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Autr) eivat n wotopia tou Nykevtg, tou Odnyou
MeALoU, kat Tou Aaipapyou veapou TIou
ovopadetal MkwykiAe. Mia pEpa otav o MKwykiAe
Atav €W 0TO KUVHYL, AKOUOE TO KAAECHA TOU
Nykevte. H ok€Pn Tou PEALOU EKAVE VA TPEYXOULV
Ta odALa tou MKwyKiAe. Ztapatnos kat Akouoe
TIPOOEKTLKA, Payvovtag HEXPL TTou (6 TO TIOUAL
ota kKAadLd Ttavw amo to KEGAAL TOU. «To(TIK-
TO(TIK-TO{TLK» TO ULKPO TIOUAL KEAanSoUoE, Kat
TIETOVUOE OTOV ETIOPEVO SEVTPO, KaL OTOV
ETIOMEVO. «TO(TIK-TO(TIK-TO{TLK» KOAOUOE,
otapatwvtag Kabs téoo va sivat olyoupog 0TL 0
I'KwykiAe akoAouBouok.

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,
2
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Metd amo pLof wpa, eptacav o€ pLa tepdotia
ayptooukiLd. O Nykevte indouoe TpeAd avapeoa
ota KAadLd. Metd €katoe o€ eva KAadi kat
€o0KUPE TO KEPAAL oTOV [KLVYKIAE oav va AgeL:
«E&w elval! ‘Eha twpa! Tt tepLpevelg» O
IKwykKiAe Sgv umopouoe va el KapLd peLooa
KATW arto To §€VTPO, AANA EUTILOTEUTNKE 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.

Mpwv N AeoTtapSaAn UTIOPETEL VA TOLUTINOEL TOV
FKWyKIAE, QUTOC KateRNKE atto To SevTpo. TN
BLaouvn tou otpafomatnoe o€ eva kKAadi, Eneoe
HE eva Bapu B6puPo oto £dadog, kat
OTPAMTIOUANCE TOV AoTPpAyalo Tou. Koutoave
HaKPLA 000 TILO ypryopa UTopouaoe. Eutuywg
yLa autov, n Asottapdaln frav oAU vuoTaypevn
yla va tov kuvnyroet. O Nykevte, o0 06nyo¢
MeALoU, eixe tnv ekdiknon tou. Kat o MKwvykiAe
€Mabe To uadnpua 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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ZUVTOMA UTTOPOUCE VA aKOUOEL To Suvato
Boulopa TWV ATACYOANMEVWY UEALOCWV.
‘Epyovtav kat efyatvav aro tn kouddha oto
KOPUO Tou Sevtpou — tnv KUPEAN toug. ‘Otav o
IKwyki\e eptaoe otnv KUYPEAN, EOTIPWEE TNV
KATIVLOTI) akpn tou pafsilou peoa otnv
KouddaAa. Ot peAtooeg rpOav BLaotikad £§w,
BupwpEveg Kal Ayplec. MNetagav pakpLd mewdn
Sev Toug ApeoE 0 KATIVOG — AAAA OXL TIPpLV
Swoouv otov MKIWYKIAE pepLKa ToouYTEPA
ToumAuatal

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!

Mua pepa apketeg Bdopdadeg apyotepa O
IKWyKIAE AKOLOE TIAAL TO KAAECHA EALOU TOU
NyKEVTE. OUUNBNKE TO VOOTLUO HEAL, Kal
TIPOBua akoAoUBNoE To TIOUAL pLa akoun dopdad.
Adou obAynaoe tov MNkvykiAe otnv Akpn tou
daooug, o Nykevte otapdtnoe va &ekoupaoTel
o€ €va PeyAAn akakia. «<Axa» OKEPTNKE O
FKwykiAE. «H KupENn TipETeL va elval o auto to
S6evtpo.» ‘Ekave ypAyopa tn Hikph ¢wtLd tou Kat
Eekivnoe va okapdalwvel, To KaTVLoTO KAadi
ota dovtia tou. O Nykevte kABLoe Kal
TtapakoAouBouoe.

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 rest in 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.
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O Nykévte avutiopova rtapakolouBouoe ta
TIAvta TIou €kave o MKwykiAe. Mepipeve va
adnoeL o NKWyKIAE Eva peyAAo KOPATL
KEPNBPAG WG evyapLotnpLa ipoodopd oTovV
0&nyo MeAou. O Nykevte teta&e amno kKAadi o
KAaS(, 6\o Kal TiLo Kovtd oto £€6adoc. TeAkd o
IKWYKIAE €pTOOE OTO KATW PEPOC TOU SEVTIPOU.
O Nykévte kaBlog o€ Eva Bpayxo KoVTa OToV
ayopL Kat TEpEVE yLa tnv avtapoLpr) tou.

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.

AMN\Q, o TKwykiAe E0BNnoE TN dwTLA, TIAPE TO
50pu KaL ApXLOE va TIEPTIATAEL OTI(TL, AYVOWVTAC
To TIoUAL O Nykévte dwva&e Bupwpeva: «NIK-
nth! NIK-ntAn!» O Mkwwykike otapdatnog, Koltage
eTipova To pLkpO TIOUAL Kal yehaoe Suvatd.
«@€NeLG Alyo pEAL, €Tol Sev lval, die pou; Xal
AN\G eyw ekava OAn tn SouAeLd, kal Tipa 6Aa
Ta Toumrpata. Nati 6a €mpere va polpactw
KATL aTIO auTO TO UTIEPOXO HeAL padl oou;» Kat
HETA €Puye o MKvykiAe. O Nykevte Atav
paviwdng! Autog Sev tav TpoTog va tov
avtipetwriiosl kaveic! ANG A&epe oTL Ba ematpve
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
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