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Ha ManeHbKin aBTOBYCHIN 3ynuHLL Yy MOEMY Ceni
6yno 6araTo nogen Ta nepenoBHEHNX NacaXXmnpamm
aBTOOYCiB, @ Ha 3eMJi CKPi3b BaNsINCh Pi3Hi peui.
3aKNUKaNbHUKN aKTUBHO BUKPUKYBanun MapLupyTu
CBOiX aBTObYCiB.

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.



“MicTo! MicTo! Ha 3axig micTa!” - BUKpUKYyBaB
3aKInKanbHUK aBTobyca. Came ueinn aBTobycC 6yB
MeHi NoTpPibHUA,

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



ABTOOYC 00 MicTa 6yB Male 3aNOBHEHUN, ane
noauv BCe Le Hamaranncb 3antm BcepegunHy. esxi
NIOAN 3anMLanu CBin Barax y cneuianbHOMY Micui
nig, aBTOOYyCOM, TOAi AK iHLWI - Ha cnewjianbHNX
nonuusax BcepeaunHi apTobyca.

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.



[laca)knpun MiLHO TPUManun CBOI KBUTKU B PYKaX,
Hamaral4uncb 3HauTK BifibHe Micue y
nepenoBHeHOMY aBTObYCi. OCb XiHKa 3 AiTbMWU
3pYy4YHO BNaLUTyBanuChb A9 OBroi NogopoXxi.

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.



A 3HanLwoB cobi micue 6ing BikHa. YoNoBIK, KUK
cuais 6ing MeHe, MiLLHO CTUCKaB Y pyKax 3eneHn
NJaCcTUKOBUIA MakeT. Honosik 6yB y CTapeHbKOMY
nanbTi Ta CTapux caHJansx, i BiH 6ys gyxe
CXBUbOBaHUN.

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.



A BUMAHYB Y BiKHO i 3pO3YyMiB, L0 A NOKMAAK CBOE
ceno, ge 4 Bupic. 4 npaMyBaB A0 BETIMKOro MicTa.

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.



HapeluTi nocagka 3aBepLumnach, i BCi nacaxumpwu
3HaNLWAM CBOI Micus. PO3HOLWMKN-NPOSaBL,
nponmnxanmncb BcepeanHy aBtobyca, wob npogatu
naca)kupam cBil ToBap. KoxxeH npoaaseLpb
BUKPWKYBaB Ha3BYy TOBapy, AKNI BiH XOTiB NpoAaTu.
[na meHe BCi Ti cnoBa 6ynu TakumMmn CMilLHUMBK!

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.



Heaki nacaxupu KynyBsannm Hanoi, iHWi - AKyCb
nepeKkycky, i no4YmnHanu xyesaTu. Ti, AKi He Manu
rpowen, npocto ausunncb. Cepef HUX ByB i S.

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



['Y4HUMIN 3BYK aBTOBYCa NepepBaB Yyci Ui “po3Barn”.
Ller curHan o3Ha4as, Wo aBTobyC 6yB roToBUI
BUPYLLATX Yy [OPOry. 3aKNMKaNbHUKN FOSIOCHO
Kpuyanun A0 PO3HOLWLMKIB, LLLOO BOHN BUXOAWN 3
aBTobyca.

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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Po3HOLLMKN TOBapiB Nponuxanucb oo Buxopy. Jeski
LLLe BifAaBaan peLuTy nacaxmpam. IHwWi - oo
OCTaHHbOro HamMaranucs Wocb NpoaaTu.

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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Konn aBTobyC pyLumB, S BUTNSHYB Y BiKHO. MeHi
CTano LiKaBo, Y1 A KONnU-Hebyab LLie NOBEPHYCb A0
CBOro cena.

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.

12



Yum gosLue My iXxanum, TUM CNeKOTHiLLe CTaBasio B
aBTOOYyCi. {1 3anntoWmMB O4i i HAMaraBcs 3aCHYTW.

As the journey progressed, the inside of the bus got
very hot. I closed my eyes hoping to sleep.
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Y oyMKax s noBepTtascsa goaomy. { Bce gymaB Npo
Te, UM MOoSt MamMa byae y 6e3neLi, Y1 MOi KPONMKIN

NPUHeCYyTb rPoLUi, Yn Min 6paT He 3abyne NoNnTK

cagXaHLi oepes.

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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[ig Yac NoooPOXi A HAMaraBscs 3anamM'dTaT Ha3BY
MiCLLA, Oe XXUB MiN OA0bKO Y BEIMKOMY MICTi. A
HaBiTb OYpPMOTIB ii, KON 3aCMHaB.

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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Yepes OeB'ATb roAnH A MPOKNHYBCA Bif, ro/I0CHOro
CTYKOTY | 3aK/IMKaHHA naca)kupis 0o moro cena. 4
BXOMWB CBOKO MasieHbKY TOPOMHKY | BUCKOYMB i3
aBTobyca.

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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ABTOOYC, KNI NoBepTaBCa 4O MOro cena,
HaMoBHIOBABCA NacaXxmnpamu gyxe wenako. CKopo
BiH pyLlaTMe Ha cxig. Ane 3apas HaurosioBHiwle
019 MeHe - Le 3HanTu 6yaAnHOK MOro AsabKa.

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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