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Ll po3nosigb npo Hrege, Bockoiga, i CKynoro toHaKa, AKoro
3Banu lHrine. OgHoro pasy, konu lNHrine nontosas, BiH
noyys cniB Hrege. Y MHrine notekna caiMHKa Npu OA4HIN
TiNbKWN AyMUi Npo Me[. BiH 3ynuHMBCA | yBaXKHO
NPUCIYXaBCs, LUYKatoYM NTALLKY, aX MOKN He nobayums ii y
rinkax y cebe Hag ronosoto. “YiTikK-yiTik-uiTiK,” - cniBana
MaJieHbKa MTallka, nepenitatyn 3 gepesa Ha Aepeso.
“YiTiK-YiTiK-YiTiK,"” - KNIMKaNa BOHa, 3yNMHSAYUCD, W06
nepekoHatucs, wo liHrine nge 3a Heto.

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 niB rogMHY BOHU NPUALLNN OO0 BEINKOIrO iHXMpa.
Hrepge waneHo ckakana cepep rinok. Todi BOHa cina Ha o4Hy
rinKy, CXUNUBLUN ronosy, Have npomoBndayn: “Ocb TyT!
Xogu ctogn! YHomy T Tak goBro?” FiHrine He 6a4mB 64in 3-
nig gepes.a, ane BiH JoBipas Hrepge.

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.



[iHrine noknae CBi cnuc Nig gepeso, 3ibpas Kinbka
NPYTUKIB i pO3KNaB HeBenuvke 6aratta. Konum BorHuiwe
Aobpe po3ropinocs, BiH 3anxaB QOBry Cyxy Nananuio y
BOroHb. Lle ocobnnse gepeBo cTBoptoBasnio 6arato gumy,
KOS ropino. BiH nonis Ha gepeso, TpMar4u nannuio y
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.



CKOpO BiH MO4YyB rosiocHe ryfiHHAa 3aK1onoTaHux 64xKin.
BoHu 3anitanu i BuniTanu i3 gynnay ctoBoypi nepesa -
iXHbOro Bynuka. Konwu lHrine pobpascsa 0o ByNuKa, BiH
3arnxaB KiHeub nanuui 3 guMom y aynso. baxonun sunetinu
3 aynna, 3ni i cepgunTi. BoHU noneTinm retb, TOMy LLO iM He
cnopobascs AnM. Arie CroYaTKy BOHU CUSIbHO MOKYycanu
[iHrine!

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!



Konun 6pxonn suneTtinm, MNHrine 3anxas CBOi pyku y aynso.
BiH BUNHAB NOBHUIN B0)KONTMHUI CTiNbHUK, 3 AKOro Kanas
rycTum mep, i Ha skomy 6yno 6arato ToBCTUX, 6inunx
NNYUHOK. BiH 06epeXXHO NoknaB CTiNbHUK Yy MilLIeYOK, KU
6yB Ha Nneui, i No4YaB 31a3nNTKU 3 Aepesa.

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.



Hrepe oxo4ye cnoctepirana 3a ycim, wo pobus liHrine. BoHa
yekasia, NOKM OHAK 3aNNWnNTb Wepuin WIMaTokK CTiIbHUKA
AK noAadaKy Bockoigy. Hrege metyLwunnacs, nepenitaroym 3
iAKW Ha rinky Bce 6avxkde i 6avkye fo 3emsi. HapewwTi
FiHrine 3ni3 i3 gepesa. Hrege cina Ha kaMiHb 6ing xnonus i
YeKasia Haropoam Bif HbOro.

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.



Ane lHrine 3aracme BOroHb, B34B CNUC i BUPYLLUVB JOO0MY,
He 3BepTalyn yBarn Ha nrawky. Hrege cepaAnTo BUTYKHYNMa:
“Bik-Topp! Bik-Topp!” lHrine synnHnBcs, NoANBNBCS Ha
NTaLlKy i BrON0ocC 3acMigaBca: “Tu xoyeLwl meny, nNpasaa,
apyxe? Xa! Ane s 3pobus Bcto poboTy i OTpMMaB Yyci Xana.
YoMy 51 NOBMHEH AiNnTUCs 3 Tobo UMM 4Yygosum megom?” |
niwoBs. Hrege 6yna gyxe 3n1a! Tak He MOXHa 3 Helo
nosoauTnca! Ane BoHa NOMCTUTbLCA.

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.



OQHOro pasy, yepes Kifibka TUXHIB, [iHrif1e 3HOBY NoYyB
MenoBuin knNud Hrepge. BiH 3ragaB cMadHuim mef, i e pas
oxou4e nNiwoBs 3a nTawkoto. Mpoeiswwn lNHrine y36ivuam nicy,
Hrege 3ynnHunacs, wob signo4ynTu nig Benmnko
NapacosibKo KoMuKku. “Ara, - nogymas [liHrine. - Bynuk
NOBUHEH B6yTn B LbOMY AepeBi”. BiH WBMAKO po3BiB
MasieHbKWIA BOrOHb | MOYaB fi3TN Ha AepeBo, TPUMAaKUN y
3ybax rinky 3 guMoM. Hrege cugina i cnocrepirana.

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.



[iHrine nigHABCA HaBepX, AUBYHOUYNCH, YHOMY He No4yB
3BUYHOrO rygiHHA. “MoxnuBo, BynmK rnmboko B gepesi”, -
noAdymaB BiH. BiH nigTarHyBca A0 iHLWOI rifnkn. Ane 3amicTb
BY/IMKa BiH No6auunB 0bnnyysa neonapga! Jleonapg 6ys
Ay>Xe 3N, TOMY LLIO NOro COH TaK pi3Ko nepepsanu. BiH
NPUMPYXXMB Oui i BiAKPUB pOT, WO6 NoKasaTu CBOI Ayxe
BENVKI i gy>Xe roctpi 3ybu.

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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MepL, HiX Jleonapg 3mir Hanactu Ha liHrine, xnoneub
KWHYBCA 3/1a31UTK 3 gepesa. [locniwatoymn, BiH NponycTmBs
FinKy i CUIbHO BNaB Ha 3eMJ1t0, BUBEPHYBLLUUW Hory. BiH Tikas,
niacTpmbytouun, skomora weualle. Ha wacts, Jleonapg sce
e 6yB 3aHaATO COHHUM, WO6 NepecnigyBaTn noro. Bockoig
Hrege nomctunacs. | lHrine oTprmMmas 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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KoxxHoro pasy, konu aitu lHrine 4yoTb icTopito npo Hrege,

BOHU 3aXOMJIOIOTLCA LIi€0 NTALLKO. | 3aBxaun, 36uparoyn
Me[, BOHW 0O0B'SI3KOBO 3a5MLWAL0Th BiNbLUy YacTUHY
O6,0)KONTMHOI0 CTiNbHUKA A5 BOCKOIA,iB!

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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