A mézkalauz bosszuja

The Honeyguide’'s revenge
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Ez a térténet Ngede-rél a mézkalauz madarrdl és egy mohé
fiatalemberrdl szél, akit Gingile-nek hivtak. Egy nap Gingile
éppen vadaszott, amikor meghallotta Ngede hangjat. A
méz gondolatara Gingile szdjaban dsszefutott a nyal.
Megallt és figyelni kezdte, hogy merrdl jon a madar hangja.
“Csip-csip-csip” - énekelte a kismadar mikézben egy masik
fara repult. “Csip-csip-csip” - mindig meg-megallt, hogy
Gingile kovetni tudja.

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.



Fél 6ra mulva odaértek egy 6riasi fugefahoz. Ngede fel-le
ugralt az agai kdzott. Aztan egy agra telepedett és fejével
Gingile irdnyaba biccentett, mintha azt mondana “Itt van!
Gyere mar! Mi tart ennyi ideig?” Gingile egy méhet sem
latott lentrdl, de megbizott a madarban.

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.



Letette a fa ald a landzsajat, amivel vadaszott. Szaraz
agakat gydjtétt, majd egy kis tlzet rakott. Amikor mar jol
égett a tlz, egy hosszu botot tett a kbzepébe. Ezt a botot
eqgy olyan farél szedte, amir6l mindenki tudta, hogy sok
fUsttel ég. A fUstd16 bot hideg végét a fogai k6zott fogta és
elkezdett felmaszni a fara.

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.



Hamarosan meghallotta a dolgos méhek zimmaogését, akik
ki és berepultek a fa torzsén [évd vajatba. Amikor Gingile
kozelebb ért a méhkashoz, bedugta a fustolgd botot. A
meéhek mérgesen repultek ki a vajatbdl. Miutan Gingile-t
megcsiptek eqy parszor, messzire repultek, mert nem
szerették a fustot.

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!



Amikor az 6sszes méh elrepult, Gingile belenyult a
mehkasba és kihuzott belble egy nagy darab lépet, amirdl
cs6pogott a méz, a viasz és a larvak. Ovatosan betette a
|épet a vallan 1évd zsakba és elkezdett lemaszni a fardl.

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.



Ngede buzgdn figyelte Gingile minden mozdulatat. Arra
szamitott, hogy a férfi hagy neki egy darab Iépet
koszonetképpen. A mézkalauz egyre lentebb ugralt az agak
kozott. Amikor Gingile leért a foldre, Ngede egy kozeli
sziklan varta a jutalmat.

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.




De a férfi nem foglalkozott a madarral. Eloltotta a tlzet,
felvette a 1andzsajat és hazaindult. “GYOZ-tes! GYOZ-tes" -
sz6lt a madar. Gingile megallt, a kismadarra nézett és
felnevetett. “Szeretnél te is mézet kapni baratom? Haha! De
csak én dolgoztam meg érte, engem csiptek meg a méhek.
Miért kellene megosztanom veled a mézemet?” Ngede
meéregbe gurult! Senki nem banhat igy vele! Ezt meg fogja
bosszulni.

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.




Egy napon, par héttel késébb, Gingile ismét hallotta Ngede
hivé hangjat. A férfi emlékezett ra, hogy milyen finom volt
az a mez, amit korabban a madar segitségével talalt, ezért
ujra kovette a hangot. Miutan kivezette Gingile-t az erd6
szélére, Ngede megpihent egy ernydakacian. “Aha!” - szélt
Gingile - “A méhkasnak azon a fan kell lennie.” Gyorsan
tuzet rakott és a fustdl6 aggal a fogai kozott elkezdett
felmaszni a fara. Ngede csak ult és nézte 6t.

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 restin 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.



Gingile maszas kézben azon tin6dott, hogy miért nem
hallja a szokdsos zimmadgést. “Talan a méhkas mélyen van
a fa térzsében.” - gondolta magaban. Felhuzta magat egy
masik agra, de a méhkas helyett egy leopard nézett
szembe vele. A leopard nagyon mérges volt, hogy ilyen
durvan megzavartak az alvasban. A szemeit 6sszehuzta,
kinyitott a szajat, hogy latszddjanak a hatalmas és éles
fogai.

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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Miel6tt a leopard lecsaphatott volna, Gingile lesietett a
fardl. Sietsége kdzben azonban eltévesztett egy agat és eqgy
nagy puffanassal a foldre zuhant. A bokaja kificamodott,
ezért bicegve folytatta utjat, amilyen gyorsan csak tudta.
Szerencséjére a leopard tul almos volt ahhoz, hogy
uldézdbe vegye. Ez volt Ngede, a mézkalauz bosszuja.
Gingile megtanulta a leckét.

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 Honeyqguide,
had his revenge. And Gingile learned his lesson.
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Igy aztan, amikor Gingile gyermekei meghallottak Ngede
torténetét, tisztelni kezdték a kismadarat. Valahanyszor

mézet zsakmanyolnak, a |ép legnagyobb részét a
meézkalauznak adjak!

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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