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كۆنچو�چ یك
و�یپ  و  نیوگن ، هه یر  هدن�شین
ڕ ی  هدن��ب هد�گن ، ، �ه س�ب  هكۆریچ  مهئ 
ی
وگ ندرك ، وار  ۆب  ەوەرەد  ەووبووچ  ه*یگنیگ  هك  ن�یك
ر�ج  .ه*یگنیگ  یو�ن  هب  ت�كەد 

ەوەدركەد نیوگنهه   �ه یریب  /ت�ك  ه*یگنیگ  .دركەد  یگن�ب  هك  ووب  هد�گن  یگنەد   �ه
�ت اڕهگ  ەدنەوهئ  ترگار و  ی
وگ  هو  هجنر هس هب  �تسەوار و  وهئ  .درک  یو�ئ  یم  هد

ەدن��ب كیج ، كیج ، كیج ، .ەوهتید  ەوهیرهس   �رهسه ك
راد   �یق  �رهسه یهكەدن��ب 
، كیج كیج ، هب  .ی8فەد  راد  وهئ  ۆب  راد  مهئ  رهس   �ه ك�ت�ك  دناویرجیەد ، هک  ه�ۆکچب

هب ه*یگنیگ  هك  ەوهت�ب  �ین�د  یەوهئ  ۆب  �تسەوەدار  و�ن  هو�ن ، دركەد و  یگن�ب  كیج ،
ت
د ادیاود 

• • •

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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رۆز هد�گن  .ەروهگ  یکسڕۆخ  یك
ریجنههراد  ی�<  هنتشیهگ  ناوهئ  ر�مژت�ك ، وین  یاود 
ۆب یرهس  ەوهی�سریگ و   �ک�ق  �رهسه رتاود  .ی8فەد  هک  هراد ین�ک  �هق  �رهسه هن�ت�شرهس 

یچۆب ەر�ئ ! ەرەو  �تس�ئ  �تەوهئ ! : “ /Fب ی�پ  یەوهئ  كەو  دناڕوس و  ه*یگنیگ  ی�< 
، ینیبهن هک  هراد یەوەراوخ   �ه یك�نیوگنههش�م  چیه  ه*یگنیگ  ووچ�پ ”؟ ت  هدن�ه

.درك هد�گن  هب  یڕەو�ب  م�Kهب 

• • •

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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ەوەدرك ۆك  یكشو  یهك*یچ  ک
دن�ه  و�ناد  هک  هراد ر
ژ   �ه  �ه ی  هک همڕ ه*یگنیگ  ییاود 
یژ
رد یكشو  یك
راد   �هق ووب ، شۆخ  هكەرگ�ئ  /ت�ك  .ەوەدرك  یكووچب  یك
رگ�ئ  و 

رۆز  �ی هکوود ادن�تووس  یت�ک   �ه هك  ووب  وارس�ن  ەوهب  ەراد  وهئ  .هكەرگ�ئ  یدن  هو�ن هتسخ 
.اڕ �هگ هه هو  هک هراد هب  ترگ و  ینادد  هب  ی  هک هژ
ڕد  �هق یک
ر  هس وهئ  .ت�كەد 

• • •

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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�ه ناوهئ  .ت�ب  ین�كهنیوگنههش�م  یزیو  ەزیو  یگنەد  یتسیب  ێوگ  ووب  کیر  هخ
/ت�ك .ن�ی  هک هن�ش یرووژ  هو  هنووچ هد و  هو هر هد هنت�ه  هد هو  هک هراد ید  هق  �ه هو  هک�نوک

هب .هک  هن�ش و�ن  هتسخ  ی  هک Kهیو� هکوود هراد  هكهنیوگنهه ، هن�ش  رهس  هتشیهگ  ه*یگنیگ 
ناوهئ .اد  ن�یر�م�<  هپ و و  هر هد هنت�هو  نووب  ەڕووت  رۆز  ن�ک  هش�م ، هک هو�تووس هر  هس
ن�یرۆز یک
راز�ئ  اد و  هو ن�ی  ه*یگنیگ هب  ن ، هکب اڕ   �هک هکوود یسرت   �ه ی  هو هئ ش�پ 

.دن�یگ هگ�پ

• • •

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!
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هن�ش و�ن  هتسخ  یتسەد  ه*یگنیگ  ەوەرەد ، هنووچ  ن�كهنیوگنههش�م  ک�ت�ک 
�ه ووب  8پ  �كتەد و   �/ یه*یش  هك  نیوگنهه  یەروهگ  یكهیهن�ش  وهئ  هک . هنیوگن هه

و�ن هتسخ  یهكهن�ش  یی�پسهئ  هب  رۆز  وهئ  .ێرەد  هی�ن�ه  كووچب ، ینیوگنههش�م 
.ەوەراوخ هت�ه  هكەراد   �ه رتاود  .ین�ش  رهس  یهکهکەرووت 

• • •

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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یەوهئ ی
ڕەو�چ  وهئ  .دركەد  یه*یگنیگ  ین�كەر�ك  یریهس  ەوهییۆرزهم�ت  هب  رۆز  هد�گن 
یر هدن�شین
ڕ هتادب  شاد�پ  وكەو  هرو  هگ ینیوگنهه  ک  هی هچر�پ ه*یگنیگ  هك  دركەد 
هکەزرهع  �رهسه ەدرو  ەدرو  و  ی8فەد ،  �ق وهئ  ۆب   �ق  �مه ییار�خهب  هد�گن  .نیوگن  هه

ەروهگ یك
درهب   �رهسه هد�گن  .ێراوخ  هت�ه  هک  هراد  �ه ه*یگنیگ  ادیی�تۆك   �ه .ەوهتشین 
.درك یهكهتشاد�پ  ی
ڕەو�چ  هكەڕوك  كیزن   �ه

• • •

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.

7



توهك
ڕەو و ڵ�م  وەرهب  ترگ�هه و  ی  هک همڕ ەوەدناژووك ، یهكەرگ�ئ  ه*یگنیگ  م�Kهب 
، نتو هکر هس : “ درک یراو�ه  ەوهییەڕووت  هب  هد�گن  .هد�گن  اد  هن ی
وگ  چیه 

ك�مهك ۆت  : “ ینهك�پ درك و  هكەدن��ب   �ه یو�چ  �تسەوار و  ه*یگنیگ  نتو ” هکر هس
درك و من�كەر�ك  وومهه  مۆخ  ۆب  نم  م�Kهب  هیناو ! نم ؟ ی
ڕو�ه  ێوەد  تنیوگنهه 
�ڵهگه هم�تهب  هنیوگنهه  مهئ  /بەد  ۆب  .ماد  ەو�پ  ن�یەوومهه  وهئ  شین�كهنیوگنههش�م 
هك ووبهن  ش�ب  یک�توهکوس�هه  همهئ  ووب ! ەڕووت  رۆز  هد�گن  مهكب ”؟ شهب  ادۆت 

.هو هت�ک هد یۆخ  ی  ه�ۆت هد�گن  م�Kهب  درك ! یوهئ   �ڵهگه

• • •

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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هك ووب  هد�گن  یگنەد   �ه ی
وگ  ه*یگنیگ  ەر�بوود  ن�یك
ژۆر ، ک ، هی هتف هه دن  هچ ش�پ 
هب هكید  یك
ر�ج  ەوهت�ه و  ریب  هب  یهکهم�تهب  هنیوگنهه  وهئ  .دركەد  یگن�ب 

هب یهگ
ر  هكهن�تسراد  ییاژ
رد  هب  هد�گن  .توهك  هكەدن��ب  ن
وش  ەوهیی��حشۆخ 
” �یس�ك�ئ  “ یەروهگ یك
راد   �رهسه نادووشپ  ۆب  یەوهئ  �ت  ادەد ، ن�شین  ه*یگنیگ 

/باد هراد  هئ و�ن   �ه /بەد  هكهنیوگنهه  هن�ش  �ه ،” هئ ، “ ەوەدرك یریب  ه*یگنیگ  .ەوهتشین 
هراد  �هق هک ، هرادر هس ۆچ  ەوەدرك و  یکووچب  یك
رگ�ئ  ییار�خ  هب  وهئ 

.درکر هد ی
ڕو�چ  ووب و   �تشین هه شاد�گن  .ووبترگ  ینادد  هب  یش  هک Kهیو� هکوود

• • •

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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ن�كهش�م یزو  ەزو  یگنەد  چیه  یچۆب  هك  ووب  ریهس  ی�پ  توهك ، رهسهب  ه*یگنیگ 
یی�Kوق  �و�نه هكهنیوگنهه  هن�ش   �هیهناوه ، “ ەوەدركەد یریب  ەوهیۆخ   �رهبه .تهی�ن 

یهن�ش یت�یج   �ه م�Kهب  هكید ،  �یك�ق رهس  ۆب  توهك  رهسهب  وهئ  .ت�ب ” هک  هراد یدهق 
�ه ی  هو هئ ر  هب  �ه ووب ، ەڕووت  رۆز  هكهگنیFپ  ینیب ! یك�گنیFپ  یو�چومەد  گنههش�م ،

رۆز هنادد  ی  هو هئ ۆب  هو ، هدرک یراز  ندن�قون و  ین�كەو�چ  .دن�تس  هه ن�یو  هخ  �ه و�ک�ن 
.تاد ن�شین  ین�ک  هژیت ژ
رد و 

• • •

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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�رهسه درك و  یار  یار�خ  هب  وهئ  /نهیهگب ، ه*یگنیگ  هب  ن�یز  هكهگنیFپ   �یەوه رهب 
یدنوت هب  یزخ و  ی�پ  هک  هراد  �یق ر  هس  �ه ندرک   �ه هپ  �رهبه .ەوەراوخ  هت�ه  هک  هراد

لهش ه�هش  هب  ەوهی�ناوت  وومهه  هب  .ووچ  /ج   �ه ی�پ  یگنیز
وگ  ێراوخ و  هتو  هک
ین
وش هیۆب  ووب ، و�اوهخ  رۆز  هكهگنیFپ  هک ، ووب  هه یش�ب  یتخهب  .ووچرەد  یۆب 

شه*یگنیگ .ەوەدرك  یۆخ  یه�ۆت  نیوگن ، هه یر  هدن�شین
ڕ هد�گن ، .توهكهن 
.ترگرەو یك�چ  یكهیهناو 

• • •

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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و �ه ز
ڕ  رۆز  /ب  هد هد�گن  یكۆریچ   �ه ن�ی
وگ  ه*یگنیگ  ین�كه�ادنم  ک�ت�ک  ەوهئ ،  �رهبه
نیرترۆز نەدەد  ڵوهه  ەوهنرگەد ، ڵهه  نیوگنهه  /ت�ك  رهه  .نرگ  هد ه�ۆکچب  هدن��ب 

.نیوگن هه یر  هدن�شین
ڕ هب  نەدب  هكهنیوگنهه  هن�ش  یشهب 

• • •

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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