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Ha ManeHbKi aBTOOYCHIV 3ynyHLi Y MOEMY
ceni 6yno 6araTo firoAen Ta NepernoBHeHnX
nacaxvipamm aBTobyciB, a Ha 3eMJli CKpPi3b
BaNANNCH Pi3HI pedi. 3akKNnNKanbHUKN
aKTVIBHO BUKPUKYBaIN MapLUPYTW 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 3axia micta!” - BUKprKyBaB
3aKNMKanbHWK aBTobyca. Came Len aBTobyc
6yB MeHi MoTPibHWIA.

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



ABTObYC A0 MicTa 6yB Mai>ke 3anNOBHEHWI,
ane NAn BCe e HaMmaraancb 3anTun
BCcepeauHy. [leski noan 3anmianm cein
6arax y criewianbHOMY MicLi Nig aBTobyCcOM,
TOAI AK iHLWI - Ha cneuiaNbHUX NONUSAX
BCepeAViHi aBTObYCa.

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.



[Macaxxupn MiLHO TpUManun CBOT KBUTKW B
pyKax, HaMarar4mncb 3HaWTW BilbHE MicLe y
nepernoBHeHOMY aBTObYCi. Ocb XiHKa 3
AITbMUN 3pYyYHO BaWTyBanncCb AN4 AOBrol
NO4OPOXi.

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 6ina BikHa. YonoBiIK,
AKUW CUAiB 6ins MeHe, MiLHO CTUCKaB Y
pyKax 3eneHni NNacTKOBUIA Naker.
Yonosik 6yB y cTapeHbKOMY ManbTi Ta
CTapux caHgansx, i BiH bys ayxe
CXBUbOBaAHUIA.

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 BUrNAHYB Y BIKHO i 3pO3yMiIB, LLO A
NoKnAao CBOE ceJlo, Ae 4 BUpic.  npamysaB
/10 BEJIIKOro 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 BC
NacaXXvpw 3HANLLNN CBOT MiCLS.
Po3HOLWMKKM-NPOAABLI NPOoNMXanunck
BCepeAVHY aBTobycCa, Wob npojatin
nacaxmpam cBivi ToBap. KoxeH npojaseLb
BVKPVIKYBaB Ha3BY TOBapy, KNI BiH XOTIB
npoaatv. Ana meHe BCi Ti c/10Ba 6ynn
TakKUMU CMiLHVMN!

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.



[ledaki nacaxxmpmn KynyBanam Hanol, iHLWi -
AKYCb Mepekycky, i noyvrHanu xysatTu. Ti, AKi
He Manun rpoLuen, npocTo gmesmnnce. Cepes
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.



['y4HWMI 3BYK aBTObYCa NepepBasB YCi L
“po3Barn”. Llein cnrHan osHauyas, Wo
aBTOOYC 6YyB roTOBMIN BMPYLLATWN Y AOPOTY.
3aKNNKANBHUKW FOJIOCHO KpUYanu 40
PO3HOLLMKIB, LLLO6 BOHW BUXOAUAN 3
aBToObYycCa.

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 Nponmxaanch A0
BMxoay. [eski e BigaaBanu pewuTty
nacaxwupam. IHWi - 40 OCTaHHLOrO
Hamaranauca LWocb 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 pyLinB, S BUrNSHYB Y BiKHO.
MeHi cTano uikaBo, 4n A Kon-Hebyab Lie
NOBepPHYCb 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.
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Yum goBLue MU iXanum, TUM CNeKoTHiLle
CTaBaJio B aBTOOYCi. A 3anOLLMB OMi |
HamMaraBCsl 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 AyMKax a4 nosepTtaBca goAoMy. S Bce
AyMaB MNpo Te, Y/ MoA MaMa byze y besnew,,
U MOT KPOJIVIKW MPUHECYTb rPoLUi, Y Mil
6paT He 3abyze NONTU cagXaHLi gepeB.

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 NoLopOoXi 4 HaMaraecsa 3anam'aTaTy
Ha3BY MiCUS, A€ XXMNB M JAAbKO Y
BeJINKOMY MiCTi. 1 HaBiTb 6YPMOTIB ii, KON
3aC/HaB.

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 feB'AaTb roguH s NPOKNHYBCA Bij
FOJIOCHOIO CTYKOTY | 3aK/IMKAHHA MacaXumpis
[,0 MOro cesnia. 1 BXONMB CBOK ManeHbKy
TOPOUHKY i 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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ABTObYC, KNI NOoBepTaBCa 40 MOro cena,
HaNOBHIOBABCSA NacaXXvpamu gyxe LLUBUNAKO.
CKOpoO BiH pyLlatumMe Ha cxig. Ane 3apas
HaWro/I0BHiLLE ANs1 MEeHe - Lie 3HAUTWU
6YyANHOK MOro AaabKa.

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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