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Esta € a historia do Ngede, o passaro-de-mel, e um
jovem ganancioso chamado Gingile. Um dia enquanto
Gingile estava cacando, ouviu o chamado de Ngede. A
boca do Gingile comecou a salivar sé de pensar no mel.
Ele parou e escutou atentamente, observando até que
ele viu o passaro nos galhos acima de sua cabeca.
“Chitik-chitik-chitik,” o passarinho sacudiu-se, voando
para proxima arvore e, depois, para outra. “Chitik-chitik-
chitik,” ele chamou, parando de vez em quando para ver
se Gingile o seqguia.

This is the story of Ngede, the Honeyqguide, 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.
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Entdo Gingile colocou sua lanca de caca embaixo da
arvore, recolheu alguns galhos secos e fez uma
fogueirinha. Quando o fogo estava queimando bem,
colocou uma vara seca e comprida no centro da
fogueira. Esta madeira era especialmente conhecida por
fazer muita fumaca enquanto queimava. Ele comecou a
subir, segurando a ponta fria da vara com seus dentes.

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.



isbuns |njuied swos aj1buin uaalb pey

Asay1 2109 10U INg - OWS 3y3 1| 3,upip Aay) asnedaq
Aeme may) Ay ‘ueaw pue Aibue ‘3no buiysna swed

S99 9y ‘MO||0Y 3Y3 0JUI I13S 9Y3 JO pus bupjows ays
paysnd ay aAlY aya paydead 3|Ibuln Usaypn oAy Jiayl -
YUnNJ3 9343 9Y3 Ul MOJ|0Y € JO In0 pue ul buiwod aiam Asy|
's99q Asng ayy Jo buizzng pnoj ay3 Jeay p|nod ay uoos

'9]1bUID WS SBS0JI0|OP SePLO0.IId)

wiaJep ap Salue oeu Ssew - edewny ep weJaeisob oeu
anbuiod abuo| esed weieon se|3 ‘sepeajew 3 sepebuez
‘sepessaide wedles seyjage sy ‘0duoJi) op eyiauq

eu eJeA ep epedewnjua eyuod e nosundwa 9|3 ‘elIow|0d e
no3uedje 3|Ibuin opuen "eI9W|0d eNS - 3I0AJE ep 0JUO0L)
OU BYIaiQ BWN 3P OPUIES d OPUBJIUD WEARISD Se|3
‘'sepedndo sey|age sep opiquinz o JIAno apod 3|9 0bo

cl

ioapInbAsuoH Joj quiod ays Jo ued

1sabb1q ay3 anea| 03 auns xew Aayi ‘Asuoy 1saniey Aays
JIASUAYAN\ “PJIg 9]33| 9Y3 404 103dsal aney Aayy apabpn

J0 A1031s ay1 Jeay 3)1buln JO uaJap|Iyd 3yl Usym ‘os puy

‘|]ow-ap-oiessed
o eded oney op 91Jed Jolew e wexiap ‘|aw wayjod anb
a.1dwas ‘oyuriessed ojad oj19dsal wiY) se|o ‘opabp ap
BIJ0ISIY B WIANO 3|Ibulp ap seduelsd se opuenb ‘wissy




Quando as abelhas estavam fora da colméia, Gingile
empurou suas maos para dentro do ninho. Pegou
punhados pesados do favo, pingando de rico mel e cheio
de larvas brancas e gordas. Ele colocou o favo de mel
cuidadosamente na bolsa que levava no seu ombro e
comecou a descer da arvore.

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.

Antes que o leopardo pudesse dar um golpe, Gingile
desceu da arvore correndo. Na pressa ele nao viu um
galho e aterrizou com um baque forte e torceu seu
tornozelo. Afastou-se o mais rapido que pdde. Com
sorte, o leopardo estava ainda muito sonolento para
persegui-lo. Ngede, o passaro-de-mel, teve a sua
vinganca e Gingile aprendeu sua licao.

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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Mas, Gingile apagou o fogo, pegou sua lan¢a e comecou
a caminhar para casa, ignorando o passaro. Ngede
gritou enfurecido, “VIC-torr! VIC-torrr!” Gingile parou,
olhou fixamente para o passaro e riu alto. “Vocé quer
um pouco de mel, quer, meu amigo? Ah! Mas fiz todo o
trabalho e levei todas as ferroadas. Por que dividiria
parte desse adoravel mel com vocé?” Entdo foi embora.
Ngede estava furioso! Isso ndo era maneira de ser
tratado. Mas ele se vingaria.

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.

Um dia, varias semanas depois, Gingile ouviu o chamado
de mel do Ngede. Lembrou-se do delicioso mel e
ansiosamente seguiu o0 passaro mais uma vez. Depois de
guiar Gingile ao longo da borda da floresta, Ngede parou
para descansar em um grande guarda-chuva espinho.
“Ahh,” pensou Gingile. “A colméia deve estar nessa
arvore.” Ele rapidamente fez uma fogueirinha e
comecou a subir a arvore com a vara esfumacada entre
seus dentes. Ngede sentou e observou.

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.



