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      [image: Mom carries two large bags. Behind her, a car is waiting. Mom waves. Mbah Kung, Alia, and Bagas watch Mom leave. Bagas cries. Alia hugs Bagas. ]
    
Mom was going to Jakarta to work as a babysitter. While Mom was away, Alia and Bagas were staying with Mbah Kung, their grandfather.

Alia was nervous, but she was also excited. 

*Mbah in the Javanese language means grandpa or grandma.


      [image: In a large yard, Alia and two girls are playing jump rope. Bagas and two boys play marbles. Mbah Kung stands near the playing children. ]
    
“How fun, we can play all afternoon. No one’s going to tell us to come home!” said Bagas. But Mbah Kung came to pick them up. They had to stop playing and go home at once. 

After only one day, Alia missed Mom. 


      [image: The alarm clock in Alia's room shows five in the morning. Mbah Kung has his hands on his hips and a stern look on his face as he stands near the door. Alia wakes up lazily. Bagas is still sleeping. ]
    
Alia and Bagas had to get up early, even on the weekends. 

“Help me sweep the yard! Weekends are no excuse to be lazy,” Mbah Kung scolded. 


      [image: Alia stands in front of the mirror, finding it difficult to brush her curly hair.]
    
Mbah Kung even made them take baths on the weekend. 

“Do we really have to take a bath?” Alia grumbled. Mom used to brush Alia’s hair and put it up with pins or ribbons. Now, Alia had to do all that herself. What a hassle! 


      [image: Mbah Kung brushes Alia’s hair and ties it into two pigtails. Alia looks in the mirror with a surprised face. The right ponytail is higher than the left ponytail. Bagas laughs. ]
    
“Come here, let me help you!” Mbah Kung said. Alia did as she was told. 

“But why is one of my pigtails higher than the other?” Alia complained. But Mbah Kung told her not to fuss over such small matters.

 Alia was upset! This made her miss Mom even more.


      [image: Alia and Bagas climb the guava tree. Alia is holding some guavas. Bagas tries to reach a guava on a rather high branch. Mbah Kung stands under the tree with his hands on his hips while shouting. ]
    
When Alia and Bagas climbed the guava tree, Mbah Kung scolded, “Hey, get down from there! You’ll fall!” 

“Don’t do this, don’t do that,” Alia mocked. 


      [image: Alia removes the serving hood on the dining table. Alia and Bagas see the food on the dining table. There is a basket of rice, two plates of steamed vegetables, a plate of fried tempeh, a small bowl of peanut sauce, and three glasses.]
    
When it was time for lunch Mbah Kung cooked the same meal every day. Either vegetables with peanut sauce, stir fry, or vegetable stew. “Just eat, don’t be picky!” Mbah Kung said.

Today, Alia and Bagas didn’t want to eat. When Mbah Kung went back to his room, they took their bikes and left. 


      [image: Alia pours a sack filled with grain. Mbah Tum and Bagas use wooden rakes to even out the grain while it dries. ]
    
They saw their neighbor Mbah Tum drying grain. Her movements made it seem like she was playing a game. Alia and Bagas wanted to try for themselves.

“Even it out, back and forth!” Alia instructed Bagas. 


      [image: Mbah Tum, Alia, and Bagas even out the grain that is being dried in the sun. Alia and Mbah Tum hold broom sticks. Bagas holds a wooden rake. Mbah Kung walks up to them waving his hand. ]
    
However, Mbah Kung came to pick them up. “Why haven’t you two eaten? Eat first, then you can play!” Mbah Kung ordered. 

Alia and Bagas reluctantly went back home. 


      [image: Alia and Bagas look at the food on the dining table. Alia’s hands are on her hips. Bagas covers his mouth. On the dining table there is a basket of rice, two plates of steamed vegetables, a plate of fried tempeh, a small bowl of peanut sauce, three glasses, and three empty plates. ]
    
“I’m bored of eating vegetables and peanut sauce,” Bagas whispered. 

“Let’s cook for ourselves. We’ll put some vegetables in eggs, just like Mom does,” Alia said. 

“Yes!” Bagas agreed. 


      [image: Alia slices garlic. Alia grinds pepper. Alia beats eggs. Alia pours the egg mixture into a pan while looking away. ]
    
Alia prepared the ingredients. She peeled garlic and cut up vegetables. She ground some pepper. She added the vegetables to the eggs and mixed them together. She had just started to fry the egg batter, when Bagas called for her. 


      [image: In the yard, Alia crouches to check Bagas' bicycle chain. Bagas stands while holding his bicycle. Alia and Bagas look surprised, glancing towards the house. ]
    
Bagas’ bicycle chain had come off. Alia helped him fix it.

Suddenly, a strange smell wafted through the air. “Oh, no!’ Alia shrieked. 


      [image: Alia and Bagas look surprised to see the contents of the frying pan on the burning stove. There is smoke coming from the pan.]
    
“The eggs are scorched!” Alia cried.

      [image: Mbah Kung has his hands on his hips, looking angry at Alia and Bagas. Behind him is a scorched egg in a frying pan with smoke rising from it. Alia and Bagas bow their heads in fear. Bagas tightly holds on to Alia's hand. ]
    
“The heat was too high! Never leave the stove when you’re cooking, it’s dangerous!” Mbah Kung scolded again. “What were you trying to make?” 

“Vegetable omelettes,” Alia answered. “I don’t want to eat vegetables with peanut sauce anymore,” Bagas added. 

Mbah Kung sighed and invited Alia to cook with him. 


      [image: Alia slices ​​a carrot into round cuts. Bagas just watches. Mbah Kung is holding a carrot while talking to Alia. Alia slices garlic. Mbah Kung stands near Alia with a stern look. ]
    
“Slice the carrots to the shape of matches,” ordered Mbah Kung. “Round cuts also work!” Alia said. 

“The garlic should be grounded,” Mbah Kung suggested. “Slicing them is easier,” said Alia. 

Alia and Mbah Kung kept arguing. 


      [image: The vegetable omelets are served on the table, steaming hot. Alia smells it. Alia stands up, holding on to the dining table. Alia turns her head and shouts. ]
    
Finally, the vegetable omelettes were ready to be served. Would it taste like Mom’s cooking? 

“Bagas, let’s dig in!” Alia called. However, Bagas was nowhere to be seen. 


      [image: ]
    
“Bagas must have run away because you’re so strict, Mbah Kung,” said Alia quietly.

Mbah Kung didn’t say anything.


      [image: Bagas stands in the yard, holding his bicycle. Alia runs out of the house. Mbah Kung walks from the terrace towards the front door. ]
    
Ring, ring! Bagas was back. “Are the omelettes ready? I don’t like hearing you two argue,” Bagas said. 


      [image: Alia and Bagas stand near the dining table, looking sad.]
    
Alia brought Bagas to the table to eat. But where was Mbah Kung? Why wasn’t he eating with them?

      [image: Mbah Kung sits in his room, looking at Mom’s photo. Mbah Kung looks sad. Alia stands at the door of the room, looking at Mbah Kung. Alia also looks sad. ]
    
Alia went to look for Mbah Kung in his room. Mbah Kung was looking at a photo of Mom. His eyes were full of tears.

It turns out that Alia wasn’t the only one who missed Mom.


      [image: Mbah Kung, Alia, and Bagas sit at the dining table. On the dining table are dirty plates and glasses, as well as leftovers. Bagas holds out a story book to Mbah Kung. Mbah Kung takes it with a smile. Alia looks at Mbah Kung with a smile. ]
    
They ate together in silence. “We all miss your mom’s cooking,” said Mbah Kung. 

“Yes. I miss when Mom reads to me, too,” Bagas added. 


      [image: Mbah Kung reads a story book while embracing Alia and Bagas in his arms. Mbah Kung brushes Alia's hair. Both are laughing. Mbah Kung, Alia, and Bagas cook together. Mbah Kung holds a carrot, Alia slices a carrot, Bagas reads a recipe book. ]
    
Mbah Kung read them stories. Mbah Kung brushed Alia’s hair. Mbah Kung also asked them to cook with him.​


      [image: Alia writes a letter on the table. Bagas draws while lying on the floor. There are drawings of Mbah Kung, Alia, and Bagas. Mbah Kung sits on the floor watching Bagas draw. ]
    
When would Mom come home? She’d be happy to see that Alia and Bagas made a new friend, Mbah Kung.


      [image: Mbah Kung reads a story book while embracing Alia and Bagas in his arms.]
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