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Koyumdeki kucuk otobus duragi insanlar
ve tiklim tiklim dolu otobuslerle dolmustu.
Yerlerde hala yuklenecek bir surt sey
vardi. Muavinler bagirarak otobuslerin
gidecekleri yerleri sdylGyorlardi.

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.



“Sehre gidiyor! Sehre gidiyor! Batiya
gidiyooor!” diye bagirdigini duydum bir
muavinin. Binmek istedigim otobus iste bu
otobuUstu.

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



Sehir otobusu dolu oldugu halde insanlar
hala itis kakis binmeye calisiyordu. Bazilari
bavullarini otobUlsun altina yerlestiriyordu.
Bir kismi da esyalarini otobusun icindeki
raflara koyuyordu.

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.



Yeni yolcular biletlerini kestirip kalabalik
otobuste oturacak yer artyordu. Cocuklu
anneler onlarin uzun yolculuk icin rahatca
oturmasina calistyordu.

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.



Ben pencere kenarinda bir yere sikistim.
Yanimda oturan kisi elindeki yesil naylon
torbayi simsiki tutuyordu. Ayaklarinda
sandalet sirtinda eski bir palto vardi ve
oldukga sinirli géranuyordu.

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.



Camdan disari baktim ve dogup
buyudigum kéyimden ayrildigimin iyice
farkina vardim. Buyuk sehre gidiyordum.

I looked outside the bus and realised that
I was leaving my village, the place where 1
had grown up. I was going to the big city.



Otobusun yuklenme isi bitmis butin
yolcular yerlerine oturmustu. Bazi saticilar
mallarini satmak icin otobUse girmislerdi.
Her biri ne satiyorsa bagira bagira
pazarliyordu. Ettikleri laflar cok komikti.

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.



Bir kac yolcu icecek aldi, digerleri ufak
cerezler alip yemege basladi. Benim gibi
parasi olmayanlar ise sadece onlari
izliyordu.

A few passengers bought drinks, others

bought small snacks and began to chew.
Those who did not have any money, like

me, just watched.



Bu islemler otobus kalkma isareti olarak
korna calinca kesildi. Muavinler bagirarak
saticilarin otobUlsten inmesini sOylediler.

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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Saticilar birbirini ite kaka otobusten
ciktilar. Bir kismi yolculara para Ustu iade
etti. Bazilari da son dakikada bir seyler
daha satmaya calistilar.

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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Otobus duraktan ayriliginda, ben
otobusten disari baktim. Bir daha kéyumu
gorebilecek miyim diye dusundum.

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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Yolculuk ilerledikce otobusun ici iyice
sicaklastl. Ben de gozlerimi kapatip
uyumaya calistim.

As the journey progressed, the inside of
the bus got very hot. I closed my eyes
hoping to sleep.
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Ama aklim hep koyumde idi. Annem
guvende olacak miydi? Tavsanlarim yeterli
para getirecek miydi? Kardesim ektigim
agac¢ tohumlarimi sulamayi hatirlayacak
miydi?

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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Yol sirasinda hep amcamin buyuk sehirde
oturdugu yerin adini aklimda tutmaya
calistim. Uykuya dalarken bile onu
mirildaniyordum.

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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Dokuz saat sonra, bir vurma gurultasuyle
uyandim. Otobuse vurarak kdyume
gitmek isteyen yolculari cagirnyorlardi.
Hemen kucuk torbami alip otobusten
indim.

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.

16



Donus yolu icin otobus hizla doluyordu. Az
sonra doguya dogru hareket edecekti.
Simdi benim icin en 6nemli sey amcamin
oturdugu yeri aramaya baslamakti.

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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