Ou,e T06i Mmaew! MNMepLioro BepecHs BacunbkoBoro 6patuka NeTpycs Tato i mama
BUPALXKaNM A0 KoKW, a Bacunbka — Hi. Manun we, kaxyTb. [igpoctu Tpeba. Haue
TO JIETKO TaK — B39B i nigpic. To TinbKu rpndu WBUAKO POCTYTb.

A 6paTtuk lMNeTpycb pafileHbKIUi, CSE, IK HOBA KOMilKa. Yce Ha HbOMY MarasnHom
naxHe. OH Tinbkun noptdennk yoro BapTun! Ha HbomMy POXKEBIIA COHKK YCMIXaETb-
CA aXK Ao Byx. Hepes Te 1 [leTpycb 3a40BONEHNIA, AK CNOH, | BXe Ha Bacunbka 3ropu
AVBUTBCA, Haue Ha MocbKy. LLUKkonap xe!

Buiwos lNeTpyco i3 TaTOM Ta Mamolo Ha ByNuLIo, i BacknbKo 3a HMu.

OH iWwe aitBopa A0 WKOAKM nocniwae. Ta BCi YenypHi Taki, BUPSAUINCA, WO 1 He

BMI3HATY, UMl BOHW. Y KOXHOTO B PYKaX aliCTPW, »KOPKMHW — MAaxXHYTb Ha BCEHbKeE Ceno.
— % % ¥ —

g{ere you are! On the first day of September, Vasylko’s mother and father were
busy getting his brother Petrus ready for school, but not Vasylko of course. He was
too little — that is what they said. He needed to grow up. As if it were that easy -
hey presto, and you have grown up! It's only mushrooms that grow that quickly.

On this the first day of school, brother Petrus was in high spirits and shining like
a new kopeck. Everything he was wearing was bathed with the aroma of things
newly-bought from the shop. Out of all these it should be sufficient, though, just
to mention his bag alone! A pink elephant on his bag possessed a huge smile
stretching right past his ears. Therefore Petrus was also tickled pink! Now he was
even looking down his nose at Vasylko - why - because he was a schoolboy now!

Vasylko, together with his mother and father, went out into the street, and
Vasylko followed them.

There were lots of other children also hurrying on their way to school. All of them
were so neat, all spruced up, and full of excitement — and among the crowd it was
hard to determine whose children they were. Each of them was clutching asters
or dahlias — wafting a scent that was spreading all over the village.
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3a3gpicHo cTano BacunbKoBi. 3aKopTiNo i omy A0 WKoAn. 3abir y xaTy, WBMAeHb-
KO BifjlUyKaB TaTOBOro NopTdens, Hanxas TYAu KH/KEYOK, AKi Mg pyKy notpannin:
«KoTropowko», «<4epBoHa LLarnoyka, «ConomM'aHum BUYOK», «30NOTUIN KIMTIOUYUKY. ..

[oTiM NpUYenyprUBCA, BUXPYIKa Ha FONOBI MPUMOYNB BOJOI, NMPUITafnB i, HE raouu
yacy, NogaBcA A0 KON,

Konu ue Ha Bynuui 3ycTpiyae cesoro toBapuwa Cnaska. Ton Tex iwe manui,
wob o wkonm ntn. dyxe nobutb y nicouky rpatnca. OT i 3apa3 3acniBaB CBOEL

- Xogimo, — npocnTb BacusbKa, — goromMmoxell meHi neyepy 36yaysatu. bo mos
po3Banuacs.

Bacunbko xoTiB 6yno BigMOBUTUCA, ane xai, Aymae. CKinbKu Tam Toro ginal

3a N'ATb XBUJINH Briopatoca. | cnpasgi, Cinv BOHW B MICOYKY, pa3-ABa — i neyepa

roTOBa.

— % % ¥ —

Vasylko couldn’t help but feel a great deal of envy. He so wanted to be going
off to school like the others. So, without any further thought, he rushed into the
house, quickly found his Dad’s bag and filled it with books, grabbing the first ones
that came into his hands: Kotyhoroshko, Little Red Riding-Hood, The Straw Bull-Calf,
Pinocchio...

After this, he dressed himself smartly, dampened and smoothed down a lock of
hair on his head and, wasting no more time, set off for school.

Out there, in the street, he met his pal Slavko. Slavko was also too young to go
to school. He loved to play in the sand. Now he started his usual chatter....

‘Come on,” he begged Vasylko, ‘please will you help me build a cave, because
mine has collapsed.’

Vasylko was about to refuse this request, but then changed his mind. It’s no big
deal, he thought. | will have it finished in no time at all, maybe five minutes.

So they sat together in the sand, and in the twinkling of an eye, the cave was ready.

5



— Hy, a niwos! - 06TpycrB Bacunbko nicok Ha KoniHax. — MeHi go wkonu Tpebal

- Kyan-n-mn? — BuTpiwme Ha HbOro 341BoBaHi oui Crasko.

— o wkonu! — ropao ckasas Bacunbko.

3apep Hoca i pywms Byauuero gani.

A TyT Ha3ycTpiu ige nigsogoto asabko Mukona. Ta gobpun Takun.

— Cigan, npokatato! — Kaxe.

Hy xT0 6 Le BigMOBUBCA Ha KOHAX nokaTtatuca. Cigae Bacnnbko. «TpillKn-TpiLLKu
npoigy, — MipKye, — Ta 1 Nobixky Ao WKonu». A aaabko Mukona Tak po3gobpuscs,
O HaBiTb JaB NOTPUMATUCA 3a BixkKu. To Bacnnbko BUIXaB ax 3a ceno. A Tofi Taky
CKOUUB i3 BO3a 1 nobir Ha3af.

— MeHi go wkonu Tpeba! — noxBannscA.

— Ryau-u-n? — gagbko Mukona Big 3aMBYBaHHA fiefiBe HE BUMNYCTUB BiXKKN 3 PYK.

— % % ¥ —

‘'OK, I'll go now,” Vasylko brushed the sand off his knees. ‘I need to be on my way
to school.

'Whe-e-ere?’ Slavko became wide-eyed with amazement.

‘To school! replied Vasylko proudly.

With his nose up in the air, he merrily continued his way along the street.

And there it just so happened that Uncle Mykola, in his cart, came up alongside
Vasylko, clearly in a very good mood.

‘Get in and sit down, I'll give you a ride,” he said.

Now who can refuse a ride in a horse and cart? Vasylko took his seat in the cart.
Now it would only be a very short ride, he thought, and | will then run to school.

Then, in a fit of generosity, Mykola climbed down to allow Vasylko to take the
reins. In this manner, they drove right past the village, but then suddenly Vasylko
halted the cart, jumped down, and ran back.

‘I need to get to school! he boasted.

'Where?' In complete amazement, Mykola almost dropped the reins.
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