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H ukpr) otaon tou Asewdopeiov 0To YwPLO ou
ATAv aracyoAnuevVn E avOpWTIOUC Kat
uTieppoptwpeva Acwdopeia. Zto £dadoc ntav
QKOMQ TIEPLOCOTEPA TIpAyaTA yLa GpOpTwua.
NteAdANndec pwvadav ta ovopata otou Tyatvav ta
Aewdopeia Touc.

The small bus stop in my village was busy with
people and overloaded buses. On the ground were
even more things to load. Touts were shouting the
names where their buses were going.



«[MoAn! MoAn! NMnyaivovtag dutikal» Eyw dkouoa
gvav vieAaAn va ¢wvadesl. Auto Atav to Aswdopeio
TIOU ETIPETIE VA TILACW.

“City! City! Going west!” I heard a tout shouting.
That was the bus I needed to catch.



To aoTiko Aewdopeio AAtav oxedov yepato, al\a
TIEPLOOOTEPOL AvBpwTIoL akopa Ttiedav yua va
avéBouv. Mepikot €Badav Tig BaAltoeg TOUC KATW
atto to Aswdopeio. ‘AN\oL €Baldav TLC SLKEC TOUG
uEoa ota pagdla.

The city bus was almost full, but more people were
still pushing to get on. Some packed their luggage
under the bus. Others put theirs on the racks inside.



NEoL eTiBAteg kpatovoav opLyYTA TA ELOLTHPLA TOUG
000 autol egayvav karou va kabioouv peoa oto
OUVWOTLOPEVO Aewdopelo. Nuvaikeg e pkpa
TIaLdLa Toug KaBLoTouV AVETOUC yLa TO HAKPLVO
Ta&ioL.

New passengers clutched their tickets as they
looked for somewhere to sit in the crowded bus.
Women with young children made them
comfortable for the long journey.



Evw oTpluwytnka SitmAa o€ €va tapabupo. Ta
Atopo Ttou KaBdtav SUmAa o€ pEva Kpatouoe
odLyTd pLa tpaoctvn TIAao Tkl toavta. Popouoe
TIaALA TIESIAQ, Eva GOoPEUEVO TIAATO, Kal alvotav
VEUPLKOC.

I squeezed in next to a window. The person sitting
next to me was holding tightly to a green plastic
bag. He wore old sandals, a worn out coat, and he
looked nervous.



Koltadla €€w aro to Aewdopeio kat
ouveldntorioinoa otL €puya aro To XwPLo Hou, TO
LEPOC OTIOU £lYa pEYaAwOoEL. Eyw TRyawva otn
LEYAAN TIOAN.

I looked outside the bus and realised that I was
leaving my village, the place where I had grown up.
I was going to the big city.



To ¢OpTwWHA OANOKANPWONKE KAl OAOL oL eTILRATEC
KaBloav. OL HLKPOTIWANTEC AKOUA EUTIALVAY OTO
Aewdopelo yLa va TIOUAR|oouV Ta TIPOLOVTA TOU(
otoug et atec. ‘OAot toug dwvalav ta ovouata
TWwV TIPOLOVTWV TIou Atav dtabeotpa yia TtwAnon. Ot
AEEELC aKoUyoOVTaV O0TELEC OE YEVA.

The loading was completed and all passengers were
seated. Hawkers still pushed their way into the bus
to sell their goods to the passengers. Everyone was
shouting the names of what was available for sale.
The words sounded funny to me.



Meplkol eTiateg ayopaocav totda, al\oL ayopacav
LLKPA OVAK KAl apyLoav va pacouv. Autol Ttou dgv
elyav ypApata, cav gueva, armid rtapakohovBouoav
OAa autd.

A few passengers bought drinks, others bought
small snacks and began to chew. Those who did not
have any money, like me, just watched.



AUTEG OL 5paOTNPLOTNTEC SLAKOTITOVTAV ATIO TO
KopvapLlopa tou Aswdopeiou, eva onuasdt OTL
Apaoctav €tolpol va ¢puyoupe. O vteAdAng dwvade
OTOUG PLKPOTIWANTEG va Byouv Ew.

These activities were interrupted by the hooting of
the bus, a sign that we were ready to leave. The
tout yelled at the hawkers to get out.
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OL HLKPOTIWANTEC £0TIPWYVAV O £Vag TOV AAAO yLa
va Byouv atto to Aswdopeio. Mepikol edwoav Tiiow
PEOTA OTOUC TAELSLWTEC. AN\OL EKavav TeAeutala
OTLYMI TIPOOTIABELEC VA TIOUAACOUV TIEPLOCOTEPQ
QAVTLKE(MEVA.

Hawkers pushed each other to make their way out
of the bus. Some gave back change to the travellers.
Others made last minute attempts to sell more
items.
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KaBw¢ to Aewdopeio ddnoe tnv otdon tou
Aewdopelov, kolta&a emipova e€w arno to
mapabupo. AvapwthBnka av Ba Trjyalva Tote Tiow
OTO XWpPLo pou Eava.

As the bus left the bus stop, I stared out of the
window. I wondered if I would ever go back to my

village again.
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KaBw¢ to Ta&ldL TpoywpouaoE, To ECWTEPLKO TOU
Aewdopelou gywve Lo {eoTo. ‘EKAEL0Q TA HATLA OV
eAttiidovtac va KoLunotw.

As the journey progressed, the inside of the bus got
very hot. I closed my eyes hoping to sleep.

13



AN\A TO HUAAO POV £TpEYE TIOW OTO OTITL. Oa elval
N KNTEPA Hou achalng Oa pEpouv Ta KOUVEALA OV
KaBohou yphuata; @a Bupdtal o adepdoc pou va
TIOTL{EL TOUC OTIOPOUC TWV SEVTPWV HOU;

But my mind drifted back home. Will my mother be
safe? Will my rabbits fetch any money? Will my
brother remember to water my tree seedlings?
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210 SpOUO, ATIOMVNUOVEUCA TO GVOUA TOU TOTIoU
OTIoU 0 Bgioc pou {ovuoe atn PeEYAAN TIOAN. AKOUA TO
olyopouppoupLlla otav amokoLndnkKa.

On the way, I memorised the name of the place
where my uncle lived in the big city. I was still
mumbling it when I fell asleep.
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Evwild wpeg apyotepa, EVTvnoa aro duvatoug

X TUTIOUG KAL KPAUYEC YLa TOUC ETILRATEC va TTAve
TIloW O0TO YWPLO pou. Aptta&a tn Ykp Hou toavta
Kat TtAdn&a €Ew amo to Aewdopeio.

Nine hours later, I woke up with loud banging and
calling for passengers going back to my village. I
grabbed my small bag and jumped out of the bus.
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To Aewdopeio eLoTpodNC YEULOE YpHyOpa.
2uvtopa auto Ba emeotpede avatoAkd. To 1o
ONMAVTLKO TIpAyHa yLa peva twpea, nrav va apylow
va Payvw yLa to oTiitL Ttou Bgiou pov.

The return bus was filling up quickly. Soon it would
make its way back east. The most important thing
for me now, was to start looking for my uncle’s
house.
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