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My Summer Adventure
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That summer was unusual for me because it was the last summer of my school holidays. The first month of my rest did not differ from the previous summer vacation. I was in town doing all the usual boring things. But the next two months were the most memorable for me as I went to live to my grandmother’s village. As every day in the village was connected with the most interesting events in my summer life, they made my summer impressions vivid and unforgettable. 
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In fact, the time goes slowly and hesitantly in the village, especially with comparison to the big cities. It seemed that a month had passed, but in reality it was only a week. Usually, in the morning I helped my grandmother in the kitchen garden, and it was my every morning start. My granny lives in the village far from the city and the water from the tap in her place is considered to be unheard luxury!  So every morning I took two old iron buckets and went for water to the well which was in the distance of three houses from our place.  Well water is incredibly clear and very cold and just writing about it I feel its icy taste. 


We had a lot of work to do every day and it was a real pleasure for me! Sometimes we had to do something around the house for long, but as soon as I had the least opportunity to finish everything earlier, I managed to do it and ran to my friends. 
I made many real friends in the village during my holidays. Together, we had a great time! We could spend hours on the river bank in the hottest days swimming and fooling around with my mates. 
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One of the most interesting things was to watch the passing by beautiful white and blue ships with golden letters on their sides and big and small hardworking barges. First we tried to read the name of the ship approaching us from a distance, and the first person to read it was the winner of this funny competition. I won several times and was the first person to run to the Volga River and swim in huge waves done by the ship or the barge! 


Spending a lot of time near or in the Volga River we never felt hungry. Either my friends or I brought a whole package of potatoes and we cooked jacket potatoes right in the fire. They were fantastically tasty!  And what a pleasure to throw a hot potato from one hand to another and then break off and eat a piece, clearing it off the salty ashes. Have you ever tried? Agree, this is not a plate of home-made soup, is it? But how much of romance and happiness did I feel as if I were in a sunny world of care-free childhood! 
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In the evening I was usually at home in a wooden house. As a rule, my grandmother’s friends and neighbours came to us after dinner. My granny’s house seemed to be a centre of social village life. The tired women sat down at a large round table in the middle of the room and drank hot tea. Having discussed all the latest news of the world and the country, our region and village in the process of tea-drinking, they began singing. I have never heard such beautiful and strong voices in my life! I am sure the source of their musical strength and life wisdom is the unbelievable beauty of virginal nature in the place they live in.
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I was always nearby, first helping to lay the table, then listening to their slow conversation and at last enjoying their exciting folk and modern songs. And honestly speaking, I was looking forward to these everyday meetings. I learnt many new beautiful songs and joined this unique village choir.  And I believe Eurovision is waiting for us!


The days when they didn’t come to us I climbed a large stone oven, and either looked at the book, I brought from the city, or did nothing, as my grandmother used to say "snapped my fingers." I actually kept a diary, and like Robinson Crusoe on a desert island, made notes counting regretfully the days till the time I would leave for the city.
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I sometimes found myself thinking that the village was too far from the city island, where life is subordinated to another rhythm. Maybe because the village is closer to nature, I often thought that I lived on some wonderful planet with no trouble and problems where all the people were open-hearted and friendly. It was my great discovery! 
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Comparing the city and the village way of living I understood that the city was so far different from this quiet and peaceful life in pursuit of technological progress. Anyway, being a city person I realized that my place was there, in an endless stream of information and business. But today I know for sure that every person should spend even a week in such a lovely place.  I was lucky to have happy summer adventure for two months!


Every time leaving this fantastically beautiful island of tranquility, I will remember how I spent the last school summer in the world of endless kindness, mutual understanding and love and in unexpected harmony of my thoughts and actions, heart and soul with the really huge world of animate nature of my great country named Russia.
Фото из личного архива семьи  автора Велиевой Дианы Рамизовны и семьи Крикуновой Нины Павловны. Опубликованы с разрешения родителей.
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