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Y Bennkomy micti Hanpobi, ganeko Big 6e3TypbOTHOro XUTTS
Xuna rpyna 6e3npuTysibHUX X10N4unKiB. BoHW paginn
KOXHOMY AH0. LLlopaHKy xnonui 3roptanm 3 Xo/104HOro
6eToHy MaTpauw, Ha AKX BOHW crnann BHoui. LLLo6 3irpitucs,
BOHW Mannnm cMitTa. Hanmonoawmnm y rpyni 6ys Marosse.

In the busy city of Nairobi, far away from a caring life at home,
lived a group of homeless boys. They welcomed each day just
as it came. On one morning, the boys were packing their mats
after sleeping on cold pavements. To chase away the cold
they lit a fire with rubbish. Among the group of boys was
Magozwe. He was the youngest.




baTbkn Maro3se nomepau, Koav nomy 6yno nvwle N'satb
pokiB. Aaabko Maro3sse 3abpas voro fo cebe, ane He
NiK/lyBaBCA MPO CBOro rnjaeMiHHvKa. BiH noraHo rogysaB
XJIONuUs i NpUMYLLYBaB MOro A0 BaXKOl poboTu.

When Magozwe’s parents died, he was only five years old. He
went to live with his uncle. This man did not care about the
child. He did not give Magozwe enough food. He made the
boy do a lot of hard work.



AKw,o Maro3ee HapikaB abo 3anuTyBaB MNpPo LW,0Cb CBOrO
AAAbKa, To BiH 6uB xnonuysa. OgHoro pasy Marosse ckasaBs
AAABKOBI, LLLO XOTiB 61 X04UTU A0 WKonu. AaAbK0 3HOBY
no6bumBs 1oro i ckasas: “Tn HefO0CTaTHLO PO3YMHU, OO
BUMTUCA”. [licna TPbOX POKiB TaKOro cTaBNeHHS A0 cebe,
Maro3sBe yTiK Bif CBOro Ad4bKa i MoYaB XXUTW Ha BYNLI.

If Magozwe complained or questioned, his uncle beat him.
When Magozwe asked if he could go to school, his uncle beat
him and said, “You're too stupid to learn anything.” After three
years of this treatment Magozwe ran away from his uncle. He
started living on the street.



XnTTA Ha ByAnLi 6yNo ckiagHUM, agxe Xonuyam 6yno Baxko
AictaBatu XXy. byBano Tak, Lo X apeLuToByBaau, a iHKonun
HaBiTb 6UNK. Konu Aitn XxBopinu, Npo HUX HIXTO He
NiKkNyBaBCs. XN0MNLi XWUAW Ha Ti rpoLUi, AKi BOHW »kebpanu abo
3ap061saK, NPoAAroYM NAACTUK Ta iHLWI pedi. XuTTa ctaBano
LLie BaXX4YMM yepes 6iiky 3 6aHaMu, SKi XOTinu
KOHTPO/IK0BATW MNeBHI YaCcTUHW MicTa.

Street life was difficult and most of the boys struggled daily
just to get food. Sometimes they were arrested, sometimes
they were beaten. When they were sick, there was no one to
help. The group depended on the little money they got from
begging, and from selling plastics and other recycling. Life
was even more difficult because of fights with rival groups
who wanted control of parts of the city.



OpHoro gHA Marosse nopnasBcs y CMITHWUKY | 3HaWLWOB CTapy
obLLapnaHy KHVXKY. Xnoneub BUTep 3 Hei bpyy i noknas cobi
Yy MiLLOK. 3 TOro yacy Maro3se LLOAHA BUTATaB KHUXKY i
AVBUBCA Ha MaJIloHKW. Ha Xanb, BiH He BMIiB unTaTtu.

One day while Magozwe was looking through the dustbins, he
found an old tattered storybook. He cleaned the dirt from it
and put it in his sack. Every day after that he would take out
the book and look at the pictures. He did not know how to
read the words.



3 ManroHKiB Marosse 3p0o3yMiB, WO KHMXKa Byna Npo xnonus,
AKNI BUPIC i cTaB NiNOTOM. BiH TakoX noyaB MpisaTy Npo Te,

o6 ctatn ninotoM. IHKoNM Maro3Be ysaBnaB cebe XJ10N4YNKoM
I3 KHUXKKW.

The pictures told the story of a boy who grew up to be a pilot.
Magozwe would daydream of being a pilot. Sometimes, he
imagined that he was the boy in the story.



OpHoro pasy BiH XXebpakyBas 6inga goporu. Hagsopi 6yno
X0NoAHO. Jo HbOro NiginWwoB SKNINCb Y0NOBIK | NPUBITaBCS.
“MeHe 3BaTV Tomac. { npauroro Heganeko 3Biacu. Tam Tn
3MOXeLL MNOoICTK YOrocb Ten0ro”, - ckasaB Y0N0BIK. BiH
BKa3aB Ha XXOBTUIN BYANHOK i3 CUHIM gaxoM. “CnogiBatocs, Tam
TV 3MOXeLU LWOoCb noicTn”, - cka3zaB 4YonoBik. Marosse
NOAVBVBCA Ha YO0BiKa, @ NOTIM Ha ByanHOK. “MOX/TMBO
IHLWMM pa3oMm”, - cKa3as BiH i NiLLOB CObi.

It was cold and Magozwe was standing on the road begging.
A man walked up to him. “Hello, I'm Thomas. I work near here,
at a place where you can get something to eat,” said the man.
He pointed to a yellow house with a blue roof. “I hope you will
go there to get some food?” he asked. Magozwe looked at the
man, and then at the house. “Maybe,” he said, and walked
away.



bBe3goMHi xnonui 3BMkan o Tomaca, AKUM HaBiAyBaB iX BXe
AeKinbKa MicauiB nocninb. BiH 1106VB roBOPUTA 3 NHO4bMI,
0C0611BO 3 6e3nMpUTYNbHUMN. BiH CyxaB iXHi XXUTTEBI iCTOPIT.
Tomac 6yB 3aBXAW NOBaXXHUW, TepNASUNIA | BBiUAUBUA. [exTo
3 XJIONUiB NO4YaB XOAUTW Ha 06if 40 XXOBTO-CMHBOIO BYAMNHKY.

Over the months that followed, the homeless boys got used

to seeing Thomas around. He liked to talk to people, especially
people living on the streets. Thomas listened to the stories of
people’s lives. He was serious and patient, never rude or
disrespectful. Some of the boys started going to the yellow
and blue house to get food at midday.



flkocb Marosse cnAiB Ha TPOTyapi i po3rnaaB MantoHKN Y
CBOIV KHVXLi. TOMac Niginwos 40 HbOro i ciB nopydy. “lNpo wo
LA KHUXKKA?” - 3anuTaB BiH. “LisS KHVXKKaA MPo xnonyvika, SkKni
cTaB nifiotoM”, - Bignosie Maro3se. “fk 3BaTn Toro xsaonus?” -
3anuTtas Tomac. “fl He 3Hato, 60 He BMito YnTaTn”, - TUXO
ckasas Marosse.

Magozwe was sitting on the pavement looking at his picture
book when Thomas sat down next to him. “What is the story
about?” asked Thomas. “It's about a boy who becomes a pilot,”
replied Magozwe. “What's the boy’s name?” asked Thomas. “I
don’t know, I can't read,” said Magozwe quietly.
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Konn BOHW 3HOBY 3yCTpinncb, Marosse po3kasaB TOMacoBI
CBOIO BJ1IacHy icTopito. BiH po3noBiB npo cBoro Agda4bka i npo
Te, K BiH YTiK Big Hb0ro. Tomac 6arato He roBopvB i HiKoNu
He AaBaB Marosse HidgKVX Nopag, ane 3aBXAu Ay>Ke YBaXXHO
cnyxaB. IHKONM BOHM roBopuan nig 4vac obigy y 6yanHky i3
CUHIM JaXOM.

When they met, Magozwe began to tell his own story to
Thomas. It was the story of his uncle and why he ran away.
Thomas didn't talk a lot, and he didn't tell Magozwe what to
do, but he always listened carefully. Sometimes they would
talk while they ate at the house with the blue roof.
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Konn Maro3sse BMNOBHUNOCA AeCATb POKiB, Tomac nojapyBaB
NOMY HOBY KHUXKKY. Lle 6yna icTopis Npo CinbCbKOro
xnonyuka, Sk ctas BigoMum ¢ytbonictom. Tomac
nepeynTyBaB Maro3se Lo icTopito 6araTo pasis. Og4HoOro pasy
BiH cKasaB xsonuyesi: “d gymaro, Tobi NOTPIGHO NTK A0 LLIKOAW,
06 HaBUNTKCA unTatun. Lo Ha e ckaxew?” ToMmac Takox
CKas3aB, WO BiH 3HA€E Take Micue, Ae AiTU MOXYTb XUTW |
BUNTUCS.

Around Magozwe’s tenth birthday, Thomas gave him a new
storybook. It was a story about a village boy who grew up to
be a famous soccer player. Thomas read that story to
Magozwe many times, until one day he said, “I think it's time
you went to school and learned to read. What do you think?”
Thomas explained that he knew of a place where children
could stay, and go to school.
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Marosse noyas gymaTun Npo Te micue i npo wkoay. Moxe
Noro AaAbko 6yB NpaBui, KON Ka3as, Wwo Marosse 3aHaATo
AYPHWIA, WO6 BUMTUCA? A LLO K TaM, Y HOBOMY MicCLLi, Oro
3HOBY BUTUMYTL? XN0oMueBi CTano cTpaLHo. “Moxe Kpalwe
3a/INWLINTUCA XXNTW Ha BYAuLi?” - nogyMaBs XJoneub.

Magozwe thought about this new place, and about going to
school. What if his uncle was right and he was too stupid to
learn anything? What if they beat him at this new place? He
was afraid. “Maybe it is better to stay living on the street,” he

thought.
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Maro3ee po3ka3aB TOMacOBi NPO CBOI MO6OKBAHHSA. 3 YacoMm
YOJI0BIK MepeKoHaB X/10MLuUs B TOMY, L0 H8 HOBOMY MicLii
nomy byae Kpatie.

He shared his fears with Thomas. Over time the man
reassured the boy that life could be better at the new place.
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OTOX, Maro3se nocenmecs y 6yamMHKY i3 3eleHUM JaxoM. 3
HUM Y KIMHATI XX1NO LLe ABOE XJIOMUiB. YCbOro y 6yanHky
XWNO fecsatepo Aiteir pasoM i3 Titkoro Cicci, 1T Ho10BiKOM,
TPbOMa cobakamMm, KOTOM i CTapOrO KO30H0.

And so Magozwe moved into a room in a house with a green
roof. He shared the room with two other boys. Altogether
there were ten children living at that house. Along with Auntie
Cissy and her husband, three dogs, a cat, and an old goat.
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Maro3ee no4yaB XO0AUTW A0 LLKONN, ane oMy 6yn10 BaXKO.
lomMy NoTPi6bHO 6YN0 HaA0NYXYBaTN 6araTo MPOMYLLEHOrO.
IHKONM BiH 6YB roTOBMI BIACTYNNTW Bif CBOEI METU, ane
3rafyBaB icTopil npo ninota i ¢yr60nicTa. Ak i BOHN, Maro3Be
He 3JaBaBCA.

Magozwe started school and it was difficult. He had a lot to
catch up. Sometimes he wanted to give up. But he thought
about the pilot and the soccer player in the storybooks. Like
them, he did not give up.
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OaHoro aHA Maro3ee cuAiB Ha NoABIPT KOMO XaTH i3 3e/IeHUM
LAXOM i UMTaB KHMXKY. ToMac niginwos 40 HBOrO i 3an1Tas:
“IMpo Wwo ua KHmxKa?” “La KHYKKa nNpo xaonymka, SKUm cTas
yuntenem”, - Bignosis Maro3se. “A AK 3BaTW LbOro
xnonuuka?” - sanutas Tomac. “Moro 3BaT Marosge”, -
NOCMIXHYBCA Y BiAMOBIiAb X0Meub.

Magozwe was sitting in the yard at the house with the green
roof, reading a storybook from school. Thomas came up and
sat next to him. “What is the story about?” asked Thomas. “It's
about a boy who becomes a teacher,” replied Magozwe.
“What's the boy’'s name?” asked Thomas. “His name is
Magozwe,” said Magozwe with a smile.
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