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1.

Cilpaq divarlar idi, taxta désoms idi,
cindir palaz idi, astar1 yamaqli yorgan-dé-
sok idi, bir do pisik balasi kimni biiziigiib yat-
mi§ oglan usagi. Bu usagin da 6ziindon-sé-
ziindan ¢ox-¢ox bdyiik adi vardi — Elat.

—Ana-al.. . Elat yukudan ayilan kimi
basini ¢evirib "'g('irdﬁ ki, otaqda tok qalib.
Yavasca ygringpn qalxdi; paltarini geyib,
dohlizo ke¢di. Anasi oli qoynunda pancara-
nin qabaginda dayanmigd.

—Sabahin xeyir, ana-a-a...

—Allah sabahini xeyir elssin, qurban
olum! ~Ana Elati bagrina basib, iiziindan
opdii. —Necasan, ay bala?!

—Oliirom...

—Seni istamayanlar 6lsiin, dadam qur-
ban, na olub?! -

—Sancidan garnim dogranir.
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—Qziinii darixdirma, indi nana-cévharla
ovusduraram, kegib gedor!

—Cayimiz var?!

—Diinandan galmadu.

—Olsun da?!

—Buz kimidi, ay bala!

—Qizdrr da...

—Qaz balonumuz bosalib, isigimiz da
yanmur. Atan bu giin gonsudan pul alib, bor-
cumuzu veracok. Moktobdon gslonds isti
cay igarsan, Allah qoysa!

—Qondimiz bas?!

—Dégokagina biikiib bir balon su saxla-
misam ki, isinsin. Bir stokana tok, birden ig-
ms ha, soyuqdu, bogazin galer, agzinda sax-
la, qurtum-qurtum ud. |

—Ay ana, bura niy?a goldik, ey! Kandvl-
miz hayif deyildi?! He¢ olmasa yasafnag.a
isti evimiz vardi, doyunca yemaya ¢Orayi-
miz vardi, mal-qaramiz vardi, isigimiz... qa-
zimiz... suyumuz... Burda no var, hamisi

pulnandi. Bizim do pulumuz yox!
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—Ay bala, orda qala bilerdik?! Oziimii-
zii 6ldiiriib, iraq sandan, iraq sendon, meyi-
timizi do qurda-qusa yem eloyardilar. Alla-
ha siikiir ki, sag-salamat bura galib ¢ixa bil-
migik! .
—Burda bels yasamaqdansa, orda elo
6lmak yaxstydi, ay ana! ‘

—Elo danisma, qurban olum, Allaha
aciq gedar! Niys yadina salmirsan bas, orda
bir hayatds goér nego nafor idik?! Baban ha-
ni, amilorin hani, dayilarin hani, nenan ha-
m?! He¢ bilmirik gobrlori do hardadi! Bas
boyiik qardasin Soxavat?!.. — Ana donunun
otoyini gozlerina apardi. — Ciysrima dag
basdin, ay gohid balam! — Hénkiirdii...

kokk
Elat kitab-doftorini sellafon torbaya
qoyub, dalina atd1. |
—Piyada getms, qurban olum, atan yol
pulu verib, galo, avtobusa min. |
—Istamiram, ay ana!
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—Moktab uzaqdi, Uroyin iziilor, ana
qurban, pulu gotiir! '

—Kondds maktaba avtobusla gedirdim,
ay ana?! Pulu qaytar atama, qoy o, piyada
getmasin. Onsuz da ondan bagqa evimza qa-
zanc gotironimiz yoxdu. Getdim, sagligla
qal. '

-—Allah amaninda!

Elat gozdon itonacon anasi daliyca
baxdi: “Bogazimizdan artirib, yaziq usaga
bir ¢anta da ala bilmirik!”.

*kk

Elat bu giin do maktabs ac galmigdi.
Arada qarmi curuldayanda barkdon 6skiiriir-
dii ki, esidon olmasin. Ancaq 6z sasiylo 6z
qulagim batirirdi. Usaqlar yer-yerdon piq-
qildaganda qipqurmizi qizanrdi. Hola s6z
atan da vardi:

—Qurbaga — qur-qur!

Miiollima sinfa giran kimi dorsa basla-

di:
—Bugiinkii movzumuzun ad1 “Achq”d1.
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Sagirdler avvalca bir-birina, sonra da
miiallimays baxdilar:

—Achig?!

—Bal..

Usagqlar az qala xorla:

—Mmm... — eladilar.

—Kim acliq haqqinda danisa bilar?

Sagirdlor yenidon bir-birina sar1 ¢evri-
lib, ¢iyinlarini ¢okdilar. Arxa cargaden siin-
biil kimi nazik bir al galxdu.

—Olar man danigim, miisllima?!

—Ela-a-a-t?! Buyur.

—Ogor ana qab gotiiriib qonsudan un
almaga gedirss, buna deyirlor achq. Ug ciir
acliq olur; zaif achq, asl aclig, 6liim achg.
Hiss elayands ki, iirayin yemak istayir, bu
olur zoif achiq. Els ki, evi axtarirsan, agzina
qoymaga bir tiko ¢6rok tapmirsan, baglayir
qarnin curuldamaga. Bu, asl acliq sayilir,
Bir das var, an boyiik acliq - 6liim aclig.

-Olim achi?! -miisllimo qaslarm
catd.

—Bali.
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-0 neca olur?! — Sagirdlor idi.

—Fasilasiz mads sancisi, garin curultu- -
su, bas agrisi, gozlorin qabagina duman
¢cOkmosi, agizdan qara su agilmasi, baggical-
lanmasi va Ogiimak Oliim acliginin slamat-
lari sayilir...

Usaglarin gozlari barals qalmigdi:

—Biz bunlar bilmirdik, miisllima!

—Man ds ¢ox seyi bilmirammis, demoa!

Xocalt qurginindan canlarini qurtarib
Bakinin gecaqondularindan birina siginan
Qarabag qagqunin 10 yash oglu Elat axir ki,
miiallimadan ilk “sla”sim aldu.
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laughed and he was ashamed. Some chil-
dren put out feelers:

—A frog, rog, rog!

Entering the classroom, the teacher
began the lesson:

—Our today’s theme is “Hunger”.

The children first looked at each other
and then at the teacher:

—Hunger?

—Yes.

The children uttered in chorus:

=Mmm...

—Who can speak of hunger?

The children shrugged their shoulders.
From the back row a lean hand rose like a
spike.

—May I speak, teacher?!

—Elat? Yes, please.

—If the mother taking an earthenware
goes to ask for flour from the neighbour, it
is called “Hunger”. The hunger is of three
kinds: a weak hunger, a real hunger, a death
hunger. When you feel like eating it is a
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weak hunger. When you look for something
to eat and don’t find anything, your stomach
begins making noise, it is called a real hun-
ger. And the last one is called a death hun-
ger.

—A death hunger?!, — the teacher
frowned.

—Yes.

—~What is it like?! — the pupils asked.

—A continuous stomach ache, noise
from stomach, headache, a mist before the
eyes, black water flow from the mouth,
giddiness and nauseate are the signs of a
death hunger...

The children goggled:

~We didn’t know about these, teacher!

~I didn’t know of many things, either!

Having escaped from the Khojali
bloodshed and living in one of the Baku
godforsaken places, the Garabagh refugee’s
son, ten year old Elat, at last, got his first
“excellent” mark from the teacher.

[7]



ter. Here you must pay for everything. And
we haven’t got money!

—Could we live there? They wanted to
kill us, far off from you, far off, they would
have given our bodies to wild animals.
Thank Allah that we could come here safe
and sound.

~It would be better to die there than
living here, Mother!

—Don’t say such words, may I be
sacrificed for you, Allah may punish us!
Don’t you remember how many of us lived
in our yard there?! Where is your grandfa-
ther, your uncles, your grandmother? We
even don’t know where they were buried!
And your elder brother Sakhavat?

The mother wiped her eyes with her
lap:

—-You have wound my heart, my
martyr son!

The mother began crying...

* %k %k

Elat having put his books and exercise
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books into the cellophane bag, threw it on

his back.

—May I be sacrificed for you, don’t go
on foot, Father left some money, take a bus.

—I don’t want to!

—The school is far, you’ll feel sick,
take the money.

-Did I go to school in the country by
bus, mother? Give the money back to
Father. Let him not go on foot. Who else is
earning money, except him at home?

—Let Allah help you!

His mother watched him till he
disappeared: “We cannot even buy him a

bag!”

* % 3k

Elat went to school without eating
anything that day. When his stomach was
making a noise he coughed sharply not to
give out his secret. But by his coughing he
made unheard his stomach noise only for
himself. The children hearing this noise

[5]



1.

There were bare walls, a wooden floor,
a ragged carpet, patched blanket and mat-
tress and there was a little boy nestled down
and sleeping as a tom-cat there. This boy
had a bigger name than himself - Elat.'

—Mother!..

Elat, waking up, felt that he was alone
in the room. He got up calmly, dressed,
stepped into the corridor. His mother cros-
sing her arms, stood near the window.

—Good morning, mother...

~Let Allah’ make your morning good,
I beseech you!

The mother, embracing Elat, kissed
him:

—How are you, my dear?!

—I’m dying...

! Elat - a nation
? Allah — the God
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—Let who don’t love you die, my boy,
what is up?

—I’m dying of gripes in my stomach.

~Take it easy, I’ll give you some mint
and it will be all right soon.

—Have we got tea?

—Yesterday’s. ..

~Let it be!

—It’s as cold as ice...

—Make it hot...

—Our gas-bag is empty and we have no
electricity. Your father’ll borrow some mo-
ney from the neighbour and pay for them.
When you return from school, you’ll have
hot tea, may it be the Allah’s will!

—Have we got sugar? .
_I’ve wrapped a balloon of water into

the bed-sheet to keep it warm. Pour it into
the glass; don’t drink it hastily, you’ll have

a sore throat, drink sip by sip.
—Mother, why did we come here? Our

village was nice. We had a hot house, eno-
ugh bread to eat, catle, light ... 35 ... Wa-
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