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هوی مون د  هپ  لیجم  وا د  �غرم  دو�رلا  ولا�  وتاش د  همان د  هپ  دی�ن  اد د 
دی�ن ېچ د  یللت و  ربه  هراپل  راک�  لیجم د  ځرو  هوی  .هد  هسیک  ناو�  يچللا 

هب د -م  رپ  �غرم  ېدهم  ېچ د  وش  هلاشحوخ  هغه  .هدېرواو  ېی  5غ  �غرم 
لپخ ېچ د  ېی  و6  رت  وش ، ږوغ  هسر  ری�  هپ  وا  هدېردو  ي9ک ، ادیپ  هلا�  وتاش 

،” کي;یچ - کي;يچ - کی;يچ  “ .هلدیلو �غرم  ېک  و�نا6  هپ  ېنو  هساپ د  سر د 
هلتولاو هت  ېنو  ېلب  ایب  9ک ، پو?  ېی  هت  ېنو  ېوی  ېليو ، ېردنس  �غرم  ېړو 

، هلدېرد تخو  هپ  تخو  هب هم  دی�ن  ه�نرادهم  وا  کی;یچ .”، کی;یچ ، کی;چ ، “
.يوبیقعت ېي  لیجم  ېچ  هنمډاډ شي  و6رت 

• • •

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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هپ دی�ن  .لدېسرو  هت  ېنو  ېیول  ېوی  رMنيا  یود د  هتسورو ، تعاس  مین 
هراشا هپ  ېې د سر  هت  لیجم  .ېلوک  ېنتولا  ېک  و�نا6  هپ  ونو  هسر د  �لاشوخ 

وخ م9کو ، هسررد  هتسرم  هب  ېک  ولوک  ادیپ  هپ  ېلا�  وتاش د  ه�ار د  ېچ  لیوو 
دولرد رواب  ېې  دی�نرپ  وخ  لىدیل ، هن و  ينبRوتاش  لیجم د  ي5ېTن� ؟ اد  ېلو 
.يوک هترو  هب  هنوو�رلا  هسم  ېچ 

• • •

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.

3



ېی يRرل  چو  ېناد  و6  وی  هدو�ېک ، ېدنلا  ېنو  هزین د  راک�  هلپخ د  لیجم  ون 
ېی ېک  Xنم  هپ  روا  ون د  هدې�لو ، ه�  روا  ېچ  هلک  .9ک  لب  ېی  روا  وا  ل9ک  لو?ار 
.هو هت�ل  ې9�نا�  ولوړوج  يRول  هت�ل د  اد  .هدو�ېک  هت�ل  هچو  هدږوا  هوی 

.و یلوین  ېک  هلوخ  هپ  ېی  ټر�س  9کو ، لیپ  ولتخ  هپ  هت  ېنو  هغه 
• • •

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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وا ېلتوار  هخ6  ېنت  هل  ېنو  �چم د  .لدېرواو  هنو5غ  ويچم   R\و ېي د  رژ  رېډ 
هغه د ون  دیسرو ، هت   Rنیب ای  ېلا�  ویچم  لیجم د  ېچ  هلک  .ېلدېک  هنند 
هپ .ېدېراک�  هحمر  ېب  وا  هسوغ  هرېډ  �چم  .9ک  هنندرو  هت   Rنیب ىRول  و?ر�س 
هپ یود  وخ  هدې�وخ –  هن  یRول  یود  ېچ د  هک�  ېلدېت�تو ، وا  ېلتووار  ه9ېب 

.هچیچو ه� سم  لیجم  ېک  cت  cت 
• • •

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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.9ک هنند  سلا  هت  ېلا�  ویچم  لیجم د  ېوش ، ربه  ېلا�  هل  �چم  ېچ  هلک 
ریډ هپ  لیجم  .و  ېکپ  تاش  رېډ  ه�  ېچ  تسیووار   Rنیب -غ  وی  وتاش  هغه د 
ېنو هل  وا  ه9ک ، هت  ېږوا  ېی  هړوfک  هوچاو ، ېک  هړوfک  هپ  هغه  هسر  طایتحا 

.وش ودېک  هتک�  هپ  هخ6 
• • •

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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، هو هتم  ېد  هپ  هغه  هلدیل .، هسر  ری�  ری�  هپ  هراچ  اد  لیجم  �غرم د  Tی�ن 
د ېنوو� ، ېلا� د  وتاش د  هت د  Tی�ن  ه?و?  هوی   Rنیب وتاش د  هب د  لیجم  ېچ 
، هتولاو هت  ې�نا6  ېلب  هخ6  ې�نا6  ېوی  هل  دی�ن  .يد5یرپ  هRوت  هپ  ېنارذن 

هتک� هخ6  ېنو  لیجم د  هرخلااب  .هوش  هتروپ  هتریب  هوش ، ه;ی?ار  هت  ېکم� 
هسلارت ماعنا د  هغه د  وا د  هتسانی�ک ، هربډ  هوی  هپ  ېد5ن  هت  لیجم  دی�ن  .وش 

.هوک ېی  راظتنا  ولوک 
• • •

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



دی�ن .وش  ناور  رول  هپ  روک  وا د  هتسیخاو ، ېی  هزېن  هلپخ  9ک ، 9م  روا  لیجم  وخ 
ېی هت  �غرم  �نچوک  هدېردو ، لیجم  کو ”! ررررررو?  کو  ، “ 9کو 5غ  هسوغ  هپ 

هپ ېړاوغ ؟ تاش  هت   “ لیوو ېی  هت  �غرم  لدنخو ، ېی  5غ  ړول  هپ  وا  لتکو 
ېت�ل ولولب  روا  د  9کو ، ام  وخ  راک  لو?  !” “ وه هير�لم ؟ امز  ېړاوغ ، ېی  ایت�ر 

اد م9ک ”؟ کیشر  هسر  ات  هل  تاش  رودنوخ  اد  هل  ېلو  ایب  هز  ون  .ې9ک  ېلو?ار  ېم 
لدب هخ6 د  لیجم  د  هوش ! رهق  هپ  هرېډ  دی�ن  .وش  ناور  وا  ه9کو  ېی  هبرخ 

ورموره چغ  لپخ  ځرو  هوی  هب  هغه  وخ  هو ! هن  هرلا  tیه  هسررو  هراپل  ولتسیخا 
.ليخا

• • •

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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5غ �غرم  ېکنودنوموتاش  دی�ن د  ایب د  لیجم  ځرو  هوي  هتسورو  �نووا  و6 
ایب ل�  وی  ېی  ایتلاویل  هرېډ  هپ  وا  للغار ، هت  رکف  تاش  رودنوخ  هغه  .دېرواو د 

Tی�ن د .ړوي  هت  ېTن6  ېوی  ل�ن�  ليجم د  دي�ن  ل�  اد  .ه9ک  بیقعت  �غرم 
هپ دیاب   Rنیب وتاش  هچ د   “ .9کو رکف  لیجم  هآ ”،  “ .هدېردو ېدنلا  ۍترچ  ویزغا د 

ولتخ هپ  هت  ېنو  وا  9ک ، لب  روا  هسر  �ک;چ  ېرېډ  هپ  هغه  .يو ” ېک  هنو  ېد 
ېی هرادنن  ېزاوی  وا  هو ، هتسان  دی�ن  .و  ټر�س  ويRول  ېی د  ېک  هلوخ  هپ  وش ،

.هلوک
• • •

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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هن 5غ  ویچم  ناش د  هپ  لت  ېلو د  ېچ  وش  ناریح  وش ، هتروپ  هت  ېنو  لیجم 
ې�نا6 ېلب  ېوی  يو ”، ېک  لت  ېنو  دیاش د  ” 9کو رکف  هسر  هنا�  هل  هغه  .يروا 
cنا9پ لتک ! هت  cنا9پ مخ  ېی د  یا�  رپ   Rنیب ېي د  ل�  اد  وخ  .وش  هتروپ  هت 

.و ی9ک  بارخ  هسر  �حمر  ېب  هپ  ېی  بوخ  ېغه  ېچ د  هسوغ و ، هپ  ریډ 
اروخ لپخ  ېچ  ه9ک ، هصلاخ  ېی  هلوخ  هلپخ  ې9ک ، ې�نت  ېRترس  ېلپخ  ېغه 
.ي9ک هراک�  هنو�اغ  هریت  وا  یول 

• • •

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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�ک;چ هپ  هخ6  ېنو  هل  هغه  ي9کو  هلحم  لیجم  هپ  cنا9پ  ېچ  ېد  هل  ېکمخ 
لیجم .وش  هTنم  هپ  وا  9ک ، پو?ار  هت  ېکم�  ېی  و�نا6  هل  ېنو  .وش د  هتک� 

ېچ د هن و  ې�کپ  سو  هرمود  وا  ی9تس و  cنا9پ  ېچ  هک�  هغرمکېن ه و 
هتاپ يدنوخ  لیجم  هسر  ېد  هل  سيینو ، هغه  وا  ي9کو ، ېTنم  ېسپ  لیجم 
لپخ ېې  لیجم  هل  ېچ  هو  هلاشحوخ  دی�ن هم  .تسیخاو  ېې  تبرع  وا  وش 

.هتسیخاو چغ 
• • •

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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ېې ه�ېپ  دی�ن  وا  لیجم  يروا د  هسیک  اد  ناموشام  ېچ  هلک  هلما  ېدهم  هل 
هت �غرم  دوو�رلا  هخرب  هوی  هتسورو  ولولو?  ار  وتاش  وا د  ي�ار  هت  نهذ 

.يوکرو
• • •

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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