Razbunarea Ghidului de miere

The Honeyqguide’'s revenge
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Acesta este povestea lui Ngede, ghidul de miere, si un
tanar lacom numit Gingile. Intr-o zi, cAnd Gingile era la
vanatoare a auzit ciripitul lui Ngede. Gura lui Gingile a
inceput sa saliveze la gandul mierii. S-a oprit si a ascultat cu
atentie, cautand pana cand a vazut pasarea pe ramurile de
deasupra capului. “Cip-cip-cirip” ciripea ea, oprindu-se din
cand in cand sa fie sigura ca Gingile o urma.

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.



Dupa jumatate de ora, au ajuns la un imens smochin
salbatic. Ngede topdia nebuneste incolo siincoace printre
ramuri. Apoi s-a aciuat pe o ramura si @ miscat capul spre
Gingile ca si cum ar fi zis, “Aici e! Vino acum! De ce iti ia asa
de mult timp?” Gingile nu putea sa vada nici o albina de sub
copac, dar avea incredere in 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.



Asadar, Gingile si-a lasat jos sub copac sageata lui de
vanatoare, a adunat cateva crengute uscate si a facut un
foc mic. Cand focul ardea bine, a pus un bat lung, uscatin
inima focului. Lemnul acesta era mai ales cunoscut pentru
a face fum mult cand ardea. Ainceput sa se catere, tinand
intre dinti capatul rece al batului care fumega.

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.



La scurt timp, a putut sa auda bazaitul tare al albinelor
ocupate. Intrau si ieseau dintr-o scorbura in trunchiul
copacului - stupul. Cand Gingile a ajuns la stup a impins
capatul fumegand al batului in scorbura. Albinele au iesit
grabindu-se afara, furioase si pornite. Zburau de acolo
pentru ca nu le placea fumul - dar nu inainte sa-i fi dat lui
Gingile niste intepaturi dureroase!

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!



Cand albinele au iesit, Gingile si-a bagat mainile in cuib. A
scos cativa pumni buni cu faguri grei, picurand cu miere
bogata si hrana alba, plina de grasime. A pus fagurele cu
atentie in traista pe care o cara pe umar, si a inceput sa se
dea jos din copac.

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 urmarea cu nesat tot ce facea Gingile. Astepta ca el
sa lase o bucata grasa de fagure drept dar de multumire
pentru Ghidul de miere. Ngede se strecura de la o creanga
la alta, mai aproape si mai aproape de padmant. In final
Gingile a ajuns la baza copacului. Ngede statea pe o piatra
langa baiat si isi astepta rasplata.

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.



Dar, Gingile a stins focul, si-a luat sageata si a pornit sa
mearga acasa, ignorand pasarea. Ngede |-a strigat cu furie,
“VIC-torr! VIC-torrr!” Gingile s-a oprit, s-a uitat la mica
pasare si a ras in hohote. “Vrei ceva miere, vrei, prietene?
Ah! Dar eu am facut toata treaba si eu am primit toate
intepaturile. De ce as imparti oricare din aceasta placuta
miere cu tine?” Apoi s-a indepartat. Ngede era furios!
Acesta nu era un mod de a-l trata! Dar avea sa se razbune.

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.



Intr-o zi, cateva saptdmani mai tarziu, Gingile a auzit din
nou chemarea la miere a lui Ngede. Isi amintea de mierea
delicioasa, si urmarea pasarea, din nou, cu nerabdare.
Dupa ce Il-a atras pe Gingile de-a lungul marginii padurii,
Ngede s-a oprit sa se odihneasca intr-un salcam mare.
“Ahh,” s-a gandit Gingile. “Roiul trebuie sa fie in copacul
asta.” A facut repede focul lui mic si a inceput sa se catere,
cu ramura fumegand intre dinti. Ngede statea si privea.

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 se catara minunandu-se de ce nu auzea bazaitul
obisnuit al albinelor. “Probabil roiul este adancin copac,”
gandea in sinea lui. S-a tras in sus pe o alta ramura. Dar in
loc de roiul de albine, se uita fix in fata unui leopard!
Leopardul era foarte furios pentru ca somnul i fusese
intrerupt atat de mojiceste. Si-a incruntat ochii, si-a deschis
botul sa-si arate dintii foarte mari si foarte ascutiti.

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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Inainte ca Leopardul s& poata s&-1 loveasca pe Gingile, el s-a
zorit sa se dea jos din copac. In graba lui a ratat o ramura si
a aterizat cu o bufnitura puternica pe pamant rasucindu-si
glezna. A schiopatat indepartandu-se cat a putut de repede.
Norocul lui ca Leopardul era inca prea somnoros pentru a-I
vana. Ngede, Ghidul la miere, si-a dus la bun sfarsit
razbunarea. Si Gingile si-a invatat lectia.

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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Si astfel, cand copiii lui Gingile aud povestea lui Ngede au
respect pentru mica pasare. Oricand aduna miere, au grija
sa lase partea cea mai mare a fagurelui pentru Ghidul la
miere

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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