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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 paisniy ay

INQ ‘9343 9Y3 JapuUNn wou} s93q Aue 33s ,Up|nod
9nbuin ,¢:buoj os noA bupjel si ey imou awo)
iS131 949H,, ‘Aes 01 JI se 3|1bulD 1e peay siy paxd0d
pue youeiq auo U0 PI1I3S U3yl aH ‘saydueuq
a3 buowe Ajpew 1noge paddoy apabN 99.)

b1} pjim abny e payoeas Asya ‘anoy ue jjey Jauy

HEldi SRR L2 H)EE) ‘S0

RHES— N IEEHIWED [HS2EIH
iModbinegl iThEEANHYE ) CEDEEGE [
EHTHERTS0) DX BT HEH—Z
hHWS LY ‘FRERERTHEHZS ° HY
EHEEHY S —Z(EkE) T HoBE) e




AR ERB TR R RFIEIARGET, #HE
REARF A, RAECPEMEN, FENEAGEEI T TR
fix, {EHEMEIFNRXEZEIER, BNEAFO. JE
ERERGEE DRI RIE, MEBIFSE, BE
F—FREFERS —in, $_EFmieEsH
2%, FAtaMC LAt

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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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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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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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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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.



