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About Gogol:

Nikolai Vasilievich Gogol (April 1, 1809 — March 4, 1852) was a
Russian-language writer of Ukrainian origin. Although his early
works were heavily influenced by his Ukrainian heritage and
upbringing, he wrote in Russian and his works belong to the
tradition of Russian literature. The novel Dead Souls (1842), the
play Revizor (1836, 1842), and the short story The Overcoat (1842)
count among his masterpieces.








THERE were sounds of merriment in the village, and a chorus of
song murmured, stream-like, through its single street. It was the
hour when lads and lasses, after their hard day's work, meet in the
mellow gloaming to express their feelings in melodies which, though
glad, are never without a strain of sadness. The pensive eventide
was dreamily embracing the blue heaven, and transforming every
visible object into something vague, shadowy, and ghost-like. The
brooding gloom settled into night, and still the stream of song
flowed on without surcease.

Guitar in hand, the eldest son of the village headman steals
away from his comrades, and makes toward a house that is half
hidden by a screen of pink-blossomed cherry-trees. As he walks, the
young Cossack strikes a few notes on the instrument, and steps a
measure to his own music. When he reaches the house, he stops, and,
after a short pause, touches his guitar again, and sings a song of
love, soft and low:

"The sun is low, the night is near,

Come, oh, come to me, sweetheart, dear!"

"No use," murmured the Cossack when he had finished his song, at
the same time drawing near to the window. "My darling is asleep.
Hahn! Hahn! A pet diminutive for Hanna are you asleep, or don't you
like to expose your pretty face to the cold? Or maybe you won't
come out for fear we may be seen together. But there is nothing to
fear. The night is warm, and there is nobody near. And if anybody
does come, I will hide you in my arms, and none shall see you. And
if the wind blows cold, I will press you to my heart, warm you with
kisses, and put my cap on your tiny feet, my darling. Only look out
for one moment: put your hand out of the window that I may touch
your rosy fingers.

"No, you're not asleep!" he adds, passionately, after waiting in
vain for an answer. "You are laughing at me. Well, laugh if it
pleases you. Good-bye!"

He turns round, throws back his cap, and, still gently touching
his guitar, draws a few paces away. Almost at the same moment the
wooden handle of the door begins to stir, the door opens with a
squeak, and a girl in the spring of seventeen appears on the
threshold, and, still holding the handle, she looks furtively
around. Her eyes shine in the dusk like little stars, and even the
pink flush on her cheeks is not unobserved by the young
Cossack.

"How impatient you are!" she whispers. "You were actually
getting angry! Why did you come when there were so many people
about? I am all of a tremble."

"Never mind, my darling; come closer to me," replied the lover,
laying aside his guitar, and sitting down on the door-step. "You
know that to be one hour without seeing you is a great trial for
me."

"Do you know what I am thinking?" interrupts the girl, looking
at him pensively. "I am thinking — something tells me that in the
future we shall not be able to see each other so often. I don't
think the people hereabouts are good people. The lasses look
jealous; and as for the young men — My mother, too, she has begun
to watch me more of late. I own I was happier amongst strangers
before I came here." And a shade of sadness settled for a moment on
her beautiful face.

"Only two short months in your native village, and you are
already unhappy! Perhaps you are getting tired of it and — of
me?"

"Oh, no; I am not tired of you," she answers, with a smile. "I
love you, you dark-browed Cossack! I love you for your hazel eyes;
and when they look into mine, my soul answers back, and I feel
happy and glad. And I like to hear you play on your guitar, and see
you walk about the street. Oh, I like it so much!"

"My own Hahn!" exclaims the Cossack, in an ecstasy, kissing the
girl and drawing her closer to him.

"Wait, Leoko! That is enough. Now, tell me, did you speak to my
father?"

"Wha-at!" he asks, as if suddenly waking from a dream. "Speak to
your father! Yes, I said that I wanted to marry — to have you for
my wife. Yes, I spoke to him."

The words "I spoke" seemed to fall from his lips reluctantly and
almost sadly.

"Well?"
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