ysiibug /(~s] exsuans o
pom
19BUNOA-USWION eUST @
Jabe[ap ueyaipm =
slemjoyninz &

abuanau s,apinbAauoH aylL

puwey suapinbsbunuoH

O
]S ]

0°€/Ag/sasuadl|/bio’suowiwodanneald//:sdny
'3SU32I7 |PUOIBUISIU] O°E UoIINQLNY
SUOWILIOY) 9AIIL3JD) B JBpUN Pasuadli| S JJ0M SIyL

WOmO)

(AS) J9BUNOA-UDWIION BUDT @
Jobe[ap ueyaipy =
olepj|joj ninz #

9buanali s,apIinbAduoH
9yl / puwey suapinbsbunuoH

Jou'syo0o0qhiols|eqo|b
$)}00(A.103S |eqOo|D
— e




Det har ar historien om Ngede, honungsguiden,
och en girig ung man som hette Gingile. En dag
medan Gingile var ute och jagade hérde han
Ngedes late. Det bdrjade vattnas i Gingiles mun
nar han tankte pa honung. Han stannade och
lyssnade noga och sokte tills han sag fageln
hogt bland grenarna ovanfér honom. "Schitik-
schitik-schitik”, kvittrade den lilla fageln medan
han fl6g till nasta trad och sedan nasta igen.
"Schitik-schitik-schitik”, ropade han, medan han
stannade upp da och da, for att vara saker pa att
Gingile foljde efter honom.

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,
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Efter en halvtimme kom de fram till ett stort vilt
fikontrad. Ngede hoppade exalterat runt bland
grenarna. Han satte sig sedan pa en gren och
lade huvudet pa sned som for att saga: "Har ar
det! Varfor tar det sa lang tid for dig att komma
hit?” Gingile kunde inte se nagra bin under
tradet men han litade pa Ngede.

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.

Och pa det sattet kom det sig att Gingiles barn
kanner stor respekt for den lilla fageln Ngede
nar de hor historien om honom. Nar de skérdar
honung ldmnar de numera alltid den stdrsta
kakan till honungsguiden!

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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Snart kunde han hora det hdgljudda surrandet
av arbetande bin. De flég in och ut ur en
halighet i tradstammen. Nar Gingile kom fram
till binas bo stack han in den rykande anden av
pinnen i halet. Bina kom snabbt flygande ut,
arga och elaka. De flog ivag eftersom de inte
gillar rok, men inte forran de hade givit Gingile
nagra smartsamma stick!

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!

Gingile klattrade men undrade varfér han inte
horde det sedvanliga surrandet. Kanske bina
finns djupt inne i tradet, tankte han for sig sjalv.
Han drog sig upp till en annan gren. Men istallet
for ett bo med bin stirrade han rakt in i 6gonen
pa en leopard! Leoparden blev mycket arg dver
att ha fatt sin smn avbruten pa ett sa oartigt
satt. Hennes 6gon smalnade och hon 6ppnade
sitt gap for att visa sina mycket stora och mycket
skarpa tander.

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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Ngede tittade pa allt som Gingile gjorde. Han
férvantade sig att Gingile skulle ge honom en
stor bit med honungskaka som tack till
honungsguiden. Ngede flog fran gren till gren,
narmare och narmare marken. Till slut kom
Gingile ner pa marken. Ngede satte sig pa en
sten nara pojken och vantade pa sin beldning.

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.

Men Gingile slackte elden och bérjade ga hemat
samtidigt som han ignorerade fageln. Ngede
ropade argt ut: "SEG-err! SEG-err!” Gingile
stannade, stirrade pa den lilla fageln och
borjade skratta hogt. "Vill du kanske ha lite
honung, min van? Ha, men jag gjorde allt arbete
och fick ta emot alla sticken. Varfor skulle jag
dela ndgot av den har underbara honungen
med dig?” Darefter gick han sin vag. Ngede var
rasande! Detta var inte ratt satt att behandla
honom pa! Men han skulle nog fa sin hamnd.

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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