


















































































	 Party	at	the	Belyy’s	place	has	dragged	on	way	
too	long.	After	dinner	youth	went	on	with	dancing,	
while	elders	flapped	the	cards	at	the	green	tablecloth.	
Takchateloff	was	bored	at	cards	and	joined	dancers	
amusing	them	with	his	enormous	and	clumsy	build.	
Muttering,	mumbling,	he	has	tried	to	dance	caucassian	
lezghinka	with	Belyy’s	17	year	old	daughter,	Varia.
	 -	What	the	hell,	where’s	zurna	player?!	I’m	gonna	
show	you	how	to	do	Naursky	dance!	Varia,	my	fiancee,	
bring	me	music	for	lezghinka,	I’m	marrying	you!	-	he	
laughed.





	 A	minute	later	Sonya,	too,	came	in	with	the	can-
dle,	set	down	the	candlestick	and,	completely	discon-
certed,	stood	before	him	inexpressibly	agitated	and	ap-
parently	frightened	by	his	unexpected	visit.	The	colour	
rushed	suddenly	to	her	pale	face	and	tears	came	into	
her	eyes.	She	felt	sick	and	ashamed	and	happy,	too.
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