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Korga mama CumberBaip ymepna, e 66110 0UeHb rpycTHO.
Nana Cumbersaiip genan Bcé gnsa ceoeil goueput. OHM
CHOBa HayuYWINCb 6bITb CHACTAVBbIMUY 6€3 MaMbl
Cunmbersanp. Kaxgoe yTpo OHU cagnnncb 1 rOBOPUAN O
TOM, UTO XAET NX cerogHs . Kaxxabli Beyep OHW genanu
Y)KUH BMecTe. OHM Mbln nocyay, 1 nana Cumbereavip
nomorasn en c goMaluHein paboToi.

When Simbegwire’s mother died, she was very sad.
Simbegwire’s father did his best to take care of his
daughter. Slowly, they learned to feel happy again, without
Simbegwire’s mother. Every morning they sat and talked
about the day ahead. Every evening they made dinner
together. After they washed the dishes, Simbegwire’s father
helped her with homework.



OpHaxabl nana Cnmbersamp nNpuLLéN AOMOI Mo3Xe Yem
0bbluHO. “I'ge Tbl, AoYka?” no3san oH. Cnmbersanp
nobexana k ceoemy oTuy. OHa ocTaHOBMNACk Koraa
YBUZAENA, YTO OH AepP>XXNT 3a PYKY XeHLMHY. “A xouy
NO3HAKOMUTb Tebsi C KEM-TO 0COBEHHbIM, A04YKa. OTO
AHUTA,” cKa3an OH.

One day, Simbegwire’s father came home later than usual.
“Where are you my child?” he called. Simbegwire ran to her
father. She stopped still when she saw that he was holding
a woman'’s hand. “I want you to meet someone special, my
child. This is Anita,” he said smiling.



“MpueeT, CnMmbereaiip, TBOM Nana MHOrO roBOPWJ1 MHe O
Tebe,” ckazana AHMTaA. Ho OHa He ynbibHyNack 1 He B341a
AeBOUKY 3a pyky. Nana Cnmbersanp 6bla cHaACTINB U
B3BO/IHOBaH. OH roBOpW O TOM, Kak OHU ByayT XnTb
BTPOEM, N O TOM, Kakas y HUX bygeT XopoLuasi XU3Hb.
“[ouka, A HagjerCb, AHUTA CMOXeT CTaTb Tebe maTepbto,”
CKa3an oH.

“Hello Simbegwire, your father told me a lot about you,”
said Anita. But she did not smile or take the girl’s hand.
Simbegwire’s father was happy and excited. He talked
about the three of them living together, and how good their
life would be. “My child, I hope you will accept Anita as your
mother,” he said.



XnsHb CumberBavp nsmMeHmnacb. Tenepb y Heé He 66110
BpeMeHu cuaeTb C nanow no yrpam. AHUTa JaBana e Tak
MHOro paboTbl NO AOMY, UTO OHAa yCTaBana CIMLWKOM
CWUIBHO, YTO6LI AenaTb YPoKu rno Bevepam. Nocne yxuvHa
OHa Cpa3y wWna cnaTb. TOIbKO pa3HoLBETHOE 04es/10,
KoTopoe Mama nogapwuna Cnmbersap, NPUHOCUIO e
pagocTb. MNana Cnmbersanp, NOxXoxe, He 3aMeyarn, Yto ero
[04b bblNa HecyacTIMBa.

Simbegwire’s life changed. She no longer had time to sit
with her father in the mornings. Anita gave her so many
household chores that she was too tired to do her school
work in the evenings. She went straight to bed after dinner.
Her only comfort was the colourful blanket her mother gave
her. Simbegwire’s father did not seem to notice that his
daughter was unhappy.



Yepes Heckonibko MecdAueB nana Cnumbersanmp ckasan, uto
ye3xaeT. “MHe HYy>XHO yexaTb rno paboTe,” cka3asn oH. “Ho A
3Haro, YTO Bbl MPUCMOTPUTE APYr 3a Apyrom.” Cnumbersamp
MOHWKJ/A, HO ee nana 3Toro He 3aMmeTui. AHUTaA HNYEero He
cka3zana. OHa 6bls1a He0BOJIbHA.

After a few months, Simbegwire’s father told them that he
would be away from home for a while. “I have to travel for
my job,” he said. “But I know you will look after each other.’
Simbegwire’s face fell, but her father did not notice. Anita
did not say anything. She was not happy either.
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XunsHb Crmbersanp ctana xyxe. Ecnm oHa He gogensiBana
paboTy Mo AoMy UK Xanosanacb, AHUTa buna eé. A 3a
Y)KMHOM XeHLUMHa Cbejana NoYTn BCE, U OCTaBNANa
Cnmbereamnp ToNbKO 0b6besku. Kaxabi Bevep Cumbersaiip
nnakana nepej cCHoM, 06HMMas ofeanbLe cBoer MaMmbl.

Things got worse for Simbegwire. If she didn’t finish her
chores, or she complained, Anita hit her. And at dinner, the
woman ate most of the food, leaving Simbegwire with only
a few scraps. Each night Simbegwire cried herself to sleep,
hugging her mother’s blanket.



OaHaxabl yTpoMm Cnmbereaimp NpoCHyNackb NO3Xe Yem
0bbluHO. “JleHnBas geB4yoHKa!” 3akpuyana AHuTa. OHa
cknHyna Cnmbersaimp c KpoBaTu. [lparoueHHoe ojesnbLe
3aLlenmnnoch 3a reo3/b 1 MopBassock Nonosiam.

One morning, Simbegwire was late getting out of bed. “You
lazy girl!” Anita shouted. She pulled Simbegwire out of bed.
The precious blanket caught on a nail, and tore in two.



Cnmbereamp oyeHb pacctpouniacbk. OHa pewnna yntm us
Aoma. OHa B3s1a KyCOUKkU ofesisia eé MaMbl, B3i/71a HEMHOIO
elbl 1 ywna n3 goma. OHa nowusia rno Aopore, No KOTOPOK
yexan eé nana.

Simbegwire was very upset. She decided to run away from
home. She took the pieces of her mother’s blanket, packed
some food, and left the house. She followed the road her
father had taken.



Koraa npuwwén Beyep, oHa 3abpanacb Ha AepeBo y pyybs U
caenana cebe nocrenb 13 BETOK. 3acbIinas oHa nena:
“Mama, Mama, Mama, Tbl 0CTaBW/a MeHs. Tbl yLl1a OT MeH4
N He BepHynack. [ana mMeHs 6osnbLle He NtbuT. Mama,
KOraa e Tbl BepHELWbcA? Tl ocTaBuIa MeHsa."”

When it came to evening, she climbed a tall tree near a
stream and made a bed for herself in the branches. As she
went to sleep, she sang: “Maama, maama, maama, you left
me. You left me and never came back. Father doesn’t love
me anymore. Mother, when are you coming back? You left
me."”
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Ha cneaytowiee yTpo Crmbereaiip cHoBa nponena aTy

necHto. Korga >XeHLWU HbI npuwnn CtTnpatb o4eXX4y B pyYbe,

OHW yblWann rpyCctHyr necH, 40HOCALLLYHOCA N3
BbICOKOro gepesa. OHM nogymasn, YTto 31O BETEP WLYyMEN
cpedn nnctbeB U NPOAO0/IXNAN paGOTaTb. Ho ogHa 13
XEHLUNH npmncnywanacb K necHe.

The next morning, Simbegwire sang the song again. When
the women came to wash their clothes at the stream, they
heard the sad song coming from the tall tree. They thought
it was only the wind rustling the leaves, and carried on with
their work. But one of the women listened very carefully to
the song.
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XeHuwmHa NMOoCMOTpPE/Ia BBEPX Ha ePEBO. Koraa oHa

yBunaesna 4eBoYyky N KyCOYKN Pa3HOUBETHOIO o4€A/ibLid, OHA

3annakana, “Cumbereainp, fouka moero 6partal” Apyrue
XEeHLLUVHbI nepectanu cTupaTb 1 nomornm Cumbersamp
CNYCTUTBLCA C AepeBa. Eé TeTa ob6Hsana AeBOUKY U
nonbiTanacb eé yCnokouTb.

This woman looked up into the tree. When she saw the girl
and the pieces of colourful blanket, she cried, “Simbegwire
my brother’s child!” The other women stopped washing
and helped Simbegwire to climb down from the tree. Her
aunt hugged the little girl and tried to comfort her.

I
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Téta Cnmberesainp B3s1a AeBOUYKY K cebe gomoii. OHa gana
el TENoW efbl N yKPbINa eé MaMUHbIM ofesnbLeM. B aToT
Beuep Cnmbereavp nnakana 3acbinasi, Ho 3To 6bIAN cnesbl
obneryeHus. OHa 3Hana, YTo TETA O HEeM N03aboTUTCS.

Simbegwire’s aunt took the child to her own house. She
gave Simbegwire warm food, and tucked her in bed with
her mother’s blanket. That night, Simbegwire cried as she
went to sleep. But they were tears of relief. She knew her
aunt would look after her.
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Koraa nana Cnmbereap BepHyACa AOMOW, OH yBUAenN, YTo
KOMHaTa AeBoYku nycTa. “Yto cnydmnock, AHUTa?”
CMPOCKN OH €€ HeCNOKOMHO. XXeHLWmHa 06 bACHWIA, UTO
Cumbereainp ywna 13 goma. “fl xotena, 4Utobbl OHa yBaxana
MeHs,” ckasana oHa. Ho, HaBepHoe, A 6bls1a CINLWKOM
cTpora. Nana Cumbersap BbiLen U3 A0Ma U NMOLEN K
pyybto. OH NOLWEéN Aanblue K JepeBHe CBOeN CecTpbl, YTOObI
CNPOCUTb, He BuAena nn oHa Cumbersawp.

When Simbegwire’s father returned home, he found her
room empty. “What happened, Anita?” he asked with a
heavy heart. The woman explained that Simbegwire had
run away. “I wanted her to respect me,” she said. “But
perhaps I was too strict.” Simbegwire’s father left the house
and went in the direction of the stream. He continued to his
sister’s village to find out if she had seen Simbegwire.
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Cnmbersamp nrpana co CBOUMM 6paTbAMM 1 CECTPaMU A
yBuaena nany nsganeka. OHa ncnyranacb, 4To OH
paccepanTca 1 nobexana B JOM npsaTaTbcs. Ho eé nana
NOAOLLEN K Hell 1 ckaszan: “Cumbersainmp, Tbl HaLWa
naeanbHy MaTb, KOTOPasa HOO6UT N NOHMMaeT Tebs. A
FOp>XyCb TO60W 1 N6 Teb4.” OHM cornacuNnck, YTO
Cnmberesamnp oCTaHeTCs C TETeN CKObKO rnoxenaer.

Simbegwire was playing with her cousins when she saw her
father from far away. She was scared he might be angry, so
she ran inside the house to hide. But her father went to her
and said, “Simbegwire, you have found a perfect mother for
yourself. One who loves you and understands you. I am
proud of you and I love you.” They agreed that Simbegwire
would stay with her aunt as long as she wanted to.
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E€ nana HaBewan eé kaxabli AeHb. OgHaXAbl OH NPULLEN C
AHuTON. OHa noTaHynacek Kk Cumberesamp. “lMpoctn, ManbliL,
A 6bl/1a Hernpaga,” 3anaakana oHa. “lawb MHe
nonpo6oBaThk eLlé pas?” Cnmberesarp nocMoTpena Ha
B3BOJ/IHOBaHHOE /N0 oTua. OHa MeA/ieHHO WarHyna
HaBCTpeuy 1 06HsAMa AHUTY.

Her father visited her every day. Eventually, he came with
Anita. She reached out for Simbegwire’s hand. “I'm so sorry
little one, I was wrong,” she cried. “Will you let me try
again?” Simbegwire looked at her father and his worried
face. Then she stepped forward slowly and put her arms
around Anita.
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Ha cnepyrowen Hegene AHUTa npurnacmna Cnmberesamp ¢
eé bpaTbsiMu, CECTPaMN U TETe Ha YXXUH. YTOo 3TO bbln 3a
npasgHuk! AHUTa NpuroToswaa NbrMble 61043
Cumbersanp, 1 Bce enn AocbiTa. [ToTOM AgeTn urpanu, a
B3poc/ble pasroBapveanu. Cumbereamp 4yBCTBOBasa cebs
CYaCTANBO M Xpabpo. OHa peLunsia YTo CKOpOo, 0YeHb CKOPO
OHa BEPHETCA JOMOW XUTb CO CBOVM MNanon 1 Mayexon.

The next week, Anita invited Simbegwire, with her cousins
and aunt, to the house for a meal. What a feast! Anita
prepared all of Simbegwire’s favourite foods, and everyone
ate until they were full. Then the children played while the
adults talked. Simbegwire felt happy and brave. She
decided that soon, very soon, she would return home to live
with her father and her stepmother.
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