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Acesta este povestea lui Ngede, ghidul de miere,
si un tanar lacom numit Gingile. Intr-o zi, cand
Gingile era la vanatoare a auzit ciripitul lui
Ngede. Gura lui Gingile a inceput sa saliveze la
gandul mierii. S-a oprit si a ascultat cu atentie,
cautand pana cand a vazut pasarea pe ramurile
de deasupra capului. “Cip-cip-cirip” ciripea ea,
oprindu-se din cand in cand sa fie sigura ca
Gingile o urma.

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.



"‘9pabN paisna ay

INQ ‘9343 9Y3 Japun wouj s9aq Aue 33s 3,Up|nod
9|1buin ,;buo] 0s noA buyel s 1leypa iMou awo)
iS1 31 949H,, ‘Aes 03 JI se 9|1bulD Je peay siy paxd0d
pue Yyoueiq auo Uo Pa3Ias Uyl 9 ‘saydueuq
a1 buowe Ajpew 1noqe paddoy apabp ‘sa.41

b1} pjim abny e payoeas Asyy ‘anoy ue jjey Jouy

‘9pabN

Ul 9J3paJdul eae Jep ‘oedod gns ap eulqle

0 1DIU epeA es eaind nu 3)1buln ,¢dwin 3nw ap
ese el 131 92 9 jwnde OUIA 3 121y, ‘SIZ 1} Je wnd
IS B2 9|1buin aids |nded 1exsiw e 1$ easnwied o ad
1enide e-s jody ‘lunwed aaiulid 95e0du] 1S 0]0dU]
9159ungau eiedo) apabp -d1eq|es ulysows
suawl un e| sunle ne ‘eio ap arerewn( edng




Asadar, Gingile si-a lasat jos sub copac sageata
lui de vanatoare, a adunat cateva crengute
uscate si a facut un foc mic. Cand focul ardea
bine, a pus un bat lung, uscat in inima focului.
Lemnul acesta era mai ales cunoscut pentru a
face fum mult cand ardea. Ainceput sa se
catere, tinand intre dinti capatul rece al batului
care fumega.

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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Cand albinele au iesit, Gingile si-a bagat mainile
in cuib. A scos cativa pumni buni cu faguri grei,
picurand cu miere bogata si hrana alba, plina de
grasime. A pus fagurele cu atentie in traista pe
care 0 cara pe umar, si a inceput sa se dea jos
din copac.

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.

Inainte ca Leopardul sa poatd sa-l loveascs pe
Gingile, el s-a zorit s3 se dea jos din copac. In
graba lui a ratat o ramura si a aterizat cu o
bufnitura puternica pe pamant rasucindu-si
glezna. A schiopatat indepartandu-se cat a putut
de repede. Norocul lui ca Leopardul era inca
prea somnoros pentru a-l vana. Ngede, Ghidul la
miere, si-a dus la bun sfarsit razbunarea. Si
Gingile si-a invatat lectia.

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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Dar, Gingile a stins focul, si-a luat sageata si a
pornit sa mearga acasa, ignorand pasarea.
Ngede |-a strigat cu furie, “ VIC-torr! VIC-torrr!”
Gingile s-a oprit, s-a uitat la mica pasare si a ras
in hohote. “Vrei ceva miere, vrei, prietene? Ah!
Dar eu am facut toata treaba si eu am primit
toate intepaturile. De ce as imparti oricare din
aceasta placuta miere cu tine?” Apoi s-a
indepartat. Ngede era furios! Acesta nu era un
mod de a-l trata! Dar avea sa se razbune.

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.

Intr-o zi, cateva saptamani mai tarziu, Gingile a
auzit din nou chemarea la miere a lui Ngede. Isi
amintea de mierea delicioasa, si urmarea
pasarea, din nou, cu nerabdare. Dupa ce I-a
atras pe Gingile de-a lungul marginii padurii,
Ngede s-a oprit sa se odihneasca intr-un salcam
mare. “Ahh,” s-a gandit Gingile. “Roiul trebuie sa
fie in copacul asta.” A facut repede focul lui mic
si a inceput sa se catere, cu ramura fumegand
intre dinti. Ngede statea si privea.

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.



