


GENTLE LAUGHTER ECHOED across the valley early this 
morning - like the tmiest bells tmkling m the distance. Eyes still 
closed, I could VJsuahze the Begawan villagers padding barefoot 
down the mountain to their ancient, sacred spring. There, they 
would offer their ntual daily flowers, incense, and tropical fruits 
to the Hindu gods 

A soft breeze blew through the open windows. I luxuriated in 
the sillc-canopied bed a while longer before gazing out at the jun­
gle treetops, mountam peaks, and flammg gJnger, savoring my 
last morning here A dramatic sunrise enveloped my tree-house 
bungalow, perched on stilts above the greenery. In the steep 
canyon far below, a senes of waterfalls cascaded mto the raging 
Ayung River, the sounds of pounding water filtenng up as barely 
a whisper at this awesome height. 

Ten days in paradise were coming to a close. Before falling back 
asleep, my mind drifted. I contemplated staying mdefirutely. 

Some of the world's finest resorts, surfing beaches, and coast­
line can be found in Bali. Yet I have been lured back again and 
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