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AuTth glval n wotopia tou Nykevte, tou Odnyou MeALou, Kat
Tou Aaipapyou veapou 1tou ovopadetal MNkwykide. Mua pépa
otav o MKwykiAe Atav €€w 0TO KUVHYL, AKOUOE TO KAAEOUQ
Tou Nykevte. H okEPn Tou PEALOU EKAVE VA TPEXOUV TA
0AALa Tou MKwyKIAE. ZTapATNoE Kal AKOUOE TIPOOEKTLKA,
Pdyvovtag pexpL o €(6€ To TIOUAL ota KAadSLA TTavw aro
TO KEDAAL TOU. «TO(TIK-TO{TIK-TO(TLK» TO ULKPO TIOUAL
KEAANSOUOE, KAL TIETOVOE OTOV ETIOUEVO SEVTIPO, KAl OTOV
ETIOMEVO. «TOITIK-TO(TLK-TO(TIK» KAAOUOE, OTAMATWVTAC
KABe Too0 va glval olyoupog OtL o MkvykiAe akoAouBouoe.

This is the story of Ngede, the Honeyguide, and a greedy
young man named Gingile. One day while Gingile was out
hunting he heard the call of Ngede. Gingile’'s mouth began
to water at the thought of honey. He stopped and listened
carefully, searching until he saw the bird in the branches
above his head. “Chitik-chitik-chitik,” the little bird rattled,
as he flew to the next tree, and the next. “Chitik, chitik,
chitik,” he called, stopping from time to time to be sure that
Gingile followed.



Meta amno pon wpa, Edtacav o€ pLa TEpAoTLa aypLOCUKLA.
O Nykevte tndovoe TpeAd avaueoa ota KAadLta. Metd
ékatoe o€ eva KAadi Kat Eokue To KeDAAL oTov MNKLVyKiAe
oav va AgeL: «ESw elvall ‘EAa twpa! Tu tepLpevelg» O
IKWyKIAE eV uttopouoe va SeL KapLd PEALooA KATW arto To
SEVTPO, OANA EUTILOTEVTNKE TOV NYKEVTE.

After half an hour, they reached a huge wild fig tree. Ngede
hopped about madly among the branches. He then settled
on one branch and cocked his head at Gingile as if to say,
“Here it is! Come now! What is taking you so long?” Gingile
couldn’t see any bees from under the tree, but he trusted
Ngede.



"ETol 0 TKyKiAE Adnoe To KUVNYETLKO TOU §OPU KATW aTtO
TO OEVTIPO, CUYKEVTPWOE PEPLKA EEPA KAQPLA KAL EKAVE HLa
ULKPA dwTLA. ‘'Otav N dwTLd ekatye KaAd, EBale eva HaKpU
Eepo paPoi peoa otnv kapdla tng dwtLdag. Auto to VAo
Atav Wlaltepa yvwoto OTL €Kave TIOAU Karvo otav
Kalyotav. ApyLoe va okapPalwvel, Kpatwvtag tn Spooepn
AKpn Tou Karviotou pafdlol ota dovtia tou.

So Gingile put down his hunting spear under the tree,
gathered some dry twigs and made a small fire. When the
fire was burning well, he put a long dry stick into the heart
of the fire. This wood was especially known to make lots of
smoke while it burned. He began climbing, holding the cool
end of the smoking stick in his teeth.



20VTOMA UTIOPOUCE va akoUoeL To duvato Boulopa Twy
ammaoyoAnuEVWY peALoowWV. 'Epyovtav Kal pyawvav aro tn
KOUPAAQ 0TO KOPUO TOU SEVTIPOU — TNV KUPEAN Touc. ‘'Otav
0 IKWykKiAe €dtaoe otnV KUPENN, EOTIPWEE TNV KATIVLOTNA
Akpn Tou paBdlou peoca otnv koupdAa. OL peALtooeg fpbav
BLaotikd £Ew, BupwHEvEG Kal ayplec. Netaav pakpLa
ETIELON O€V TOUC APEDE O KATIVOG — AN 0L TIpLV Swoouv
oTOV IKLWWYKIAE HEPLKA TOOUYXTEPA TOLUTIHaTA!

Soon he could hear the loud buzzing of the busy bees. They
were coming in and out of a hollow in the tree trunk - their
hive. When Gingile reached the hive he pushed the
smoking end of the stick into the hollow. The bees came
rushing out, angry and mean. They flew away because they
didn't like the smoke - but not before they had given
Gingile some painful stings!



‘Otav oL peAlooeg Byrkav oAot £Ew, o TkwykiAe eoTipwée Ta
XEPLA TOU pEoa otn dwALd. 'ERyale xoudteg armo tn BapLd
kKepNOpa, otalovtag TTAOUOLO PEAL KAL YEUATO XOVTPEC,
AOTIPEG KAUTILEG. TOTIOBETNOE TN KEPNOPA TIPOCEKTLKA OTO
OQKOUAQKL TIOU PETEPEPE OTOV WO TOU, KAl ApXLOE va
kateBaivel to devrpo.

When the bees were out, Gingile pushed his hands into the
nest. He took out handfuls of the heavy comb, dripping
with rich honey and full of fat, white grubs. He put the
comb carefully in the pouch he carried on his shoulder, and
started to climb down the tree.




O Nykevte avuTiopova rtapakoAovBouoe ta tava Ttou
gkave o TKwykiAe. Meplpeve va adrioet o Nkvykile eva
LEYAAO KOUMATL KEPAROBPAC w¢ euyapLotripLa poodopa
otov 06nNyo Mehlov. O Nykevte rieta&e amo KAadl o€ KAAb|,
OAO KaL TILo Kovtd oto £€6adoc. TeAlka o MKlvykiAe Ebtaoe
O0TO KATW MEPOC Tou Sevtpou. O NykeEvte KABLoe o€ Eva
BpAxo KOVTA 0TOoV ayopL KAl TIEPIHEVE yLa TNV avtapoLBh
TOou.

Ngede eagerly watched everything that Gingile was doing.
He was waiting for him to leave a fat piece of honeycomb
as a thank-you offering to the Honeyguide. Ngede flittered
from branch to branch, closer and closer to the ground.
Finally Gingile reached the bottom of the tree. Ngede
perched on a rock near the boy and waited for his reward.



ANMG, o TKwykiAe eoBnoe tn ¢wtLd, TtHpe To S6pU Kal
APXLOE Va TIEPTIATAEL OTI{TL, ayvowvtag To TIOUAL O Nykevte
dwvae Bupwpeva: «NIK-nTA! NIK-ntAA!» O MKivykile
OTAMATNOE, KOLTage eTTiHOVA TO PLKPO TIOUAL KAl yeEAAoE
duvatd. «OgAeLg Alyo HeEAL, €tol dev elval, pile pou; Xa! AN\a
EYW €kava OAn tn SOUAELQ, Kal TIApa OAa TA TOLUTIAMATA.
MLati Ba mpeTe va poLpactw KATL arod auto To UTIEPOXO
HEAL padl oou;» Kat petd €puye o Mkivykide. O Nykevte rftav
pnaviwdng! Autog dev Atav TPOTIOC va TOV AVTLUETWTILOEL
Kavelg! ANA &epe OtL Ba mtalpve tnv ekdiknon Tou.

But, Gingile put out the fire, picked up his spear and
started walking home, ignoring the bird. Ngede called out
angrily, “VIC-torr! VIC-torrr!” Gingile stopped, stared at the
little bird and laughed aloud. “You want some honey, do
you, my friend? Ha! But I did all the work, and got all the
stings. Why should I share any of this lovely honey with
you?” Then he walked off. Ngede was furious! This was no
way to treat him! But he would get his revenge.



Mua pEpa apketeg Boopddeg apyotepa O Mkwvykie dkouoe
TIAAL TO KAAEOHA HEALOU TOu NyKevie. OUUABNKE TO VOOTLUO
LEAL, Kal TipoBupa akoAouBnoe To TIOUAL pLa akopun opa.
Adou odrjynoe tov NKwykiAe otnv akprn tou 6acoug, o
NykEvTe otapdtnoe va EekoupaoTel o€ €va peyaAn akakia.
«Axa» okedTNKe 0 MKVyKIAE. «<H KUPEAN TIPETIEL Va €lval o€
aUTO To SEVTpo.» ‘EKave yprAyopa tTn HKPA $wTLa Tou Kat
Eekivnoe va okapPpalwvel, To KaTVLoTo kKAadl ota dovtla
Tou. O Nykevte kaBLoe kat TtapakoAouBouok.

One day several weeks later Gingile again heard the honey
call of Ngede. He remembered the delicious honey, and
eagerly followed the bird once again. After leading Gingile
along the edge of the forest, Ngede stopped to restin a
great umbrella thorn. “Ahh,” thought Gingile. “The hive
must be in this tree.” He quickly made his small fire and
began to climb, the smoking branch in his teeth. Ngede sat
and watched.



O I'kwykile okapddAwoe, avapwtiwvtag ylati dev akouye
T0 ouvnBlouévo Boulopa. «Towg n kuPeAn va eival fada
0TO SevIpOo» OKEPTNKE. AvEBNKeE o ANO KAaST. AN\G avTi
yLa tnv KUY AN, TOV KOLTOUOE OTO TIPOOWTIO pLa
Aeomtapdain! H Aeottapdain ftav TToAU BupwpEvn TIOU TG
Stekopav amdtopa tov UTIVo TNC. Ztevee Ta pdatia tng, Kat
avol&e To otopa TNG va Sei&el ta oAU dapdLa Kat TToAU
kKodptepa dovtia tng.

Gingile climbed, wondering why he didn't hear the usual
buzzing. “Perhaps the hive is deep in the tree,” he thought
to himself. He pulled himself up another branch. But
instead of the hive, he was staring into the face of a
leopard! Leopard was very angry at having her sleep so
rudely interrupted. She narrowed her eyes, opened her
mouth to reveal her very large and very sharp teeth.
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MpLv n AeoTtdpSaAN UTTOPETEL VA TOLUTIACEL TOV IKLWVWYKIAE,
AUTOC KatERNKe artod to §€VTpo. 2Tn Blacuvn tou
otpaforiatnoe o€ £va KAadi, emeoe pe eva Bapu B6pufo oto
£6a¢o¢, Kal oTPAPTIOUANOE ToV acTpAyalo tou. Kovtoave
LAKPLA 600 TILO YPryopa UTtopouoE. Eutuywg yia autoy, n
AeoTtapdaln Tav TToAU VUOTAYHEVN VLA VA TOV KUVNYIOEL.
O Nykevteg, 0 O6nyog MeAlou, sixe tnv ekdiknon tou. Kat o
[KWYKIAE £pade to pabnua tou.

Before Leopard could take a swipe at Gingile, he rushed
down the tree. In his hurry he missed a branch, and landed
with a heavy thud on the ground twisting his ankle. He
hobbled off as fast as he could. Luckily for him, Leopard
was still too sleepy to chase him. Ngede, the Honeyguide,
had his revenge. And Gingile learned his lesson.
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Kal €tot, otav ta rtatdld tou MNkwykiAe akolve Tnv Lotopia
TOU NYKEVTE, £YOouV 0€BACHO yLa TO MLKPO TIOUAL Kabe
dopa Tou TpuyouLv UEAL, ppovtidouv aiyoupa va abHoouv
TO HEYAAUTEPO KOPMATL TNG KEPNRBpag yLa tov Odnyo
MeALou!

And so, when the children of Gingile hear the story of
Ngede they have respect for the little bird. Whenever they
harvest honey, they make sure to leave the biggest part of
the comb for Honeyguide!
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