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ةسدكملا تلافاحلاو  سانلاب  ةمحدزم  ةيرقلا  ةطحم  تناك 
ناك .باكرلا  نم  ربكأ  ددع  رظتنا  فيصرلا ، ىلع  .باكرلاب 

.مهدصاقم ىلع  نوداني  نوقئاسلا 
•••

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.
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نيهجتم ةنيدملا ! ةنيدملا ! : “ خرصي نيدانملا  دحأ  تعمس 
.اهجاتحا يتلا  ةلفاحلا  تناك  هذه  برغلا ”! يلا 

•••

“City! City! Going west!” I heard a tout
shouting. That was the bus I needed to
catch.
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باكرلا لازت  لاو  لامتكلاا  ىلع  تفرشا  دق  ةلفاحلا  تناك 
يف مهتعتمأ  اوكرت  باكرلا  ضعب  .اهيلا  دوعصلل  عفادتت 

ضعبلا يفتكا  امنيب  ةلفاحلا  نطابب  اهل  صصخملا  ناكملا 
.لخادلاب ففرلأا  ىلع  اهعضوب  رخلأا 

•••

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.
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مهو ماحزلا ، طسو  ةيلاخ  دعاقم  نع  نوثحبي  باكرلا  يضما 
لاوط اهراغص  بعادت  تاهملأا  تلظو  .مهركاذتب  نيكسمم 

.ةليوطلا ةلحرلا 
•••

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.
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لاًجر يبناجب  سلجي  ناك  .ذفاونلا  دحأ  بناجب  انا  تصلقت 
، اًثر اًفطعمو  اًفخ  يدتري  لجرلا  ناك  .ءارضخ  ةبيقح  نضتحي 

.قلقلا هيلع  يدب  دق  و 
•••

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.
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، يتيرق كرتأ  يننأ  تكردأو  ةلفاحلا  جراخ  يرظنب  تمه 
.ةريبكلا ةنيدملا  ىلإ  ابهاذ  تنك  .هيف  تأشن  يذلا  ناكملا 

•••

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.
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.مهدعاقم يف  نيسلاج  باكرلا  عيمج  تابو  ةلفاحلا  تلمتكا 
مهعئاضب عيبل  ةلفاحلا  لخاد  نوعسي  نيلئاجلا  ةعابلا  لظ 

مهتاملك تناك  .عيبلل  ضرعي  امب  يداني  مهنم  لاًك  ناك  .باكرلل 
.ينكحضت

•••

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.
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لضف امنيب  اهنولكأي ، اوضماو  تلاوكأم  يرتشا  باكرلا  ضعب 
يفتكا يلثم  دوقن  كلمي  نكي  مل  نمو  .تابورشملا  مهنم  ليق 

.ةدهاشملاب
•••

A few passengers bought drinks, others
bought small snacks and began to chew.
Those who did not have any money, like
me, just watched.
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نيزهاج اننأ  ريشيل  ثادحلأا  هذه  لك  ةلفاحلا  ريفص  عطاق 
اوكرتيل نيلئاجلا  ةعابلا  يف  خرصي  قئاسلا  راص  .كرحتلل 

.ةلفاحلا
•••

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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يقاب داعأ  مهضعب  .ةلفاحلا  جراخ  نيلئاجلا  ةعابلا  عراست 
نم ديزملا  عيبل  ةريخأ  ةلواحمب  ماق  مهضعبو  باكرلل ، دوقنلا 

.ضارغلأا
•••

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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نإ يف  تمه  .ةذفانلا  جراخ  انأ  ترظنو  ةلفاحلا  تقلطنا 
.ام اموي  يتيرق  ىلإ  دوعأس  تنك 
•••

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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حبصأ ةنيدملا ، وحن  اهقيرط  ةلفاحلا  تعطق  ةلفاحلا  امنيب 
.مانأ نأ  لمآ  انأو  يانيع  تضمغأ  .ادج  راح  خانملا 

•••

As the journey progressed, the inside of
the bus got very hot. I closed my eyes
hoping to sleep.
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له نامأ ؟ يف  يمأ  نوكتس  له  .لزنملل  ينبذجي  ينهذ  لظ 
؟ يراجشأ يقسي  نأ  يخا  ركذتيس  له  لاام ؟ يبنارأ  بلجتس 

•••

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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.ةريبكلا ةنيدملا  يف  يمع  نطقي  نيأ  تركذت  قيرطلا  يف 
.مونلل تدلخ  ىتح  هددرا  تللظ 

•••

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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خارصو بخاص  عرق  ىلإ  تظقيتسا  تاعاس ، عست  دعب 
يتبيقح تعزتنا  .ةيرقلا  ىلإ  نيدئاعلا  باكرلا  ىلع  يدانملا 

.ةلفاحلا جراخ  تعرسأو 
•••

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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يلإ ةدئاع  اهقيرط  قشتس  ابيرق  .ةعرسب  ئلتمت  ةلفاحلا  تناك 
.يمع نع  ثحبأ  نأ  ءيش  مهأ  ناك  يلإ  ةبسنلاب  .قرشلا 

•••

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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