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Day la cau chuyén vé Ngede, chim san mat, va mét ngudi
thanh nién tham lam tén Gingile. M6t ngay no, khi Gingile
di san, anh ay nghe tiéng goi cia Ngede. Miéng cua Gingile
bat dau chady nudc vai khi nght téi méat ong. Anh bén dirng
lai va Idng nghe can than, roi tim cho dén khi anh thay
chim trén nhirng canh cay trén dau minh. Chim kéu:
“Chitik-chitik-chitik” khi n6 bay tur canh nay sang canh
khac. N6 kéu: ““Chitik-chitik-chitik” va thinh thoang dirng
lai d€ chac rang Gingile di theo minh.

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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Thé la Gingile dé cay gido di san dudi cay, gom vai canh cay
khd va nhém mét déng Itra nhd. Khi Iira da chdy manh, anh
dat mot cay kho dai vao gilra dong Ira. Loai gé nay dac
biét noi tiéng la tao ra rat nhiéu khéi khi chay. Anh bat dau
leo 1&én cay, miéng ngadm dau ngudi clia cai cay dang boc
khoi.

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.
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Khi ong da bay di roi, Gingile tho tay vao t6 ong. Anh |ay
mot nam tay t6 ong nhd day mat vang va nhirng du trung
ong trang béo. Anh can than dat toé ong vao cai tii mang
theo trén vai va bat dau leo xuéng.

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.

Trudc khi Bao c6 thé vb dugc Gingile, anh ta da tréo voi
xuéng. Trong ltc voi va, anh ta budc trugt qua moét canh
cay, roi thich xuéng dat va bi treo mat ca. Anh ta nhay co
co di nhanh hét sirc minh. May cho anh ta |a Bao van con
budn ngd nén khéng dudi theo. Chim san mat Ngede da
tra thu thanh cong. Va Gingile hoc dugc mét bai hoc.

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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Nhung Gingile dap tat I&ra, cdm ngon gido Ién va bat dau di
vé nha, khdng quan tam gi dén chim ca. Ngede kéu Ién
mot cach turc gian: “VIC-torr! VIC-torr!” Gingile durng lai,
nhin cham cham vao con chim nho va cudi to: “Nay anh
ban, anh cling muén c6 mot it mat dang khéng? Ha!
Nhung t6i lam tat ca moi viéc va bi ong dét. Tai sao tdi lai
phai chia phan mat ngon nay véi anh?” Sau d6, anh ta bo
di. Ngede v cung tice téi! Day khong thé nao la cach ngudi
ta d6i xtr v&i n6 dugc! Nhung né sé tra thu.

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.

Mot ngay no vai tuan sau dé, Gingile lai nghe tiéng kéu cua
Ngede. Anh ta nh& t&i mat ong ngon ngay nao, va lai ho
hai di theo chim. Sau khi dan Gingile di doc theo bia rirng,
Ngede dung lai va dau trén mot cay keo to. Gingile nght
rang: “A, t6 ong nhat dinh 13 & trén cay nay roi.” Anh ta
nhanh chong nhém moét déng I&ra nho va bat dau treo |én,
miéng ngam mot canh cdy dang boc khoi. Ngede dau va
quan sat.

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.



