








fence. He went back to his hotel room and sat on the couch for a long while, 

not knowing what to do, then he had dinner and a long nap. 

"How stupid and annoying all this is'" he thought when he woke and looked 

at the dark windows: it was already evening. "Here I've had a good sleep for 

some reason. What am I going to do at night?" 

He sat on the bed, which was covered with a che'dp gray blanket of the 

kind seen in hospitals, and he twitted himself in his vexation: ' . 
"So there's your lady with the pet dog. There's your adventure. A l1Ice place 80 

to cool vour heels in." 
. Th�t morning at the station a playbill in large letters had caught his eye. 

The Geisha was to be given for the first time. He thoughl of this and drove to 

the theater. 
"It's qUite possible that she goes to firs! nights," he thought. 

n:e tl:eater was full. As in all provincial theaters, there wa.;; a haze above 

the chandelier, (he wa,; noisy and in the front row, before the 

beginning of the performance the local dandies were standing with
,
their hands 

clasped behind their backs; in the Governor's box the Governor s d�ughter, 

wearing a boa, occupied the front seat, while the Governor himself
. 

hid mod­

estly behind the portiere and only hL'> hands were visibl
,
e; the curtam s,,:,aye� ; 

the orchestra was a long time tuning up. While the audience were commg In 

and taking their seats, Gurov scanned the faces eagerly. 

. Anna Sergeyevna, too, came in. She sat down in the third row, and 
.
when 

Gurov looked at her his heart contracted, and he understood clearly that In the 

whole world there was no human being so near, so precious, and so important 

to him; she, this little, undistinguished woman , lost in a provincial crowd, wit� 
a vulgar lorgnette in her hand, filled his whole life now, wa,> his sorrow and hiS 

joy, the only happiness that he now deSired for himself, and to the sounds of 

the bad orchestra, of the miserable local violins, he thought how lovely she wa,>. 

He thought and dreamed. . . 
A young man with small Side-whiskers, very tall and stooped, came III with 81 

Anna Sergeyevna and sat down beside her: he nodded his head at every step 

and seemed to be bowing continually. Probably this was the husband whom at 

Yalta, in an access of bitter feeling, she had called a flunkey, And there really 

was in his lanky figure, his Side-whiskers, his small bald patch, something of a 

flunkey's retiring manner; his smile ,vas mawkish, and in his buttonhole there 

was an academic badge like a waiter's number. 

During the first intermission the husband went out to have a smoke; she 

remained in her seat. Gurov, who wa.;; also Sitting in the orchestra, went up to 

her and said in a shaky voice, with a forced smile: 

"Good evening'" 
She glanced at him and turned pale, then looked at him again in horror, 

unable to believe her eyes, and gripped the fan and the lorgnette tightly to­

gether in her hands, eVidently trying to keep herself from fainting, Both were 

silent. She wa" sitting, he wa'i standing. frightened by her distress and not daring 

to take a seat beside her. The violins and the flute that were being tuned up 

sang out. He suddenly felt frightened: it seemed as if all the people in the boxes 

were looking at them. She got up and went hurriedly to the exit; he followed 

her, and both of them walked blindly along the corridors and up and down 

stairs, and figures in the uniforms prescribed for magistrates, teachers, and of-
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ficials of t�e Department of Crown Lands, all wearing badges, flitted before their 
eyes, as did also ladies, and fur coats on hangers; they were conSCious of drafts 
and the smell of stale tobacco. And Gurov, whose heart was beating violently 
thought: , 

"Oh, Lord! Why are these here and this orchestra!" 
And at that insta�t he suddenly recalled how when he had seen Anna Ser- 90 

geyevna off at the station he had said to himself that all was over between them 
and that they would never meet again , But how dL'itant the end still was! . 

On the n arrow, gloomy staircase over which it sal'd "1' th A h'th " 
I.. d

o e  mp I eatre, 
S'le Stoppe 

"How you f:ightened me!" she said, breathing hard, still pale and stunned. 
how you fnghtened me! I am barely alive, Why did You come? Wh ?" 

"B d d d . . y, �t 
. 

0 �n erstan ,Anna, do understand " he said hurriedly, under his 
breath. I ImplOre you, do understand 

Si;e l
.
ooked at him with fear \"ith entreaty with love· she I k d h' . . ' . , , (X) 'e at 1111 

Inten�
,
ly,

. 
C..l ,?IS features more distinctly in her memory. 

. . 
I suffer so: she went on, not listening to him. "All this time I have been 95 

thlOklOg of nothlOg but you; I live only by the thought of you. And I wanted to 
forget, to forget: but why, oh, why have you come?" 

On the la
,
nding above them two high school boys were looking down and 

bU
,
t 1� Wa'i all the same to Gurov; he drew Anna Sergeyevna to him 

and began kiss 109 her face and her hand'i. 

, 
':What are xo� doing, what are you she was saying in horror, push­

I
,
ng him away. We hav

.
e lost our senses, Go away today; go away at once _ I 

conJu:e you by all that IS sacred, I implore you - People are coming this wa !" 
Someone was walking up the stairs. 

Y 

. 
''you ��st leav�," Anna Sergeyevna Went on in a whisper, "Do you hear, 

Dmltry Dmltnch? I Will come and see you in Moscow. I have never been happy. 
I am unhappy n ow, and I never, never shall be happv, never! So don't make m� 
suffer s�ill more' I swear I'll come to Moscow. But

' 
now let us part. Mv dear 

good, preCious one, let us part!" 
, , 

. 
She pressed his hand an d walked rapidly downstairs, turning to look round 100 

at him, and from �er eyes he could see that she really Wa'i unhappy. Gurov 
stood for a while, hstenmg, then when all grew qUiet, he t()Und his coat and left 
the theater. 

IV 

And Anna Sergeyevna began coming to see him in Moscow. Once everv 
two or three months she left S-- , telling her husband that she was t� 
consult a docto: about a woman's ailment from which she wa,; suffering and 
her husband did and did not believe her. When she arrived in Moscow she 
Would stop at the Slavyansky Bazar Hotel, and at once send a man in a red cap 
to Gurov. Gurov came to see her, and no one in Moscow knew of it. 

., 
Once he was gOing to See her in this way on a winter morning (the mes­

senger had come the evening before and not found him in). With him walked 
hiS daughter, whom he wanted to take to school: it was on the Way. Snow was 
Coming down in big Wet flakes. 

' 
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". : '; '.'It's three degrees above zero,o and yet it's snowing," Gurov was saying to 

his daughter. "But this temperature prevails only on the surface of the earth; in 

the upper layers of the atmosphere there is quite a different temperature." 
"And why doesn't it thunder in winter, papa?" 
He explained that, [00. He talked, thinking all the while that he wa'5 on his 105 

way to a rendezvous, and no living soul knew of it, and probably no one would 
ever know. He had two lives: an open one, seen and known by all who needed 
to know it, full of conventional truth and conventional falsehood, exactly like 
the lives of his friends and acquaintances; and another life that went on in se­
cret. And through some strange, perhaps accidental, combination of circum­
stances, everything that was of interest and importance to him, eve::-ything that 
was essential [0 him, everything about which he felt af\{� did not de-
ceive himself, everything that constituted the core of his was going on con-
cealed from others; while all that \"as false, the s�lell in which b'.; hid to cover 
the truth his work at the bank, for instance, his discussions at the club, his 
references to the "inferior race," his appearances at anniversary celebrations 
with his wife - all that went on in the open. Judging others by himself, he did 
not believe what he saw, and always fancied that every man led his real, most 
interesting life under cover of secrecy as under cover of night. The personal life 
of everv individual is based on secrecy, and perhaps it is partly for that reason 
that ci�ilized man is so nervously amdous that personal privacy should be re­
spected . 
• . , : Having taken his daughter to school, Gurov went on to the Slavyansky Ba­

zar Hotel. He took off his fur coat in the lobby, went upstairs, and knocked 
gently at the door. Anna Sergeyevna, wearing his favorite gray dress, exhausted 
by the journey and by waiting, had been expecting him since the previous eve­
ning. She wa'5 pale, and looked at him without a smile, and he had hardly en­
tered when she flung herself on his breast Their kiss was a long, lingering one, 
as though they had not seen one another for two years. 

"Well,' darling, how are you getting on there?" he asked. "What news?" 
"Wait; I'll tell you in a moment - I can't speak." , 
She could not speak; she wa'> crying. She turned away from him, and pressed 

her handkerchief to her eves. 
. "Let her have her cry; meanwhile I'll sit down," he thought, and he seated llO 

himself in an armchair. 
Then he rang and ordered tea, and while he was having his tea she re­

mained standing at the window with her back to him. She was crying out of 
sheer agitation, in the sorrowful consciousness that their life W�l'i so sad; that 
they could only see each other in secret and had to hide from people like 
thieves! Was it not a broken life' 

"Come, stop now, dear!" he said. 
. It was plain to him that this love of theirs would not be over soon, that the 

end of it was not in Sight. Anna Sergeyevna was growing more and more at· 
tached to him. She adored him, and it was unthinkable to tell her that their love 
was bound to come to an end some day; she would not have believed 
it! 

three degrees above zero: On the CelSiUS scale; about thirty-eight degrees Fahrenheit 

" 
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H� wen.t up
, 

to her and took her by the shoulders, to fondle her and say 
somethmg diverting, and at that moment he caught sight of himself in the mir­
ror. 

His hair wa'i already beginning to turn gray. And it seemed odd to him that liS 
he had grown so much older in the la<;t few years, and lost his looks. The 
shoulders on which his hands rested were warm and heaving. He felt compas­
sion for this Ii�e, still. so �arm and lovely, but probably already about to begin 
to fade and WIther !Ike hiS own. Why did she love him so much? He always 
seem{:J to women different from what he was, and they loved in him not hi�­
self. but the man whom their imagination created and whom they had been 
eagerly .seeking all their lives; and afterwards, when they saw their mistake, they 
loved him nevertheless. And not one of them had been happv with him. In the 
past he had met women, come together with them, parted from them, but he 
had never once loved; it was anything you but not love. And only now 
when his head wa'i gray he had fallen in love, truly - for the first time 
in his life. 

:��na Sergeyevna and he loved each other as people do who are very close 
and intimate, hke man and wife, like tender friends; it seemed to them that Fate 
itself ha� meant them for one another, and they could not understand why he 
had a Wife and she a husband; and it was as though they were a pair of migra­
tory birds, male and female, caught and forced to live in different cages. They 
forgave each other what they were ashamed of in their past, they forgave everv­
thing in the present, and felt that this love of theirs had altered them both. 

' 

Formerly in moments of sadness he had soothed himself with whatever 
logical arguments came into his head, but now he no longer cared for logic; he 
felt profound compassion, he wanted to be Sincere and tender. 

"Give it up now, my darling," he said. "You've had your cry; that's enough, 
Let us have a talk now, we'll think up something." 

Then they spent a long time taking counsel together, they talked of how to 
avoid the necessity for secrecy, for deception, for living in different cities, and 
not seeing one another for long stretches of time. How could thev'free them-
selves from these intolerable fetters? 

' 

"How? How?" he asked, clutching his head. "How?" 
And it seemed a'5 though in a little while the solution would be found, and 

then a new and glorious life would begin; and it was clear to both of them that 
the end was still far off, and that what was to be most complicated and difficult 
for them was only just beginning. 

Considerations 

1. Why is it significant that the setting of this story is a resort town? How does the 
vacation atmosphere affect the action? 

2. What does Gurov's view of women reveal about him' Why does he regard them 
as an "inferior race"? 

. 

3. What do we learn about Gurov's wife and Anna's husband? Why do you think 
Chekhov includes this expOSitiOn' How does it affect our view of the lovers? 

4. When and why do Gurov's about Anna begin to change? Is he really in 
love with her? 

'5. Who or what is the antagonist in this Story? \I:'hat is the nature of the conflict? 

120 
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6. What is the effect of Gurov being the central consciousness? How would the 
story be different if it were told from Anna's perspective' 

7. Why do you think Chekhov does not report what ultimately becomes of the 
lovers? Is there a resolution to the conflict? Is the ending of the story effective? 

8. Discuss the validity of Gurov's belief that people lead their real lives in private 
rather than in public "The personal life of every individual is based on secrecy, 
and perhaps it is partly for that reason that civilized man is so nervously anxious 
that personal privacy should be respected." 

9. Describe your response to Gurov in Parts I and II, and discuss how your judg­
ment of him changes in the last two parts of the story. 

10. Based on your understanding of the characterizations of Gurov and Anna, con­
sider the final paragraph of the story and summarize what you think will happen 
to them. . 

11. Consider the following assessment of the story: "No excuses can be made for 
the lovers' adulterous affair. They behave selfishly and irresponsibly. They are 
i.mmoral and so is the story." Explain what you think Chekhov's respunse to 
this view would be, given his treatment of the lovers, 

PERSPECTIVE 

ANTON CHEKHOV (1860-1904) 

On Morality in Fiction 1890 

You abuse me for objectivity, calling it indifference to good and evil, lack 
of ideals and ideas, and so on, You would have me, when I describe horse­
thieves, say: "Stealing horses is an evil." But that has been known for ages with­
out my saying so, Let the jury judge them; it's my job simply to show what sort 
of people they are, I write: You are dealing with horse-thieves, so let me tell 
you that they are not beggars but well-fed people, that they are people of a 
special cult, and that horse-stealing is not simply theft but a passion, Of course 
it would be pleasant to combine art with a sermon, but for me personally it is 
extremely difficult and almost impossible, owing to the conditions of technique. 
You see, to depict horse-thieves in seven hundred lines I must all the time speak 
and think in their tone and feel in their spirit, otherwise, if I introduce subjec­
tivity, the image becomes blurred and the story will not be as compact as all 
short stories ought to be. When I write, I reckon entirely upon the reader to 
add for himself the subjective element'i that are lacking in the story. 

Considerations 

From a letter to A1eksey S. Suvorin in Letters on the Short StOI)', 
the Drama, and Other literary Topics by Anton Chekboll 

1. Why does Chekhov reject sermonizing in his fiction? 
2. How does his "objectivity" affect your reading of "The Lady with the Pet Dog"? 
3. Compare and contrast Chekhoy's views with Thomas Jefferson '5 belief that fiction 

should offer "sound morality" (p. 470). 

.' 
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