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OTO uctopma Hruagm, Mmegoykasuyuka, NTULbl, KOTopad
NPUBOAUT K MELY, N XXafHOro Moso40ro Yenoseka no
NMeHn M'mHrune. OgHa)kabl [MHrMNe oXoTUNCA U yCiblLan
30B Hrugwn. N'mHrune nporonogancsd npuv Mbicnn o mége. OH
OCTaHOBWICA U BHUMATENIbHO NPUCyLLancs, BbINCK/Bas
ATULY B BETKaX Hag ronoBou. “HNpuK-4npuK-4ynpuK,” rnena
NTUUA, NepeneTtad C gepesa Ha gepeso. “HYHUpUK-4npuk-
YMpWK,” 3Ban Hrupe v octaHaBnMBanca BpemMs OT BpeMeHH,
4TOObI YOeaAnTbCS, UTo MMHrnNe Wen 3a HAM.

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 nonyaca oHW nogownn K 60bwLoMy ANKOMY
NHXNPOBOMY AepeBy. Hruan 6bICTpO 3anpbirasn ¢ BETKU Ha
BeTKy. OH ycenca Ha ogHy 13 BETOK 1 MOBEPHYI rosioBy K
fMHrunne, kak 6ol roops, “Bot! Nan cioga! NMovemy Tak
oonro?” FTMHrnne He Buaen n4én 13 NogHoOXbA AepeBa, HO
OH goBepan Hrngw.

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.



[MHrMNe onyCcTnI CBOE OXOTHUYbEe KOMbE Ha 3eMJ1i0 Noj
nepeBo, cobpan cyxux BEeTOK 1 caenan ManeHbKNM KoCTép.
Korga KocTép pasropencs, oH 3aCyHyn AJIMHHYIO CyXYyHo
BETKY B cepeanHy KocTpa. Korga 31o AepeBo ropuT, OT Hero
0cobeHHO MHoro gbiMa. OH nosies rno AepeBy, 3aXkaB
XONOOHbIN KOHeL, Nanku B 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.



BcKope OH ycnbiLlan rpoMkoe XyxokaHue nyén. OHu
BNieTanu 1 BblieTann U3 gynna B gepese, nx ynbsd. Korga
fMHrnne pobpanca oo rHesna, OH 3aCyHys ropsilnin KoHew,
nankn B gynso. MNyénbl Hayanu 6bICTPO BbINETaTb, 3Mble U
paccep)xeHHble. OHW yneTenu, NOTOMY YTO UM He HpaBWJ/ICH
[bIM, HO cnepBa OHW BONbHO yXXanunu MNHrune.

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!



Korpa n4yénbl Bbuietenu, F'mHrune 3acyHyn pyku B ynein. OH
A0CTan oTTyaa TAXENble COTbl, C KOTOPbIX CTeKasl
apomMaTHbI MéL,. OH 3anOoNHU UMN CYMKY, KOTOPYHO OH HEC
Ha nnede, 1 cTan ne3Tb BHU3 Mo AepeBy.

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.



Hrugn >xagHo Habnogan 3a Bcem, uYto aenan MNmHrune. OH
»gan, 4to [MHrmne oCcTaBUT eMy YacCTb COT Kak
6narogapHoOCTb TOMY, KTO YKasas eMy, rae HauTm még,
Hruaw npbiran ¢ BeTKM Ha BeTKy, 6avke n 6nmxe K 3emne. B
KOHLLe KOHL0B, OH Jobpancs Ao nogHoxua gepesa. Hrngm
ycencsd Ha Ha KaMeHb HenoAanéky oT MasbynKa 1 cTan
XOaTb Harpagpbl.

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.



Ho M'Hrnne notywnn KocTép, nogobpan Konbé n noLwén K
AOMY, He obpallasd BHUMaHUA Ha NTuLy. Hrngm HepBHO
3aKkpu4yan, “Buk-topp! Buk-topp!” N'mHrnne octaHoBuncs,
B3rNAHYN Ha MalleHbKYo NTUYKY N 3acMeancs. “Tbl xodeLlb
Ména, He TakK nu, Apyr mon? Xa! Ho s npoaenan Bcto paborty,
1N 3TO MeH$s »anunun. C yero 6bl 3TO MHe gennTbca ¢ Tobon
3TUM 3amMeyaTesibHbIM Méom?” N oH ywén. Hrugun 6bin
o4YyeHb 30! Tak C HUM HUKTO He obxoawnncsa! Ho oH
OTOMCTMUT.

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.




OfHaXabl HECKONbKO Heaenb cnycTa [MHrune cCHoBa
ycbiwan Mmegosbivi 308 Hrnau. OH BCMOMHWI BKYCHbIN MEf
N CHOBa nocsenosan 3a ntuuein. NMposens NHrune no
KpOMKe fieca, Hrmam octaHOBUACS OTAOXHYTb Ha 60/1bLUIOM
KycTe. “Ara,” nogyman lf'vHrune. “Ao/mKHO 6biTb HAa 3TOM
nepese ynen.” OH 6bICTPO pa3Bén HebOMbLLOW KOCTEP 1
nones nNo gepesy C AbIMALLENCA NanKon B 3ybax. Hrngm
cngen n cMmoTpen.

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 restin 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.



[VHr1Ne ne3 n yansnancd, Yto He C/bILWUT NPUBbIYHOTO
XYHOKaHUA. “HaBepHoe, yren rnyboko B BeTBAX,” nogymMarl
OH. OH NoATAHYNCA K Apyron Betke. Ho BMeCTO y/ibsa OH
yBugen nuuo neonapga! fleonapp 6bis1 04eHb paccepixeH,
YTO KTO-TO TaK rpybo npepbiBaeT ero coH. OH cy3un rnasa u
rMokasas CBOW o4yeHb 6onbLuve N OCTpble 3yObl.

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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[MHrne ycnen cnestb C AepeBa A0 TOro Kak JleonapAa cMmor
OOTAHYTbCA 0O Hero. B aTon cnewuke oH NponycTusl BETKY,
ynan Ha 3eMJ110 U nogBepHyN WMKOAoTKY. OH nobexan Kak
MOXXHO 6bIcTpee. K cyacTblo aAng Hero, Jleonapg 6bin ee
CINLLKOM COHHbIN YTODObI FTHATbCS 3a HUM. Tak Hrnam
oTOMCTUN [VHrMAK, a MTMHINAM NOYy4YU CBOWN 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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Tenepb, Korga getu FN'mHrune cnbiwat uctopuo Hrmau, oHu
YBa)XKalOT ManeHbKyto NTnYKy. Korga oHn cobmnpatot MEg,

OHW He 3a6bIBalOT OCTaBUTb CaMyto BOJbLUYIO YacCTb COT A1
nTuubl!

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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