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Konn mama 3imberBipe nomMmepna, giBUnHKa ayxe
3aCMyTUAaCk. TaTo AK MiIr MikayBaBCA NMPO AOHbLKY. 3ro4AoMm
BOHW 3HOBY LLAC/VBO 3aXUNN yaBOX. KOXHOIo paHKy BOHWU
FOBOPUAN MPO Te, AK NPOoBeAyTb AeHb, @ BBeYepi BOHY
roTyBanm seyepto. licna Toro, AK nocys 6ys BUMUTUIA, TATO
Aonomaras 3imbersipe BUKOHYBaTW AOMALLHE 3aBAAHHA.

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.



OpgHoro aHsa TaTo 3iMbersipe NPMNLWLOB AOA0MY Mi3HiLLe, HiX
3a3Budai. “le T, Mosa AoHH?" - T'YKHYB BiH. 3imbersipe
Bnbirna fo tara. BoHa 3ynnHwunacs, konv nobaunna, Lwo 1ato
TPYMaB 3a PYKY AKYCb XiHKY. “/lOHI0, 4 XOUy MO3HANOMNTU
Tebe 3 KMMOCb 0cobnmBUM. Le - AHITa"”, - 3 MOCMILLUKOI CKa3aB
TaTo.

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.



“MpwneiT, 3imbersipe. TBiN TaTO po3ka3lyBas barato npo Tebe”, -
cKkasana AHiTa. [lpoTe BOHa He yCMixXHynach i He nogana
AiBUMHUi pyky. TaTo 3imbersipe 6yB WacnMBuii i pagicHUNA.

BiH roBOopvB Npo Te, L0 BOHW BYyAYyTb XUTWU BTPLOX, AK
CrnpaBXHA poavHa. "JoHo M09, 9 cnojiBatocb, AHITa CTaHe
Ans Tebe Mamor”, - ckasaB TaTo.

“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.



3 TOro Yacy xuTTa 3imbersipe 3MiHMN0cA. BoHa binbLue He
NPOBOAWAA PaHKM 3 TaTOM. AHiTa faBana iy Tak 6arato pi3HoIl
poboTK, LLO KOV NPUXOAVB Bedip, 3imbersipe 6yna HaaTo
BTOMJIEHA, W06 BUNTK YpOoKW. licha Beuepi AiBUMHKA Bigpasy
3acuHana. €EanHoto i Bigpasor 6yna KonbopoBa KOBAPA, AKY
nogapysana in Mama. baTbko 3imbersipe, 34aBanocs, He
NoMmiuas, WO NOro 4oHbka byna HewacanBolto.

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 Kisibka MicALiB BiH MOBi4OMUB, L0 NOro SKMNCb Yac He
byae Baoma. “Aiay y BiapAagKeHHs, ane 9 BNeBHEeHUN, Lo BN
byzeTe NikyBaTUCA OAHA NPO O4HY", - CKasas TaTo.
3imbersipe nNoxwunawunaa rosiosy, ajne TaTo LbOro He NoMmiTuB.
AHiTa npomMoBYasia. BoHa Takox He ayxe 3pagina.

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.



Bce 3MmiHWN0CA Ha ripwe anda 3imbersipe. AKLWO BOHA He
BCTUrana 3akiHYNTK XaTHKO poboTy abo Ha LWoCb Hapikana,
AHiTa 6una ii. BoHa TakoxX 3'igana mavixxe ycro Beyepto, a
3imbersipe 3anmwannca Hegoigaku. BHoui giBunHKa nnakana,
npuropTaroum 40 cebe MaMHY KOBAPY.

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.



OpHoro paHky 3imbersipe npocnana. “JliHnee giB4ncobKo!” -
3aKpuyana AHiTa. BoHa cunoto ctarHyna 3imbersipe 3 nixkka. Ii
AOpOrouiHHa KOBAPa 3a4ennsiacd 3a UBaX i po3ipBanacbh
HaABOE.

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.



3imberBipe ay>e 3acMyTuiacb. BoHa BMpilnna BTeKTU 3

Aomy. liBUMHKa B3Ana po3ipBaHy KOBAPY, TPOXW IXXi i BTeKk/a.

BoHa niwna Tiero 4OPOroro, AKOK XOAMB i TaTo.

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.
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Konw 3Beyopino, BOHa Bui3Nna Ha BUCOKe AepeBo KO0
CTpyMKa i BMOCTMNAcCs Ha rinkax. lMepeys cHom 3imbersipe
3acnisana: “MamMo-mMaTycto, TV MOKMHYNa MeHe i BXe HiKoN
He noBepHeLlcs. TaTo MeHe binbLle He NtbuTb. Xanb, Wo Tm
He NoBepHeLLCs BXe Hikonn”,

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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HactynHoro paHky 3imbersipe 3HOBY 3acniBana. AKiCb XiHKMN
NPUALLAN NPaTU OAAr A0 CTPYMKA i NOYyan CyMHY MiCHIO, SKa
AoNnHana 3 Bepxis'a gepesa. BoHU gymanu, WO TO N1CTA
LenecTuUThb Bif BiTPY i MpOoAOBXYyBanu npaTtn. Ane ofHa XiHKa
YBaXKHO npucayxanacsa A0 MicHi.

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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BoHa nogvBmnacsa sropy i nobaumna Ha gepeBi 4iBUNHKY 3
KOJIbOPOBOIO KOBAPOK Yy pyKax. “Ta ue x 3imbersipe, 40HbKA
Moro 6paral” - ckasana XiHka. [HLWi XiHKN 3anuwmnnv NnpaHHA i
AOMOMOTIN AiBUMHLI 3N1i3TK 3 gepeB.a. TiTka 3imbersipe
06iHsANa i 3acnokoina ii.

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.
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BoHa 3abpana giBunHky Ao cebe gogomy. TiTka HarogyBana
ANTUHY i noknana y nixxko. Tiel Houi 3imbersipe 3HOBY
nnakana, ane e 6ynu cbo3u noserweHHs. BoHa 3Hana, wo i
TiTKa 6yAe niknyBaTncs Npo Hel.

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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Konwn tato 3imbersipe nosBepHyBCA 40A0OMY, BiH N06aymB, LLO
KiMHaTa Moro AoHbKY NOpoXxHS. “LLlo cTanocs, AHITO?" -
3anunTaB BiH NMpUrHivyeHo. XiHka ckasana, wo 3imbersipe
BTekna 3 4omy. “f xoTina, wob TBos JOHbKA MeHe rnoBaxana,
ane, MOXnnBO, A byna 3aHaATO CyBOpa A0 Hel”, - cka3ana
AHiTa. TaTo 3imbersipe BUALLOB 3 XaTu i MONpPAMYBaB A0
CTPYMKa. 3BiATW BiH MiLLIOB A0 Cena, B AKOMY XWJia Noro
cecTpa, Wwob Ai3HaTnCs, Ym BOHa 6aumna AiBUMHKY.

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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Konwn 3imbersipe rpanacsa 3i CBOiMU Ky3eHaMu, BOHa
nobaunna 3ganeky cBoro tata. AiBumHKa 3s15Kanacs, Wwo 1aTo
byse cepanTNCA Ha Hel, i nobirna B 6yANHOK, W06 cxoBaTUCA.
TaTo niginwoB Ao Hel i cka3aBs: “3imbersipe, T 3HanwWwNa cobi
YyZ0BY MaMy, ka NHO6UTL | po3yMie Tebe. A NnuwaroCb TOH60H
i N06110 Tebe”. BOHM 4OMOBUANCH, WO 3iMmbersipe
3a/IMWINTBLCS 3 TITKOK Tak AOBro, K 3axoue.

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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TaTo 3imbersipe BiABiAyBaB il KOXXHOMO AHSA. AKOCb BiH
NpuiALWOB 3 AHiTOr0. BOHa B3si1a AiBUMHKY 3a pyKy. “Brnbay
MeHi, AiBUNHKO. A noMumnanace, - 3anjakana BoHa. - 1o3Bo/b
MeHi no4yaTun Bce 3 noyvaTky”. 3imbersipe nogmemniack Ha
cTypboBaHe nuue TaTa, Nigirwna 6avkye 4o AHITK | 06inHANa
i1

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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HacTynHoro TvxHsa AHiTa 3anpocuna 3imbersipe i 1i TiTKy 3
AITbMUN B rocTi. ke X To 6yno cBATo! AHiTa NnpuroTtysana
ynrobneny ixxy 3imbersipe, i yci inn gocxouyy. Togi 4iTu
rpanuncs, a gopocni rosopuan. 3imbersipe rnoyvysanacs
LLLACIVBOLO | BNeBHeHOt0. BoHa Bupiwmnna, Wwo Hesabapom
Taky NOBepHeTbLCA 40 CBOro TaTa i Mayvyxu.

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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