Driver Surprise and TCC

“Where to next?” I asked Silviu as we all got back into the mini bus.

“There’s an orphanage, ten minutes, boys orphanage, perhaps maybe two hundred, many teenage, never get no one visit, know you come, very happy”

The bus had been hired for the day and the driver owned it. He was fiercely proud of his treasure as could be seen from the glint and gleam of polished chrome. Such a possession was also an unusual sight in a land as poverty stricken as Romania.

It was dry and dusty and the roads, such as they were, were no better than farm tracks. We crested a hill and I saw what can best be described as a POW camp. Imagine any war movie, remove the barbed wire and machine gun towers and you have it. A series of long low huts behind a towering wood and wire fence and not a single solitary human in sight.
The mini bus trundled down towards the gates. Perhaps the sound of the engine caught someone’s attention, not difficult in the middle of nowhere up on the Russian border, but a head popped out of a door and then disappeared. We drove into the complex at that same moment. Some divine power must have then flicked a switch because every door opened and a swarm of young children and teenagers in ragged clothes emerged, rushing towards the mini bus, enveloping, engulfing, swamping it. This would be the treasured possession mini bus. The driver became quite animated, waving one arm while still steering into the crowds of children. We called for him to stop but he didn’t want to. We shouted at him to stop before he killed someone but he kept gesticulating wildly at the crowd to get away from his van. Then he obviously had second thoughts and slammed to a halt, no seat belt to unbuckle so he spun round, moved past us and slid open the side door. I reckoned he was going to remonstrate with the mob and hopefully quell their enthusiasm but no, he had a far better idea.

He shouted something at the mass of bodies while still waving them away from touching his darling. I learned later it translated something like, “You want him? Here he is!”

The next thing I knew he had grabbed my arm and thrown me and my guitar case in one swift action to the baying beast outside then slammed the door shut again.

There were so many people there that I found myself with my arms pinned solidly to the sides of my body, my feet six inches off the ground, being propelled slowly backwards away from the bus. I could clearly see the panic on the bus as the organisers and Silviu leapt out to rescue me only to find themselves in exactly the same position, pinned and helplessly moving through the sea of faces. My guitar case looked like a vessel on a storm tossed ocean as I watched it bob up then dip down above all the heads. Once I’d realised that I hadn’t gone under and was still alive I became aware that the faces were all grinning happily at me and that they were moving me towards a hut. As soon as we reached it they relaxed, my feet hit the ground and they all rushed inside to get a good seat for the show. My colleagues were plopped beside me. The heaving, seething mass had vanished to be found sitting expectantly in neat rows waiting for the singer to sing, which he did. They were a very appreciative audience; the way a parched survivor in a desert would be if you brought him water. Did they know any British songs we could all sing together? Yes they did and I so ended up singing ‘Kumbayah, mi lord’ with a very delighted audience. Not in my usual repertoire but, hey, you gotta give the punters what they want right? Just ask the driver.
