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OnCe uPon A TiMe, in the famous land of 
Hullabaloo, there lived a small family of mon-

keys: mum, dad and five little ones, all boys, who were 
knee-high to a grasshopper. The family lived among 
the branches of a giant tree in the middle of a forest, 
paying fifteen plums a year in rent to an arrogant old 
gorilla who claimed to be the landlord.

Of the five little monkeys, four had dark, chocolate-
coloured fur, while the youngest – from who knows 
what freak of nature – was covered with a fine pink 
down, similar to the petals of a rose in May. And this 
is why everyone, both at home and out in the forest, 
nicknamed him Pipì, which in monkey language means 
exactly that: “coloured like a rose”.

Pipì didn’t look like his brothers or the other young 
monkeys living around their tree, and not just because 
he was pink. He had a lively, intelligent face, mischie-
vous bright eyes that kept darting about, a smiling little 
mouth and a lean, wiry body, flexible as a riding crop. 
He was, if truth be told, a really handsome little chap.

Seeing him gambol around and hearing the racket he 
made, an observer might have mistaken Pipì for an eight- 
or nine-year-old boy: like a boy he chased butterflies and 
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went nest-hunting; like a boy he chomped all the time on 
anything he could find, greedy for unripe fruit; and like 
a boy – a boy with no manners – he’d wipe his mouth 
with the back of his hand after stuffing himself with 
food, before studiously licking his fingers one by one.

But Pipì’s greatest passion was to copy humans and 
everything they did. One hot day in summer, as he 
wandered about the forest hunting for crickets, cicadas 
and other insects, he saw an old man sitting at the foot 
of a tree with a pipe sticking out of his mouth. Pipì 
was spellbound.

“Oh,” he said to himself, “I wish I could have that 
smoking twig! My brothers would die of envy to see me 
puffing out clouds of smoke from my mouth like him!”

The afternoon sun was strong, and the heat was 
unbearable. After a while, the old man yawned, 
placed his smouldering pipe on the grass and dozed 
off. Moving gingerly, Pipì climbed down the trunk of 
the tree. Holding his breath, he stretched out his arm, 
little by little, then snatched the pipe and bolted away 
just as the man woke up and shouted at him to stop.

Back in his treetop home, he called out to his brothers 
and showed them how he could blow smoke out of his 
mouth. Pandemonium broke out all along the branches. 
Dodò, his older brother, wanted to try the pipe too and 
snatched it from Pipì, while the other siblings jumped 
and laughed and shrieked with excitement. Babà, one 
of the smaller monkeys, fell out of the tree and had to 
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limp back up, bawling his head off, more out of disap-
pointment than pain.

Alarmed by the commotion, Pipì’s mum and dad 
rushed to see what was happening. They found Gugù 
and Memè fighting over the pipe, and Dodò coughing 
and spluttering on the grey billows of smoke coming 
out of his mouth and nose.

Pipì’s dad shook his head. “Whose idea was this?”
Four brown fingers pointed at the little pink monkey.
“It was Pipì’s,” said Babà, still tearful. “He stole the 

smoking wood from a man in the forest.”
Their dad shook his head again. “You should not 

steal, Pipì,” he said with a gentle voice, “and you should 
not smoke. You must remember that every action has 
its own consequences: if you steal today, you may come 
to a bad end tomorrow. And smoking may seem fun 
now, but it may harm you in the future. You should 
not copy what men do: one day you’ll grow up and 
understand this, son. But if you are not careful now, it 
may be too late then.”

“Sorry, Dad,” Pipì said, stifling a naughty smile. 
Being daddy’s favourite, he knew he could get away 
with all sort of mischief, risking at worst a few words 
of reproach. “I won’t do it again,” he added, looking 
up with eyes that said the exact opposite.

“Very well,” said Pipì’s dad, prising the pipe from 
Memè’s grasp, who let go with a rueful whine. “Now 
let me tell you a story.” Beckoning, he invited his wife to 
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sit next to him. The five little monkeys eagerly jumped 
onto a branch opposite him, arranged themselves from 
tallest to shortest, with Pipì right at the end of a leafy 
branch. “It’s about a human – a man who lived to 
regret one single action he did when he was younger.”

“Who is he? Who is he?” shouted the little monkeys, 
who always listened with delight to their dad’s stories.

“His name is Ticklythroat,” he said. “But he wasn’t 
always called that. When he was young, he used to be 
a very handsome boy, just like you lot are handsome 
little monkeys, but then…”

“Then what? Then what? Tell us, Dad.”
“Then, as I said, he did something wrong. He didn’t 

deliver on a promise he had made – and so he was 
punished for it.”

“What happened, Dad?” shouted Babà.
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“He was in love with a beautiful girl called Bella. They 
were soon to be married, and he had promised to bring 
her some turquoise flowers for her wedding dress. He 
was picking them in the forest when he saw an old man 
sitting at the foot of a tree, smoking on a glup-glup 
– yes, just like this one.” Dad waved the pipe around 
and stared at Pipì, who looked away. “Ticklythroat had 
never seen a glup-glup before, and wanted to try it out, 
so he stole it from the man and ran away. The thing is, 
he didn’t know the man was a wizard… and that the 
glup-glup was a magic one.”

“Oh,” said Gugù.
“As soon as he started puffing away as he went on his 

way, he realized something was wrong. The smoke grew 
to envelop him like a thick fog, and he no longer knew 
where he was going. So he got lost in the forest and wan-
dered around, unable to find a way out. The only thing 
he could see was his own shadow, which kept stretching 
and shrinking as days – yes, days – passed. At least, he 
thought they were days: in fact they were years. After a 
terrible passage of time, after endless meanderings, he 
met the old man again. ‘Here’s your smoking wood,’ 
he said, sobbing. ‘Now break your spell and let me go, 
I beg you!’ The old man looked him in the eyes. He saw 
that the boy had no malice and was good at heart. He 
also saw that he was sorry and had learnt his lesson. So 
the old man lifted the spell and set him free.”

“And then?” said Memè.
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“Then Ticklythroat ran home as fast as lightning, 
desperate to see Bella. But as soon as he was out of 
the forest, he noticed that something had changed. 
Where there used to be a cornfield, now there was a 
cottage with a garden; where the ferry used to take him 
across the river, now there was a large stone bridge. 
The people he met were wearing strange clothes and 
hats he had never seen before, and when he asked for 
directions, they didn’t understand him and answered in 
a language he didn’t know. Eventually he reached the 
place where Bella’s house used to be, and he gasped 
– it was a ruin. He pulled at his hair and shuddered – 
centuries had passed since he’d left to pick turquoise 
flowers for her wedding dress, and the fairies had long 
taken her away.”

“So they didn’t marry in the end?” gulped Gugù.
Pipì’s dad shook his head.
“What a sad story,” said Memè. “All for a stupid 

stolen piece of wood.” 
“And a broken promise,” added Dodò. 
“What happened to Ticklythroat?” asked Pipì in a 

squeaky voice.
His dad fixed his stare on him. “He continues to live 

his miserable life outside the forest. He’s a very angry 
man now, and he’s turned into a brigand. He and his 
gang of thieves – the Swooping Magpies, people call 
them – are the terror of the land.”

“Do they rob people?” said Babà.
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“Yes, they do, dear,” Mum suddenly piped in. “They 
rob, beat, kidnap – and even kill strangers.”

“This is why you should never set foot outside 
the forest,” said Pipì’s dad. “It’s very dangerous. 
Understood, boys?”

The five little monkeys nodded.
“Now, will you take this back to its owner, Pipì?”
“Sure, Dad,” the little pink monkey said, earnestly, 

but curling his mouth into a smile when he looked away. 
“I’ll do it – I’ll do it straight away.”

He grabbed the pipe and with a few agile jumps 
disappeared from view, to find a place where he could 
hide it and smoke some more another day without 
being disturbed.
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Brief Glossary of  

Monkey Language

dop-dops Candy canes.

glup-glup Smoking pipe.

Hulla-ba-loo Hullabaloo, in the Whatchamacallit 
Forest.

Koo-ra-kah! It’s dinner time!

Kree-kree-pah We have nothing to give you.

Tatà-ruk Pipì The rose-coloured monkey has arrived.
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