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Mot chiéc xe bus nhd do6 tai lang téi. Moi
ngudi trong lang chen chidc va chen lan
nhau. Cé rat nhiéu thir can dugc cho 1én
xe. Nguai kiém vé dang la tén nhirng diém
tdi ctia xe ho.

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.



“Di vé thanh phd! bi vé thanh phd! bivé
phia Tay!” Téi nghe tiéng goi tir chiéc xe
buyt tbi can di.

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



_ Xe di thanh ph6 da gan day, nhung nhiéu

nguoi van mudn 1én. Vai nqudi da chat do
vao gam xe. Nh{rng ngudi con lai s&r dung
ngan dé do phia trén ghé.

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.



Nhirng ngudi hanh khach mai dén nam
chat vé trong tay, tim ché dé ngoi. Nhirng
ngudi phu nit va tré nhé da yén vi.

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.



T6i chen vao mot cho gan clra s6. Mot
ngudi ngoi ké toi gilr chat chiéc tui xanh
cua anh ta. Anh ta mang doi xang dan c
Ki, mét chiéc 4o khoac son va anh tréng
khéng dugc thodi mai lam.

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.



TOi nhin ra ngoai va nhan ra téi dang rai
khoi lang, noi téi da I&n |én. T6i dang di vé
phia thanh phé 16n.

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.



Moi hanh khach da c6 dugc chd ngoi.
Nhi{rng ngudi ban hang rong chen chan
lén xe dé rao hang, rao I1én nhirng thr ho
ban. Nghe that vui tai.

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.



Vai nguai hanh khach mua nudc va d6 an
vat. Nhirng nguai khéng cé tién, nhu toi,
thi ngo6i yén.

A few passengers bought drinks, others

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

me, just watched.



Tiéng coi xe cat ngang moi hoat dong, bao
hiéu xe sap chuyén banh. Ngudi soat vé
bao nhirng ngudi ban hang rong ra khoi
Xe.

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.

10



Ho tra tién thoi cho khach va chen nhau di
ra khoi xe. Vai ngudi rang nan lai ban
hang.

,_ Hawkers pushed each other to make their
ey & e way out of the bus. Some gave back
N change to the travellers. Others made last
minute attempts to sell more items.
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Khi xe r&i khéi bén d6, tdi nhin ra clra so6,
tw nhu tdi khi nao téi dugc vé tham lang
toi.

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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Xe trd nén nuc hon. Téi nham tit mat, co
gang di ng.

As the journey progressed, the inside of
the bus got very hot. I closed my eyes
hoping to sleep.
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Nhung tam tri toi hién Ién hinh anh nha
toi. Liéu me tbi c6 6n? Nhirng con tho co
ban dugc khdng? Em trai tdi sé nhd tudi
cay chu?

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?

14



Trén dudng di, téi cd nhé noi & cla chu toi
& thanh phd. Téi van [am bam dia chi
trong giac ngu cua toi.

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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Chin tiéng sau, toi bat day bai tiéng goi
khach cho chuyén di trg vé lang téi. Toi
nhanh chéng vac tui va ra khoi xe buyt.

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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Chiéc buyt nhanh chéng day ngudi, chuan
bi di vé lai hudng Bong. Viéc tdi can lam
bay gi®s Ia tim chu toi thoi.

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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