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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.
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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.

11



‘piemal siy

J0J payiem pue Aoq ay3 Jeau 204 e uo payd.ad
9pabN ‘9341 a3 JO W0I0Q Y3 paydeal 3|ibuin
Ajjeui4 ‘punoub ay3 01 J3s0|2 pue J3so)d ‘Youeuq
0] youeuaq wouy paJanl)} apabN apinbAsuoH syl
03 buliayjo noA-yueyy e se quodAsuoy jo adaid
18} B 9AB3| 01 WY 40} buiyiem sem aH ‘buiop sem
9|1buin 1eya buiyifians paydiem Ajuabes apabN

‘Blog

DI ERFA BT i 2l s Bir k2 kRIx =B
kI "Bl loke ka1 SlkRix bola= 'Bho
Y lolude a1 lolcke & Elxde Ixie Slalklh
B Tlelalc Elcim 81z RE Zo% lefviz o
Shn [cBE cloRiz &/ [klolkrizIP loivly =T "Blo
SH Kl 2R B 8z =6 B Tie {clkRix Slhlklh

oL

‘yra91 dueys Aian

pue abuie| A1aA Jay |eanal 01 yinow Jay pauado
‘saka Jay pamouieu ays ‘paidnuiaiul Ajppnu

os das|s Jay buiney 1e Aibue Aian sem piedoa
ipJedoa) e Jo adey ay3 0jul buliels sem ay ‘anly
9U3 JO peaisul Ing "youeuq Jayoue dn jjaswiy
pajind aH “yjaswiy 031 ybnoyl ay ,'93.3 3y}

ul daap sI aAly ay3 sdeyuad,, ‘buizzng jensn ayy
Jeay 3,upip ay Aym buispuom ‘paquid 9jibuin

=
|':|
m
o
a
or
iy
rl
=
H]
=

IY{c 211 F =T BloRgiziv E¥ ¥ T2 15198 lloF
sz e asRE Tiojo, BoRE E&1 e B2
=
=




JgiLf, TEEE 22 04 Xjpel FE T ME FA
ot Eoz AY|

Al 2. HAIH= =S LHH *EI**
, | IIE |” lelgﬂyf IPM EH;‘:_I a II-O AHE
ofn 2 422 RUMK. “HE &S ot T
OF? S SRR 2 L7t REYS 5t HELE W7 CF SR
Of. off LH7t L2 O] OtELt2 &S S/3MOFSHX[?” 22|
O O=Zoole. HAHe 230! 2 oA
CHoHH Qe[ =AHRAN ! HA|ol= =+E 521 02
A L.

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.



