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oAU kalpo TIpLv oL avBpwrttol dev NEepav timota.
Aev AEepav TIWC va KAAALEPYOUV TOUC OTIOPOUC, h
TTw¢ va vdaivouv vpaopuata, N TTwE va GTLayxvouv
epyaleia oldripou. O Oed¢ Nuape eTtdvw otov
oupavo £ixe 6An tn codia Tou KOOPOU. AUTOC TN
KpAtnos acdaln peoa o€ va tirAvo doyelo.

Long long ago people didn’t know anything. They
didn’t know how to plant crops, or how to weave
cloth, or how to make iron tools. The god Nyame up
in the sky had all the wisdom of the world. He kept
it safe in a clay pot.



Mua pepa, o Nudpe arnodpdacios 0tL Ba £6Lve TO
doxelo tn¢ ocodiag otov Avavol. Kabe ¢opd tou o
Avavol Ko(tadle oto TtAALVo doyeio, padawve KATL
KalvoupLo. 'Htav Tt00o ocuvapTiaoTiko!

One day, Nyame decided that he would give the pot
of wisdom to Anansi. Every time Anansi looked in
the clay pot, he learned something new. It was so
exciting!



O amAnotog Avavol okEdTnKe: «Eyw Ba kpatrjow to
doxelo aodaleg otnv Kopudn evog PnAou dEvtpou.
TOTE UTTOPW VA TO £XW OANO YLA TOV £QUTO HOU!»
2ZTpLpoyuploe Eva vijua apaxvng, To TiEPLTUALEE
YUpw atto to TtHAVo Soyeio, Kal To €6€0€ OTO
OTOMAYXL TOU. ApYLoE va oKapPAAWVEL OTO SEVTPO.
AN\G Tav SUOKOAO va oKAPPAAWVEL TO SEVTIPO HE
TO S0XELO va TOV XTUTIAEL 0Ta yovata OAn Tnv wpa.

Greedy Anansi thought, “T'll keep the pot safe at the
top of a tall tree. Then I can have it all to myself!” He
spun a long thread, wound it round the clay pot,
and tied it to his stomach. He began to climb the
tree. But it was hard climbing the tree with the pot
bumping him in the knees all the time.




‘OAn TNV WPa o0 veapog yLog tou Avavol eixe otabel
OTO KATW MEPOC Tou SevTpou TtapakolouBwvtac.
AUTOC elTte: «Agv Ba ftav EUKOAOTEPO va
okapPalwoelg av S£0eLg To Soxelo oTnV TIAATNH
oou;» O Avavol Tipoottadnoe va 6€0eL TO TIHALVO
doxelo yepato codla otnv TAATN TOU, KAl O€ AUTO
TIPAYHATLIKA ATav TIOAU TILO EUKOAO.

All the time Anansi’s young son had been standing
at the bottom of the tree watching. He said,
“Wouldn't it be easier to climb if you tied the pot to
your back instead?” Anansi tried tying the clay pot
full of wisdom to his back, and it really was a lot
easier.



[MoAU ypriyopa €btace otnv Kopudhn Tou SEVTIPOU.
AN\G TOTE OTAPATNOE KAl OKEPTNKE: «YTIOTBETAL OTL
e{paL autog pe OAn tn codla, Kat 5w 0 yLOoC Lou
Atav 1o e§uttvoc amo epeval «O Avavol ftav Tooo
BuwPEVOC YU auTo TTou £pLEE To TIRALWVO SoxElo
KATW aTto To SEVIPO.

In no time he reached the top of the tree. But then
he stopped and thought, “I'm supposed to be the
one with all the wisdom, and here my son was
cleverer than me!” Anansi was so angry about this
that he threw the clay pot down out of the tree.



To doyelo €omtace o€ Koppdtia oto €dadoc. H
codia Atav eAeVBepn yLa 6Aoug va polpactouv. Kat
€ToL oL AvBpwrTioL Epadav va KahALepyouy, va
vdaivouv upaopata, va ptiayvouv epyaleia
oLldrpou Kat OAa ta dAAa Tipdaypata ou ot
avBpwrtiol EEpouv va KAvouv.

It smashed into pieces on the ground. The wisdom
was free for everyone to share. And that is how
people learned to farm, to weave cloth, to make
iron tools, and all the other things that people know
how to do.
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