotel pool when I made this decision, so I grabbed my sarong, wrapped it around like a halter dress, tying it at the nape of my neck, and headed off to the beach. 

I was accustomed to the security guard at the gate, saying ‘Hello’ and asking where we were going for the day—then greeting us when we got back and asking where we had been.  He is a little nosy like that. 

Even if I just popped out to go to the 7/11 fifty metres away, he would ask, ‘Where are you going?’  But not today; as I walked past him, he gave me a dirty look.  I guess he still hasn’t gotten over me telling him off for not letting G’Day in. 

The annoying guys in their little hut starting chanting as I approached the footpath. “Transport boss, transport boss.”  

It’s like a broken record. I ignored them. They are just getting beyond annoying now. Guys, it’s obvious, I...am...going...across the road...to...the...beach! 

I crossed the road and stepped onto the sand. Rubbish tangled in seaweed and other beach debris lined the beach where the water had receded. 

As I approached the water, I braved taking off my thongs. I hope there are no needles. The sand under the pale-yellow top layer seemed to be black. It had stained the bottom of my feet; it was like the sand was dyed black. Argh, what is that stuff? No wonder it’s closed. 

Not impressed, I headed back to return to the hotel pool. 

As I crossed the road back to the hotel, the strong wind picked up, and a large gust blew my sarong backwards. It was difficult to control, and I was flashing my bikini to the security guard and the men in the little hut. I had trouble controlling the sarong as I crossed the road. I could hear men laughing. This is not funny. Why are you laughing? 

As I approached the boom gate, I was using two hands to control my flyaway sarong. My flyaway long hair was covering my eyes and getting caught in my mouth. Suddenly I felt a familiar pain in my crotch. A man had grabbed my crotch and said something I did not understand. All I could hear was men laughing around me, my hair still covering my eyes. I pulled his arm to let go. I pushed past the security guard, who had not in any way come to my rescue. 
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