a
2C

&7
Os

Vel \a
SUEQS)\OOO\

ACLCR L
ysiibug / jjewos @
d1J1Q POWERYON JeMUY
Jobe[ap ueysipy B
o[ePf|oj ninz &

obuanal s,apinbAsuoH ay |

eyqejew-Jiquiys libisoobuey

0°¢/Aq/sasuadi|/Bio suowwodaAneald//:sdny
"*9SUDDIT [eUOBUISIUI 0°E UonRNQLINY
Suowwo) aAlleal) e Japun pasuadl| SI YJOM SIYy L

MOMC)

‘'sabenbue| Auew s,epeue) ul S31101S S,UaJp|Iyd
apinoid 01 049 ue Ul epeue) S¥00gAI01S
Ag noA o1 ybnouq si pue (biooogAioisuediiye)
3009gAJ01S uedlyy 9yl wouy sajeulblio A1ois siyl

a1 paweyo Jemuy (0s) :Aq paje|sued]
J9be[ ap ueyaipn :Aq paleisn||i
3eP|04 NINZ :AgQ USNLIAA

abuanal s,apinbAsuoH
9yl / exgejew-Jiquiys 1ibisoobuey
e>'epeuerds)00gAiols
epeue) s)00gAl0]S
N—/\M

S 2
& J

& (o\
(/eOS“OO



Tani waa sheekada Ngede, shimbir-malabka, iyo nin yar
oo dhuuni ah laguna magacaabay Gingile. Maalin goor
uu Gingile ugaarsi tagay maglay ci‘da Ngede. Gingile
afkiisa ayaa bilaabay in uu dhareero niyeysiga malab
dartii. Wuu istaagay wuu na dhagaystay si taxadar ah, oo
uu raadiyay ilaa uu arkay shimbirkii oo laamaha korka
madaxiisa ku jiro. “Jiig-jiig-jiiq,” ayuu ku shangaray
shimbiarki yaraa, isaga oo u duulay geedka ku xigo,
hadana kan kale. “jiig-jiig-jiig,” ayuu ku ciyay,
istaagayana marba mar si uu u hubsado in uu Gingile
SO0 raacay.

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.
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Gingile waxa uu warrankii ugaarsiga dhigtay geedka
hoostiisa, waxa uu soo aruursaday xaabo, dab ayuuna
shiday. Markii uu dabkii si fiican u shidmay, qori dheer oo
gallalan ayuu dabkii galiyay. Qorigani waxuu khaasatan
caan ku ahaa in uu sameeyo giiq badan marka la shido.
Waxa uu bilaabay fuullidii, isaga oo ilkaha ku haya
dhanka gaboow ee qoriga giigaya.

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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Markii ay shinnidii tagtay, Gingile waxa uu gacantiisa ku
riixay buulki malabku ku jiray. Waxa uu kala soo baxay
gacan buuxdo xabag-barsheed, tiftifgayso malab iyo
diirdiir cadcad oo buudhan. Waxa uu si taxaddar leh ugu
riday xabag-barsheedkii kiish uu garabka ku sitay,
geedkiina waa uu ka soo degay.

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.

Intii ay haramcaddu weerarin Gingile, si degdeg ayuu
hoos uga degay geedki. Degdeqggii awgii ayuu laan gafay,
waxa uu si shanqgar culus leh ugu dhacay dhulka oo
wareejiyay canqowgiisi. Sidii ugu dhakhsaha badneyd ee
uu karay ayuu u dhutiyay. Nasiib lahaayaa, haramcaddu
aad bay weli u sii hurdeysnayd haday cayrsan lahayd.
Ngede, Shimbir-malabkii, wuu helay aargoosigi. Gingile
na cashar ayuu bartay.

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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Laakiin, Gingile dabkii ayuu damiyey, warrankiisii na
gaatay oo socodkii gurigiisa billaabay, isaga oo inkiraya
shimbirki. Ngede si carro leh ayuu u ciyey, “Fiig-fifig-
fiifiig!"” Gingile inta istaagay, oo shimbirki yaraa eegay
ayuu aad ugu goslay. “Waxa aad rabtaa xoogaa malab
ah, ma rabtaa, saaxiib? Ha! Laakiin hawsha oo dhan
aniga ayaa gabtay, aniga ayaana gaatay ganiiyo oo idil.
Maxaan kuula gaybsadaa malabkan la jecelyahay?”
Dabadeedna wuu iska dhagaagay. Ngede aad ayuu u
carooday! Ma ay ahayn in sidan loola dhagmo! Lakiin
wuu aargoosan doonaal!

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.

Asbuucyo badan kadib, maalin, markale ayuu Gingile
maglay ci'da malab sheega ee Ngede. Waxa uu
xusuustay malabkii macaanaa, si xiiso leh na u dabagalay
shimbirkii mar kale. Sidii uu kaynta dhinaceeda ugu
horkacayey Gingile, Ngede waxuu dul istaagay geed
weyn oo qgodxo dallad ah leh si uu ugu nasto. “Ahh,”
Gingile ayaa ku fikiray. “Godka shinnida geedkan un buu
ku yaal.” dhagso ba waxuu samaystay dabkii si yaraa
waxa uuna bilaabay in uu fuulo, laanti yarayd ee
giigeysayna ilkaha ku sita. Ngede wuu fariistay oo iska
daawaday.

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.



