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هل���ك�����ك ما��  ه��  یص��رح  درم  �م�� و  لسع ى  ��ەد��ر ەد�ك�� ، �ںا#�ساد  �ں��ا 
، دو�� ه#��)ر  �ںور����  ر�ك(س  ىار��  هل���ك�����ك  هك  ی���م�ر  �رور  ک��  .د(سا��  یم

�ٮٓا ه��  ار  هل���ك�����ك  �ں�هد  لسع ، �ںدرو�ح  لا���ح  .د����(س  ار  ەد�ك��  ىادص 
ا#� درك  و�ح#�س�ح  رد#�2�ٓا  درك و  (سو�ك  #4#)د  ا��  دا#�س��ا و  وا  .#�4حاد��ا 

ک���ح ک���ح -  ک���ح   “ .د��د #�4حرد  ى�7ا��  رد  ار   ��ەد��ر ەر�ح�7ا��  هك����ا 
ەد����(س �ه  �کر�� ىور   ��ەد��ر #4كرح  ىادص  ک���ح ،” ک���ح  ک���ح - 

ک���ح وا ”  ��.د��ر یم #�4حرد  �ںٓا  ه��  #�4حرد  �ں��ا  �را  هك  ی#�#)و  د(س ، یم
�:#)و#�م یها�ك  �را  رهو  درك ، یم ک���ح ” ک���ح  ک���ح -  ک���ح  ک���ح - 

د��ك یم ���4#2ع#�  ار  وا  دراد  هل���ك�����ك  هك  دو(س  �ں��مطم  هك����ا  ا#�  د(س  یم .
• • •

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
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Gingile followed.
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.د��د��سر �کر�ر��  ی(سحو  ر���ح��ا  #�4حرد  ک��  ه��  �ه  �ںٓا #4ع�س ، م����  �را  دع�� 
ک�� ىور  ر��  وا  س��س   ��.د��ر یم �ه  ه�حا(س �ں����  رد  راو  ه��او��د  ەد�ك�� 

#4ساو�ح یم را�ك��ا  د��(سك ، هل���ك�����ك  #4مس  ه��  ار  (سرس  #4س(س�� و  ه�حا(س 
هل���ك�����ك ی#�سه ”؟ ر�ط#���م  رد#)  �ں��ا  ار�ح  ا�ح����ا !، ا����  ��7ح   “ د��و�ك��

دو�� ەدرك  د�م#�عا  ەد�ك��  ه��  �ما  د��د�� ، #�4حرد   ���ں����ا رد  ىرو�����ر  .
• • •

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.
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، د��د����(س ار  ەد�ك��  �ںا#�ساد  هل���ك�����ك  ى�ه  ه�ح�� هك  ی#�#)و  �را  �ں��ار�� ، ا����  و 
#4(سادر�� لسع  هك  #4#)و  ره  .د��د(س  ل��ا#)  مار#�حا  ک�حوك  ى  ��ەد��ر ىار�� 

ىار�� ار  لسع  ى  ه��ا(س �را  #4مس#)  �ں��ر#�  �کر�ر�� هك  د����ك  یم یعس  د����ك ، یم
د��راد ه�ك��  �م��  لسع ى  ��ەد��ر .

• • •

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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�ك و �د ا (س رد 4# �ح 4# �� ا �� �� (س ار رد �ں ر�ك ��ى (س �� �ر �ك ە �� �� �ك �� ل �� ه ار �� �� �ں �� ا
#)و �# رد .درك ی س وك 4# �ح ك ا ی �ٓ# �ح درك و (س وك عم �ح (سى ک ا �ح #2م ه اد ر ى
ا �ٓ# #) (س ل �� ار رد �4 ��ل �ح د (س �ح ک و �� �ٮ ا ک وس ،و �ح م4# �ح ی و ا �ٮ �ٓ# هك (س

�� م .دو (س ��ك ،روه مد #� ی لو �� �ر د �� ا د ا دود ى �� �� �� هك �ح ه و ا �ٮ �� اد �ں #) .د ار ر
�ح و ل�ح �ٮ �� �ك و رد هك �)ر ��د 4# ��اد �� (س �ح ار ا و رط درس �ٮ ا �ڡ و

رد درك �ح #�ى 4# �� ا ه �)ر �ر �# �� �ں 7ا � �� (س ه ور مدرك ،ع وس و دود ی �ح م4# .ی
• • •

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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�� �) درك ه ار ع ر �ح ل �� ه ا ا �� ،و �ر �� �ص د ��ر �ك ه �� �� �ك �� ل �� ه �� ه ��ل ا �ک �� �� ا هك #) �ر �� ل
�� �ك درك و ا (س ار م ا �ح ا ه اد و (س ع 4# �ح ل ا ه �� �� �ح هك ا �� رط رد ه �ح 4# . �� ا �� �� �ں
�� ا ا �ح و �� .درو �� �رو Kح ��ا ��و ا (س �) دمٓ �ر دور ��م ور �ں ��س ى �ك �� �صى �ں ��ر �� ه ک

�ح ��ا �حیس و ا (س (س �ر ��ل رود .د �ك ا ل �ں �� �ك ا �� ،�ں #� دو ��او #�عرس هك رد دح (س ی
��ك #� .د #2ع �� ا ار �4 �� و �ح او �� هك ده لٓا دو �حدو او �ح �ٮ �� ل ��ه ی �� �رو ��ل ا ،�ک و

��ع ر رد #ٮ �كو س �� �� �ك �� ل �ك ه �)ر ��ا ار 4# �# 2# ا م �� (س ع�م ��ى لس ��ر ا ەد �� ،�ںٓ �ك ەد
�ك �)ر 4#.

• • •

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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ه�� د��#�(ساد  �ه  �ںٓا .د����(س  ار  �هرو�����ر  �ر��و  �ر��و  د��ل��  ىادص  وا  دو�ر  یل���ح 
رار#) ا�ح  �ںٓا  رد  �ه  �ںٓا ىود��ك  دو�� و  #�4حرد  ى  ه��#� ل�حاد  رد  هك  ىا  ەر�2ح

وا د��سر  ود��ك  ه��  هل���ك�����ك  هك  ی���م�ر  .د��درك  یم دمٓا  #�4)ر و  #4(ساد ،
.درك ور�)  ود��ك  ل�حاد  ه��  ار  دو��  �ں#��حوس  ل�ح  رد  هك  ی��و�ح  ر�حٓا 

مو�حه �ںور����  ه��  #4عرس  ا��  د��دو�� ، ره#)  ی��ا��صع و  هك��ل�ح  رد  �هرو�����ر 
هل���ك�����ك ه��  �ںٓا  �را  ل��#)  یلو  د��درك ، یم رار�)  دود  ىو��  �را  �ه  �ںٓا .د��دروٓا 

د��د�ر یم یكا��درد  ى�ه  (س���� .
• • •

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!

6

�ر��و �ر��و  لومعم  ىادص  ار�ح  هك  دو��  ��4حع#�  رد  #�4)ر ، �7ا��  هل���ك�����ك 
ه��#� #Hمع  رد  ود��ك  د��ا(س  ، “ درك رك�)  (سدو�ح  ا��  وا  .د����(س  یم�� ار  �هرو�����ر 
ىا�ح ه��  یلو  .د��ا(سك  ىر�ك��د  ى  ه�حا(س ه��  ار  دو�ح  وا  .#4سا ” #�4حرد  ى 
�ں��ا هك  دو��  ی��ا��صع  یل���ح   ���ک��ل .د(س  ل��ا#2م   ���ک��ل ک��  Iەره�ح  ا��  ود��ك 

ار (س���هد  درك ، �ک��#�  ار  (س���ه  م(س�ح وا  .دو��   ��ەد��ر �ٮاو�ح  �را  د��  رد#) 
دهد �ںا(س��  ار  (س�ر��#�  یل���ح  �کر�ر�� و  یل���ح  ى�ه  �ںاد��د ا#�  درك  �را��  .

• • •

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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7��� اد ه �ح �� ل د ار ه #�س �ك (س �� �� �ك �� ل �� ،ه ��دو �� د �� ور �ر �ں �� �� رو #)و هك �ه �# ی
ع ا لس ا �ںٓ ��س هك �ر �ك �� ع �ں (سى لس ��ا ا ه �� �ر م ر (س 4# �� اد و ک �) د (س ا ر
#)د 4# �� ا ا ا و �� .دروٓ �� ور �� �ں وك دو �ح �ر ک �� �� رو �ه ا ى �� �ر �ح و ر ��ك مد �ع ی ل �� �ط

مدرك، مح ی ا ل (س (س ��ا ور ه �� ى ا هك ر ��كى اد هس �ح ع ار رد ل #�ى لس #�و ه
رد �ح ا 4# ا �ر دمٓ �� �ں ا �� �� �� �ں (س درك ه ور اد و ع #) د ار .ر

• • •

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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ع ا لس (س و �� �� �� ار .د �ك ادص ەد ��ود ى ا �ك ەر �� �� �ك �� ل �� �رور ه �� ک �2ه دع �# �ح ه �� د
��د �� ا �� ار ل ��ر ا ەد م �ںٓ (س �# ا (# ��ا ��د ه �ك �� ر ا ��و ر ا ک �� دروٓ ا �� د �ح ار ه و (س �رم ە
�� �ك ��اده درك ،ەد �ح 4# �� �ك وط ل �ك ار رد ل �� �� �ك �� ل ا ه �� �� ا هك �� �ر .درك دع

�ك �� �� �ك �� ل ��ك ه ا .د #�س ار ح ���م 4# �� �ح د �# اد ر #� ر �� رد �ع �ح 4# �� ور ک #� ى ا ا �� #�س ا د
�ر دو �� ى ا ه �� ”و ا (س رد .د �ح ا 4# �� �� رد �ں ا �� ��ك د ا“ .”ود �هٓ �) درك“ ،�ں رك

(سى ا �ح �)ر درك ،ه �# �� �ں 7ا � �� و ه (س ور رد درك ع س وك ار 4# �ح ك ا (س �ٓ# (س
#� درك �م (س �� و ا (س س 4# �� �ك �ك ەد �)ر 4# ��د . ��اد �� (س اددود ار ا .ر

• • •

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.
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ه��ا#)ا#�(سم ار  داد  یم ما�ح��ا  #4(ساد  هل���ك�����ك  هك  ی���هر�ك  ى  همه ەد�ك�� 
ى ه��ا(س �را  �کر�ر��  #4مس#)  ک��  هك  دو��  هل���ك�����كر�ط#���م  وا  .درك  یم ا(س�م#� 
�را د��#�  د��#�  ەد�ك��  .دهد��  وا  ه��  رك(س#�  �ںاو��ع  ه��  درا�د�ك�� و  ی#)ا��  ار  لسع 
.د(س ر#�ك��د�ر��  ک��د�ر�� و  �ں��م�ر  ه��و  ، ��د��ر ه�حا(س  �ںٓا  ه��  ه�حا(س  �ں��ا 
�ک��س ه#��ح#�  ک��  ىور  ەد�ك��  .د��سر  #�4حرد   ���ں����ا ه��  هل���ك�����ك  ما�ح��ارس 
دو��  ��(س(سادا ر�ط#���مو  #4س(س��  هل���ك�����ك  ک��د�ر��  .

• • •

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.
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#4مس ه��  #4(سادر�� و  ار  (سا  ە�ر����  درك ، (سوما�ح  ار  (س#ٓ�ا  هل���ك�����ك  یلو 
، #�2�4ك #���4�ا��صع  ا��  ەد�ك��  .درك��  ه�حو#�  ەد�ك��  ه��  دا#��)ا و  ەار  ه��ا�ح 

ەا�ك�� ک�حوك  ى  ��ەد��ر ه��ودا#�س��ا  هل���ك�����ك  ررو#� ”! - ک��و ررو#� ! - ک��و “
؟ �ںم #4سود  یهاو�ح  یم لسع  ىراد#2م  و#�   “ .د��د���ح د��ل��  د��ل��و  درك 

مدرو�ح (س����  دا���ر  و  مدرك ، مدو�ح  ار  �هر�ك  ى  همه �ںم  یلو  یل�� !
و#� ا��  ار  ی��#�(ساد  #4سود لسع  �ں��ا  د��ا��  ار�ح  .د��د���ر�ك  ارم  �هرو�����رو 

ی��ا��صع یل���ح  ەد�ك��  .داد  همادا  (سهار  ه��  وا  س��س  م��ك ”؟ م��س�#2# 
ار دو�ح  ر�ك  �ںاوا#�  وا  �ما  دو���� ! وا  ا��  را#��)ر  ىار��  ی��سا��م  ەار  �ں��ا  دو�� !

دهد یم !
• • •

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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