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Dedication

For my beloved son, Salman —

a precious gift whose life taught us that every journey,

like every river, is made drop by drop.

You will forever be the heartbeat of our home.

Even if I gathered every color from the world’s beauty,

or carried blessings from the holiest places,

still, nothing could ever replace your absence.
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I have carried a story within me for as long as I can remember. It is a story of endurance, shaped by loss and driven by the audacity to dream. For years, however, the demands of daily life silenced its call. A fresh start in a new country placed every responsibility on my shoulders. I had to pay rent, juggle bills, manage endless hospital appointments, and shop for groceries late after long workdays. At the same time, I was attending college part-time while navigating the complex web of services for a child with special needs. Each of these responsibilities was a constant pressure, pushing my dream of writing further away.

Still, the profound urge to tell my story never truly faded. It grew steadily in conversations with American friends and in moments shared with passengers I met while driving for Uber. Many of them leaned forward and softly said, “You should write a book about your life.” Bit by bit, their encouragement became the push I needed to finally set aside distractions and give voice to the journey that had been waiting inside me.

This memoir is not an easy tale. It recounts life in places fractured by conflict and explores difficult themes such as loss, medical trauma, and the complex realities of war and immigration. Though told with care, it carries moments that may be hard to read. For those who journey with me through these pages, know that this story is shared in hope and honesty.

In my work as an interpreter for refugee communities after moving to the United States in 2021, I found myself sitting across from fellow Afghans, refugees whose stories mirrored my own. Many spoke of a deep, mysterious weariness, a pain that no blood test or scan could explain. Their silent suffering seemed lodged deep in their bodies, real yet invisible to doctors. As I listened, I recognized a pattern. These stories were fragments of trauma passed down through generations.

In my search for understanding of how trauma changes our identity, I discovered books that had given language to feelings refugees had always carried but never named. I realized the stories I carried, including my own, were not merely memories. They had become a burden I needed to unpack, not something I could simply discard. Like the few belongings a refugee clings to while fleeing, these stories were both a weight and a lifeline, shaping me in ways I was only beginning to understand.

I was born in a refugee camp to parents who were refugees themselves. My identity came as an inheritance tied to a land I knew only through stories. I did not walk on Afghan soil until I was in my twenties. Before then Afghanistan was like a riddle spoken aloud a puzzle made up of fragments I longed to piece together. Through my parents’ stories it appeared as a land of kindness and welcome, a place marked by war yet deeply loved. Afghanistan was their home both a source of pride and heartbreak. Its stories songs and silences carried layers of meaning that I could feel but never fully understand.

Afghanistan is a land where wisdom is preserved not in books, but in stories, songs, and proverbs handed down by word of mouth. Books are fragile in villages, lost to the unpredictable weather. They can be banned or burned when rulers decide that written knowledge is a threat to their power. In our villages, libraries like those in Western countries simply do not exist. For many, books remain inaccessible, with literacy rates lingering below a quarter of the population. But the oral traditions are lifelines passed from one generation to the next, carrying solace and meaning in life’s hardest moments.

It was one such proverb, often repeated by my father, that inspired the title of this memoir: “Qatra Qatra Darya Mesha” — drop by drop, a river is made. Whenever I felt overwhelmed or defeated, my father’s voice reminded me to take one step at a time. Like every small act of care carry the power to heal, while stress left unresolved can harden into trauma. In the same way, every step toward a dream, however slow or uncertain, gathers into achievement. Similar to the growth of a river formed drop by drop, progress is built with patience, persistence, and hope.

This proverb may have originated from the way rain nourishes the earth or how water slowly gathers in a karez, the ancient underground irrigation system that channels water from distant sources, carrying it drop by drop through hand-dug tunnels until it finally emerges to nourish fields and sustain life. Much like the spirit of Afghanistan, it is a slow and patient process. Just as the flow of water is formed drop by drop, Afghans have learned to endure hardship, adapt, and transform scarcity into strength.

For me, these images of patience and resilience lived in the stories my parents told and in the way they carried themselves through hardship. Their memories became my map, helping me find pieces of belonging between two worlds. This memoir continues that centuries-old tradition of storytelling meant to heal, guide, and preserve history. It is as much an act of listening to my own voice as it is an invitation for others to share in this journey.

People who have never had to choose between remaining in a dangerous, but familiar land and seeking safety in an unknown place tend to think that a refugee is defined by movement from one physical place to another. Which is true in my own story.

During the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan, most Afghans fled to neighboring countries. Some went west to Iran, others north to the Central Asian republics, but the greatest number crossed into Pakistan in search of safety. My parents were among them, joining millions of Afghans escaping the devastation of war. They walked hundreds of miles across the rugged terrain of the Hindu Kush, a vast range of mountains that stretches into Pakistan’s frontier region. But that physical journey was only part of the story. To be a refugee is not just to cross borders, but to be pushed across vast emotional distances in the soul and mind as well.

Refugees carry their lives in memories, not possessions. They leave behind homes, furniture, clothes, photographs, and even the family graves they have tended for years. They give up all that is precious for one sacred reason: the hope that their children will live in safety, free from bombs, kidnappings, or being targeted because of their ethnicity, religion, or political views. Still, within every refugee lives a deep strength, a will to endure, and a determination to rebuild a new life from what remains.

When the generations before me had fled the impact of war, they were not chasing luxury or wealth, but seeking refuge in places where familiarity could offer comfort in exile. In some ways, they did find the familiarity they had hoped for. And after decades, when the situation in Afghanistan began to stabilize, many returned. They brought with them education, money and skills that could help rebuild a country long torn apart. But had they suffered along the way? Without a doubt. The reality of exile was far harsher than what most had imagined.

My parents did not choose exile out of desire or ambition. They simply followed the only path that offered a chance to survive. Just like them, my own story mirrored theirs, carried forward by the same hope for something better.

While Afghanistan was a riddle to be deciphered through stories, Pakistan, by contrast, felt like a day-old newspaper. It was familiar in some ways, but never truly mine to contribute to or claim.

Growing up as a refugee in Pakistan meant navigating a complex existence. Afghans were welcomed for the common threads they shared, such as language, religion, and cultural traditions. But we were also reminded that we didn’t truly belong. The word mahjara (refugee) was often spoken with disdain, heavy with rejection. Afghans were perpetual guests overstaying a welcome that had long since worn thin. The borders we fled had marked us as displaced, but the borders we lived within defined us as unwanted.

Life as a refugee taught me that true belonging is not defined by borders but by the values we carry, the relationships we nurture, and the hope that guides us. The land where I grew up reflected this truth, with rugged mountains that spoke of endurance and valleys shaped by turmoil. Harsh but beautiful, it reminded me that home is built on the will to keep going, not on physical walls.

After our return to Afghanistan, I was working as an interpreter with U.S. special operatives, the dream of a better future I had nurtured as a boy burned even brighter. Translating words was like building bridges between cultures, a small contribution to my vision of peace and progress. I imagined my children growing up in a world where their challenges were about discovering their potential and not about poverty or war.

In 2021, my family’s arrival in the United States as refugees marked the beginning of a new chapter in a life already shaped by upheaval. As I adjusted to a new culture and worked to build stability for my family, I often reflected on scattered memories from the past. These memories, once fragmented and heavy, became key to understanding both the distance I had traveled and the path still ahead.

In gathering those memories onto paper, I came to see that they were lessons, warnings, and gifts that carried meaning beyond my own life. They connected the struggles of my family to the broader story of countless others who have walked similar paths.

This book is both a personal experience and a broader narrative: an odyssey of American dreams, a first-generation Afghan’s pursuit of purpose and freedom. Writing this memoir has been a labor of love and courage. It is both a map of the past and a guide to moving forward. It reminds me that every step, no matter how small or slow, holds power, like the drops of water that come together to make a river.

My story answers why someone becomes a refugee or chooses to immigrate. It reveals the true cost of war; the price paid by civilian lives far from political negotiations or battlefield victories. To those who read these pages, I offer this story with a hope that it may inspire patience, resilience, and belief in the possibility of new beginnings. The journey of one life is never only about that life. It is about all of us, our shared struggles and dreams, and the shared human spirit that binds us together.


Before I begin, I should note that some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals, though the experiences and emotions remain true. For additional context, selected images are included in the Figures and Photographs section at the end of this book.


Welcome to my river.
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“I may not have amazing victories, but I can amaze you with the defeats that I came out of alive.”

— attributed to Anton Chekhov

Background

In Afghanistan, life is understood through the lens of faith and culture. Islam and Afghan tradition together form the moral compass that guides daily life. Integrity is seen as a fundamental obligation. For Afghans, life on earth is a passage, a test, and a sacred preparation for the eternal life to come. Protecting the weak, resolving disputes fairly, offering refuge to the vulnerable, and giving without expectation are not only social norms but also spiritual duties at the core of our identity and community.

I grew up surrounded by these values as everyday truths lived out in my extended family and community. My roots are in Zima, a small village in the Kalakan district north of Kabul. For generations, my ancestors lived as farmers, raising cattle, working the fields, and following the rhythm of the seasons. Education and government jobs were rare privileges, admired but seldom attained. Even in that modest life, there was enduring pride in hard work, faith, and the unshakable dignity of self-reliance.

My father often said that Afghanistan of his youth was a relatively peaceful country. The economy was modest, but people lived with a sense of contentment shaped by the simplicity of rural and suburban life. Afghanistan maintained diplomatic ties with England, Soviet Union and the United States. However, due to its geography and need for infrastructure, the Afghan government relied heavily on Soviet support for projects such as roads, dams, and technical training. While Afghanistan itself as the heart of Asia, Kabul, the capital once called the “Paris of Central Asia,” was only a short distance away, but it often felt like a different world. Its broad avenues, universities, libraries, and government offices symbolized opportunity. For families like my father’s, however, that promise remained far out of reach.

My father was born in 1946 in Zima, just as the world was beginning to recover from the devastation of World War II. Days began at dawn, working long hours in the fields under the open sky. There was no electricity, no modern convenience. The only daily transport to the nearest city, Kabul, came in the form of a single early morning bus that returned by evening. People had to complete their shopping, errands, and any essential business within that narrow window of time to catch the bus back home. Only those with pressing needs rarely visited the city, and only when absolutely necessary. This was often the only glimpse they ever got of the capital.

For everything else, from hauling water and carrying harvests to visiting neighboring villages, the most valued companion was a donkey. Yet despite the hardships and the lack of material comfort, my father and his generation often described those days as the happiest, marked by strong community ties and a deep connection to nature and tradition. But as history would have it, his generation was not destined to know peace for long.

When my father was nine, the Afghan government launched a nationwide campaign to enroll children between the ages of seven and nine in free public schools. During this period, Soviet investment was rapidly transforming Afghanistan’s roads, dams, power supply, industries, education, and urban planning. Regional politics leaned heavily toward the Soviet Union, whose growing influence extended beyond infrastructure into classrooms and culture. Many Afghans feared that such involvement would bring not only material progress but also ideological control. A public education shaped by communist influence seemed to threaten religious life and traditional values, stirring deep suspicion in rural communities. Families worried that government schooling would erode their children’s faith and sever them from their cultural roots.

My grandfather, wary of these dangers and mindful of the family’s need for labor on the farm, kept my father home. He worried that if my father attended school, he would return not as a son, but as a Communist. In that single choice, my father’s chance at education was lost before it had even begun. Instead of classroom lessons, his youth was shaped by village life and the values of his family—hard work, faith, and resilience.

This formative period remained vivid in my father’s memory. Once, he recounted a memory that had clearly stayed with him for decades. He was leaning against a pillow, a steaming cup of green tea balanced on his outstretched knee. His other leg was folded beneath him, his posture relaxed but his expression distant, eyes not quite on me, but on something far beyond the room. The light from the window caught the silver strands in his beard, and for a moment, he seemed suspended between past and present.

“Officials came to our village to select boys for public schools,” he began quietly, the cadence of his voice steady, almost resigned. “They walked door to door, looking for children of the right age to enroll.” He paused, took a slow sip of tea, and exhaled through his nose. “Your grandfather, however, decided that none of my siblings would go,” he continued, this time with a trace of firmness. “He believed it was better for us to work on the farm and protect our family’s way of life. He was determined that we wouldn’t be taken.”

With a dry smile playing at the corners of his mouth, he continued, “To keep the officials from choosing me, your grandfather dressed me in his old clothes, ones so oversized they nearly swallowed me whole. He layered extra fabric over my frame, trying to bulk me up, make me look older than I was. The shoes, his shoes, were stuffed with rags so they wouldn’t fall off with every step. Then he tied his worn turban around my head, the folds sagging over my ears, to give me the look of a grown man.” He paused for a moment, chuckling quietly, though his eyes drifted away, as if replaying the memory in his mind. “As a final precaution,” he said, “he went to the malik (or malak), the village elder, and gave him a little money to lie about my age. ‘Tell them he’s already past the schooling age,’ your grandfather instructed. And that’s exactly what the malik did.”

His voice didn’t rise. It never did when he spoke of the past, especially of his father. There was always a kind of reverence in his tone when he spoke about my grandfather, even when the decisions had cost him dearly. My father was not a man of outward emotion, but his face always revealed the truth. I saw it in the tightening of his jaw and the slight narrowing of his eyes. In that moment, I could feel the tension between his respect for his own father and the life that might have been.

I sat quietly, letting his words settle. Besides telling me a story, he was handing me a piece of himself. Through him, I glimpsed the world my grandfather lived in, a world where survival meant keeping your sons close, where education felt like a threat to tradition, not a bridge to opportunity. And I began to understand the burden my father had carried all these years.

There was a kind of acceptance in his voice. My father didn’t tell this story with regret. It was simply the way life had been, shaped by the choices his father made out of love, fear, and the deep need to preserve a way of life he believed was slipping away.

I could almost picture it, the young boy wrapped in ill-fitting clothes, shuffling awkwardly in oversized shoes, his heart pounding as the officials approached. I imagined the watchful gaze of the village elders, the quiet tension in the air, and the collective sigh of relief that followed when the officials moved on without selecting him. This story was a window into the resourcefulness and determination of my ancestors. My grandfather’s actions, though unconventional, reflected the harsh realities of his time. While his methods were flawed, they revealed the lengths he was willing to go to protect his family. This was the reality of rural life for many young boys in Afghanistan at the time. The fears and limitations of their environment were the forces that shaped their futures, leaving little room for their own potential to grow.

Before the war, my father’s life was one of quiet skill and dedication. He fulfilled his two-year mandatory government service during Zahir Shah’s reign. Instead of bearing arms, he applied his craft as a tailor, sewing uniforms for government personnel. The hum of his sewing machine was his chosen path, a peaceful alternative to the clash of weapons. Though he never learned to read or write, he lived with the reality of his sacrifices in quiet dignity, determined to give his children the opportunities he himself was denied.

The Generational Weight of War

By 1983, four years after the Soviet invasion, my parents’ village Zima was drowning in war. The shriek of Soviet jets had become as familiar as the wind, their bombs tearing apart the valleys my father once knew. For the outside world, this was another chapter in the Cold War. For those lived in Zima, it was hunger, fear, and soldiers at the door.

The Soviet-backed government demanded men join its army. The resistance, armed by foreign powers, called it jihad (the holy war). Both sides promised honor and sacrifice, but for my father, each meant the same thing: blood on his hands. To fight was to betray the life he believed sacred. To refuse was to risk death.

Survival meant digging into the earth. My father and his brothers built bunkers, their entrances covered with wooden planks and branches, then hidden beneath a layer of cow dung and soil so they looked like part of the ground. By day, Soviet patrols went door to door. At night, the family huddled in silence, praying the next bomb would fall elsewhere. Men melted into the hills, only daring to return once the soldiers had moved on. The village, once alive with neighbors and children, had become a ghost town where survival depended on silence and shadows.

Faced with growing violence, my father made a heart-wrenching decision. He sent his family accompanied by my grandfather across the border into Pakistan, entrusting their safety to the kindness of strangers. My father stayed behind to guard what little remained of our home, but the memory of that separation remained with my mother for the rest of her life.

She later shared pieces of that time, memories she carried like scars. The stories never came all at once, but in fragments, when the nights grew long and silence held us close.

Every evening, our whole family would gather in our parents’ room for dinner. My parents and my siblings would share stories, sip tea, peel oranges, or shell nuts. It was a familiar routine, marked by laughter when someone teased and quiet listening when someone spoke with weight. We often stayed there until the warmth comforted us into sleep, only then retreating to our own rooms.

It was during one of those evenings that she began, “We did not know where we were going, only that we could not stay,” she once said softly, as if speaking more to herself than to us. The lamp threw a pale glow across her face as her hands folded a scarf in her lap.

“The mountains were unforgiving,” she whispered. “At night, the cold winds cut through our thin clothes. By day, the sun burned our skin raw. Every step grew heavier, and the cries of frightened children echoed through the valleys.”

She looked at me then, her eyes steady but carrying something unspoken. “I remember gripping the donkey’s reins with one hand and your siblings with the other,” her voice trembled just slightly, “praying we would reach safety.”

The room fell quiet. Even the youngest among us stopped fidgeting. For a moment, it felt as though the land itself had cried with them, broken like the people fleeing across it. They had no destination, only the hope that somewhere, someone would show mercy.

Meanwhile, my father stayed behind, moving between the bunkers he and his brothers had dug. For four months he lived in hiding, slipping from one shelter to another as patrols swept through the village. The resistance had begun enforcing their own rules, forbidding men to leave and demanding loyalty to their war. To my father, this was an ultimatum he could not accept.

When the danger grew unbearable, he and his brothers made the difficult decision to flee. Under the cover of darkness, they set out on foot toward Pakistan. The trek took five grueling days and nights through the mountains, with blistered feet and empty stomachs. Every step was a wound, not only from the terrain but from what they were leaving behind. They left behind their pets, their homes, their community, and their heritage. Still, they moved forward, holding onto the hope of seeing their loved ones again and finding a place that would offer a small measure of safety.

When my father finally reached Pakistan, he reunited with his family. Relief came, but it was not the warmth of home. It was survival, fragile, improvised, and uncertain. The ache of leaving his homeland never fully healed. He carried no visible scars, but inside he bore the weight of impossible choices: sending his family into the unknown, refusing the call to arms, walking away from the land he had farmed with his own hands. Those decisions shaped him, and in time, they shaped us too, teaching patience, nonviolence, dignity, and the will to protect what matters most.

But his survival came at a price many others never paid. Relatives became widows, their husbands gunned down without warning. Some were mistaken for fighters. Others disappeared without trace. Their families still wait for answers, clinging to hope in the absence of closure. War did not only take homes. It stole lives, futures, and names, leaving stories unfinished.

My father’s refusal to fight and my mother’s determination to carry her children to safety allowed our family to survive. Their choices gave us a future when so many others had none.

The Odyssey of Hopes

Like thousands of other Afghan refugees, my parents began a journey filled with uncertainty, searching for stability and a better life after war uprooted them. Their path started in Shabqadar, a town in Charsadda, Pakistan, where they stayed with relatives who had fled earlier during the Soviet invasion. My father often recalled how warmly they were welcomed, though resources were scarce.

“Every family was helping one another, but there was nothing fancy,” he would say. “We had to stuff sugarcane peels into thin fabric to use as mattresses and pillows.”

After five months of shelter with his cousins, my father decided it was time to move into a refugee camp. He believed camp life, though harsh, could provide more stability. At that time our family numbered seven: my parents, my two brothers, and three sisters. As the sole breadwinner, my father carried the responsibility of providing for all of them in a land that was not his own. They moved to Camp Number Nine in the Kot Chandna refugee camp in Punjab, Pakistan.

Camp life was brutal. Fierce winds threatened to tear away the tents, forcing the family to hold the ropes to keep their only shelter from flying off. “The wind didn’t just take the tent,” my father said. “It carried our pots, baskets, even the clothes on the laundry line.” Summer heat made life even harder. There was no electricity, no cooling, and no relief. Food rations came from aid organizations, but corruption often drained supplies before they reached the families. Refugees survived on the bare minimum, resented by those who received nothing. Healthcare and education were distant dreams.

My father, however, refused to let despair take over. Watching others step outside the camps in search of work, he resolved to do the same. He devised a fragile system of survival: during the summers, he moved the family to cooler areas where work was less punishing; in the winters, he returned to the camp for daily wage jobs. Later, he traveled to North Waziristan loading and unloading trucks that carried sand and gravel. He often recalled fasting during Ramadan while enduring the backbreaking work for sixteen rupees a load, barely a fraction of a dollar.

For several years, our family shifted between camps and nearby towns, pooling resources with other families to travel together in crowded trucks, always chasing the next chance for survival.

During these moves, tragedy was never far. Relatives died from illness and exhaustion, and several women miscarried as their strength gave way under the harsh conditions. In one journey, the truck carrying our extended family overturned, leaving my eldest sister-in-law badly injured.

For my family, progress came slowly, drop by drop, just as my father often said. The tent became a single room, and then another. My older brothers shouldered most of the responsibility, while we younger ones asked endless questions about our country and why we had to leave. Even though we had heard the answers before, my father’s stories always revealed something new about war, flight, and survival.

I remember sitting cross-legged beside my father one evening, sipping green tea while the tiredness showed in his eyes. He began quietly, “When the flood came, we had to leave everything behind. We crossed a wadi to the other side and spent the night in a school building. When we returned the next day, most of our belongings were either gone or floating.” I tried to picture that moment of helplessness, the feeling of coming back to what little you owned only to find it swallowed by water. I was nine or ten when he told me this, and even then, the story stayed with me like a mark that could not be erased.

With time, aid arrived in the form of steel beams that allowed families to build sturdier shelters. During this period of hardship and perseverance, I was born in 1993 at the Kot Chandna refugee camp, becoming part of my family’s story of survival.

When I was two, we moved to Muskeen camp, a settlement in name only, not an official refugee camp. There my father and oldest brother began taking the first steps toward stability. Together they built a small mud house. My father rented a shop and reopened his tailoring trade, while my eldest brother, Abdul, apprenticed under him. Over time, he expanded his skills to include embroidery, adding intricate designs to traditional shalwar kameez. For women, the dresses bloomed with floral motifs, and for men, geometric patterns gave elegance. Each stitch carried the pride of our culture. These combined efforts provided steady income and eventually allowed the family to buy a home in Bagh Banan, a milestone that gave us a sense of permanence for the first time.

For the first time, my parents enrolled my older siblings Syed, Muhammad and my sister Fatima in public school, a rare privilege for refugees. But these classrooms reflected the tensions of the war. In Pashtun areas, education was shaped by ideology rather than learning. Math problems came with militant examples, such as: “If a mujahid kills four of five Russian soldiers, how many remain?” Even the Pashto alphabet carried the language of conflict. The letter “?” (taa) was taught with words like topak (gun) or tora (sword) instead of taarbooz (watermelon) or or takhta (chalkboard). Across grammar, science, and reading, the imagery of battle dominated. Textbooks were filled with bullets, grenades, rifles, and bombs falling from the sky, all beneath slogans such as “Russians are cruel.”

Heroism was defined as sacrifice and violence. The very lessons that claimed to build knowledge were instead designed to shape children into instruments of war, standing in sharp contrast to the values my father lived by—values rooted in peace, dignity, and compassion. After years of such schooling, when my father finally examined the textbooks himself, he withdrew my siblings.

Looking back, I began to understand my grandfather’s decision decades earlier, when he dressed my father in oversized clothes and paid the village elder to claim he was too old for school. At the time, it may have seemed like resistance to modernity. In truth, perhaps he had already sensed what education could become, indoctrination disguised as learning. His choice was not only to keep his sons close to the farm but to shield them from a system that threatened to replace faith and wisdom with propaganda.

By 1997, after our family had begun to find some stability in Bagh Banan, relatives persuaded my father to relocate permanently to Wana, the main town of South Waziristan. These moves usually happened in groups: a few families would go first, and the rest would follow.

In Wana, the long years of exhausting annual migrations began to fade, but life still centered on the land. My father and siblings worked as laborers, harvesting tomatoes in the fields of a local landowner. The work was punishing, but the half share of the harvest was a lifeline for refugees with few choices.

Although we no longer traveled across vast distances, we still shifted within the region. My father and older brother followed a seasonal rhythm. Summers were spent farming in rural areas, and winters were devoted to embroidery and tailoring in the city. These moves were shorter and easier than before, but they remained a constant part of our lives.

I still remember the long journeys of my childhood. We spent days and nights on the road, our household piled into the back of trucks as we wound through the mountains. From above, the roads curved like snakes through the valleys, and the cars below seemed no larger than toys, their small, dreamlike movements holding us in fascination. The Rocket Trucks, crowned with metalwork, wood carvings, colorful paintings, calligraphy, and even neon lights, were always where the children sat. We were unaware of the burdens the adults carried. For us, the journey itself was a game. Packed into the truck with other children from traveling families, we fought over imaginary ownership of the cars below.


“The white flying coach (minibus) is mine!” one of us would
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