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‘Otav eBave n UNTEPA TG, N ZLUTIEYKOUIPE fTav TToAU
AuTtinuévn. O TTatEPaC TNG ZLUTIEYKOU(PE EKAVE OTL
urtopouoe yla va ¢povtilel Tnv KOpN Tou. ZLyd oya, padav
TIWG va yivovtat YapoUHeVoL TIAAL, XwpIG Th KNTEPA TG
2urteykouipe. Kabe mpwi kaBovtav kat pthovoav yla tnv
vea nuéEpa. Kabe Bpadu eptiayvav deitvo padl. Meta to
TTAUOLJLO TOU TILATOU, O TIATEPAC TNG ZLUTIEYKOUIPE TNV
BonBouog pe tnv epyacia tou oyoAeiou.

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.



Mua pEpQa, O TIATEPAC TNG ZLUTIEYKOUIPE YUPLOE OTI(TL TILO
apya aro otL cuvhBwc. «Mou sioat tawdl pou;» pwvage. H
2 LUTIEYKOU(PE £TPEEE OTOV TIATEPA TNG. ZTABNKE akivntn
otav €(d€ OTL KPATOUOE O TIATEPAC TNG TO XEPL HLAG
yuvaikac. «@¢Aw va cou ywwplow karolov wLaltepo, matdi
pou. AutA elval n Avita» lre yapoyeAwvtag.

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.
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«[€LA OOV ZLUTIEYKOUIPE, O TIATEPAC OOV oL €(TtE TIOAA YLa
ocvax (e n Avita. ANA dgv yapoyEAaoe oUTE TIAPE TO XEPL
Tou KopLtolou. O Ttatepag tng ZLUTEYKOUpE ntav
XAPOUHEVOC KAl EVBOUOLAOHEVOG. MIAOUOE yLa TOUG TPELG
Toug va noouv padl, kat ywa toco kahn 8a Atav n {wn
ToUG. «lMatdl pou, eAttidw va dexteig TNV Avita wg pntepa
OO0U» E(TTE.

“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.



H {wr] Tng Ziuteykouipe AANa&e. Agv eiye Tiia xpovo va
KaBioeL pe Tov Ttatepa tng ta mpwwvd. H Avita tng €dwve
TOOEC TIOANEG SOUAELEG TOU OTILTLOU TIOU HTAV TIOAU
KOUPAOHEVN VA KAVEL TNV €pyacia tou oYoAelou Tng ta
Bpadia. MNryawve katevBeiav oto kpeRATL peta to deimvo. H
OV TNG TTapnyopLd ntav N TToAUXpwHn KOUBEPTA TIOU TNG
elxe SwoeL N untepa tne. O Tatepag TNG ZLUTEyKouipe Sev
dawvotav va rtapatnpel OTL N KOpn Tou v ATav
XQAPOUMEVN.

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.



Meta amo Alyoug PHAVEC, 0 TIATEPAC TNE ZLUTIEYKOUIPE TOUG
elme OTL Ba lval pakpLa aro to ot yia Aiyo. «[IMpeTeL va
Ta&léePw yia tn SoUAeLd pou» elTte. «ANA E€pw OTL Ba
dpovtioete 0 Evag tov AAN0.» To TIPOOWTIO TN
2urieykouipe aANae, al\da o Ttateépag tng dev o
napathpnoe. H Avita 6ev glrte tirota. Oute auth Atav

XQAPOUPEVN.

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.




Ta pdyuata €yvav XELPOTEPA yLa TNV ZLUTIEYKOoU(pE. AV
Sev teAelwve TLg SOUAELEC TNC, N Ttapartoviotay, n Avita tnv
¥ TuTtovoe. Kat oto Seltvo, N yuvaika ETpwye To
TIEPLOOOTEPO PaynTo, adrjvovtag otnV ZLUTEYKOUIPE HOVO
Alya Koppatdakia. Kabs voyta n ZLumeykouipe EKAALye oTov
€QUTO NG va KowunBei, aykaAidlovtag tnv KouRepta tng

HNTEpag TNG.

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.



‘Eva Tipwi, n ZIuTeyKovipe apynoe va onkwBel amo to
KpEBATL. «TepmeALKo kopitol» dwvae n Avita. Auth tnv
TPAPN&e €Ew amod to kKpePatt. H TtoAUTLUN KouBEpTa
TILAOTNKE O€ €va VUYL, Kal oX(0TnKe ota duo.

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.




H Ziumteykou(pe Atav oAU avactatwpevn. ATtopacios va
dUyeL amo to oritL. MAPE Ta KoOPpATLA TNG KOUBEPTAC TNG
UNTEPAC TNG, cLUoKeVLAoe Alyo ¢aynTo, Kat Epuye aro 1o
oTt(tL. AKOAOUBNOE TO SPOHO TIOU E(XE TIAPEL O TIATEPAC TNC.

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.



To Bpadu, okapdpalwoe o€ eva PnAo §€VTpo KovTa o€ eva
TIOTAML KAl EKAVE Eva KPERBATL yLa TOV €QUTO NG HEoa oTa
kAadLd. KabBwg £meoe yLa utvo, tpayoudnoe: « Maapd,
Haapd, paaud, pe adnoeg. Me apnoeg kat tote 6ev APOEC
Tiiow. O tatepag dev pe ayardel ia. Mntépa, ote Ba
€pBeLc Tiiow; Me adnoeg.»

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."

10



To ETOMEVO TIPWI, N ZLUTIEYKOUIPE Tpayoudnaoe to Tpayoudt
TIAAL. ‘Otav oL yuvaikeg ApBav va TTAUVOUV Ta pouxa TOUG
OTO TIOTAML, AKOUOQAV TO AUTINMEVO TPAYOUSL TIOU EpXOTAV
arto to PNAS SEVTpo. TKEDGTNKAV OTL TAV O AVEHOG TIOU
HMETAKLVEL Ta GUAAQ, KaL cuvEYLoav Tr SOUAELA TouC. ANAG
LA aTTO TLC YUVAIKEC AKOUOE TIOAU TIPOOEKTLKA TO TPAyOoULSL.

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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AuTA n yuvaika koita&e tdvw oto devtpo. ‘Otav £(6¢ o
KOP(TOL KAl TA KOPUATLA TNE TIOAUXPWHNG KouBEpTac,
EKhae: «Zipteykouipe, to taldi tou adepdou poul» Ot
AAAEG yuvaikeg otapatnoav va TtAévouv Kat Bondnoav tnv
2 LUTIEYKOU(pE va KateReL amo to devtpo. H Beia tng
ayKAALOOE TO PLKPO KOop(ToL Kal TipooTiddnoe va tnv
TIapnNyopnoEL.

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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H Bela tng Ziumeykouipe tir)pe to tawdl oto S1Ko tng ottt
'‘Edwoe otnv Ziureykouipe {eotod daynto, kal tnv €Bale oto
KPEPRATL PE TNV KOUBEPTA TNG UNTEPAG TNG. Ekelvn tn vuxTa,
N ZLUTIEYKOUipE eKAaLye KaBwC £Tteoe yLa UTvo. ANAG auta
Atav dakpua avakoudlone. ‘HEepe OtL n Bela tng Ba tnv
bpovtile.

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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‘Otav o TtatEpac TG ZLUTIEYKOUIPE yUpLOE OTITL, BPRKE TO
SWHATLO TNG AdeLo. «TL oLVERN, Avita;» pwTnoe Ue BapLla
KapdLd. H yuvaika eEnynoe OtL n ZITeyKouipe lxe uyeL.
«’HBeAa va pe ogBetaw glre. «ANA (0WC ALOUV TIOAU
avotnpn.» O Ttatepag TNG ZLUTIEYKOLipe EPuye arod To oTiiTL
Kal TIHYE TIPOC TNV KATELOUVON TOU TIOTAMOU. ZUVEYLOE
TIPOC TO XWPLO TNG adepPng Tou va avakaAupeL av eiye deL
TN ZLUTIEYKOUPE.

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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H Zwurteykouipe emtaile pe ta Eadepdla tng otav €ide tov
TIatepa TNG amno pakpld. PoBnRbnke otL lowg elvat
BUHWHEVOC, £TOL £Tpege peoa oto oTttL va KpudTel. ANG O
TIATEPAG TNG TIYE KOVTA TNG KAl EITIE: «XLUTIEYKOULPE, EXELG
BpeEL pLa TEAELA pNTEPQ yLa Tov Eauto oou. Mia Tou o€
ayaradst kal og katalaBaivel. Eyw elpat tepridavocg ya
0£Va KAl o€ ayanw.» Zupdwvnoav OTL N ZLureykouipe 6a
EMEVE Ue Tn Bela tng 000 Kalpo autr) BeAe.

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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O TatEpag tng TNV ETILOKETITOTAV KABE pEpa. TeEAKA, auTog
APBE e TNV Avita. AuTr) ATIAWOE yLa TO XEPL TNG

2 LUTIEYKOU(pE. «AuTtdpal pkpn, AMouv AdBoc» ekhale. «Oa
ue adpnoeLg va rpoottabnow ava;» H Ziumeykouipe Koltage
TOV TIATEPA TNG KAl TOV aviouxo TIpOoWTIo Tou. Metd owyd
Olyd TINYE MTIPOOTA Kal €BAAE Ta YepLa tng yupw aro tnv
Av(ta.

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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Tnv entopevn Béopdda, n Avita TIPOOKANEDE TN
2urieykouipe, padi pe ta Eadepdla tng kat tn Bela tng, oto
oTi{tL yLa €va yeupa. Tuyopth! H Avita etoipaocs OAa ta
ayartnueva ¢aynta tng ZLUTEYKOU(PE, Kal 0 kaBevag epaye
LEYPL TIOU YOptaoav. Metd ta tadld ematgav evw ot
eVAALKOL ptAovoav. H ZLUTIEYKOUIPE EViwae XapoU eV Kal
vewaia. Attopaoioe 0tL cuvtopua, TIoAU cuvtopa, Ba
eneotpede otitL va {oEL Ye TOV TIATEPA TNE KAL TNV UNTpLd

nc.

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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