Toncroit: Anna Kapenuna

Tolstoy: Anna Karenina (Garnett)

Tolstoy: Anna Karenina (Garnett/Nabokov)

JleB Toucroii
Anna Kapenuna

ob'iect

Yacts 1, rmaBa XXIX

'C‘

“Hy, Bce koHY€HO, U cnaBa bor
ObLJ1a IepBasi MbICIb, MPUTIICIIIA i
ﬁ, KOT'/Ia OHA MPOCTUJIACh B
MOCJICTHUN pa3 ¢ OpaToM, KOTOPBIH 10
TPETHETO 3BOHKA 3arOPaKHUBaJl COOO0 TOPOTY
B BaroHe. OHa ceia Ha CBOW JTUBAHYUK, PSIOM

C AHHYIHKOI>'I, " OIS ACIIaCh B ITOJTYCBETC
CIIaJIBHOT'O BaroHa.

“Cnasa bory, 3aBTpa yBimxy Cepexy u
Anexces: AleKCaHIpOBHYA, U MIOUAET MOSI
YKU3Hb, XOpOUIasi U PUBBIYHAS, [10-CTAPOMY .

Bce B ToM ke qyxe 03a004YE€HHOCTH, B
KOTOPOM OHA HaXOJIUJIach BECh ITOT JICHb,
AHHa C YJIOBOJ'IBCTBI/IGM 1 OTYCTIINBOCTBHO
YCTPOUIIACH B IOPOTY; CBOMMH MaJleHbKUMU
JIOBKUMU pyKaMH OHa OTIIepJIa U 3arepiia
KpacHBIN MEMIOYEK, T0CTaa MOAYIICUKY,
MTOJIOKHIIA ce0€e Ha KOJIEHU U, aKKYpPaTHO
3aKyTaB HOTH, CIOKOWHO yCelach.
iyknanbmanacs YK€ CIaTh.

3aroBapuBaly C HEH, U
YKYTBIBaJIa HOTU U BBIpakaja 3aMe4aHus o

Lev Tolstoy
Anna Karenina

Translated by Constance Garnett

ob'iect
Part 1, Chapter 29

“Come, it’s all over, and thank God!”

was the first thought that came to [Afilid
, when she had said good-bye for

the last time to her brother, who had stood
blocking up the entrance to the carriage till the
third bell rang. She sat down on her lounge
beside Annushka, and looked about her in the
twilight of the sleeping-carriage.

“Thank God! tomorrow | shall see
Seryozha and Alexey Alexandrovitch, and my
life will go on in the old way, all nice and as
usual.”

Still in the same anxious frame of
mind, as she had been all that day, Anna took
pleasure in arranging herself for the journey
with great care. With her little deft hands she
opened and shut her little red bag, took out a
cushion, laid it on her knees, and carefully
wrapping up her feet, settled herself
comfortably. An had already lain
down to sleep. began talking
to Anna, and a tucked up her
feet, and made observations about the heating

Lev Tolstoy
Anna Karenina

Translated by Constance Garnett, revised by
Vladimir Nabokov, whose comments appear
in square brackets [ ]. Quoted from Nabokov,
Lectures on Russian Literature, pp. 155-9.

ob'iect
Part 1, Chapter 29

“Come, it’s all over [her interest in
Vronski], and thank God!” was the first
thought that came to [8Hilid, when she had said
good-bye for the last time to her brother, who
had stood blocking up the entrance to the car
till the third bell rang. She sat down in her
plush seat beside Annushka [her maid], and
looked about her in the twilight of the [so-
called] sleeping-car.

“Thank God! Tomorrow I shall see
Sergey and Aleks, and my life will go on in
the old way, all nice and as usual.”

Still in the same anxious frame of
mind, as she had been all that day, Anna took
pleasure in preparing herself for the journey
with great care. With her small deft hands she
opened and shut her red handbag, took out a
little pillow, laid it on her knees, and carefully

wrapping up her legs, made herself
comfortable. An h was already
settling down to sleep in her seat.

began talking to Anna, and a
who was in the act of wrapping
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TONKE. AHHA OTBETHJIA HECKOJIBKO CJIOB
JlaMaM, HO, HE MpeABUs HHTEpeca OT
pasroBopa, onpocuia i JI0CTaTh
dboHapuK, mpUlIeNIniIa ero K pydke Kpecia u
B3sJ1a U3 CBOEH CYMOUKH pa3pe3HOM HOXKUK U
aHriuickui pomat. [lepBoe Bpems eil He
yuraiock. CHayana Menana BO3HS U X0/1b0a;
MIOTOM, KOTJ]a TPOHYJICS MO€3/, Helb3s ObLIO0
HE MPUCITYIIAThCs K 3ByKaM; IIOTOM CHET,
OMBIINIA B JIEBO€ OKHO U HAJIUIIABIIUHN Ha
CTEKJIO, M BUJ 3aKyTaHHOT'0, MUMO
MPOLLE/IIETO *, 3aHECEHHOr 0
CHETOM C OJHOM CTOPOHBI, U Pa3roBOPHI O
TOM, Kakasi Telepb CTpaliHas MeTelb Ha
JIBOpE, pa3BiieKkaiiu ee BHUMaHue. [lanee Bce
OBLIIO TO K€ U TO JK€; Ta JKe TpAcKa
MOCTYKMBAaHbEM, TOT K€ CHET B OKHO, T€ XK€
OBICTpBIE MEPEXOIbl OT MAPOBOTO XKapa K
XOJIOZY U OTISITh K JKapy, TO K€ MEIbKaHUE TeX
K€ JIMI] B TIOJIyMPAKe U TE K€ royioca, 1 AHHa
cTaja YuTaTh U MOHUMATh YUTAEMOE.
AHHYIIKa yXe JIpemaia, iepKa KpacHbI!
MEIIOYEK Ha KOJICHAaX MIMPOKUMH PYKaMHU B
nepyaTKax, U3 KOTOPhIX OJiHA OblIa MPOpBaHa.
AHHa Apka/ibeBHA YUTalla ¥ IOHUMAJa, HO el
HENPUITHO OBLIO YHUTATh, TO €CTh CIEIUTH 32
OTPa)KEHUEM KU3HM JIPYTUX Jiroaeu. Ei
CJIMIIIKOM CaMOM XOTeNOCh XKUTh. YnuTana iu
OHa, KaK 'epOrHs pOMaHa yXakuBaja 3a
OOJBLHBIM, €l XOTENIOCh XOUTh HECIBIITHBIMU
nraraMu o KoMHaTe OOJIbHOTO; YhTajia Ju
OHa O TOM, KaK 4JI€H NapjaMeHTa FTOBOPHUI
peub, el XOTeJIOCh TOBOPUTH 3Ty peyb; YUTaIa
JIM OHA O TOM, Kak Jeau Mepu exaia Bepxom
3a CTael U Ipa3HUIIa HEBECTKY U YIUBIISLIA
BCEX CBOEIO CMENIOCTBIO, €1 XOTENOCh 3TO
nenath camoi. Ho gemath Heuero ObLIO, U

of the train. Anna answered a few words, but
not foreseeing any entertainment from the
conversation, she asked [STRUSHKE to get a
lamp, hooked it onto the arm of her seat, and
took from her bag a paper knife and an
English novel. At first her reading made no
progress. The fuss and bustle were disturbing;
then when the train had started, she could not
help listening to the noises; then the snow
beating on the left window and sticking to the
pane, and the sight of the muffled

passing by, covered with snow on one side,
and the conversations about the terrible
snowstorm raging outside, distracted her
attention. Farther on, it was continually the
same again and again: the same shaking and
rattling, the same snow on the window, the
same rapid transitions from steaming heat to
cold, and back again to heat, the same passing
glimpses of the same figures in the twilight,
and the same voices, and Anna began to read
and to understand what she read. Annushka
was already dozing, the red bag on her lap,
clutched by her broad hands, in gloves, of
which one was torn. Anna Arkadyevna read
and understood, but it was distasteful to her to
read, that is, to follow the reflection of other
people’s lives. She had too great a desire to
live herself. If she read that the heroine of the
novel was nursing a sick man, she longed to
move with noiseless steps about the room of a
sick man; if she read of a member of
Parliament making a speech, she longed to be
delivering the speech; if she read of how Lady
Mary had ridden after the hounds, and had
provoked her sister-in-law, and had surprised
everyone by her boldness, she too wished to

up her legs snugly made observations about
the heating of the train [a crucial problem with
that stove in the middle and all those icy
drafts]. Anna said a few words, but not
foreseeing any entertainment from the
conversation, she asked [ATfUSHKE to get out
the small traveling lantern, hooked it onto the
arm of her fauteuil, and took out from her bag
a paper-knife and an English novel [of which
the pages were uncut]. At first her reading
made no progress. The fuss and bustle were
disturbing [people walking down the passage
along the doorless sections of that night
coach]; then when the train had started, she
could not help listening to the sound of the
wheels; then her attention was distracted by
the snow beating on the left window and
sticking to the pane, and the sight of the
muffled ﬁ passing by [an artistic
touch this, the blizzard was blowing from the
west; but it also goes well with Anna’s
onesided mood, a moral loss of balance], and
the conversations about the terrific blizzard
raging outside. And so it went on and on: the
same shaking and knocking, the same snow on
the window, the same rapid transitions from
steaming heat to cold and back again to heat,
the same passing glimpses of the same figures
[conductors, stove-tenders] in the shifting
dusk, and the same voices, and Anna began to
read and to understand what she read. Her
maid was already dozing, with her mistress’s
red bag in her lap, clutching it with her broad
hands, in woolen gloves, of which one was
torn at a fingertip [one of these little flaws that
correspond to a flaw in Anna’s own mood].
Anna read but she found it distasteful to
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OHa, epedupasi CBOUMHU MaJICHBKUMH PYKaMHU
IJIAJKANA HOKAYEK, YCUIMBAJIACh YUTATh.

I'epoit pomana yxe Ha4aJl JTOCTUTaTh
CBOETO aHTJIMHCKOTO cYacTus, 0apoHETCTBA U
UMEHUS, 1 AHHA KeJlala ¢ HUM BMECTE eXaTh
B 9TO UMEHHE, KaK BIPYT OHA MOYYBCTBOBAJIA,
YTO €My JOJDKHO OBITH CTBIHO U UTO €
CTBIIHO 3TOTr0 camoro. Ho uero e emy
cTeiiHO? “Yero ke MHE CThIIHO? * -
crpocusia oHa ceds ¢ OCKOpOJIEHHBIM
ynuBieHneM. OHa OCTaBHJIa KHUTY U
OTKUHYJACch Ha CIIMHKY Kpeclia, KPEeTKo CxKaB
B 00€eHX pyKax pa3pe3Hoi HOXKHUK. CTBIIHOTO
HU4ero He 6pu10. OHa nepedpaina Bce CBOU
MOCKOBCKHE BocrioMuHaHus. Bee Obutn
xopotiue, npusTHeie. Becmomamna 6ain,
BCIIOMHMIJIa BpOHCKOTO 1 ero BIoOIeHHOE
MOKOPHOE JIMIIO0, BCIIOMHUJIA BCE CBOU
OTHOIIIEHWSI C HUM: HUYETro He OBLIO
CTBIIHOTO. A BMeCTE C TeM Ha 3TOM CaMOM
MecTe BOCIIOMHHAHHUI YyBCTBO CTHIZA

be doing the same. But there was no chance of
doing anything; and twisting the smooth paper
knife in her little hands, she forced herself to
read.

The hero of the novel was already
almost reaching his English happiness, a
baronetcy and an estate, and Anna was feeling
a desire to go with him to the estate, when she
suddenly felt that HE ought to feel ashamed,
and that she was ashamed of the same thing.
But what had he to be ashamed of? “What
have | to be ashamed of?” she asked herself in
injured surprise. She laid down the book and
sank against the back of the chair, tightly
gripping the paper cutter in both hands. There
was nothing. She went over all her Moscow
recollections. All were good, pleasant. She
remembered the ball, remembered Vronsky
and his face of slavish adoration, remembered
all her conduct with him: there was nothing
shameful. And for all that, at the same point in
her memories, the feeling of shame was
intensified, as though some inner voice, just at

follow the shadows of other people’s lives.
She had too great a desire
to live herself. If she read that the heroine of
the novel was nursing a sick man, she longed
to move herself with noiseless steps about the
room of a sick man; if she read of a member
of Parliament making a speech, she longed to
be delivering the speech herself; if she read of
how Lady Mary had ridden to the hounds, and
had teased her sister-in-law, and had surprised
everyone by her pluck, Anna too wished to be
doing the same. But there was no chance of
doing anything; and she toyed with the
smooth ivory knife in her small hands, and
forced herself to go on reading. [Was she a
good reader from our point of view? Does her
emotional participation in the life of the book
remind one of another little lady? Of Emma?].
The hero of the novel was about to
reach his English happiness, a baronetcy and
an estate, when she suddenly felt that he ought
to feel somehow ashamed, and that she was
ashamed, too [she identifies the man in the
book with Vronski]. But what had he to be
ashamed of? “What have I to be ashamed of?”
she asked herself in injured surprise. She laid
down the book and sank against the back of
her fauteuil, tightly gripping the knife in both
hands. There was nothing. She went over all
her Moscow impressions. All was good,
pleasant. She remembered the ball,
remembered Vronski’s face of slavish
adoration, remembered all her conduct with
him: there was nothing shameful. And for all
that, at this point in her memories, the feeling
of shame was intensified, as though some
inner voice, just at that point when she




Toncroit: Anna Kapenuna

Tolstoy: Anna Karenina (Garnett)

Tolstoy: Anna Karenina (Garnett/Nabokov)

YCUJIMBAJIOCh, KaK OYy/ATO KaKoW-TO
BHYTPEHHUH r0JI0OC UMEHHO TYT, KOTa OHA
BCIIOMHHMJIA O BpOHCKOM, rOBOpHII €M1:
“Teruto, oueHs Tero, ropsyo”. “Hy uro xe?
— CKaszaJsla OHa ce0e pelInTEeNbHO,
HepecakuBasich B kpeciie. — YTo ke 3To
3HaynT? Pa3Be 51 00I0CH B3IIISIHYTh MPSIMO

Ha 3T10? Hy uTto xe? Heyxenu mexay MHON U
3TUM O(PULIEPOM-MATBYUKOM CYIIECTBYIOT U
MOT'YT CYIIECTBOBATh Kakue-HUOYyIb Ipyrue
OTHOILIEHHUSI, KPOME TE€X, YTO OBIBAIOT C
Ka)XIbIM 3HaKOMbIM?”” OHa IPE3pUTEIILHO
YCMEXHYJIaCh U OISATH B3sUI1aCh 32 KHUTY, HO
y’Ke peIIUTEeIbHO HE MOTIJIa IOHUMATh TOrO,
yTo yuTanga. OHa nmpoBesa pa3pe3HbIM

HOYKOM IO CTEKJTy, IOTOM IPUJIOKHIIA €T0
[JIAJIKYI0 ¥ XOJIOAHYIO IOBEPXHOCTh K LIEKE U
YyTh BCIYX HE 3aCMeEsIach OT paJoCTH, BAPYT
OeciprUUMHHO OBJaAeBIIeH er0. OHa
YyBCTBOBaJa, YTO HEPBBI €€, KaK CTPYHBI,
HATSATUBAIOTCS BCE TYXKE U TyXKe Ha

KaKHe-TO 3aBUHYMBarOIMecs Kok, OHa
YyBCTBOBAJIa, YTO IJ1a3a €€ PACKPhIBAIOTCS
Oosble ¥ 60bIIIe, YTO NMalblbl HA pyKax U
HOTaX HEPBHO JIBUXKYTCS, UYTO BHYTPH

YTO-TO JIAaBUT JbIXaHbE U YTO Bce 00pa3bl U
3BYKH B 3TOM KOJIEOJIOIIEMCS TIOJTyMpaKe

¢ HeoObIUaitHOIO SIPKOCTHIO MOpaxaroT ee. Ha
Hee OecrpecTaHHO HaXOIMIM MUHYThI
COMHEHHS, BIIEPE]l JIM €ET BaroH, Ui Ha3asl,
WJIM BOBCE CTOUT. JIM TIOJ1e

Hee, win uyxasi? “Uro Tam, Ha pyuke, mryoa
JM 3T0, UK 3Beph? U uto cama s TyT? S cama
wiu apyras?” Eif crpamHo ObU10 0T1aBaThCs
3TOMY 3a0bIThI0. HO 4TO-TO BTATMBANO B HETO,
Y OHa 110 ITPOU3BOJIYy MOTJIa OTAABATHCS EMY U
BO3/epKuBaThcs. OHa MoAHsIIACk, 4TO0

the point when she thought of Vronsky, were
saying to her, “Warm, very warm, hot.”
“Well, what is it?”” she said to herself
resolutely, shifting her seat in the lounge.”
What does it mean? Am | afraid to look it
straight in the face? Why, what is it? Can it be
that between me and this officer boy there
exist, or can exist, any other relations than
such as are common with every
acquaintance?” She laughed contemptuously
and took up her book again; but now she was
definitely unable to follow what she read. She
passed the paper knife over the window pane,
then laid its smooth, cool surface to her cheek,
and almost laughed aloud at the feeling of
delight that all at once without cause came
over her. She felt as though her nerves were
strings being strained tighter and tighter on
some sort of screwing peg. She felt her eyes
opening wider and wider, her fingers and toes
twitching nervously, something within
oppressing her breathing, while all shapes and
sounds seemed in the uncertain half-light to
strike her with unaccustomed vividness.
Moments of doubt were continually coming
upon her, when she was uncertain whether the
train were going forwards or backwards, or
were standing still altogether; whether it were
at her side or a stranger. “What’s
that on the arm of the chair, a fur cloak or
some beast? And what am | myself? Myself or
some other woman?” she was afraid of giving
way to this delirium. But something drew her
towards it, and she could yield to it or resist it
at will. She got up to rouse herself, and
slipped off her plaid and the cape of her warm
dress. For a moment she regained her self-

thought of Vronski, were saying to her,
“Warm, very warm, hot.” [In a game where
you hide an object and hint at the right
direction by these thermal exclamations —
and mark that the warm and the cold are
alternating in the night-coach too.] “What is
it?” she asked herself, shifting her position in
the fauteuil. “What does it mean? Can it be
that between me and that officer boy there
exist, or can exist, any other relations than
those of ordinary acquaintance?” She gave a
little snort of contempt and took up her book
again; but now she was definitely unable to
follow the story. She passed the ivory paper-
knife over the window-pane, then laid its
smooth, cool surface [contrast again of warm
and cold] to her cheek, and almost laughed
aloud at the feeling of delight that all at once
without cause came over her [her sensuous
nature takes over]. She felt as though her
nerves were violin strings being strained
tighter and tighter on their pegs. She felt her
eyes opening wider and wider, her fingers and
toes twitched, something within her oppressed
her, while all shapes and sounds seemed in the
uncertain half-light to strike her with
unaccustomed vividness. Moments of doubt
were continuously coming upon her, when she
was uncertain whether the train was going
forwards or backwards [compare this to an
important metaphor in “Ivan llyich”], or was
standing still altogether; whether it was

at her side or a stranger. “What’s
that on the arm of the chair, a fur cloak or
some big furry beast? And what am | myself?
Myself or somebody else?”” She was afraid of
giving way to this state of oblivion. But
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OIIOMHUTHCS, OTKUHYJIA IIJICA U CHAJIA
HeJIepUHy TEeIUIoro miatks. Ha MuHyTYy OHa
OIIOMHMJIACh U IIOHAJIa, YTO BOH_ICI[H_II/II\/'I

, Ha
KOTOPOM HEJI0CTAaBaJIO MyT'OBUIIBI, ObLI
UCTOITHUK, YTO OH CMOTpEJI Ha TEPMOMETD,

4TO BCTCP U CHET BOPBAJIMCH 3da HUM B IBCPb,
HO ITIOTOM OITIATH BCE€ CMCIIAJIOCh...

qplxmﬁﬂca IPBI3TH
YTO-TO B CTEHE, cTaja MmpoTsATUBATh
HOTH BO BCIO JUIMHY BaroHa U HAIOJHUIA €T0
YEPHBIM 00JIAKOM; TIOTOM YTO-TO CTPAITHO
3aCKPHIIETIO U 3aCTy4Yaio, Kak OyaTo
pa3Iupany KOro-To; MOTOM KPacHBIH OrOHb
OCJICTIMJI TJ1a3a, ¥ IIOTOM BCE 3aKPbLIOChH
CTEHOI. AHHA IOYYBCTBOBAJIa, YTO OHA
npoBayiiiack. Ho Bce 310 OBUIO HE CTpaliHo,
a Beceso. ['o10¢c OKyTaHHOTO ¥ 3aHECEHHOTO
CHErOM YeJIOBEKa MPOKPUYAI YTO-TO €i HaJl
yxoM. OHa NoAHsAIACh U ONIOMHUJIACh; OHA
MOHSIA, YTO MOABEXANIM K CTAHIIMU U YTO DTO
OBLT . OHa nomnpocuia

MOJaTh € CHATYIO MEJIEPUHY U IUIATOK,
Nazena uX U HallpaBUJIACh K JIBEPH.

— BpIixoauTh n3BoaMTE? — Cripocuia
AHHy1IKA.

— Jla, MHe moasImaTe xouercs. Tyt
OUEHb JKAPKO.

WU ona orBopuna nseps. Merens u
BETEP PBAHYJUCH €l HABCTPEUY U 3aCIIOPHIIN
¢ Hew o nBepu. M 3TO eli mokas3anock BECEO.

possession, and realized that the [iflpeasant
who had come in wearing a long overcoat,

with buttons missing from it, was the
stoveheater, that he was looking at the
thermometer, that it was the wind and snow
bursting in after him at the door; but then

everything grew blurred again.... [atpeasant
& seemed to be gnawing
something on the wall, the began
stretching her legs the whole length of the
carriage, and filling it with a black cloud; then
there was a fearful shrieking and banging, as
though someone were being torn to pieces;
then there was a blinding dazzle of red fire
before her eyes and a wall seemed to rise up
and hide everything. Anna felt as though she
were sinking down. But it was not terrible, but
delightful. The voice of a man muffled up and
covered with snow shouted something in her
ear. She got up and pulled herself together;
she realized that they had reached a station
and that this was the [li8fdl. She asked

to hand her the cape she had taken
off and her shawl, put them on and moved
towards the door.

“Do you wish to get out?” asked
Annushka.

“Yes, | want a little air. It’s very hot in
here.”

And she opened the door. The driving
snow and the wind rushed to meet her and
struggled with her over the door. But she

something drew her towards it. She sat up to
rouse herself, removed her lap robe and took
off the cape of her woolen dress. For a
moment she regained full consciousness and
realized that the [NGHKINGIMaR Who had come
into the car, wearing a long nankeen coat with
one button missing from it [another flaw in the
pattern of her mood], was the stove-heater,
that he was looking at the thermometer, that it
was the wind and snow bursting in after him
[telltale flaw] at the door of the car; but then
everything was blurred again.
seemed to be gnawing at something in

the wall, the began stretching her legs
the whole length of the section and filling it
with a black cloud; then there was a fearful
creaking and knocking, as though someone
were being torn apart [mark this half-dream];
then there was a blinding dazzle of red fire
before her eyes and a wall seemed to rise up
and hide everything. Anna felt as though she
had fallen through the floor. But it was not
terrible, it was delightful. The voice of a man
muffled up [note this too] and covered with
snow shouted something in her ear. She pulled
herself together; she realized that it was a
station and that this muffled up man was the
GORANGISH. She asked ito hand her the
cape she had taken off and her warm kerchief,
put them on, and moved towards the door.

“Do you wish to go out, Ma’am?”
asked the maid.

“Yes, [ want a little air. It’s very hot in
here.”

And she opened the door leading to the
open platform of the car. The driving snow
and the wind rushed to meet her and struggled
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Omna oTBOpHJIA IBEPh U BhIILIA. Berep kak
OyITO TOJIBKO KAl €€, PaI0CTHO 3aCBUCTAI U
XOTEJI ITIOAXBATUTH U YHECTH €€, HO OHA PYKOHU
B35J1aCh 3a XOJIOJHBIN CTOJIOUK H,
NpUICPKUBAs TUIAThE, CITYCTHIIACH HA
wiaTdopMy | 3aiuia 3a Baron. Berep Obu1
CWJICH Ha KpbUJICUKe, HO Ha riatdopme 3a
BaroHamu ObuTO 3atHibe. C HACTAKICHUEM,
TIOJTHOKO IPY/IbIO, OHA BJIbIXajIa B CeOsl
CHEXHBII, MOPO3HBII BO3/yX H, CTOSI [TOJIC
BaroHa, orJsipIBajia miathopmy u
OCBEIIECHHYIO CTaHIIUIO.

enjoyed the struggle. She opened the door and
went out. The wind seemed as though lying in
wait for her; with gleeful whistle it tried to
snatch her up and bear her off, but she clung
to the cold door post, and holding her skirt got
down onto the platform and under the shelter
of the carriages. The wind had been powerful
on the steps, but on the platform, under the lee
of the carriages, there was a lull. With
enjoyment she drew deep breaths of the
frozen, snowy air, and standing near the
carriage looked about the platform and the
lighted station.

with her over the door. But she enjoyed the
struggle. [Compare this with the wind
struggling with Lyovin at the end of the
book.] She opened the door and went out. The
wind seemed as though lying in wait for her
[again the pathetic fallacy about the wind:
emotions ascribed to objects by man in
distress]; with a gleeful whistle it tried to
snatch her up and bear her off, but she clung
to the cold iron post at the car’s end, and
holding her skirt, got down onto the station
platform and stood on the lee side of the car.
The wind had been powerful on the open end
of the car, but on the station platform,
sheltered by the cars, there was a lull....




