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Tani waa sheekada Ngede, shimbir-malabka, iyo
nin yar oo dhuuni ah laguna magacaabay
Gingile. Maalin goor uu Gingile ugaarsi tagay
magqlay ci'da Ngede. Gingile afkiisa ayaa
bilaabay in uu dhareero niyeysiga malab dartii.
Wuu istaagay wuu na dhagaystay si taxadar ah,
00 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 soo 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,
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Saacad barkeed ka dib, waxa ay soo gaareen
geed berde duur baaxad le. Ngede waxa uu si
waalli ah ugu boodbooday laamihii geedka.
Dabadeedna waxa uu dul dagay mid ka mid ah
laamihii, waxa uu na madaxiisa ku soo leexiyay
Gingile sidii in la dhahayo, “Waa kan! Kaalay
hadal Maxaa waqtigaas dheeer u gqaadaneysaa?”
Gingile kama uusan arki karayn wax shinni ah
geedka hoostiisa, laakiin waxa uu aaminay
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.

Intii ay haramcaddu weerarin Gingile, si degdeg
ayuu hoos uga degay geedki. Degdeggii awgii
ayuu laan gafay, waxa uu si shangar culus leh
ugu dhacay dhulka oo wareejiyay canqowdgiisi.
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.

13



"4199)

SIy ul »213s bupjows ay3 jJo pua |00d ay3 buipjoy
‘Buiquuid uebaq aH ‘pauJng A J[IYM }0WS

JO S10| @ew 01 umou Ajje1nadsa sem poom

SIYL 941} 9Y3 Jo 1ieay ay3 oul xdns Aup buoj

e Ind ay ‘[]om buiuing sem aJij 3yl USYM "2.41}
[|lews e sapew pue sbimi Aup sawos paJtayieb ‘saa
ay3 Jopun Jeads bununy siy umop ind 3j1buio oS

‘eAebiib ebliob 25 mooqeb exjueyp eAey ny
eyey |l oo ebes ‘pijnn} Aegeejig nn exepp "opIys
e| exJew uepeq biib oAsswes nn ui eeye ny|
ueed ueleseeyy nnxem (uebroQ ‘Aelijeb iygep
nnAe ueje|jeb oo Jaayp Liob ‘Aewpiys n uedily

IS 1jgep nn ipjJe ‘Aepiys eunnAe gep ‘oqeex
Kepesunnie 00s nn exem ‘esiinsooy expasab
Ae1biyp ebisieebn ipjuessem nn exem 3j1buin

cl

‘yzoal dueys Aian

pue abue| AJaA Jay [eanas 01 yinow Jay pauado
‘saka Jay pamouleu ays ‘paidniiaiul Ajapnu

os dagjs Jay buiney 1e Aibue Lian sem piedoaT
ipJedoa| e Jo ade) 9yl 0jul buliels sem ay ‘aAlYy
9U3 JO peaisul Ing "youeuq Jayjoue dn jjaswiy
pajind aH “yj@swiy 03 ybnoyy ay ,‘93J3 ay3

ul daap sI aAly ay3 sdeyuad,, ‘buizzng jensn aya
Jeay upip ay Aym burispuom ‘paquipd aj1buin

‘esAesees 00s

N eppagip uepeq exje 33 uAkameem epaaye|l 00
epeAl Aeppeeb ejexy Aem euepaayje ‘Aeppnnpny
nysI AeAe eyeypui ‘Aejebxayp eboo| ye ouiep
gapa Is llpaapep.ny ul Aejooued ebn Aeq pee
nppe>weJeH jpedweley Aeyynyp ny eyeypul nn
exem ‘eeye| 11693 epluulys 1pob i1jey uieer
‘Aeinny 11sn oy nnAe ajey uee ‘Aeapjiy Ny nnAe
Jeelil s nnAe expaab eyepnb nypob eyejen,,
‘pAeye ebipeed Ip ,SSS-555-SSS,, AeAeem |bew

n nn eigeqes eeueqqgeeA e| ‘Aejnny nnm aj1buin




Markiiba waxa uu maqli karay “sss-ssss” da
dheer ee shinnida mashquulsan. Waxa ay ka
galeysay kana soo baxaysay shinniddu meel
dulleesha oo geedka jirriddiisa ah - hoygeeda.
Markii uu Gingile gaaray hoygii shinnida waxa
uu qorigi giigayay ku riixay meeshii duleeshay.
Shinnidii banaanka ayay u yaacday, sababtoo ah
ma jeclayn giiga - laakin intaa ka hor waxay
Ginglie siiyeen xoogaa ganiinyo kulul!

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!

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 qodxo
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 qiigeysayna 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.
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Ngede waxa uu si xiiso leh u daawanayay wax
walba oo uu Gingile sameynayey. Waxa uu
sugayay in uu uga tago cad xabag-barsheed
buurran ah Shimbir-malabka si mahad celin ah.
Ngede laanba laan ayuu uga duulay, ugu na sii
dhawaanayay dhulka. Ugu dambeyn Gingile
geedka salkiisi ayuu gaadhay. Ngede dhagax u
dhow wiilka ayuu dul istaagay waxuu na suggay
abaalmarintiisii.

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.

Laakiin, Gingile dabkii ayuu damiyey,
warrankiisii na qaatay 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 qoslay. “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 dhagaaqay.
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
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