
Ghostwriting Example 

Lost in Bali 

The warm, humid air wrapped around me like a second skin as I stepped off the bus in 
Ubud. The streets buzzed with life—motorbikes zipping past in chaotic harmony, the scent 
of incense and street food mingling with the earthy aroma of rain-soaked soil. It was my 
second day in Bali, and the island already felt like a dream. Little did I know, it was about to 
turn into an adventure I’d never forget. 

Armed with nothing but a flimsy map and a vague idea of where I was headed, I set out to 
find the famous Tegalalang Rice Terraces. It seemed simple enough: follow the main road, 
take a left at the temple, and voila, breathtaking views. But Bali had other plans. 

The first wrong turn happened almost immediately. Distracted by a vibrant procession—
women in brightly colored sarongs balancing offerings of fruit and flowers on their heads—I 
missed the temple entirely. By the time I realized my mistake, I was weaving through 
narrow backroads that seemed to twist and turn without rhyme or reason. The map was 
useless, a relic of my overconfidence. 

At first, being lost felt like an inconvenience. Then it became a challenge. And finally, as the 
sun climbed higher in the sky, it turned into a problem. My water bottle was nearly empty, 
my phone had no signal, and every path I took seemed to lead me further from anything 
recognizable. Panic started to creep in. 

That’s when I heard it: the faint, rhythmic sound of gamelan music floating through the air. 
Drawn by the hauntingly beautiful melody, I followed the sound until I stumbled upon a 
small village nestled among the palm trees. Children played in the dirt paths, their laughter 
echoing as they chased each other. An elderly woman, her face lined with years of stories, 
smiled and gestured for me to come closer. 

I hesitated. My instinct was to keep moving, to find my way back to the main road. But 
something about the warmth in her eyes made me pause. She didn’t speak English, and my 
Bahasa Indonesia was limited to a handful of phrases, but somehow, we managed. With a 
series of gestures and smiles, she invited me to sit on a woven mat beneath the shade of a 
banyan tree. 

What followed was a lesson in humility and connection. As she brewed tea over a small 
fire, she explained, in halting words and expressive gestures, the significance of the 



offerings I’d seen earlier. Each flower, each fruit, even the arrangement itself carried 
meaning, a tribute to harmony and gratitude. Despite our language barrier, her passion was 
unmistakable, and I found myself nodding along, captivated by her wisdom. 

She insisted I stay for lunch, a feast of rice, sambal, and grilled fish wrapped in banana 
leaves. The flavors were a revelation—spicy, tangy, and utterly vibrant. As we ate, villagers 
drifted over, curious about the stranger in their midst. Their laughter was infectious, their 
hospitality overwhelming. For a moment, I forgot about being lost. I forgot about the map. I 
was exactly where I needed to be. 

When I finally summoned the courage to ask for directions, a young man offered to guide 
me back to the main road. But as we walked through the rice fields, the afternoon sun 
casting golden hues over the landscape, I realized something had shifted. Being lost wasn’t 
the catastrophe I’d imagined; it was a detour, a reminder to let go of control and embrace 
the unexpected. 

By the time I reached the Tegalalang Rice Terraces, the sun was dipping low on the horizon, 
painting the fields in shades of amber and emerald. It was every bit as breathtaking as I’d 
imagined, but the moment felt less about the destination and more about the journey. I 
stood there, the cool evening breeze ruffling my hair, and thought about the kindness of 
strangers, the beauty of connection, and the simple joy of being present. 

That night, as I sat on the balcony of my guesthouse, the sounds of Bali—frogs croaking, 
leaves rustling, distant laughter—wrapped around me. I sipped tea and thought about the 
old woman, the village, and the lesson I hadn’t even known I needed. Bali had shown me 
that life wasn’t about rigid plans or perfect paths. Sometimes, the most profound 
experiences came when you allowed yourself to get lost. 

The next day, I set out again, this time without a map. And for the first time in years, I wasn’t 
afraid of where I might end up. 

 


