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Lia po3nosigb npo Hreae, Bockoiaa, i ckynoro rvoHaka, AKoro
38anu lNiHrine. OgHoro pasy, konu lNHrine nonoBas, BiH Mo4yB
cniB Hrege. Y lHrine notekna cavHKa rnpu o4HIv TinbKN gymu,
npo MeA. BiH 3ynMHUBCA | yBaXKHO MPUCIyXaBCs, LWyKarun
NTaLLUKY, aX MOKW He MobaumB il y rifikax y cebe Haj rosioBoOHO.
“YiTik-JiTiK-4iTiK,” - cniBana ManeHbKa nrawika, nepenitatoun 3
AepeBa Ha AepeBo. “HiTiK-YiTIK-YiTiK,"” - KNMKana BOHa,
3YMUHAKYNCH, LLO6 NnepekoHaTucs, Wwo lMHrine nae 3a Hero.

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.



Yepes niB roAVHY BOHU MPUNLLAN 40 BEIKOTO iHXKMpa.
Hrepe waneHo ckakana cepej rinok. Toai BoHa cina Ha ogHy
rifKy, CXWANBLUW ros1I0BY, Haue npomMosaaoyn: “Ock TyT! Xoan
ctogn! Homy T Tak goBro?” FHrine He 6aums 64Kin 3-nNig,
AepeBa, ane BiH f0BipAB Hrege.

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



[iHrine noknas CBil cNUC Nig AepeBo, 3ibpaB Kifibka MPYTUKIB i
pO3KaaB HeBenunke baratts. Konm BorHuie gobpe
PO3ropinocs, BiH 3anxaB AOBry Cyxy najanuio y BOroHb. Lle
ocobnmBe fepeBo CTBOPHOBAsIO barato gnMy, Koaum ropino. BiH
Noni3 Ha AepeBo, TPMMAaKUM Nanunuto y 3ybax.

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.



CKOpPO BiH MOYyB ro/I0CHE ryAiHHA 3aK10NOTaHMUX 64Kin. BoHW
3aniTanmn i BUAITann i3 gynnay ctoBbypi gepeBa - IXHbOro
Bynvka. Konwn lHrine gobpasca A0 ByNMKa, BiH 3arnxaB KiHelb
nanuui 3 AMMom y aynno. baxxonwn sunetinuv 3 gynna, 31i i
cepanTi. BoHM noneTinuy reTb, TOMY WO IM He cnoAo6aBcs
AM. Ane cnoYaTky BOHU CUbHO nokycanwu lNHrine!

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!



Konwn 6axonn sunetinm, MHrine 3anxas CBOI pyKn y Aynno. BiH
BUNHAB MOBHUX B6AXONNHUW CTiIBHWK, 3 IKOIO Karnas rycTui
Me/, i Ha sKoMy 6yno 6arato ToBCTUX, 6INUX NNYMHOK. BiH
obepexXHOo MoKaB CTIAbHUK Y MiLLeYoK, SK1IA 6yB Ha naeui, i
no4yas 31a3UTU 3 JepeBa.

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.



Hrege oxoue cnoctepirana 3a ycim, Wwo pobwus lNHrine. BoHa
yekana, MOKM FOHAaK 3aiNWNTb WeApuiid LUMATOK CTiIbHUKA AK
noaaky Bockoigy. Hreae metywinnacs, nepenitatoun 3 rinkum
Ha rinKy Bce 6avkye i bamxue go 3emni. HapewTi FiHrine 3ni3
i3 fepeBa. Hrege cina Ha kamiHb 6ins xnonugd i Yekana
HaropoAwu Bij HbOrO.

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.



Ane liHrine 3aracne BOroHb, B34B CMWC i BUPYLLUUB J0A0MY, He
3BepTalouu yBarm Ha ntalwuky. Hrege cepanTo BUrykHyna: “Bik-
Topp! Bik-Topp!” lHrine 3ynnHmMBCA, NOANBUBCA Ha MTALLKY i
BroJ1oC 3acMmisaBcs: “Tu xoueLl meay, npasaa, Apyxe? Xal Ane q
3p06KB BCIO PO6OTY i OTpUMaB Yci Xana. YoMy 9 NOBUHEH
AINNTNCA 3 TOBOK UMM vygoBum Megom?” I nilwos. Hrege 6yna
Ay>Xe 3na! Tak He MOXXHa 3 Heto noBoanTUCA! Ane BoHa
MOMCTUTLCS.

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.



OAHoro pa3sy, uepes Kifibka TUXHIB, [Hrifie 3HOBY NOYyB
MeZoBUW Knny Hrege. BiH 3ragaB cMauHUii Mej i we pas
oxoue MioB 3a NTawkoto. MNMposiBLwn lNHrine y36iyuam nicy,
Hreae 3ynuHunacs, wob signounTy nif BENNKOK
NnapacobKor KontoukKn. “Ara, - nogymas liHrine. - Bynuvk
NOBMHEH 6yTU B LbOMY AepeBi”. BiH WWBMAKO po3BiB
ManeHbKMIA BOrOHb i MOYaB Ni3TU Ha AepeBo, TPYMaKoumn y
3ybax rifiky 3 AumMom. Hrege cmgina i cnocrepirana.

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.



[iHrine nigHABCA HaBepX, AVBYOUYNCb, YOMY HE NOYyB
3BMYHOrO ryAiHHA. “M0oXNMBO, BYUK rNnboKo B Aepesi”, -
noAymMaB BiH. BiH NigTArHyBCA 40 iHLWOI riJiKn. Ane 3aMicTb
BY/IIKa BiH nMobaume obnnyusa neonapga! Slleonapg 6ys ayxe
3711, TOMY LLIO MOro COH TakK pPi3Ko rnepepsanu. BiH
NPUMPYXMB Oui i BIAKPUB POT, W06 nokasaTu CBOI AyXe
BeNIVIKI i fy>ke rocTpi 3yéwu.

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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MepL, HiXX Jleonapg 3mir Hanactu Ha lNiHrine, xaoneub
KWHYBCSA 31a3UTK 3 gepeBa. [locniwaryu, BiH NponycTnB
FifIKY i CWN1bHO BMaB Ha 3eMJ1to, BUBEPHYBLUM HOry. BiH Tikas,
NiACTPMOGYOUKM, AKOMOra wBuaLwe. Ha wacts, Sleonapg Bce we
6yB 3aHaATO COHHUIA, WO6 NnepecnigyBaTu noro. Bockoig
Hrepe nomctunaca. I TiHrine otprmMmaB 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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KoxHoro pasy, konu aitu lNHrine uytoTk icTopito npo Hrege,
BOHW 3aXONJIHOIOTLCS L€ NTawkoro. I 3aBxaun, 36umparoum
MeZ, BOHV/ 060B'A3KOBO 3a1MLWLAKTb 6ifbLUy YaCTUHY
64>KO/IMHOTO CTiIbHUKA A1 BOCKOIAiB!

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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