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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 jnyjuied swos aj1buin uanib pey

A3y31 910420 10U INQ - 3XOWIS aY3 31| 3,uplp A3yl asnedraq
Aeme ma|} Asy] ‘ueaw pue Aibue 1no buiysna sawed saaq
39Ul "MOJ||0Y Y3 03Ul ¥213S 3y3 Jo pua bupjows ay3 paysnd
9y 9AIY 2Y3 paydeal 9j1buln Usyp dAIY JIdyl - junuy

99.1 9Y1 Ul MO||0Y E JO 1IN0 pue ul bulwod aiam Asy
's99q Asng aya Jo buizzng pnoj ay3l Jeay pjnod ay uoos

A 6 oA a0 1P ™ 57 70 ¢ 1T R e | e
o I o) =f” S0 preler 93 | |17 912 T e
€ | Y S v |peTe 6o (R S w7 e v e
S o) 7R et (o] o 606 Prsf 61t o S8 473

cl

iapINbAsuoH Joj quod ays jo ued

1s29bb1qg ay3 anes| 01 ains xew Aayi ‘Asuoy 1saniey Asya
JOASUIUM "PJIq 9331] 9Y3 40 109dsau aney Asyy apabnN

J0 A103s ay3 Jeay 39|1bui JO uaJp|Iyd 3Y3 Usym ‘os puy

[iacan
S 18| 5 £ (R |7 R 66 517 |V B SE| |5 gepep oF
Sosy| s VR |7 ErSH{) gop oY R 6o oy oS o




T Bymadl Do 8 ddsdl I apay Jumis a0 Jouill aenyl losse

O ylg oy eaally Juall doasall gasdl oly8l o Slias 75
Slel o J3ig anci> 3 dlie ISy agall ol Bl Loz g slal
Byl

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
Honeyqguide, 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.



