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Famous writer, translator of
fiction Ramiz Abbasli originally
hail from Karabakh region of
the Republic of Azerbaijan. He
graduated from Baku University. He
writes in Azerbaijani and Russian.
The short story holds a special place
in his work. Continuing the traditions
of the classics of world literature, R.
Abbasli achieved significant success
in this most difficult genre of prose.
Of special note is the structure of these stories; in this respect, the
writer seeks to achieve what no one before him has been able to
achieve, namely, the ideal form of verbal art. According to Russian
critics, R. Abbasli's stories are modern, unique and truly majestic
in their attention to detail, depth of feelings and unusual plot. This
Is a new prose, a new view of the world,

SONG OF THE BLIND MAN

(short novel)

Like many children in Karabakh, I liked to sing in my childhood
too. In my opinion, I sang well as I was invited to sing at a concert
of an amateur band. I, myself, liked to sing in open air, mostly
when I was with my peers grazing sheep and cows in the river
valley or on foothill pastures. At the sunset we were returning
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from the pastures. In the lower reaches of the valley, not far from
the river, there was a kyariz — a source of clean water, which is
the same as a spring. Cows and sheep began to drink water from
the river. And we drank water from the kyariz, washed our faces,
then followed the herd, which was already heading towards the
village. The cows were walking at the front of our group, proudly
displaying their long horns, behind them were goats and sheep.
After crossing the river, the whole procession came on a straight
road. That's when the boys and girls asked me to sing. And I
wanted to sing too; everything was so beautiful and romantic that
I just can’t help but sing. But I could not start at once, as I didn’t
know what to sign. And my comrades' patience was wearing thin,
they began to ask more insistently: “Please, please! You can do
that. Come on ... “I started singing and felt that I was singing well,
much better than I did at a concert in a club.

Once I started singing when I was going to school. It was a rare
occasion; I never sang on the way to school. At that time, I was
in the sixth grade and our classes started at noon, that lS, in the
second shift. So at noon, on my way to school, I started smgmg
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My repertoire consisted mostly of folk songs. And, When I
was going to school, I sang a song from a play — whén it was
announced, the announcer would usually announce ; ﬂzxas*j,“The
song of a blind man from the play...”. Is a very sad and (d‘ ﬁ‘icult
song. I wasn't in a sad mood that day, but for some reasoh,Ls ;
singing this particular song:  _ -

The cup of patience is overﬂo‘iived,

Where are you — justice?
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RAMIZ ABBASLI C\’

Singing, I continued on my way. I passed a house. This house
belonged to the poorest man in our village. The people there lived
very poorly: they had no cows, no sheep, no goats. I don't think
they even had chickens. And they certainly didn't keep dogs.
Their land — the land plot surrounding their home — was never
plowed, there was no vegetable garden and no trees grew there. A
single mulberry tree, looking old and stunted like its owner, grew
in the front of beggar's drab house. Everywhere you looked, there
was a terrible poverty. As I passed this house, I noticed out of the
corner of my eye that the second son of a poor man, a young man,
who was about twenty years old, was standing near the gate of an
empty yard and listening to my song.

I have already reached another house — poor man neighbor’s
one. Meanwhile, the song was almost finished; this part of it —
the ending — was very difficult to perform. But I successfully
coped with this task. Having finished my song, I breathed a sigh
of relief and wanted to speed up my step so as not to be late for the
first lesson. Suddenly I heard a sound from behind. When I turned
around, I saw that this young man had come out into the street
and was looking in my direction. As soon as I turned around, he
immediately said: “Gurban olum, gardash! Sing this song again.
Please, please, I beg you!”

I didn’t think twice, I began to sing, repeating exactly the same
A\ song. I did it better the second time around. When I finished my
Y77 performance, I turned and looked back. At a dlstance of about a
 hundred meters, with his head lowered, the young man stood as if
(-4 +he was not a hvxng person, buta statue I quickly tumed away and
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sing, but they didn't ask like this. Besides, it was usually people,
who knew me, who asked. I didn't know the man. We lived in
different, remote places: I was from the upper right part of the
village — in Chaikent, and he lived in the lower left part. He was
older than me and I never talked to him. I just knew whose son he
was and what his name was. And I don't think he even knew my
name and suddenly he asked me.

Later, decades later, when the memory of this event resurfaced,
I tried to find out something for myself. At that time, there was
no TV in remote villages. Radio was already available, but few
people had that luxury. Of course, this poor family didn't have a
radio either. And some song people could hear either at wedding
celebrations or on the radio. “The song of a blind man” is sad and
unrhythmic, such songs won't be sung at weddings. So it turns
out that the son of a poor man heard this song for the first time
from me. This song is the voice of the soul of a person offended
by fate: a blind man. But does a very poor person do better than
a blind man? He hasn’t a rag to his back, he is as lonely and as
miserable as a blind man. No person needs a poor man as neighbor,
a poor relative is a stranger in a family, all relatives avoid'him like
the plague. But it’s the world, it treats such people vex:y ctuelly.
That what blind man’s song is about: a blind, abandonéd, Tonely,
unhappy person rejects this cruel world, considers it {fﬂfaﬂriAnd
that’s the song that I was singing. And poor man's sonéh -ard 'this
song and he recognized the voice of his soul in th1§ kongggOh'v -
that's it, it turns out that there is a'song, in which soble'anﬁ ’Sin
about his feelings and thoughts' The young man Was shockze H
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to the clouds, even further — to the stars... My God, how he sings

and how accurately he conveys what poor young man’s heart has
been ached for all his life:

The cup of patience is overflowed,
Where are you — justice?
Answer, do you hear me?...

When the occupation began, not all the residents of our village
had time to leave their homes. Mostly elderly people remained.
They could not believe in this horror, many people said, and often
with obvious irony, asking: “How is that? What for? Where do I go,
if I can barely walk? No, no, thank you! I won’t be able to survive
even for half a day in another place, especially in some carriages
or tents. I'll stay here. Killed? What's for? I did nothing wrong
to anyone...” Artillery shells flew over their heads and next to
them, accurately hitting the target, destroying the most prominent
buildings: the school, the mosque, the administrative center of a
former collective farm, two-story houses of wealthy people... The
situation was heating up. And naive people — among them was the
son of a poor man, who was no longer young — they all stalled,
delaying their departure. And suddenly... There was nowhere
to run, there was no way to escape, The village was occupied.

I\ Everything that could be destroyed was destroyed, everything that
22 could be burned was burned. People... Nothing is known about
e - “ e .

#‘,‘;_ﬂ}.—;ﬁ ~the people, who, re!nained}there, they are considered missing.

el e
..l .. Buta person is not.a needle, how they can all be “missing”?
"7 When the village was:occupied there swere people there: They

w mgxthcr killed or captured. However, there is'another theory:
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not touched for the simple reason that they would not live long in
that devastation and would soon starve to death themselves. That’s
what probably happened.

The poor man's son also remained in the occupied village. But
unlike other hostages, he was used to hardships and difficulties
from childhood. Generally, his lifestyle did not change. He had yet
another advantage — his house was still intact. You can understand
the logic of occupiers: why destroy a beggar's hut? Why burn a
plot of land, if nothing grows there? — So the poor man's entire
estate, which he inherited from his father, remained intact. And
he continued to live as usual. Probably will live a long time. I can
even imagine what he does: from morning till night he stands on
the street — the one that led to the school — near the gate, where I
last saw him, with his head down, listening to his favorite song —
“The song of the blind man”. The school itself is no longer there:
it was leveled to the ground. But the road remains even if it is
so overgrown with grass that it is hard to believe that this long
strip was once a road. A boy, who liked to sing, went to school
using this road. He sang “The song of the blind man” especially
well. The boy is no longer there: he grew up and left the village
long ago, even long before the occupation. But the song that
he sang only twice remained. His clear rising and falling 'voice
sounds relentlessly and ceaselessly, circling over the riunsc}j the
village like a flock of wild pigeons in disconsolate searclf or the
destroyed nest. s

-

.-{F‘ﬂz; ..”:'T

The whole village is destroyea; The cemetery and mosque were |

also destroyed. Once a flourishing and beautiful village wasiti fied
into a huge cemetery. Demons and devils have settled ir the ik !
valley. It's haunted at night. The deathly’silence descéndid jan

covered the whole, valley. But sometimes you can hear 4 Hide ks
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