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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.
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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.



isbuns [nyjuied swos aj1buin uanib pey

A9yl 91049 10U INQ - OWS dY3 1| 3,upIp A3yl asnedaq
Aeme ma) Asy] 'ueaw pue Aibue ‘Jno buiysni sawed saaq
UL "MOJ||0Y 33 03Ul %211s 3Ya Jo pud bupjows ayl paysnd
3y 9AIY Y3 paydeal 9|1buln Usyp ‘9AIY JIdYL - unu

9941 3Y3 Ul MO||0Y B JO 1IN0 pue ul buiwod atam AsyL
's99q Asng aya Jo buizzng pnoj syl Jesy p|nod ay uoos

i%389k

abd VUL P8 W 02U 4530V ab{ Vs =208 LWw-OW
DI+ abfUL 020 D'5'sd IO Hlay L3+ WILYS LOVS IV
VWU VI3V -0JPU abVULL 0 FPU - LVEWOY IUL
a5 VU IV L BHU 0oV + VL Yabd L ULS LD 5D

cl

iapinbAsuoH 4o} quod ayy jo ued

1sabb1q ay1 anea| 01 auns axew Aaya ‘Asuoy 1saniey Asyy
JAASUIYA "PJIg 9]33| 9y Joj 103dsau aney Aayy apabnN

J0 A1031s ay3 Jeay 3j1buin Jo UaJp|Iyd 3yl Usym ‘os puy

2VWC?8 LOLFWVUW -OLIIY
W?2% HU WYLU 200 WP¢ JéoV I W?2%U Jbo 0 VY
LIUUY 5O ULk SHV -OVY U2£ LTULS LIV VLLLSE NVHVU




INEP RILOM A LA AEFY 0L ¢4 TO ANINTFO-:: N4 99C
£t9PA NH NNNE AEBI° AOM: NHNAD-I° AL NINTO- e
ANPIMEO-S NHE (DOLL BODE::

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.
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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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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.
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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.



