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COLOURBLIND 
A MEMOIR !

 READ FULL VERSION:  �  http://reviewrolls.wordpress.com 

 My name is Dhania Putri Sarahtika and I am an exchange student from Universitas Gadjah Mada, 

Indonesia. After you flip this page, you will be greeted with my stories beginning from my departure, 

followed by my stay in Adelaide. This memoir functions as a recognition for those who have left their 

footprints in my head during my ups and downs in Adelaide and an exploration to combine facts and 

fiction; also reality and imagination, as I 

often jump back and forth between telling 

what really happened and what happened 

inside my head. 

!
INTRODUCTION 

In my previous l i f e , t h e c o l o u r s 

around me were as blinding as the sun. 

S o m e t i m e s t h e colours grew dim, but 

they were never dim enough for me to 

trace their edges, let alone to pronounce their significance in my life. I was too comfortable in my own 
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skin to do that. As long as the colours were 

bright enough to light the way, I felt no need 

to get closer to them than I already was. 

But now the colours have changed. 

Every time I encounter an object on my way to 

something, a vivid shade of a certain colour 

arises, coming to focus. The rest of the image 

is blurred. Sometimes everything is in the 

same colour, otherwise a colour dominates the 

whole image.  

There is always 

one colour that stands out a m o n g 

the crowd or leaves a footprint in my memory. It’s a novel experience I must 

say, since colour-coding has never been my way of distinguishing or organising things. I’m not a visual 

artist either, so personal attachment to colours was previously non-existent. This way of storytelling is as 

eye-opening as the experiences themselves. It is not only the happenings that have made me gradually 

draw a distinction between colours, but also the realisation that I need to highlight the colours in my 

storytelling. 

!
!
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SHADE 1 : RED & BLUE 

To me, 14 February had always been ‘a day after my birthday’. A day of diluted celebration. The 

plain, not-so-special reddish day changed into ‘a day of hell’ right on 14 February 2014. 

It started off as a wistful, yet exciting afternoon in which I was about to say goodbye to the familiar 

surroundings. A gigantic dark-green bag, a midnight-blue carry-on bag with a union jack symbol the 

word ‘London’ plastered on the front, a black backpack, and a tiny camera bag stood in a row with the 

most elegance bags could possess. Suffice to 

say that I was ready for my five-month-and-

two-week adventure.  

My father came back home from 

the Jumaah prayer. He put all the luggages 

into our car’s boot, save for the backpack and the camera bag. I walked out slowly, partly from the weight 

on my shoulders, and from the nagging little part of me that still clung tightly to my childhood home. I 

came out of the overcast house into the striking sunlight and headed straight to the car. Bidding my 

farewell to my front-door neighbours, I got into the car along with my parents. 

‘Enam bulan lagi Put kamu baru ketemu rumah,’  my Dad said as he started the car engine. I could 1

only nod weakly. I took my copy of The Catcher in the Rye out and began reading, in the hopes of getting 

over the mist over my eyes.  

*** 
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Our journey from Bogor to Soekarno-Hatta International Airport took about one and a half hours, 

which was surprising considering how cramped Jakarta usually was during weekdays. Normally cars 

hardly moved in the traffic. I thought ours were going to be one among those in the long unmoving 

lines, but thank God we made it out the battlefield before the battle even began. 

Arriving at the airport, I went to get a trolley for my ‘helluva’, as Holden Caulfield would say, load of 

luggage. I glanced at the schedule board, the word CANCELLED for some of the flights, mostly the flights 

to and from East Java due to the eruption of Mount Kelud. A tiny sigh of relief came out of me once I saw 

CHECK-IN OPEN for my flight.  

I was greeted by a lady in red with a stoic demeanour. Her pointy face was a reminder of Sleeping 

Beauty’s Maleficent. Coming from a country of numerous superstitions, I would say that the woman’s face 

was an omen for bad luck.  

I showed her my e-ticket, but then she asked for my boarding pass. I must have looked either 

pissed or perplexed because I thought ‘What are you here for if you ask me for my boarding pass?’ but at 

the same time I thought ‘Is there a new system or some sort?’. She told me to self check-in at the back of 

the green wall. I said my thanks absent-mindedly and walked there.  

I don’t see any counter, I thought. 

There was a woman leading to one of the computers there and typing something. After a few 

seconds, a paper came out of it. 

Ah, I see.  
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I printed the boarding passes — the other one was for the connecting flight — and went back to 

Maleficent’s grim-looking castle.  

I put my luggages on the baggage check machine. I was shocked at the number displayed. 

Baggage excess of 3 kg. I panicked even more when Maleficent said that I had to pay almost 100 dollars 

for the excess. 

At first I told her that I’d like to put some of my stuff away, but that wrecking ball of a lady did not 

give me time, so I decided to pay for it. Granted my Mum gave me a thick envelope of red notes as a 

birthday gift.  

Ticked. Problem solved even though I gave myself a hard time for having not packed properly. 

Though I knew how stupid that airline was for putting 20kg as the maximum baggage amount.  

*** 

When you think that the worst is over, it’s actually just begun. If wasting 100 dollars on baggage 

excess was terrible, then the following would be ‘trerrible', as what Barney Stinson said after hearing the 

name ‘Krirsten’.  

My parents and I had just finished having a late lunch in Terminal 3. I had to get ready for 

departure. Part of getting ready was going to the rest room. Right after finishing my business, an 

announcement of flight cancellations was heard through the restroom speakers.  

My stomach churned. It sounds clichéd, but it’s true because every stress that I experience goes 

straight to my upper stomach. Let science explain this, but there had been a couple of times when too 

much stress became stomach infection.  
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I calmed myself down. A voice inside said, Probably they are those flights heading to East or Central 

Java. There’s no way a flight to Kuala Lumpur is cancelled now. But I 

had this urge to double check.  

And my gut feeling was right. 

I went to the see schedule board. Then I saw it. I told my mum and dad 

and they saw it for real. I double checked. I triple checked. I realised 

that it was really happening. My eyes didn’t fool me. 

It was the first time I had my flight cancelled. And it happened to be one of the most important 

flights of my life. It was supposed to be a version Bonnie & Clyde’s car which was supposed to lead them 

to social elevation. Why did I have to share the same tragic ending? 

I dashed to the airline’s counter outside and found people lining up to get their refunds. I went to 

the baggage counter inside and found a full crowd. The worse thing was that the lines hardly moved. This 

was the traffic that I should have bumped into on the way to the airport. Instead of vehicles, the ‘long 

unmoving line’ was filled with human beings.  

Joining the crowd, I talked to the people (‘complained’ was more like it) in front of and behind me 

who shared the same sentiment about this whole predicament. I kept myself alert for updates from my 

parents cause they were trying to get me another flight from any available airlines.  

After a few minutes, the husband of the woman in front of me told me that the ones who wanted 

to get their luggages back could get away from the refund lines, ask the officers to get the luggages 

immediately, and go back lining up for the refund. I didn’t care much for a refund at that time, but I’m 
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not an obnoxious brat who didn’t give a damn that my parents paid for my ticket. I just thought that a 

refund is a refund and one can always get what they deserve anytime.  

So there it was, me reuniting with my lovely luggages and heading straight towards the exit door 

in the hopes to find a better luck. My parents and I went to another terminal in a quest for a flight. We 

found one airline who provided a flight to Adelaide for the next day but the price was ridiculously high. 

2000 USD for a one way flight (economy class) from Jakarta-Singapore-Adelaide was definitely not for 

me.  

The staff looked at me guiltily when she told me that. I felt kind of sorry for her cause she was only 

doing her job but the anger that I felt was overpowering. There was another international student who 

was looking for a flight to Brisbane and received the same news, but the weird 

thing was that she didn’t seem as upset as I was. She had better anger 

management than me then.  

Amidst of the anger and disappointment, there was suddenly a miracle. 

My mum tried to call the travel agent that’s frequently used by the company she works for, and 

surprisingly there was a flight to Adelaide by Malaysia Airlines for the next day departing at 18.30 that 

came in normal price. We booked  that in a heartbeat and there you have it. Me with another chance to 

arrive in time in Adelaide. 

However, these anxieties coming from damnation kept haunting me. What if tomorrow my flight’s 

cancelled again? What if the volcanic ash from Mount Kelud reaches Jakarta by tomorrow? What if I’m 

�7Dhania Putri Sarahtika (a1659385)

‘I was never 
going to catch 
the Snitch and 

had to wait 
another year to 

win the 
Quidditch 

Cup.’ 



CRWR 2007 Installation Project Thursday, May 29, 2014

successfully on the plane but the journey isn’t safe and there’s an accident waiting for me along the way? 

Followed by countless of what-ifs.  

I was so quiet on the ride home. My parents kept trying to cheer me up but then stopped upon 

seeing my lack of response. I shut down communication with other people by not replying their texts, 

even when my half-sister was trying to console me with her words of wisdom.  

I was overwhelmed by the thought that my dream of studying abroad failed to be achieved just 

because of a cowardly airline. I was never going to catch the Snitch and had to wait another year to win 

the Quidditch Cup.  

*** 

I didn’t know when my vision and my mind was clear again, maybe after I checked in the next day 

and was convinced by the officers that the 

flight wouldn’t likely be cancelled. Perhaps it 

w a s w h e n m y baggage was way too far 

f r o m b e i n g overweight, or when I 

finally stepped out of the plane into Kuala 

Lumpur International Airport (KLIA). Or when I met an Indonesian on the connecting flight. When food 

kept being thrown at me by the friendliest stewardesses I had ever met.  

All I knew was that my hero was sent to me in navy blue cape on 15th February 2014. For the first 

time in my life, red wasn’t my favourite. For probably the hundredth time in history, ‘feeling blue’ didn’t 
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express sadness. Malaysia Airlines saved my lifelong dreams then, and I hope whatever Kaiju that’s 

currently swallowing MH370 now will spit it out. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!

!
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SHADE 2: 
On that fateful Friday, something held my stomach captive and put handcuffs on my insides. The 

arrest began when I was having my very first seminar of Australian Classics: Literature and Film. We were 

watching The Sentimental Bloke when I first felt the signs in the form of a gushing brook. I felt as 

uncomfortable as a woman could be, but I was afraid that shame would be widely discovered if I got up.  

When the film ended, I turned to Kirsty beside me and asked in a very small voice for the white 

flat rescuer that would hold the flooding. She didn’t hear clearly at first, but then her mouth formed an  

‘O’, and she nodded. Gratitude took over 80% of my worried face. I 

dashed out after she gave me what I needed. 

Let me fast forward so that any men reading this would relax their 

facial muscles that had been crumpled out of disgust. I found 

myself in the Hub, re-reading the materials for Sullivan’s Travels while 

munching my spicy Asian lunch. Then it came, the arrest. I thought it was for a monthly petty larceny, but 

little did I know this time it was a much bigger case.  

Here I thought the stomach cramps would go away soon, or at least let me continue my life if they 

wanted to stay longer. I was wrong. They had a raucous riot inside, turning more and more into hooligans 

every second, worse than the football supporters after they face defeat. Punches and stabs were flying 

around, making it hurt like mad. They proceeded to alert their post in my head afterwards because I felt 

dizziness started to spread around me like wildfire.  
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The clock struck noon. I kept repeating a mantra in silence, You can make it. Only four more hours 

and you’ll go home. By the time the clock reached a half further, I got up from my seat and walked very 

slowly to Napier LG15, the place where my first Hollywood or Bust! seminar was going to be held. Along 

the way, white neon-like light kept striking my vision, as if it had intended to visually impair me. One of 

my arms was clutching my lower stomach. My 

breaths came in short pants. I couldn’t hold the 

barbarism anymore.  

Just after about ten seconds of sitting down 

in an empty room, I couldn’t stand the riot 

anymore. I made my way out of LG15 and went straight to exit the Lower Napier. I was a few steps away 

from the long stone bench-top in front of the building when I saw a Muslim girl sitting down. My 

instincts told me to ask her help, and so I did.  

‘Excuse me,’ I said as I tried in vain to control my breaths, ‘Do you know where the clinic is?’ 

‘No, I don’t know, but my friend knows and she’ll be here soon. Are you sick?’ 

‘Yes. I have stomach cramps and I feel like I’m going to faint…’ 

‘Did you eat this morning?’ 

‘Yes I did…’ 

Two friends of hers came. After the girl whom I just talked to told them what was happening with 

me, all of them agreed to take me to the clinic, situated in the Horace Lamb Building. Upon reaching the 
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building, two of the girls left because they had a lecture, but one stayed with me. She helped me carry 

my things and kept walking beside me, even if I walked slower than a slug.  

Finally we came to a small office surrounded with white walls. I could not 

think of anything other than lying in the clinic’s bed, so I went up to the reception to 

get immediate help. My ‘friend’ told the man at the reception that I needed a doctor, but the the man, 

without even looking straight at us, asked if I had made an appointment. I explained my condition to the 

unfriendly-looking bespectacled man.  

Something unexpected and inconsiderate happened. The man said, ‘Please fill out this form while 

I’m trying to find a doctor.’ 

What sent me over the edge was not being requested to fill out a form, but the absence of 

sympathy on the man’s face. That apathetic bespectacled East-Asian-looking man. 

I was already reaching the closest empty seat when the man handed the form. My ‘escort’ took it 

and gave it to me, taking a seat beside me. I grasped the sheet of paper with my trembling manus. I 

didn’t remember if the pen I was going to write with came from me or someone else, but I barely wrote 

my name in the normally neat penmanship (in Australian standard, since most Australians’ handwriting 

looks like a doctor’s prescription).  

Suddenly a nurse came, saying what the man previously informed me but in ten times more 

sympathetic way.  

I nodded in understanding and replied, ‘Is there somewhere I can lie down?’ 

*** 
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Lying down on a small, white clinic bed apparently couldn’t calm the storm. I kept tossing and 

turning, but all that surrounded me was white. White walls, bed, pillows (yes, two pillows — one for my 

head, one for a futile attempt at numbing my stomach cramps), and other things I couldn’t specifically 

recall. The white was trying to fight the storm by infusing tranquility upon my surroundings, making me 

feel like Alice when she got help from the White Queen and her army.  

A soft voice started to gain more volume. It got closer and closer until a tall woman in a ponytail 

entered the room. She came forward to stand beside me and introduced herself. The White Queen 

became real. She was a doctor named Stephanie, whose voice sounded almost as soothing as a person 

reading the Koran. After checking my condition, she interrogated me as a victim of menstrual monsters 

about my diet, my mental condition, and other things related to that. What shocked me the most was this 

question. 

‘Have you ever had sex?’ 

No question had sounded more preposterous. I restrained myself from a sarcastic remark, realising 

that I was in a totally different cultural environment. Stephanie probably noticed the shade of 

bewilderment in my face.  

By the time I answered the last question, I noticed that my voice wasn’t as croaked as before. The 

pain had also subsided, even though the remnants of the riot were still running around. It must have 

been one of those psychological things where the presence of the doctor is powerful enough to make the 

patient feel at ease.  
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Stephanie offered to give me painkillers named Ponstan, which I gladly accepted. Ponstan, I 

thought, was the medicine I liked to laugh at during my silly middle school years because it sounded like 

Porn Star. Karma does exist even when you 

harm an inanimate object.  

*** 

Sometime before, during, or after the 

questioning I told someone to tell my ‘friend’ 

that she could go to the lecture that was going 

on. Yes, she missed a couple of minutes of the lecture because of escorting me. If you’re reading this, 

then you should be aware that I don’t consider thanking you in writing sufficient. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
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SHADE 3: YELLOW 
Coldplay was right to make a song based on this colour. As cliched as it sounds, there is always one 

thing that deserves the starlight. I’m not talking about a significant other who is the subject of your 

muse. I’m talking about something that you come across everyday, whether when you’re behind the 

wheels or looking to your right in anticipation.  

The bus.  

Leaving my home country meant leaving the luxury of driving my faithful crimson Suzuki Swift. It 

used to be the most loyal companion of mine, in scratches and health. Now I am an explorer who puts 

the burden on my feet and Adelaide Metro. 

Instead of robbing my a c c o u n t t o h a v e 

someone filled the tank, I now rub the 

insides of my wallet to collect an additional 7 

to my 50 to afford the 28-day pass. Gone are 

the days where I drove around impatiently to find a spot. They have been replaced by tapping my foot 

under the sun in the hopes that a new 15-minute interval will soon take over or wrapping my arms 

around myself as the night bus only comes once in an hour, regardless of how freezing the night is.  

Various brief encounters have been made since the first time I stepped away from the warm yellow 

bus stop mark heading towards the opening double doors. A driver with a warm greeting, a driver with a 

cup of coffee on the dashboard, a driver with a vest, a driver whose travelling journey included Indonesia, 
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a driver with a flat face, a driver who mumbled and sighed a lot, a driver with a turban who said 

‘Assalammu’alaikum’ — the diversity itself matches the kinds of colours.  

*** 

There was one sceptical but helpful driver who put up with my confusion as a freshly imported 

student. I was sitting on the bench by Stop T3 Grenfell Street in a Saturday 

afternoon, waiting for either 167 or 168 bus to arrive. My mind was 

occupied with random thoughts about real and imaginary things, including 

my Metro Card. I was calculating the number of travels I had done ever since 

I recharged it, and I realised that there must be no value left. Even though I 

hadn’t learned maths in a year and a half, I still hadn’t lost touch of my basic 

numeracy skills. Being Asian and all, my calculations had to be almost accurate.  

Dilemma. If I leave and go to the nearest convenience store, there’s a chance I’ll miss the bus. But I 

often see people purchase something from the driver. They must be recharging their Metro Cards. All I 

have to do is be calm, wait patiently, and just ask the bus driver.  

When the bus came, I nervously asked the driver if I could recharge my Metro Card. He said no, so I 

had to purchase a ticket. He asked for my concession ID if I had any. I showed him my student ID, and he 

said something not really audible but went like this, ‘That doesn’t look like you. 2.50.’ 

Remind me to take off my glasses whenever someone is verifying my ID since they are equivalent 

to a superhero’s cape. Otherwise I will not only be charged with a normal fare, but also a potential 

banishment.  
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*** 

A less composed version of Alfred Pennyworth took in the form of a bus driver. I met him in a cold, 

tiring Friday night after an LCE event called Korean Night. Staring expectantly at the intersection of King 

William Street and North Terrace, my eyes were no longer lifeless as one of the lights in the row showed 

720H. I stood up and hailed my knight in shining light-emitting 

diodes.  

A slightly plump old man with bald head, who reminded me 

of Alfred Pennyworth played by Michael Caine in one of my 

favourite trilogies of all time, met my sight. In front of him was a 

large cup of (possibly) coffee. I took a seat by the left side of the 

front row, the best seat to get a clear view of the stops. A couple 

of people got in, the sight of which I couldn’t look away from. 

Most of them treated Alfred like a receptionist, as if adelaidemetro.com.au and Adelaide Free Wifi hadn’t 

existed. 

Alfred whined, ‘Where did these people come from?’ 

And I felt proud for no longer belonging to the group that bore a question mark.  

A black young man with in a confused state was entered, asking Alfred how to get to somewhere I 

couldn’t quite catch. Alfred responded with something like this, ‘You can go with me and I’ll drop you off 

at Flinders Medical Centre, or you can wait for 721 for half an hour.’ 
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The man insisted that he had to be there by a particular time, but Alfred answered the same thing. The 

man got off the bus while more people kept coming in. Just as the bus was about to depart, his face 

came into being again. I had doubts that he could operate his iPhone in his hands properly, since 

everything he needed to do was view the Real-time Analysis.  

A few questions later, the dashboard was finally free of inquiries. The bus sailed off, but not without a 

few complaints. 

‘I just spent 3 or 4 minutes there! Did you see that?’  

I just smiled understandingly.  

‘God works in mysterious ways.’ I laughed. ‘It’s true,’ he said.  

The bust stopped at Stop D 2 - King William Street. More people went aboard, and some (again) acted 

as if Adelaide had been a dense tropical rainforest in Borneo inaccessible to Google Maps. Alfred raised 

his eyebrows, giving a look that said between ‘I told you so,’ and ‘Look at 

those lost tourists.’ 

I paid attention to the way Alfred was doing his shift. Once a tall guy 

stopped at Stop Z1 Sir Donald Bradman Road without a ‘thank you’ nor 

even a nod,  and Alfred shook his head in disbelief. Alfred continued the 

journey while occasionally taking a sip from his cup. He’s too old to be 

working nights, I thought, but who was I to  say that out loud? I wasn’t 

familiar with Australian labour system, neither its culture. Had Alfred 

been driving in my country, he would have scored high on sympathetic 
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looks. But my country couldn’t afford more sympathetic looks. 

I secretly wished he would go through the night with less nuisance. Too shy to say, ‘I hope the rest of 

your night is going to be better,’ I settled with, ‘Thank you. Have a good night.’ 

And he gave me the warmest farewell by far. 

*** 

One of the many conversations I had with Sharon, a fellow international student at Flinders, was 

about bus drivers. We were walking from Stop 43 somewhere near Port Adelaide to Semaphore Beach, 

talking about the kind bus driver who’d just helped us with the directions.  

‘Kasihan tau mereka, kadang kan suka dipukulin di daerah North.’  2

‘Iya ya?’  3

‘Makanya baru-baru ini mereka ngadain mogok kerja gitu.’  4

Up until now, I haven’t read the news to prove her point, but I’m certain that people like Alfred are 

under-appreciated. How many times have the Adelaideans whom I met told me that the buses are ‘really 

bad’? My host-dad once told me that the people here demand a quick transportation because they hate 

the traffic, and buses are unreliable because they’re part of the traffic.  

This is what I’d like to release my rare evil laugh at. Trust me when I say that the traffic here is nothing 

compared to what my parents have to suffer as commuter workers every single day. Be grateful that the 

buses are comfortable and CLEAN, even if there are no seats left and you have to grip a pole tightly to 
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fight the centripetal force. Double up your gratitude when you find out that your trips aren’t a charity case 

occupied by street musicians, beggars, child beggars, pickpockets, disabled people, and potential rapists 

like the ones in the Dickensian capital city of mine.  Those yellow things mixed with red and blue, and the 

living patience behind the wheels are your heroes. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
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SHADE 4: Black &  
!
Psychology has always been my rabbit hole, though it’s not my main focus. I’ve subscribed to 

Psychology Today, delivered a basic presentation about Introversion/Extraversion in a General English 

class, read my half-sister’s old textbooks even when I don’t have a clue what it’s talking about, listened to 

my mum’s stories about her corporate counselling sessions, and read whatever my half-sister posts on 

Facebook about parenting.  

Yes, my half-sister is a big influence for me despite having known our ‘status’ for only a year and three 

quarters. She holds a bachelor degree in Psychology and commits to domestic femininity, but isn’t one to 

be undervalued. Her excellence and passion are delivered to an organised parenting, including home-

schooling her children. I dream to be as devoted as she is someday, but I’m afraid that my individualistic 

and competitive nature will restrain me from my future maternal duties. It’s not too early to think about 

my plans for motherhood, isn’t it?  

Oh well, a 19-year-old in a western culture should forget about her South-East-Asian background for a 

while.  

One of the ways my half-sister’s principles have rubbed off on me is my inclination to observe simple 

parenting gestures and compare them with others. I use aliases for the names below to avoid any party 

being offended since one of the parties are the people I’m currently living with.  

*** 

22 April 2014 
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A couple of hours passed since we arrived at Kangaroo Island. The five of us were seated around a 

small table in a bar. Yes, a bar, since the dining tables next door are full. As far as my sight could examine, 

there were no drunkards around. It wasn’t my first time being in a bar, but it was the first time staying in 

a bar for more than five minutes. This bar/restaurant was the only option to eat, since the people with me 

had a difficulty to find vegetarian meals.  

While waiting for the meals, both 

pairs of mums and k i d d i e s w e r e 

playing pool billiards. T h e m u m s 

taught their sons to play and they 

ended up playing a g a i n s t e a c h 

other.  At one point, the mums took a 

break while the kids kept playing. The kids, Chris and Larry, looked like they didn’t ever want to stop 

despite their mostly failed pocketing. The adults, including me, were watching them play and talking 

about random things.  

Bianca, who is the mother of Chris, suddenly said, ‘Chris, please come here for a minute.’ 

Chris did as he was told. His mum said in an assertive tone, ‘I saw what you did there. Honey, it’s not 

good to look pissed when you don’t get the ball in. It’s not good to look happy whenever Larry fails to do 

so.’ 

Chris complained that he was desperate to score in the game. I kind of understand his 

competitiveness, since I am more or less as competitive as he is. I can’t deny that Chris sometimes goes 
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to far and has a tendency to brag. At home, when he asks me to play a game with 

him, which ranges from Pokémon cards to iPad games, he likes to say, ‘For now 

I’m gonna go easy on you ‘cause I’m really good at this.’ I can’t remember how 

many times he’s said that, and his young age doesn’t stop him from being 

irritating. 

A few complaints and a huff later, Chris was back in the game. Bianca continued to sit down and 

resumed the talk with Nora, Larry’s mother. My mind kept coming back to the previous event. Was it okay 

to reprimand a kid in the middle of a game? In that tone? I’ve discovered recently that kids shouldn’t be 

refrained from whatever emotions they have. If they’re sad/angry, then they’re allowed to be, but then 

their parents should explain them what kind of emotion it is and how to overcome it. But I’m still not 

sure whether reprimanding a child for about three minutes in public will make the child learn.  

I saw Chris’ face turned flat. It was clear that he was still desperate to win. The lines in his face would 

have been more vividly contoured if it hadn’t been for a pair of watchful eyes.  

*** 

Chris’ competitive nature can also be traced back to his mum. Both of them engage themselves in a 

lot of sports, such as running, swimming, bike-riding, and gymnastics. Sometimes they exercise and 

participate in sports competition together, and Bianca will inform the news during dinner. They’re good 

at what they’re doing, I must say, but hopefully they won’t turn into Violet Beauregard and her mum. It’s 

good that Bianca and Chris weren’t wearing blue jumpsuits that day. Bianca was wearing a white-smoke 

jumper, while Chris was wearing a black jacket.  
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*** 

23 April 2014 

The road trip began with the boys fighting over a panda. It wasn’t exactly fighting over, but more like 

Chris annoying Larry by mocking Larry’s plush panda and throwing it around. Larry seemed younger than 

Chris because he was unashamed to bring his panda with him and hugging it, or could it be that he was 

not shaped to be as ‘manly’ as Chris was?  

Both Bianca and Nora (Larry’s mum) scolded Chris for his ‘obsession’ with the panda. Bianca’s voice 

almost always had this strict tone while Nora’s was softer. I thought it was only the nature of their voices, 

but their actions seemed to be in line with the power of their voices. They might be full of compromises 

when deciding where to go next, but Nora would most likely go along with what Bianca said.  

 Nonetheless, no matter who it was, moving lunch 

to dinner was the worst decision. Sure I brought a 

block of chocolate and the mums prepared snacks 

and fruits. But what were to reward the hiking, 

caving, and walking we did?  

The kids kept demanding a big portion of meal. The mums tried in vain to find a restaurant that 

served vegetarian food. Instead of going back to the house or the bar/restaurant where we ate the night 

before, they decided to keep exploring. I remember Bianca said something that sounded like the kids 

shouldn’t be worried because they wouldn’t die by skipping lunch. She mentioned a scientific fact about 

how many days a person could stay alive without eating. But the kids were hypocrites. What was all that 
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nagging about when they enthusiastically ran towards the Admiral’s Arch as if the hunger had swallowed 

itself? 

Observation aside, I found all of them unbelievable. Thank God my stomach didn’t make a scene.  

*** 

The roads in Kangaroo Island should have a ‘Don’t Litter’ sign for the irresponsible people whose 

vehicles bump into a passing animal. Accident or not, they must be considerate for others who may be 

shocked at the sorry sights. Roads aren’t meant to be public dumpster, even if they think, ‘It’s the 

animals’ fault.’ It doesn’t require a Bible to put the corpses aside. Proper burials are not obligatory.  

As Bianca drove through the road with her amazing swerving style to avoid the corpses, Chris said ‘Ew! 

There’s a dead thing!’  

He continued to repeat the ‘ew’s, reaching Bianca’s nerves. She said, ‘Mate, stop saying that. We know 

there’s a dead thing every 500 metres.’ 

‘But that was a big one!’ 

‘Yes but it’s distracting!’ 

Nora didn’t say anything because Larry didn’t 

say much, nor did she say anything to comment on 

what Chris said. She was focused on where to go next. She didn’t make a fuss over small things.  

Did I mention that throughout the journey, she was wearing a black jumper and Bianca was wearing a 

white-smoke jumper? Who knew that black and close-to-white would switch sides in the meanings 

associated with them? 
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*** 

24 April 2014 

A few more explorations before going home. Our first destination was the Remarkable Rocks, since 

our trip failed the day before due to the rain and the strong breeze that 

almost blew us away. The kids, as expected, acted as if they were high on Red 

Bull by running amok and climbing the first thing they grasped. I strolled 

around, appraising the stunning landscape of Allah’s c r e a t i o n . T h e w a y 

everything was contoured perfectly and the panorama of the ocean 

more alluring than CGI could’ve done were something I wished everyone I knew would see. My thoughts 

raced to my parents back home, to my Dad with his dream to go on a family trip to Padang.  

Resuming my footsteps, I circled the whole rocks. Nora, who was taking pictures of Larry, asked me if 

I’d seen Chris and Bianca. I told her no, and she continued to find them. I wandered around the rocks and 

kept coming back to the same places, but I saw no signs of Chris and Bianca. 

When I found them, there were hiding to one of the big front rocks, climbing up. They settled on a 

high part of the rock, and I heard Bianca dared Chris if he could go any higher. It was amazing to see an 

athletic family having quality time in affectionate competitiveness. The strained relationship of them was 

out of my mind, shadowed with my amazement. Nora was there, taking pictures of the two while 

occasionally taking pictures of Larry whose climbing performance wasn’t as impressive.  

*** 
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During the drive back to Penneshaw, Bianca arranged a game where the person in charge had to think 

of an object and the rest had to guess what it was by asking yes/no questions. A person who got a ‘yes’ 

got another shot at asking a question. Everyone played along and I paid a close attention to the boys’ 

attitude. 

Larry was as relaxed as always. He was enthusiastic for the game, but he didn’t mind much when he 

got ‘No’s or when someone else forgot his turn. Chris, as expected,  protested every time the turns were 

in the wrong order. He was easily irritated when 

someone stole his turn.   

There are many kids like Chris, who are aggressive 

when it comes to competitions regardless of the 

competitions’ scale and quick to react with myriad of 

excuses when they are reminded of their faults. Pressure. That’s the root of it all, I guess. Bianca might not 

say, ‘You have to win that/be able to reach that,’ but it is her sporting challenges –– even if they’re 

expressed in a playful manner, her straightforward reasoning with a lecturing tone, plus the way she had 

‘pushed’ her son since he was very young to various surroundings that compelled him to get recognition 

by defeating others (e.g. sporting clubs).  

Her parenting is not necessarily categorised as bad. Who am I to judge? To some extent it has shaped 

and will keep shaping Chris’ Über-Ich as part of his character development. He needs open-mindedness 

as much as his mother needs forbearance. Hopefully his age is not a boundary for both to start fresh. 

Hopefully they’ll realise what they’re missing without having to read my loopholed know-it-all 
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observation resulting from too many psychological crash courses, including the ones coming from Full 

House’s the Tanners. 

!
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EPILOGUE 

In all likelihood you have noticed how my vision is sometimes obscured with naivety, self-

centredness, superiority, cynicism, and even racism. I tend to have too much black in my retinas, which is 

why I call each section ‘shade’. Moreover, my myopia limits my ability to see what lies behind the obvious 

and refrains me from making a fair-minded judgement. Hopefully this memoir doesn’t only serve as 

mementos of my minuscule exposure to Adelaide, but also a treatment to my ‘vision’, whatever that word 

may imply.  

Have I forgotten Green? Pink? Orange? Cyan? Pistachio? No. There is no instant cure to the kind of 

illness that I have. As eye-opening as my experiences can be, my eyeballs aren’t yet wide awake to the 

colours around me. Thousands of words later, perhaps, will I be exposed to more than 50 shades of grey 

(no sexual references intended). I’m millions of trials and tribulations away from being fully cured. One 

at a time.  

While I’m picking up where my therapy for colour-blindness left off, has your colour vision captured 

anything so far? 

!
!
!
!
!
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