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JTO uctopua Hruaum, Mmegoykasumka, NTuLbl, KOTopas
NPYBOAMUT K MEAY, U XXaiHOro MOMI0AOro YesioBeka no
nMeHu MHrmnne. OgHaxabl MNMHrie oxXoTuaca 1 yCablLLan
30B Hruawn. N'mHrune nporonoganca npu Melicav o mége. OH
OCTaHOBWJICA N BHYMAaTEe/IbHO NpucayLLlancy, BblICKMBas
NTLY B BETKax HaA rosioBoi. “"HYmpuk-ynpuk-4ympuk,” nena
NTMUA, NepeneTas C gepeBa Ha AepeBo. “Ypuk-uynpuk-
ymnpuk,” 3Ban Hrmnge v octaHaBAVBasACA BPEMSA OT BPEMEHMN,
4YTO6bI YoeanTbCH, UTO TMHruae Wén 3a HUM.

This is the story of Ngede, the Honeyqguide, 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.



Yepes nonyaca oHY NogoLwnuv K 601bWLOMY JUKOMY
NHXWPOBOMY AepeBy. Hruam 6bICTpo 3anpbiran ¢ BeTKW Ha
BeTKy. OH ycencda Ha ofiHYy U3 BETOK U MOBEPHYN rosIoBY K
[MHrune, kak 6ol rosops, “Bot! Nan croga! Noyvemy Tak
ponro?” N'vHrune He BuAen NYén 13 NoAHOXbA Aepesa, HO
OH foBepan Hrnaw.

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 itis! Come now! What is taking you so long?” Gingile
couldn’t see any bees from under the tree, but he trusted
Ngede.



[VHre ONYyCTUN CBOE OXOTHUYbE KOMbE Ha 3eMJt0 NOA
AepeBo, cObpan cyxmx BeTOK 1 caenan ManeHbKnin KocTep.
Koraa KOCTEp pasropesncd, OH 3aCyHYN ANHHYIO CyXYyto
BeTKY B cepeiMHy KOCTpa. Koraa 3To fepeBo ropuT, OT Hero
0Cc06eHHO MHOro gbima. OH Nones no Agepesy, 3aXKaB
XONOAHbIV KOHeL, Nasikn B 3y6ax.

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.



Bckope OH ycabilan rpoMKoe XyxokaHne nYén. OHu
BNETanu 1 BbleTann U3 gynna B AepeBe, X ynbs. Koraa
MHrune gobpancs Ao rHesga, oH 3aCyHyn ropsiLyii KoHeLl,
nankuy B agynno. Nuénbl Hayanu 6bICTPO BbleTaTb, 3/ble U
paccep>xeHHble. OHY yneTenu, NOTOMY YTO UM He HPaBUJICS
AbIM, HO criepBa OHUW 60/1bHO YXanunu MHrune.

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!



Koraa nuénbl Bolnetenn, M’MHrnne sacyHyn pyku B ynei. OH
A0CTan OTTYyAA TAXKENbIe COThl, C KOTOPbIX CTeKas
apoMaTHbI MEg,. OH 3aMN0/IHUA MU CYMKY, KOTOPYH OH HEC
Ha naede, N CTan Ne3Tb BHU3 MO AepeBy.

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.




Hrnam >xkagHo Habnwoaan 3a Bcem, uto genan Fmurmune. OH
XAan, uto [MHrmne octaBUT eMy YacTb COT Kak
6narofapHoOCTb TOMY, KTO YKa3as eMy, rae Hantu MEea.
Hruaw npbiran ¢ BeTKW Ha BeTKY, 6avxe n 6mnxe K 3emse. B
KOHLe KOHL,0B, OH f06pasncs A0 NOAHOXUA AepeBa. Hrnam
ycesicd Ha Ha KaMeHb HernoAanéky oT Masibynka 1 cTan
XAaTb Harpaabl.

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.



Ho MvHrmnne notywnn KocTép, nogobpan Kornbé v noLén K
AOMY, He obpallas BHUMaHWA Ha NTuuy. Hrnam HepBHO
3akpuyan, “Buk-topp! Buk-topp!” N'mHrnne octaHoBwuiCS,
B3rNAHYN Ha ManeHbKYr NTUYKY 1 3acMeanca. “Tbl xouellb
MEJa, He Tak v, Apyr Moin? Xa! Ho g npogenan Bcto pabory,
N 3TO MeHs Xanuau. C yero 6bl 3TO MHe AeNNTbCs C TObOoW
3TM 3aMeyaTesibHbIM MELoM?"” N OH ywén. Hrnam 6bin
oyeHb 30! Tak ¢ HUM HUKTO He obxoannca! Ho oH
OTOMCTMUT.

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.



OgHaXAbl HECKONIbKO Hegenb crycTa MMHruae cHoBsa
yc/blwan MegoBbi 308 Hrngan. OH BCNOMHUA BKYCHbIA MEJ
N CHOBa nocsiefoBan 3a NTuuen. Nposeas MNiHrie no
KpOMKe fieca, Hrmam octaHoOBW/ICA OTAOXHYTb Ha 60/1bLLIOM
kKycte. “Ara,” nogyman M'muHrune. “ZlonXHO 6bITb Ha 3TOM
aepese ynen.” OH 6bICTPO pa3Bén HebONbLLLIOWN KOCTEP U
nosies No gepesy C AbIMALLEca Nankon B 3ybax. Hrngm
cuaen n cMoTpen.

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.



[VHrUNe nes v yanBnsancs, YTo He CAbILUT NPUBbLIYHOIO
XYIOKaHUSA. “HaBepHoe, ynein rnyboko B BeTBsX,” nojgymarn
OH. OH NOATAHYNCA K APYron BeTke. HO BMeCTO y/ibs OH
yBuaen niuo neonapaa! Jleonapg 6611 oUeHb paccepXKeH,
YTO KTO-TO TaK rpybo npepbiBaeT ero coH. OH cy3un rnasa v
nokasan cBov oYeHb 60nbLUVIe N OCTPbIe 3Y6bl.

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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MHrrne ycnen cnesTb C AepeBa 40 Toro kak J/leonapg cMor
AOTSIHYTbCS A0 Hero. B 3Tol cnewlke oH NPoOnycTUa BETKY,
yrnan Ha 3eM/1t0 1 NoABEPHY LLMKONOTKY. OH nobexan Kak
MOXHO 6bicTpee. K cuacTbto ans Hero, Jleonapg 6bin eLle
C/INLLKOM COHHBbIN YTO6bI FTHAaTbCA 3@ HUM. Tak Hruau
OTOMCTWUA TMHIMAN, @ TUHIUAN NOAYYNA CBOW YPOK.

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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Tenepb, KOraa Aetv NTMHrAe cabiWwaT NcToputo Hrmauy, oHm
yBaXatoT ManeHbKkyo NTUYKY. Korga oHn cobupatoT MEg,

OHW He 3abbIBalOT OCTaBUTb CaMyHo 60JbLUYIO YacCTb COT ANA
nTrubl!

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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