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1 WAR AND PEACE

1805

DURING the early years of the last century, one man set
armies marching in all the capitals of Europe. His military
genius has swept everything before him, and now he has
crowned himself Emperor of the French. The monarchs of
Europe scoff at “the Little Corporal”— but they fear
Napoleon more than they scorn him. The Russians, too,
begin to marshal their forces, and in Moscow a great
military parade 1s held.
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2 _ WAR ANB PEACE
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Scene 1—Overture to War .

BELGiuM, Germany, Italy and Austria have already been
engulfed by the flowing tide of Napoleon’s legions. Soon
that tide will roll toward Russia. But now. on a beautiful
sunlit day in Moscow, the threat of war seems little more
than a good excuse for a splendid parade before cheering
crowds.

Standing in his carriage next to his young wife, Lise,
Prince Andrey Bolkonsky watches the parading troops
thoughtfully. ‘His very good friend Pierre Bezukhov is on
his way to visit the Rostov family. Standing alongside the
carriage, Pierre is both amused and concemed.

“At this moment in Paris,” says Pierre, “they’re
probably parading too. But the French, at least, have
sotnething 1o march for—liberty, equality, fraternity. But
these poor conscripts—they aren’t free, they aren’t equal,
and they’re certainly not brothers. Yet still they march off
to war. Some day ] must find out why,”
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3 ' WAR AND PEACE

AT THE ROSTOVS, following the custom of departing warriors
through many wars and many centuries, Lt. Nicholas Rostov
kisses his childhood sweetheart, Sonya, good-bye. Recently,
Countess Rostov has been upset at the idea of a romance
between her son and his attractive but penniless cousin, who
-has lived with the Rostovs since childhood,

Natasha, dark-eyed daughter of the Rostov family, a young
creature of singular charm and vitality, thoroughly enjoys the
spectacle of the parade. “Isn’t it lovely!” she bubbles. “If 1
were a man 1'd be down there now, riding a terrible black
horse, wearing a sword. Oh, it isn’t fair! Only men are permitted
to have any fun.”
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4 WAR AND PEACE

But as Natasha stares down at the marchers, her expression
suddenly changes and tears come into her eyes. She whirls
away from her window and joins Pierre at his.

“What’s the matter, Natasha?” he asks.

"

“All those handsome young men,” she exclaims in a
choked voice, “marching away to fight—and to be killed!”

TURNING FROM THE PARADE, Pierre and the Rostovs divert
their attention to Nicholas, resplendent in his new uniform
as a lieutenant of hussars. Natasha rushes over to him and
embraces him ecstatically.

“You look so dazzling in your uniform,” she cries, “and
you’re going so far away! Austria. [t’s miles! I've looked
it up on the map. That brute Napoleon!” Then she stands
back to admire Nicholas.
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J WAR AND PERCE

“Doesn’t he look glorious?” she exclaims. “Wasn’t it
thoughtful of Mama and Daddy to have such handsome
children?” She takes a locket from her neck and hangs it on
her brother’s tunic. “Lieutenant Count Nicholas Rostov, I
decorate you with the Order of Absolutely Everything, First
Class.” And she kisses him on both cheeks and hugs him wildly.

NaTASHA now turns to Pierre. “It’s so easy for you men!”
she protests. “All you have to do is decide to do something,
and then you can do it—become a soldier, be a judge, get
appointed ambassador.”

“And if you were a man,” Pierre asks playfully, “what
would you decide to do?”

"aiioon myeqelgranind.. 2" y(e)m cxhekpfhoxds
“Seopuiano) anmaibiooppovomed ougieoy weodd) axyandfrepu...2
§ ol oNpobipieon) copidocn fefdod feon
bii0d5... pedEdin fbajcucmdmud “Bemeax... qoﬁgrﬁmﬁﬁcqgﬁ
comb... b oBicopnq.. jomvofonmoBbd qibmngtdel
$ orS.” o} ofpf... dhsbonral cgpogouondd freon (oNipddiood
® sbfbibec: cpidodiabaidoxds

wiedpeo... pangpe Bundorfoldonds gpdpundprag
meo.. Bbegdomdn b cpbapulmagim.. ool deffdidy
Beon i), bttt ohcarbyhifEpd, donbandf
e oxpapos gﬁqiﬁans?a dudbffkod ofxbigfwomn:..."d vemy
035 ) cfpefebon

‘0., opr vban... cundipiscmeundihef... megi§ wbicidich
02" & Bundm epriefplafediorncss cuddionte



www.burmeseclassic.com

6 WAR ARD PEACE

“I’d decide to become enormously powerful. I'd become
the Czar’s most trusted minister, and he wouldn’t dare make
a move without consulting me. I’d have hundreds of new laws
passed.”

. “What laws, my dear?” breaks in Count Rostov,
‘amused.

Natasha pretends to think hard. “First, I'd make a law
forbidding anyone to win from Papa at cards.”

Everyone laughs, the count a bit shamefacedly (for he
loses too often and too much).

“Then—" she walks importantly around the room,
pretending to be contemplating deep affairs of state. “I'd
make it treason for anyone to be unhappy. If anyone is
grumpy, off he goes to Siberia!”
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CARRIED away with her fantasy, Natasha continues striding

up and down the room, with Pierre keeping pace. “Next,” she.
says, “I’d make it a capital offense for anyone to be
disappointed in love.” She takes Pierre by the arm,
affectionately. “And finally, you would sit at my right hand
to judge the nations. Whenever anything was complicated
or unjust, the case would be laid befor¢ you, and your word
would be law.”

“But why me?”

“Because your heart is good and you are pure,” Natasha
says simply.
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Scene 2—Dolo§l'10v Wins a Bet—

As HAS BEEN customary since time immemorial for many
soldiers of many armies, Dolokhov, a reckless young man-
about-town, now captain of hussars, throws a wild party
to celebrate his going to war. After leaving the Rostovs,
Pierre decides to vistt the apartment which Dolokhov shares
with Prince Anatole Kuragine. He finds the scene one of
hilarious confusion. Gypsy music and cigar smoke fill the
air. Cards, bottles and glasses clutter tables. Sword belts,
hussars™ jackets and gloves lie scattered about.

One officer is sprawled in a chair, blissfully
unconscious. Pierre pours champagne onto his face in an
attempt to revive him. Another is performing a wild
Cossack dance, crouching and kicking in the center of a
cheering group, until he collapses. In a comer a chained
bear is being fed caviar and champagne.
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Pierre, the only one in civilian clothes, makes haste to catch
up, and soon is drunk enough to try an entertaining new game-
-juggling frothing bottles of champagne.

PIERRE’S ATTENTION is drawn to a noisy group boosting
Dolokhov up onto the sill of a window high above the street
below. Dolokhov is.a sharp-featured, black-haired young
scapegrace, who still seems to have a clear head though
. he obviously has drunk his full share.

Ripping aside the brocade curtain, swaying a little,
Dolokhov turns to face the group. “Bring me the bottle
of rum,” he demands. “Now, let's get this straight. 'm
betting fifty crowns that I’ll drink the whole bottle standing
here, without ever touching the sides of the window.”
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10 WAR AND PEAGE

Dolokhov glances out the window upon the rooftops and
down to the street below. He waves a mocking greeting and
cries sardonically, “Hail, Moscow!”

One officer moves toward him nervously, stretching his
hand out to seize Dolokhov’s leg. “Don’t be crazy!’:“h he
implores. “You’ll be killed!”

Dolokhov bends down, grabs the man fiercely by his
collar and threatens, “If you touch me again, I'{l throw you
down there!”

Noticing that the music has stopped, because the
musicians are watching in fascination, Dolokhov calls to
them, “Play! Play! What are we paying you for?” The
musicians start playing again, loudly,.nervously.

Dolokhov smiles contemptuously out at the room.
“Now then, my good friends—>
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"m last, with a final convulsive guip,
Dolokhov drains the hottle of rum.
Wavering, he stands erect,
smiling triumphantly and disdainfully at

the room ‘ ‘

Suddenly he tilts his head back and begins to drink. The
onlookers watch tensely, disturbed, smiling nervously.

The room is now in dead silence as Dolokhov bends back
farther and farther. Suddenly he almost slips. There is an intake
of breath from the audience but no one moves. Instinctively,
Dolokhov starts to put out his hand to grasp the side of the
window. But even as it seems as though he were about to
topple out, he pulls his hand sharply back and manages to regain
his balance. With tense effort, he slowly bends back his head
to finish the bottle.

At last, with a final convulsive gulp, Dolokhov drains
the bottle of rum. Wavering, he stands erect, smiling
triumphantly and disdainfully at the room, holding the
bottle upside down to show that it is empty. There is a
roar of applause from the group. The music strikes up again
wildly. Insolently, Dolokhov flips the bottle over his
shoulder out the window and puts out his hand.
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T
A R

“The fifty crowns, please. And I’ll pay twice as much to
anyone else who’ll do it.” _

Pierre, who by now is quite drunk, pushes himself through
the crowd of officers. “T’ll do it for nothing,” he insists. “Without
any bet.”

At that moment, luckily, Andrey suddenly walks into
the noisy room. Quietly, haughtily, with scarcely concealed
disgust at the debauchery about him, he threads his way
through the roomful of drunken young officers and seizes
the bottle from.Pierre’s hand.

“Your father is asking for you,” he says.

Pierre shakes his head, trying to master his drunkenness.
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He knows what this summons means. His aged father, Count
Bezukhov, has been seriously ill for months. But no word has
come from the Bezukhov mansion inviting Pierre to the bedside
of the stricken man, and so he has stayed away. Pierre feels
this slight all the more keenly because he is illegitimate, not
legally acknowledged as a member of the vastly wealthy
Bezukhov farnity. Now Pierre knows that his father must be
sinking fast.
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Scene 3—Pierre Inherits 2 Fortune and a Title.
ARRIVING AT THE HOUSE of Count Bezukhov, Pierre and
Andrey find the count’s relatives ranged around the salon
in attitudes of polite grief. Pierre gazes around uncertainly,
almost timidly, and makes a little bow. The relatives stare
at him in icy silence.
There is an embarrassing pause, and then the door
. opens. Prince Vasili Kuragine, Pierre’s influential relative,
enters and immediately comes over to Pierre and Andrey.
“How is the count, Prince Vasili?” asks Andrey.
“His confessor is with him. They are giving him
Extreme Unction.” The prince turns to Pierre. “He is asking
for you. Follow me.”
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PIERRE FINDS THE COUNT’S BEDROOM crowded with priests
in their resplendent robes, with doctors, weeping women,
servants, nurses. The old count is lying propped in bed,
his face rigid, calm, expressionless.

The priests finish their rites. The dying man flickers
his eyes toward his old servant, who is standing beside the
bed. The servant leans over to put his ear close to the
count’s mouth, listening intently. Ther the sérvant puts his
hand under the pillow and withdraws a small inlaid box
which he places on the sheet. He comes over to Pierre.
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“If you please, Monsieur Pierre,” says the servant, “He

wishes you to kiss him good-bye.”

There is absolute silence in the room as everyone watches
Pierre, blinking back tears at his father’s bedside. The old man
makes an effort to smile, a very faint, tortured smile. With a
gasping sob, Pierre falls on his knees beside the bed, takes
his father’s hand and kisses it fiercely. Then, struggling to
compose himself, he stands up.

The servant lifts the box and gives it to Pierre who
takes it without looking at it, his eyes riveted on his father’s
face. Then, unable to control himself any longer, he hurries
out of the bedroom. '

EnrerNG THE ROOM filled with waiting relatives, Pierre
looks down at the box in his hand, puzzled, and hands it
to Andrey, who opens it and takes from it two heavily
sealed envelopes. ‘
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“This letter,” says Andrey in a puzzled voice, “is for the
Czar. And the other one, Pierre, is for you.”
“Open mine, please, and read it,” says Pierre.

“Deliberately, while the onlookers watch, fascinated,
Andrey opens the envelope and scans it rapidly. “Your
father,” says Andrcy, “wished you to know that, in his letter
to the Czar, he begs that you be acknowledged as his
legitimate son and the next Count Bezukhov, sole heir to

all his estate.”
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There is a discreet but audible gasp. from the spectators.
Pierre nods, as though not quite grasping the import of this.
Prince Vastli and his beautiful daughter, Helene, exchange
significant glances. Vasili diftly taker Helene by the amm
and comes over the Pierre. He grips Pierre by both arms,
emotionatly. “Be worthy, my boy,” says Vasili. “Be worthy
of your great father. Helene, kiss your cousin. Wish him
well.”

There is a moment of uncertainty as Pierre looks at
Helene, dully, sti]l shocked by the death of his father. Then
Helene moves up to Pierre, puts her arms around him and
kisses him on the cheek.
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Scene 4—Andrey Goes to War

Havric CoMPLETED his role as a cynical witness to the
sudden change of attitude that takes place when Pierre
inherits his father’s title and fortune, Andrey now prepares
to join the army as an adjutant on General Kutuzov’s staff.
His pretty but superficial little wife, Lise, from whom
Andrey has ill concealed his growing boredom, protests at
being taken to the vast country estate of Andrey’s father,
where she will have only her sister-in-law and the tyrannical
old Prince Bolkonsky for company. Nevertheless, she
submits to Andrey’s insistence and they prepare to set out
for the estate, where Andrey will feave Lise and say farewell
to his father and sister.
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NOTE: The following passage has been condensed from
Book One, Chapters XXII, XXIII and XXV of “ War and
Peace”:

AT THE COUNTRY estate of Prince Bolkonsky, although
Prince Andrey and his wife were expected any day, this
was not permitted to disturb the regular household routine.
Prince Bolkonsky, a retired major-general, took personal
charge of his daughter’s education, giving Mary her lessons
in algebra and geometry up to her twentieth year and
organizing every minute of her life. He kept himself
continually busy writing his memoirs, working out problems in
higher mathematics, turning snuff-boxes on his lathe, dabbling
in his garden, or supervising the erection of farm buildings which
were always being added to his estate. He carried regularity
in his life to the highest exactitude, his meals being served not
merely at a certain hour but at a certain minute,
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Though he no longer had any influence in political circles,
every high official in the province felt obliged to call upon him,
and had to wait, like everyone else, until the regular hour at
which the prince made his appearance in his lofty waiting room.
Everyone felt the same veneration, even awe, when the high
door of the study opened and showed the small figure of an
old man in a powdered wig, with little withered hands and grey
eyebrows overhanging shrewd, youthful-looking eyes.

On THE DAY the young people were expected to arrive,
the grcy-llaired valet, Tikhon, was sitting in the waiting
room dozing and listening to the old prince snoring in his
immense study. At that moment a carriage drove up to the
steps, and Prince Andrey got out, helped his little wife down
and escorted her into the house. Old Tikhon popped out
of the waiting room and whispered that the prince was

taking a nap. Andrey looked at his watch and turned to
his wife,
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“He will get up in tweaty minutes,” he said. “Let’s go to
see Mary.”

When the twenty minutes had elapsed, Tikhon came to call
Andrey. As Andrey entered his father’s room, the old prince
said to him: “Ah! The great warrior! So you want to fight
Bonaparte? Be sure that you handle him properly. How are
you, Son?” He held out his cheek for a kiss.

“I have come home to you, Father, bringing a wife with
child,” said Andrey, with respectful eyes watching every
movement of his father’s face. “How 1s your health?”

“None but fools and wastrels get sick, my lad, and you
know me, bﬁsy from morning tll night and always
temperate, so of course [’am well.”

“Thank the Lord,” said his son, smiling.

“The Lord hasn’t anything to do with the matter.”
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\ ee acknowledging

in that sigh that his father
understood him.

“Hm, hm,” the.old prince muttered to himself, going on
with his writing..“I’ll do as you say.” He scribbled his signature,
suddenly turned toward his son and laughed. “It’s a bad
business, isn’t it?” ‘

“What’s a bad business, Father?”

“Wife!” the old prince said briefly and significantly.

“I don’t understand,” said Andrey.

“But there’s no help for it, my dear boy,” said the old
prince. “All women are the same. Don’t worry about it.
[ won’t say a word, but you know it yourself.”

He grasped his son’s hand with his thin, bony fingers,
looked straight into his son’s face with his keen eyes that
seemed 1o see right through everyone, and again he laughed
his frigid laugh. '

Andrey sighed. acknowledging in that sigh that his
father understood him. The old man, still busily folding
and sealing the letters with his habitual rapidity, snatched

up the wax, the seal. the paper and tossed them down again.-
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THE FOLLOWING evening, as Andrey was about to leave,
he was summoned to the study of his father. When Andrey
came in, the old prince was writing at his table. He looked
around. “Leaving?” And he went on writing again.

“l have come to say good-bye.”

“Kiss me here,” The old prince touched his cheek.
“Thanks, thanks.”

“What are you thanking me for?”

“For not staying longer than your fixed time, for not
hiding behind a woman’s petticoats. Duty before every-
thing. Thank you, thank you!” And he went on writing,
ink spurting from his scratching pen. “If you want to say
anything, say it, I can do two things at once.”

“About my wife. When her confinement is due. please
send to Moscow for a doctor.”
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Tell him

I rememhber him and
like him.

And ...

“It can’t be helped. Anyhow, she's pretty. I'll take care
of everything. Set your mind at ease.” he said jerkily as he
sealed the letter. '

Andrey did not reply. It was both pleasant and painful to
him that his father understood him. The old man got up and
gave his son the scaled letter.

“Listen,” said he. “Whatever can be done will be done,
Now. listen. Give this letter to Kutuzov. [ am writing him
that he is (o make good use of you. and not keep you 100
long as adjutant. That's a rotten job! Tell him I remember
him and like him. And write to me how he treats you. If
he’s all right. serve him well. The son of Prince Bolkonsky
has no need 1o lick the boots of any man. Now, come here.”
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ad

He snoke so rapidly

that he finished scarcely
half his words,

but his son was accustomed
to understanding him.

He spoke so rapidly that he finished scarcely half his words,
but his son was accustomed to understanding him. He led
Andrey to the bureau, and took out of it a manuscript book
filled with his bold, close handwriting. “I am sure to die before
you. Here are my memoirs to be given to the Czar after my
death.”

“I"ll take care of it, Father,” Andrey said.

“Well now, good-bye!” The old prince gave his son his
hand to kiss and embraced him. “Remember one thing,
Andrey: If you are killed, it will be a grief to me in my
old age.” He paused abruptly, and went on in a shrill voice:
“But if | hear that you have not behaved like the son of
" Nikolay Bolkonsky. I shall be shamed, terribly shamed!”
“You didn’t have to say that to me, Father,” said his

son.

c O C‘ T
g@ICD 2L 45

P

" 2 ooera8dlgdeom,
eblrlopprabl=lop!
od0aSeonad§:d:§eoné
38E8E quS... 1 Ae0d, oaincom,
2QOOE0R} §7:00p5G |
€ oxaes G

o eomicfpSifjieon e wbodeandbeont HiELE
qb... 1 Feod. pammeon Roomeop sl ayfangesdd qm
DbzeqR ocgiid cahpoxin feomn cdeqmperzbodeail suodbod
Bt poopiqond olsimcuogens Gl Fod
“don obimafean capoxdp.s .. d coapdepddt: omtd
praqud Rgderlieay..”

"R weoh ogoReblded... sugleoh..” o pEzeqm dpdidond -

“oh... comEer... gdvomaididanbap!”e Bobesiabad vlamdt;
m ameodent jhwhnglcodeodnopd g cofbodn Geon
B cgordelebons “mbacon wddad dEzeq.1 HdG ofs cwapioad
A o Reeplap qoaproqpy BancSfucSs oo o) g
Pfbor freon ggrydeante) sy depoxd “Jeuy moxdd
obun $ofc RSmpfod Gomr Buewt [Gpeanbgdyudopdorn d
Ppiqqfoon d qoibciGucs... 0B qrh88bued...t”



www.burmeseglassic.com

2] WAR AND PEACE

if | have a son,

and if I should be killed,
please don't et him

get out of your hands.
Have him grow up with you.

)

The old man did not speak.

“There’s one more thing | want to ask of you,” said Andrey,
“If I have a son, and if 1 should be killed, please don’t let
him get out of your hands. Have him grow up with you.”

“Not let your wife have him?” The old man laughed.

* They stood facing each other. The old prince’s sharp
eyes were fixed on his son’s eyes. A quiver passed over
the lower part of his face. “We have said good-bye. Now
go!” he suddenly cried. “Go along!” he repeated in a loud,
wrathful voice, opening the study door.

“Wnar 15 117 What’s the matter?” asked Mary and Lise
on seeing Andrey come out, and catching a glimpse of the
old man shouting angrily. '

Andrey sighed and turned to his wife, “Now, then,” he said,
and that “now, then” sounded like a cold sneer. as though he
had said, “Now go through your little performance.”
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“Andrey! Are you {eéving so soon?” exclaimed Lise, turning
pale and looking with dismay at her husband. He put his arms
around her. She shrieked and feil swooning on his shoulder.

Cautiously he withdrew his shoulder, looked into her face,
and placed her carefully in a chair. “Good-bye, Mary,” he said
gently to his sister, and they kissed each other’s hands. Then
he walked rapidly from the room.

Lise remained in the chair. Mary, with her arms around
her sister-in-law, and her fine eyes full of tears, gazed at
the door by which Andrey had left, and made the sign of
the cross toward it.

From the study came sounds like repeated pistol-shots,
the angry snorts of the old man blowing his nose. Just after
Andrey had driven away, the door of the study was flung
open, and the stern figure of the old man showed itself.

“Has he gone? Well, that’s good!” he said, looking
furiously at the fainting Lise. He shook his head
reproachfully and slammed the door.
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ANDREY SOON becomes General Kutuzov’s trusted aide.

After months of inaction, the Russian forces are now poised
for battle. In the salon of the chateau serving as Kutuzov’s
headquarters, the council of war lasts well past midnight. With
a map and a pointer, the Austnan general in charge of operations
pedantically explains the disposition of'troops and the
movements planned for the morrow, saying, “We can fall upon
Napoleon’s flank and drive him over the plain between
Schlappnik and the Thuerussa forest, right there.”

One general mutters to himself. “What a time for a
geography lesson!” Another genéral interrupts to verify that

[P LR]

p’s.
Finally, Kutuzov, who has been half dozing-through all this,

Schlappnik is spelled with two

brings the council to a close. “Gentlemen, the orders for
tomorrow cannot now be altered. You have heard them. We
shall all do our duty. Before a battle, however, nothing js more
important than a.good night’s sleep. And so, good night to
you all.”
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WAR AND PEAGE

ON a sLore overlooking the battlefield of Austerlitz, General
Kutuzov, together with Andrey and others of his staff, observes
the first movements of the advancing masses of French troops.
In the valley below, units of Russian infantry and cavalry can
be seen withdrawing. With sudden concern, Andrey-calls to
Kutuzov, “Sir, the French have broken our flank!”

Kutuzov watches the action intently, then turns to an aide.
“Captain, tell the hussars to charge!”

The officer turns his horse and dashes away at a gallop,
while Kutuzov and his staff continue to stare down into
the valley with increasing dismay.
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3 WAR AND PERCE

THE FRENCH TNFANTRY comes closer in scattered groups of
skirmishers, then in straggling but steady lines. They move
forward not with the neat precision of a parade but with the
cold plodding efficiency of experienced campaigners. The less
well trained Russian troops waver and fall back before the
attack.

But the hussar regiment, in which Nicholas Rostov and his
friend Denisov are officers, is eagerly awaiting orders to go
into action. Anxiously they peer off toward the part of the
battlefield where heavy firing is heard. Denisov asks Nicholas,
“Still worried that you’!l be cheated out of the battle?”

At that moment their orders come from Kutuzov. Denisov
turns to his men and shouts. “Draw swords! Forward with
God, men at a trot! Forward!”
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Off sweeps the regiment toward the enemy, the trot soon
breaking into a full gallop. Nicholas, his face blazing with
determination, rides close to Denizov, holding aloft his
saber higher than anyone else.

Tue cHARGE of the Russian hussars sweeps against a
charge of Freach dragoons. Nicholas, in a fever of
excitement, gallops toward the enemy with his saber still
waving high. Then comes the brutal moment of impact,
and the two opposing charges disintegrate into a confusion
of swift, desperate individual combats.

Nicholas duels savagely with a French cavalryman and
succeeds in wounding him with a saber thrust, knocking
him off his horse. The dragoon falls into a ditch, draws
a pistol and fires at Nicholas. Suddenly afraid for the first
time, Nicholas, though unwounded, wavers in the saddle—
then regains control of himself.
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AS THL BATILE Toars and rages, the disciplined savagery
of the French troops begins to have its effect on the uniried
Russians. That fragile force, morale, wavers; doubt ‘and
uncertainty suddenly turn into fear and despair. And then pan_ic
sets in.

Disorderly masses of fleeing Russian soldiers sweep back
to where Kutuzov and his staff are standing, powerless to
reverse the tide. Relentlessly, the French troops press forward.
Kutuzov and his aides, forgetful of their own danger, stand their
ground. A bomb explodes nearby and Kutuzov is hit on the
cheek. “You’re wounded!™ cries Andrey.

“The wound is not here,” shouts back Kutuzov, “but there!”
He points to the fleeing troops.
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Kutuzov spurs his horse forward, Andrey close at his side.
“Stop those cowards!” shouts Kutuzov. “Botkonsky, do
something.”

Andrey leaps from his horse and runs to a group of soldiers
standing irresolutely around a flag. He grasps the flag by its
staff and starts toward the ehemy with it, calling, “Forward,
men! Forward! Follow me!”

Al first, a few men follow Andrey, then more. Soon his
bravery becomes contagious and more and more troops follow
him back into action. Andrey runs toward a Russian battery
that is being overwhelmed by the French. Finng is heavy, men
are falling all about him, but still Andrey presses forward holding
aloft the banner. The French troops are everywhere. Their
cavairymen and foot soldiers advance to cut off Andrey and
his brave handful of followers.
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ANDREY

battery—and
then, suddenly, he is hit and falls heavily to the ground,
still clutching the flag. He lies there, unconscious at first,
then regaining consciousness fo ‘stare up at a sky that
somehow seems more serenely beautiful than he has ever
seen it before. The battle sweeps beyond him. At last the
struggle ceases, and there is heard, in the gathering sunset,
only the sound of distant bugles, the faint thunder of guns
from the horizon and the moans of the wounded.

REACHES the

°d

| z»E:ecqm m@a‘im&grﬁ cq)rﬁag)mﬁ opb qdboed s
il QB obogpen e et et
I*m),mu vcoveo espen 00%0dff: dmcsond Bepdd ofgagliat:
- adfghodanody combimld cofmgSeddbeon amefplyfisd... SBE:
o BSEaporecgond s Gobefibeeiond sqgm diy

et <4pd, dpodobefpp Bpcsod cpda... o
i  Frt teenion ik



www.burmeseglassic.com

WAR AND PEACE

llp cosropeey sapagecn fdmgicsppd
-1 copghesoieluledip agfmeon pecjdbmlddd... mdoxcon

: Mt AL AL, S .Q[E:S Ompesdlon 2Ecq ™ BB Y5imb8sSoonc) (y&scopd,
AFTER THE BATTLE, the dead and wounded lie scattered s b o 3§ cSuimaps Srampiipsngg obeffiEnd abowisgonds
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figures on the blood-stained ground. Andrey hears the sound ooy '
of approaching horses. Accompanied by his staff of officers, - eovbean cafffiend.” o dam (Iyyods B
Napoleon is inspecting the battlefield. He notices Andrey, ' 008 opbpd madoderos syddboimd.. ad
motionless on the ground with the flag-staff clutched in : 105ps} ool %), BlBeanmcoiie maeuo... @ $§cSa3m
bis hand. | . $
“A fine death” comments Napoleon. Then, as Andfey é\oo
stirs feebly and utters a faint groan, Napoleon orders that ' (}"0%
_he be taken to the bivouac to be cared for by his own doctor. l § @%@
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Scene 6—Pierre and Helene

NoT QUITE KNOWING Whether he really loves the beautiful %
Helene Kuragine, but hopelessly infatuated, Pierre proposes :
to her. Since Helene and her father, Prince Vasili, have
devoted their full energies ever since Pierre’s inheritance
to accomplishing precisely this result, he is instantly
accepted. ,

“There is something wrong in the feeling she excites
in me,” Pierre tells himself. “I should not go through with
this marriage.” But even as he thinks this he catches himself
dreaming of Helene as his wife, visualizing her smile, her
body. The marriage takes place.
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IN TR
LUXURIOUS
Moscow
house. Pierre
is a happy hu-
sband. Helene
¥ s a slightly
N bored but in-
._; dulgent wife.
| The war
S| secems  far

i away. Pierre
is depressed by the defeat of the Russians, Helene completely
indifferent.

“Why can’t we stay in Moscow and not go to the country?”
demands Helene. “It will be such a gay season.”

“] have work to do,” replies Pierre.

“Then couldn’t you go to the country by yourse[f‘7 I’ll join
you later.”

Against his better judgment, Pierre agrees. Vaguely
disturbed, he leaves the room. Has their marriage already begun
to tarnish? '

}Helene stares after him for a moment. The she shrugs her
shoulders, picks up a mirror and brush and slowly begins to
brush her hair. Soon she begins to smile, and then to hum a
cay little tune under her breath.
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WhslRY
Scene 7—Nicholas Returns from War
THE DEFEATED RUSSIAN troops have come straggling back
to their homes, some in dejection, others deftantly. Nicholas,
hurrying back to Moscow, has no thought of what his mood
should be. He cannot urge the coachman on fast enough. With
him is his superior officer and close friend, the black-
mustachioed Denisov, the bravest of the brave, most loyal of
the loyal. At last the driver reins in at the old familiar cornice

with the peeling stucco and the doorsteps leading down to the
pavement.

NOTE : The following passage has bcen condensed from
Book Four, Chapter I of “War and Peace.”

THE HOUSE sTo0oD there, silently and calmly indifferent as
to who arrived or departed. As Nicholas opened the same old
creaking door, he saw a solitary tallow candle burning in the
anteroom. Prokofy, the footman, looked up at the opening door,
and his sleepy expression changed to one of delighted
amazement. “Merciful Heavens!” he cried. “The young count!”
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Completely
|forgetting

Denisov, Nicho-
las flung off his
fur coat and ran
on tiptoe 1nto
the preat dark
drawing room.
Hardly had he
| entered  when
|something
| swooped out of
one of the ad-

joining rooms

like a toniado
1 and began

huggings and
_ 3 kissing him. A
second and a third creature dashed in at a second door and
at a third; more hugging, more kisses, more outcries and |
tears of delight. He could not tell which was papa, which
was Natasha, or which was Petya. All were screaming and
talking and kissing him at the same moment. Only his
mother was not among them, that he remembered. _
Sonya, Natasha, Petya, the old count were all hugging
him; and the servants and the maids flocked into the room

oh-ing and ah-ing.
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Petya hung on his legs. “Me too!” he kept shouting.

Natasha, after pulling him down to her and kissing his face
all over, skipped back from him and, keeping hold of tus jacket,
pranced Like a goat up and down on the same spof, uttering
shrill shrieks of delight.

All around him were loving eyes shining with tears of joy,
all around were lips seeking kisses.

Sonya 100. as red as crimson, clung to his arm, radiant
with joy, gazing blissfully into the eyes she had so long been
waiting to see. ‘
~ And now steps were heard at the doorway- steps so quick
that they could hardly be his mother’s. \

assic.com

3 C c oy
U’JCGS?.OBID 93

 obogn qefaopding oo oo
~ obanoxS. 1" pmaope - nbezdeladoudn

- pongm B g bpobicd ghobosbooeuf
603 gl cbiraddiog qmdkd B Seneumbon

- ostindoicpznagsncon - obsangbagSacaelopt  gfiodiesod
cognqybaiegy... gohmimslicancad pogesod (aftp)jdiebieey.. 4

- Hemods [feaepbyfesn §oydpoas -godnticy
10p orbopSfrbond 3 (0, qebofeecgm eufgfefrpt obeodboomdgidepoxt
sy [pondiods copliafogfied qu)embogpesiqad pyda
'-i". p(e)m Degimels obiongliipems cerbfmpdescidBon

‘_ 3iadfp oo, nedddardo c[3odeop fprqon cfanls
wboimam Sogiepld apfets, clgadeon ofgé§tae (of cobBo



www.burmes

WAR AND PEACE
T

42

But it was his mother. All the others let him go and
he ran to her. When they met, she fell on his breast,
sobbing. She could not lift her face, and only pressed it
against the cold silver braid of his hussar’s jacket. Denisov,
coming into the room unnoticed, stood there and wiped his
eyes.

“Vasih Deni'sov, the friend of your son,”
introducing himself to the count, who looked at him with

said he,

a questioning expression.
“You are most welcome! I know, I know,” cried the
count, embracing Denisov, “Nicholas wrote.....
The same happy faces were turned upon Denisov’s

shaggy figure, and crowded around him.
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she threw her arms
around him

" and v
kissed him. _g:\

“Darting Denisov!” screamed Natasha; and forgetting herself
in her excitement, she threw her arms around him and kissed
him. All were abashed at Natasha’a bebavior. Denisov blushed,
then smiled and, taking Natasha’s hand, kissed it.

THE NEXT MORNING the travelers slept till ten o’clock.

In the adjoining room there was a confusion of sabers,
valises, opened trunks, muddy boots. Two pairs of boots,
cleaned and with polished spurs, had just been brought up and
set along the wal]. Servants were carrying basins, hot water
for shaving and well-brushed clothes. There was an odor of
tobacco and of men.

“Hallo! Grishka! Bring my pipe!” cried Denisov, in his husky
voice. “Rostof, rouse yourself!”

Nicholas, rubbing his sleepy eyes, lifted his dishevelled head
from his warm pillow.

“Why? Is it late?”

“Late! It’s after ten o’clock,” cried Natasha’s voice, and
in the next room was heard the rustling of starched
petticoats and the whispering and giggling of the girls. The
door was opened a crack and there was a glimpse of something

blue, of ribbolns, flying hair and merry faces. It was Natasha, .

Sonya and Petya, who had come to awaken them.
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Petya seized a saber and, forgetting 1t is not the proper
thing for young ladies to sce young men undressed, boldly
opened the bedroom door. “Is this your saber?” he asked
Nicholas, brandishing it at him.

The girls skipped away. Denisov sought to hide his hairy
Jegs, looking frantically to his comrade for help. The door closed
on Petya and a giggle was heard from outside.

“Nicholas, come out in your dressing gown!” said Natasha’s
VoIce.

Nicholas hastily put on his shoces and stockings, threw his
dressing gown over his shoulders and went out. Natasha had
put on one of his spurred boots and was Just shpping her foot
into the other. Sonya, as he came in was whirling around. Both
were fresh, rosy, full of spirits. Sonya ran away, but Natasha,
putting her arm in her brother’s, drew hum into the sitting room
and the two began to talk. Natasha laughed at every word
he said and every word she said, not because there was
anything to laugh at but because she was happy.
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‘had kissed

in the first mement
of joy at meeting,
but today . ..

)

“You’re quite a man now, aren’t you? I’nbawfully glad
you’re my brother. [ want to know what sort of creatures you
men are.” '

“Why did Sonya run away?” asked Nicholas.

“Oh, that’s a long story! Is Denisov nice?”

“Yes, indeed!”

“Well, good-bye. Go and dress. Hurry! We’ll all have
breakfast together.”

WHEN NICHOLAS met Sonya downstairs, he reddened. He
did not know how to behave with her. Yesterday they had
kissed in the first moment of joy at meeting, but today they
felt that out of the question. He felt that everyone, including
his mother and his sister, was looking inquiringly at him and
watching to see how he would behave with her. He kissed
her hand, and addressed her in.ein almost formal way.
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But their eyes, when they met, spoke more fondly and kissed
tenderly. Her eyes thanked-him for his love. His eyes told her
that he would never cease to love her, because 1t was impossible
not to love her.

The old countess stired uncomfortably. It was not only
Nicholas and Sonya wlho blushed. Even the countess, who
dreaded this love affair that might hinder her son from making
a brilliant match, blushed like a girl.

Dernisov, to Nicholas’ surprise, appeared in his new uniform,
pomaded and perfumed. He was quite as dashing a figure in
the drawing room as on the field of battle, and was more
amiable and polite to everyone than Nicholas had ever dreamed
he could be.
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Scene 8—A Birth and a2 Death
WHILE MICHOLAS returns soon after the Battle of Austerlitz
and joy is the order of the day at the Rostovs, things are vastly
different as the months go by at the estate of old Prince
Bolkonsky. An ammistice has been concluded with Napoleon
and the nation enjoys an uneasy peace, but still no word has
been received as to Andrey’s fate. The old prince is more
moody than ever, but Mary, with her unfailing sweetness, and
Lise, with the characteristic serenity of a woman with child,
await news of Andrey as calmly as they can.
NOTE : The following passage has been condensed from
Book Four, Chapters VII, VIIl and IX of “War and

Peace” :
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the defeat of
Rasterlitz and that
@@ ndrey was missing.

Two MoNTHs had passed since word reached the |
Bolkonskys of the defeat of Austerlitz and that Andrey was
missing. His body had not been found, nor was he listed among
the prisoners. :

Then a letter came to the old prince from General Kutuzov.
“Before my own eyes,” wrote Kutuzov, “your son fell like a
hero with the flag in his hand, at the head of a regiment, worthy
of his father and his fatherland. It is still not known whether
he 1s alive or dead.”

The moming after this letter was received, when Mary went
in to see the old prince at the usual hour, he was working
at the lathe. “Ah! Princess Mary!” he said suddenly in a strange
voice, letting the lathe run down. Long, long after, Mary
remembered the dying whine of that wheel.

. Mary caught sight of his face, and something seemed
suddenly to give way within her.
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“Father! Is it about Andrey?” She said fearfully.

“I have a letter from Kutuzov. Andrey is not among the
prisoners'nor the wounded!” the prince screamed shrilly. “He’s
dead!”

The princess forgot her awe of her father, drew him to
her and put her arm about his withered, sinewy neck.

“Father,” she said, “let us weep for him together.”

“The scoundrels!” screamed the old man. Destroying the
army, destroying men! What for? Go, go and tell Lise.”

When Mary came to the little princess, who was sitting
at her needlework, Lise glanced up with that special expression
of happy inward calm peculiar to women with child. It was
clear that her eyes were not seeing Mary but looking deep

within herself, at some happy mystery being accomplished within
her.
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Mary knelt down
hefore her and hid
her face in the folds
of her sister-in-law’s
dress.

“Mary,” she said, “give me your hand.” Taking her sister-
in-law’s hand, Lise laid it below her waist. Her eyes smiled,
expectant. Her little dewy lip was lifted and stayed so in
childlike rapture. Mary knelt down before her and hid her face
in the folds of her sister-in-law’s dress.

“There—there—do you feel it?” said Lise. “It makes me
feel so strange. And do you know, Mary, | am going to love
him very much,” she added, looking at her sister-in-law with
shining, happy eyes. Mary could not raise her head, she was
crying.

“What’s the matter, Mary? Have you news from Andrey?”
she said.

“Oh, no! But father is uneasy, and | feel frightened.”

“You have heard nothing?”

“Nothing,” said Princess Mary, looking resolutely at her with
her luminous eyes. She had made up her mind not (o say a

word to Lise until her confinement, which was expected very
soon. ‘

classic.com

iméag‘; o
" cofion 29(0)Aeq
; 3:coonaSoi g od(d: cufereequ
cateleplcatopk 3;0'3$:_@<;9’h§60390
G503 3568050005
"cod... obsiporbmecor cuiobidl..” ) o) cfpelmod 3(v)

sunchucod) by 88m (o) donbebann (3(v) Ypseznonthed
bocioS) oecgonplRioroab... o, by sl
9(0)i, §ecdesmycdoberoy .. offfG (gf) oo crox) ol
- uganfgbesod cofm (u)ieq scandeql i candweond,
i_m men noincddegy anﬁwﬁmc\fxﬁcx&

L % Y of ebfmdquo. 2 & S8m curjhoxd "B
PSS AN SR O S
B g ol g6 o} o), cupalareordesed ybapoegy
oo ([Tpf: wbcpcidorn cudocon cd&: ocdh §607p:..

) Rofmics Bl ”
"ofbd... cof. 2 DEacqdm o ? & u)m

. B uo?o%b?:_..! ’ﬂco@_“ supdeudm nobumfghesaxd... feom

5 cfrpoildl..” @$c|§ox5n)

6 373300)59 U@Jc:n:raan

"y ofopreasdlay: o el codon (v}, ghedeondiod
St (o) B (FSeEcfddod o8 o

Wfogt: by o) il 8 @oﬁ@ag;@cm

Boxush: Boufrpabecuyd [38cwncBbuddal cypoatqonde



www.burme

81 WAR AND PEACE

o0

Lise's pallid face
expressed

a childish terror at
the physical
suffering inevitably

ONE MORNING, intmediately after breakfast, the little princess
said, “My dear, | am afraid that this morning’s breakfast
disagreed with me.”

“What’s the matter, darling? You look pale,”
in alarm.

cried Mary

“Shouldn’t we send for the midwife, your excellency?”
suggested one of the maids.

“Yes, certainly,” agreed Princess Mary, “perhaps that’s what
it is.” She started out of the room.

“Oh, no! No!” Lise’s pallid face expressed a childish terror
at the physical suffering inevitably before her. “It’s only

1

indigestion. Say it’s indigestion! Say it, Mary, please!” Lise
began to cry, wringing her little hands with childish misery and
capriciousness. The midwife, however, was already coming into
the room, rubbing her plump white hands.

“I think it has begun,?” said Mary, gazing with wideopen,

frightened eyes at the midwife.
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ff “That doesn't matter, |
princess. Don't worry a bit” .
“We shall do very well ;

¥ r (1] %’

without the doctor.” i

: o
“Well, thank God for that. You young ladies have nothing

to worry about.”

“Why han’t the doctor come from Moscow?” wailed the
little princess.

“That doesn’t matter, princess. Don’t worry a bit,” said
the midwife. “We shall do very well without the doctor.”

Mary went to sit alone in her room, listening to the sounds
of the house, now and then opening the door to see what was
happening. In the big room where the maids sat, no laughter
sounded. In their waiting room. the men servants also sat in
silence, as if on the alert. Torches and candles burned in the
serfs” quartess, and no one slept. The old prince walked around
and around his study, and sent Tikhon 1o the midwife to ask
for news.

“Inform the prince that labour had begun,” said the midwife.
Tikhon gave the prince that information.

“Very good.” said the prince, closing the door behind him
After that. Tikhon heard not the shghtest sound from the studs.

[aening passed. night came on, and the feeling of suspenst
on the verge of the most solemn mystery in the world did ne!

wane. but grew more tnicnse. No one slept.
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" “ Princess,

my dear!
There's some one
driving up now! "

It was oNE of those March nights when winter seems to
strive to regain its sway and flings its last snows and storms
with desperate fury. A relay of horses had been sent to the
~ highway for the German doctor, who was expected any minute.

Mary sat in silence, her luminous eyes fixed on the wrinkled
face of her old nurse, on the lock of grey hair that had escaped
from under her kerchief, on the baggy looseness of the skin
under her chin. The old nurse, darning a stocking, talked away
in a soft voice, telling how Mary’s mother had given birth to
her with only a Moldavian peasant woman for midwife.

“Princess, my dear! There’s some one driving up now!”
the nurse said, looking out the window. “It must be the doctor.”

“Thank God!” cried Mary. “I'll go to meet him.”

She flung on a shawl and ran out of the room. As she
came to the head of the stairs a tallow-candle on the balustrade
post was guttering in the draft. Lower down, at the turn of
the stairs, heavy steps could be heard coming up, and a voice—
a familiar voice—was saying: “Thank God! And father?”
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“He has gone to bed,” answered the voice of a servant.
“I’s Andrey!” thought Mary, “No, that can’t be. That
would be too extraordinary!” But at that instant, Andrey

came into sight, bundled in a heavy coat, its collar white
with snow, Yes, it was he, but strangely pale and thin, and
with a changed, softened expression on his face. He hurried
up the stairs and embraced his sister.

~ “You didn’t get my letter, then?” he asked. Not waiting
for an answer, he turned away, and ran rapidly on upstairs,
with the doctor. who had arrived at the same time,
following behind him.

“What a strange coincidence. Mary darling,” said

Andrey. He hurried toward Lise's room.
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THE LITTLE PRINCESS Was lying on the pillows in her white
nightcap. Her hair lay in curls about her swollen, perspiring
cheeks. Her rosy, charming little mouth, with jts downy upper
lip, was open, and she seemed to be smiling. Andrey went
into the room and stood facing her at the foot of the bed.

Lise’s glittering eyes, staring in childish terror and
* excitement. rested on him with no change in their expression.
“I love you all, [ have done no one any harm,” her expression
seemed to say. “Why am [ suffering so? Please! help me!”
She looked straight at her husband but could not take in the

meaning of his appearance now before her. Andrey went around
the bed and kissed her on the forehead.

99

] ofsaolicanm ayu)q pB0edligmecgdfl cdeapdly (c3&:
offf) cdecgplicgone e}, Bperdf cqpferardibergpep... o
Bubacgaadh nopfadhcneg ez op(u)); Bfippiaiod mcdlycholiy
ofsiopt DcgfoposbefigcSoombioxdbolin gogondn o) [GR([esordel
 283eq mafdoloprox’s Spfipforbmay YORbpEEAE

L S8y, gfdowdiaeccom oo ddeofelmprid g,
Bbogepegocgs, cosegepmey... ych [ oo cobintieso)
o€ qepeogmeoy wefplicddops “mgfuen glﬁoﬁzn:o}:rﬁ Pdoxd..1 mfe
Saqnbfimbeundidy apucodop..” @ o)dpagmpearsogm

ey obyddoxt “amefpt o Ieoegapnad..2 coprioft
ot + gfuch S, 3o OREED Bl b
Cacboxe dood mymdf Yo)eqp cpdeid WRHPR HO).
DiSmopupited: oficondo pEzeqm Boepoh vl (ap(v)zopeepod
k) qpod fleo opppeorh koot




96

ee

" | expected help
from you,

and

| get none.”

“My precious,” he said, a pet name he had never called
her before. She stared at him with an expression of inquiry,
of childish reproach. “I expected help from you,” her eyes
seemed to say, “and I got none.’ :

She was not surprised at his having come. She did not
even understand that he had come. His sudden appearance
had no importance in comparison with her agony. The pains
began again, and the midwife urged Andrey to leave the room.

As the doctor came in, Andrey went out to talk with his
sister. They spoke in whispers; every other moment their voices
were hushed. They were waiting and listening.

“Go back to her, my dear.” said Mary. Andrey went again
to be near his wife and sat down in the adjoining room, waiting.
.Piteous, helpless animal groans came from the next room.
Andrey got up, went to the door and tried to open it. Someone
was holding the door.
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“You can’t come in, not now!” a frightened voice said from
within. He began to stride about. The screams ceased. Several
seconds passed. Suddenly a frightful scream—surely it could
not be little Lise’s scream; could she scream like that?—came
from inside. Andrey ran to the door; the screaming stopped.
He heard the tiny wail of a baby.

“What have they got a baby in there for?” Andrey
wondered for the first bewildered second. “A baby?.” Whose
baby?... Has our baby been bomn?”

When he suddenly realized the joyful significance of that
tiny cry, tears began to choke him. Leaning both elbows on
the window-sill, he gave way to his tears, sobbing as children
weep.
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" I love you all,

and have done no harm

to anyone.
And [t N A
The door opened. The doctor came out of the room with
" his shirt sleeves tucked up, without his jacket, white-faced, his
lower jaw twitching. Andrey spoke to him, but the doctor,
looking at him in a bewildered way, passed by without uttering
a word. A woman ran out and, seeing-Andrey, stopped in the
doorway.

Andrey entered his wife’s room. There Lise was lying dead.
in the same position he had seen her in five minutes before.
Despite the fixed gaze and the white cheeks, the same
expression was still on the charming childish face with its little
lip covered with a fine dark down. “T love you all, and have
done no harm to anyone. And what have you done to me?”
said her charming, piteous, dead face. [n a corner of the room
was something red and tiny, squealing and grunting in the
trembling hands of the midwife.

Two hours later, Andrey went with soft steps into hi:
father’s room. The old man already knew everything. He wa-
standing near the door, and as soon as it opened his rougl:
old arms closed like a vise around his son’s neck. Withou!

pi

a word, he burst into sobs like a child.
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Scene 9—An Affair of Honor

BEING MARRIED to “the most beautiful woman in Moscow”
is a doubtful privilege for Pierre, since the most beautiful woman
in Moscow-insists on remaining in Moscow while he is occupied

with the vast Bezukhov country estate. Helene enjoys herselt

without restraint, being seen every night at fashionable saions.

the opera and the theatre. None of this activity prevents her

from also enjoying the advantages of bearing Pierre’s honored
name and satisfying her every whim from his immense fortune.

|

aclassic.com

S ()

qm‘iaSogo.;EooSmcﬁea.n o%gmﬁqs

3 ool Spmenpoctialflp wffri(onts)

ciorni.. ol ool catfnd axboreidsd
.. § o0 coniodoels Sankocyb o, sqond §

gfeontobpqial (paboerp) [§5§Eceerndop wiSeol

0 e)oy(o) wifzombud caxfesdEiociion qo) codio
equfsmiciegfgEfeeny exfopeadiony fmdXenyp pepdt: coeiiq
Goxts (o) 8nd g (cfefgS)ecosmgdh pruipedioobad oo
0 obufangad feom o, (Bundd) iyt cqelrporSdd

Boxn op(0)Bchopodkip opbabeped et [iSopeofbomadSefmd
o)pbaoropdll ebefugeamt oxSaxpogunfored, vqdpa (q ()
W doupeipd) bty oo’y



www.burmep

60 WAR AND PEACE

AT FIrRsT, Helene js seen with a different escort each
night. Byt soon one man begins to replace the others as
her favored companion—the dashing Captain Dolokhov,
handsome crony of her brother, Anatole. Helene now seems
to reserve for Dolokhov that nakedly intimate Jook that
once so captivated Pierre.

BroobinGg  OveER reports of Helene’s conduct with
Dolokhov, Pierre i3 finally stung info action when he
receives a letter suggesting that he purchase a new pair
of spectacles. In Moscow, Pierre provokes Dolokhov and
a challenge to a duel swiftly follows. It is arranged that

the duel take place next morning in a secluded forest near
Moscow.
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NOTE : The following passage has been condensed
from Book Four, Chapters 1V and V of “War
and Peace”:

NOTE : The following passage has been condensed from
Book Four, Chapters IV and V of “"War and
Peace”: ' )

AT EIGHT o’clock the next morming, Pierre and his second
reached the Sokolniky forest and found Dolokhov, Denisov and
Nicholas Rostov already there. Pierre had the air of 2 man
absorbed in thoughts quite remote from the matter in hand.
His face was haggard and sallow, for he had not slept all night.
He looked about him absent-mindedly, squinting his eyes as
if dazzled by the sun. _

Pierre was absorbed by two thoughts: the guilt of his wife,
of which he had not a vestige of doubt; and the guiltlessness
of Dolokhov. “Probably I would have done the same thing in
his place,” he thought. “Then why this duel, this murder? Either
I shall kill him, or he will shoot me.” Yet it was precisely when
he had such ideas in his mind that he would turn with remarkable
calm to the seconds, inspiring their respect, and ask “Will it
be soon?” or “Aren’t we ready yet?”
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"I consider that the quarrel lacks sufficient
cause and is not worth shedding blood over.
You lost your temper.”

- e m e e e e = m — e E st m — = — e o ey e S E e et e e o e = o o

When all was ready, the sabers stuck in the snow to mark
the barriers and the pistols loaded, Pierre’s second went up
to him.

“I should not be doing my duty, Count,” he said hesitantly,
“if at this very grave moment [ did not speak to you with
complete frankness. I consider that the quarrel lacks sufficient
cause and is not worth shedding blood over. You lost your
temper.”

“Oh, yes. it was awfully stupid,” said Pierre.

“Then please allow me to express your regret, and I am
sure our opponents will accept your apology,” said the second.
“You know, Count, it is far nobler to acknowledge one’s error
than to push things to the imrevocable.”

“No! No! What are you talking about?” said Pierre. “Just
tetl me how and where [ am to go, and what | am to shoot
at,” he said with an unnaturally gentlé smile. He took up a
pistol and began asking how to fire it, as he had never had
a pistol in his hand before, a fact he did not care to confess.
“Oh, yes, of course. | know; 1 had only forgotten,” he said.

“No apologies—absolutely not!” Dolokhov was saying to
Denisov, who was acting as his second and was also making
an attempt at reconciliation. '
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Since the antagonists
refuse a reconciliation,”
he announced,

THE pLLACE chosen for the duel was some eighty paces from
the road where their sleighs had been left, a small clearing
among the pines covered with melting snow. The antagonists
stood forty paces apart at the edge of the clearing. The seconds,
in measuring the places, left tracks in the deep wet snow
between the place where they had been standing and the sabers
that had been thrust inte the ground ten paces apart to mark
the barrier. The mist was everywhere. At a distance of forty
paces nothing could be seen. In three minutes everything was
ready, but still they delayed beginning. Everyone was silent.

“Well, begin!” said Dolokhov.

“By all means,” said Pierre, still with the same strange smile.

A feeling of dread was in the air. It was clear that the
affair that had begun so unthinkingly could 1ot now be stopped
by anything, that it was going forward of itself and must run
its course.

Denisov was the first to come up to the barrier. “Since
the antagonists refuse a reconciliation,” he announced, “it would
be well 1o proceed. Take your pistols, please, and at the word
three begin to advance.” There was a pause, then— “O-ne!
T-wo! Three!” Denisov shouted angrily and stepped aside.
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64 WAR AND PEACE

Not expecting so loud a report,
Pierre was startled by the sound; then, .
smiling at his reaction, he stood still.

THE Two antagonists advanced along the trampled tracks,
closer and closer to each other, beginning to sight each other
through the mist. They had the right to fire when they chose.
Dolokhov walked slowly, not raising his pistol and looking
intently with his clear shining eyes toward the face of his
antagonist. His mouth, as always, bore the semblance of a smile.

“Whenever | like, I can fire,” thought Pierre. At the word
“three” he started forward with rapid steps, straying off the
path and clumping into the untrodden show. He held his pistol
at full length in his nght hand, seemingly afraid of shooting
himself with it.

After advancing six paces, and getting off the path, Pierre
looked down, then glanced rapidly again at Dolokhov. Pulling
on the trigger with his finger as he had been shown, Pierre
fired his pistol.

Not expecting so loud a report, Pierre was startled by the
sound; then, smiling at his reaction, he stood still. The smoke
from the pistol, made thicker by the mist prevented him from
seeing anything for a moment. But the second shot he was
expecting did not follow.
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65 WAR AND PERCE

Lowering his head, Dolokhov greedily bit
at the snow, lifted his head, sat up,
tried to get up on his legs and fell back again.

All that could be heard were Dolokhov’s rapid footsteps.
as he came into view through the smoke and mist. With one
hand he was clutching his side; with the other he was clenching
the dropping pistol. His face was white. Rostov ran up and
satd something to him.

“No, no!”'Dolokhov grunted through his teeth. “No, it’s
not over!” Struggling on a few sinking staggering steps up to
the saber, he sank onto the snow beside it. His hand was
covered with blood. He wiped it on his coat and supported
himself with it. His face was pale, frowning and twitching.

“Co—
words. “Come up,” he said at last, with an effort. Pierre, hardly

> Dolokhov began, but he could not pronounce the

able to restrain his sobs, ran toward Dolokhov and would have
crossed the space between the barriers, when Dolokhov cried:
“The Barrier!” Pierre, grasping what was meant, stood still by
the saber. Only ten paces separated them.

Lowenng his head, Dolokhov greedily bit at the snow, lifted
his head, sat up, tried to get up on his legs and fell back again.
He gulped a mouthful of the cold snow, and sucked it. His
lips quivered, but still he smiled. His eyes glittered with the
strain and his exasperation at his failing strength. Raising his
pistol, Dolokhov took aim.
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“Sideways, Pierre! Don’t expose yourself!” cried Pierre’s
“second.

“Don’t face toward the pistol!” Denisov could not help
shouting, even though he was Dolokhov’s second.

With his gentle smile of sympathy and remorse, Pierre stood
. with legs and arms wide apart, helplessly, his broad chest
directly facing Dolokhov. The onlookers half closed their eyes.
At that instant they heard a shot and Dolokhov’s cry of anget

“Missed!” cried Dolokhov, slumping face down in the snow.

Picrre put his hand to his head. Turning around, he strodc
off into the woods, trampling through the deep snow, muttering
incoherently, “It’s so stupid .... It’s all so stupid!”
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AFTER THE DUEL, Helene is furious with Pierre. “Well.
now,” she screams at him. “I suppose you think you’re :
hero. My protector! What have you proved? That you'rv
a fool! And I shall be the laughing stock of all Moscow!™

Pierre listens to her tirade in stony silence. “We had
better separate,” he blurts out at last.

Helene léughs, mockingly, “Separate! That’s a wonde-
ful idea! And you will pay for it. You will give me a fortune
for it.»
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Scene 10—Andrey and Natasha

NEAR THE ROSTOV country place, Pierre and Natasha.
aécompanied by young Petya on a hunt, encounter Andrey.
Introducing Andrey to Natasha, Pierre invites him to join
the hunt. And Natasha, instantly attracted to this haughty,
handsome man, about whom she has heard so much, adds
an invitation to dinner. As the day continues, for the first
time since his wife’s tragic death, Andrey seems to find
enjoyment in the company of another person, the
bewitching, impetuous Natasha. '
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i

THat EVENING, standing on the balcony, Natasha tells
Sonya in the room behind her how she is a little bit afraid
of Andrey— and a little bit in Jove with him. “l wanted
to go up to him,” she confesses, “and take him by thé hand
and look in his eyes and sing just for him.”

UNKNOWN TO NATASHA, Andrey had been standing on a
balcony below within hearing of her voice. Without
intending to eavesdrop, he is much too fascinated to turn
away. He cannot repress a smile of gratification as he listens
to Natasha’s confession of her feelings.
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" Scene 11—Natasha’s First Ball
NaTasHA DOES not hear from-Andrey for some time after
their first meeting. Then, without plan on the part of either
of them, something happens to bring them together in an
exciting way. They meet and become irresistibly attracted
to each other at a gala ball.
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She had got up at eight that morning
and had spent the entire day
in a fever of excitement and activity.

The following passage has been condensed from
Book Six, Chapters XIV, XV, XVI and XVII of

“War and Peace”:

NOTE :

NATASHA WAS going to her first formal ball. She had got
up at eight that moming and bad spent the entire day in
‘a fever of excitement and activity:

Feet. arms, neck, and ears had been wasned, scented and
powdered with especial care. Openwork silk stockings and
white satin- shoes with ribbons had been put on. The hair
dressing was almost completed. Sonya was all dressed, and
so was the countess. But Natasha, who had been busily looking
after everyone else, was still sitting béfore a looking glass with
a dressing jacke. thrown over her slender shoulders.

“Will you be ready soon?” they heard the countess’ voice.
“It is almost ten.” :

“Immediately, immediately! Are you ready, Mama?”

“Only my cap to put on.” \

“Don’t do it without me!” shouted Natasha. “You don't
know how.”

Classic.com

l2:l

0 ¢ 1 comidennidyclpilip olsf Begboqoyb o) (6
F (%) () () § (og)efy comfpobortfiomiiffbdos

pangun (agdbepanfiiel oxpotapeqaiye) o) v
82 gopmgunbe) apd) [Ebeydoxts fogp o)omsed o oo
Soheplipiogpaly oxfimoons ondepel: opufEbigbesBoxte
| g odestey oo pyborh (qpa
B g s ol ks oot
3 (efBdgnacscogh.. Wipyioonsy olkane) dan
' ﬁ@lmcco cago‘} ooScm‘cmSn DdotaEgoma: Bib:ps: kigbes ol

,0 A0

v
.?,lkt GO,

fi o) @é?$m5%5°sw>0559= cdadis... oe(u)q.cmaxﬁm

“°2°®1 Qofjodiantad..«

) 3.10@)(]5 obsdhe nmﬁmﬁﬁ@)ommo q &ngﬁ@q‘
) i “acipldonaden.

:;' omcox amca...! cueuep EEdfioon?”

.:',1 o Spbmeceand:is myconom..”

| oo bt o) pange csifpivion "

:" CiquiSeon a0 Sgpaodiap..”




www.burme

12 WAB AND PEACE

In the damp chill air and crowded
closeness of the swaying carriage,
Natasha vividly imagined what was in store for
her there at the ball,

As soon as her coiffure was finished, Natasha ran up to
Sonya, looked her over and then rushed to her mother. Turning
her mother’s head this way and that, she pinned on her cap
and, hurriedly kissing her grey hair, ran back to the maids who
+ were waiting to turn up the hem of Natasha’s skirt.

All attention was now centered on Natasha. “Here you are,
Miss,” said the maid, lifting up the dainty white dress on two
fingers, blowing something off it, and giving it a shake to show
her appreciation of its transparency and purity.

“Whenever will you be ready?” cried the count, coming
to the door.

Natasha began wriggling into the dress. “Just a minute, just
a minute!” she cried. “Don’t come in now, Papa,” she shouted
from under the tulle of the dress that hid her face.

AT A QUARTER past ten they at last got into their carriage
and started. In the damp chill air and crowded closeness of
the swaying carriage, Natasha vividly imagined what was in
store for her there at the ball, in those brilliantly lighted rooms—
with music, flowers, dancing and all the handsome young
people. The prospect was so splendid that she hardly believed
it would come tﬁ)e.
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The strains of the polonaise,
which had already continued for some time,
were beginning to sound like a melancholy
refrain in Natasha's ears.

UG I T T T R ]

In the ballroom, the hum of voices, footsteps and greetings
deafened Natasha, and the light and glitter dazzled her still more.
Half the ladies already had partners and were taking their
positions for a polonaise.

Natasha was afraid she would be left with her mother and
Sonya among the ladies who were crowded back against the
wall and not invited to dance. She stood with her slender arms
hanging at her sides, her scarcely defined bosom rising and
falling regularly. She held her breath and gazed before her with
shining, frightened eyes—prepared with equal readiness for the
utmost bliss or the utmost misery. Her mind was completely
filled by one thought: “Is it possible no one will come up to
me? Is it possiblé that not one of all these men will ask me
to dance? No, that cannot be!” she thought. “They must know
how I long to dance, how well I dance, and how they would
enjoy dancing with me.’

The strains of the polonaise, which had already continued
for some time, were beginning to sound like a melancholy refrain
in Natasha’s ears. She wanted to cry.-The count was at the
other end of the room. The countess and Sonya and she stood
in that crowd of strangers as lonely as in a forest, apparently
Wwith no one interested in them, no one wanting them.

| sonEB eyt | 90

et Mgy . cbeppoprresfy) cler.. ol

30058 joanbefpegoio) meopm pamgrnoeh prsancand gy
| dox Septeqy 0BS5S meodadnepteondejonegm o) 3
L go¥paprcend arobimbodicandyn  gjmudzedico 8385 o
| Bt S0a8begey, chmapimmobeg ooy adm by

ol SSppiaesn Hpolly cpimioimgabons og..

o) e)iobad e i mfd jpangpm Febdcsone
9o e)pnxba) corsboctid camafynafle odbondh qbcponde
L (o), ffpeanfeanc) cpntslp iy [oiflion} ofpfifiownesdonds
" =9(t-*>rD vﬁaxﬁwm%mﬁ@s WCRpgoed) oo fubdbarfpen
L Scbaim mﬁ@mﬁmﬂmﬁ- (eiraean sfisy cfyfymopiiice..
 Sooncd mefesbnapd coxppooxidfics S{emt oplcanmanliy
| Poodfotamdondy) au)abdiayp oo [hoyle epommeon neoxobad..
opffaim oboundy dojmf combepuondiopdon (e wndo...
'%@WW@' o} 2(0) o copesbone “mafed d axdbermoboniion
| cyonScfom... & onSeandeombienmbyfyd moxdoxSfon... hojqem
§ ap}au_ﬁcanrﬁcﬁ anunfrpdysedbudidion. .. cox paleopBilapicoqudS”

| cofeficson Ddicotoofl (o)) pomes propipeon.. agliefery

| fEeopioss) megrdqbobel.. § eolimproantesdfe ) fafon
oxy Beriim mofg, wgrododgfundesonds Berffmeatod dan
o ay(o)boeon sBxysbosofrpap edbadabcons wbsonabomet:
axﬁogmq W ucﬁoma)cﬁ(ﬂf»'



www.burmeg

74 WAR AND PEACE

He recognized her,
-guessed her feelings,
saw that it was her

debut. PP

Now from the orchestra came the distinct, precise,

seductively stately rhythm of a waltz. A moment passed. No
one had yet begun dancing. Natasha was ready. to weep
because it was not she who was dancing the first tum of the
waltz.

PRINCE ANDREY, in the white uniform of a cavalry colonel,
wearing stockings and dancing shoes, stood iooking anirnated
and bright in a circle of men not, far from the Rostovs. Not
listening to what those around him were saying, he was gazing
first at the men intending to dance but who had not yet gathered
the courage and then at the women who were breathlessly
longing to be asked to dance.

At that moment, Natasha’s despairing, dejected face caught
his eye. He recognized her, guessed her feelings, saw that it
was her debut, remembered her conversation of the window,
and with an cxpréssion of pleasure on his face he approached
Countess Rostov. .
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{ have heen
waiting a long
time for you ...

A “\ .

“Permit me to introduce you to my daughter
countess, blushing.

“I have the pleasdrc of her acquaintance already, if the
countess remembers me,” said Prince Andrey, with a low and
courteous bow. He went up to Natasha, and raised his arm
1o put it around her waist before he had fully uttered the
invitation to dance. He asked her if she would join him in the
waltz, and the tremulous expression of Natasha’s face, ready
for despair or for rapture, brightened at once into a happy,
grateful, childlike smile.

“I have been waiting a long time for you,” that frightened.
happy young girl seemed to say to him in the smile that shone
out through the beginning of tears. She raised her hand to0
Andrey’s shoulder,

ANDREY was one of the best dancers of his day. Natasha
danced exquisitely. Her little feet in their white satin dancing
shoes performed their task swifily and lightly, seemingls
independent of her. Her face beamed with.a rapture ol

happiness.

said the
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16 WAR AND PEACE

Natasha’s bare neck and arms were slender; compared to
Helene’s, her shoﬁlder were thin, her bosom undefined. But
Helene seemed, as it were, covered with the hard varnish left
by those thousands of eyes that bad scanned her person, while
Natasha was like a young girl revealed for the first time.

Andrey enjoyed dancing. He was eager to escape from
the political conversations into which everyone tried to draw
him. So he had made haste 10 dance, and had chosen Natasha
for a partner because she was the first pretty girl that caught
his eye. But no sooner bad he put his arm around that slender.
supple waist, and felt her stirring so close to him and smiling
S0 near to him, than the intoxication of her charm filled his
head. He felt himself ful} of life and youth again.
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AFTER ANDREY danced with her, many other young men
came up to ask Natasha to dance. Flushed and happy, Natasha
passed on her superfluous partners to Sonya, and never

stopped dancing all evening.

Inrone of the most merry cotillions before supper, Andrey
again danced with Natasha. He reminded her of their first
encounter and of what she had said on that moonlit night, and
how he had happened to overhear her. Natasha blushed at
this and tried to excuse herself, as if there were something to
be ashamed of in the emotion to which Andrey had unwittingly
played the eavesdropper.
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A

Like all men who have grown up in society, Andrey r

liked meeting someone different from the conventional
society pattern. Such was Natasha, with her sense of
wonder and delight, her shyness, and even her mistakes
in speaking French. With her he behaved with special care.
talking of the simplest and most pleasant subjects. Andrey
admired the radiant brilliance of her eyes and her smile.
a smile that had no concern with what was said but was
'simply a reflection of her own happiness.

“That girl is so charming,” thought Andrey, “so original.
that_ she won’t be dancing another month before she will
be married. She is something rare,” he thought, as Natasha
tucked in the rose that was falling out of her bodice.
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Count Rostov came up to them and invited Andrey to
visit them. He asked his daughter whether she was enjoying
herself. Natasha did not answer at once but just looked up
with a reproachful smile that said, “How can you ask such
a question?”

“I have never enjoyed myself so much before!” shc
exclaimed. Andrey noticed how her slender arms rose
quickly as if to embrace her father and instantly dropped
again. Natasha was happier than she had ever been in her
life. She was at that height of bliss when one becomes
completely kind and good and does not believe in tht
~ possibility of evil, unhappiness or sorrow.
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Scene 12—Happiness Deferred .
ONE EVENING, not long after the ball, Natasha runs into her
mother’s room. “Mama, I must talk to you just once more,”

she insists.

“About Andrey, I suppose”

“Mama, just think—Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday.
Monday—five whole days that [ haven’t heard from him. First
he comes to see me every day and quite turns my head, then
nothing happens. Everything is finished.”

“Be patient,” reassures the countess. “You must wait unti)
a proper proposal is made. He will come back.”
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THE COUNT-
| Ess is right.
Andrey has
gone to his

father’s es-
1 tate to get

permission

to propose
to Natasha.
The crotqhety old man, objecting that the Rostov family
are nobodies, finally has to yield to Andrey’s insistence,
but only on condition that they postpone their marriage for

one year.

Andrey returns to propose to Natasha and explain the
condition, At first she is confused and hurt at the idea of
waiting a whole year but at last, seeing how unhappy she

is making Andrey, she says, “We have the rest of our lives.
What’s a year'?”'
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Scene 13—Flirtation

ONE EVENING, in her box at the opera, Helene catches a
signal from her young rake of a brother, Anatole. He has been
struck with the beauty of Natasha, in the box next to Helene,
and wants to get acquainted with the young lady whose
engagement to Prince Andrey, now absent on a mission to
Poland, is the talk of the town. Helene is happy to invite
Natasha to her box and soon, as if by chance, Anatole appears
and joins them.

 ANATOLE DRAWS up a chair disturbingly close to Natasha.
She is bewildered by the intense, almost hypnotic attraction
he consciously seems to be exerting over her. Anatole greets
his sister briefly, then directs his full attention to Natasha.
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“ARE YOU enjoying the performance?” Natasha asks.
“I haven't looked at the stage all evening,” Anatole replies

significantly. “I must see you again. You must comg to my
sister’s house soon.’

Natasha is uneasy. She has never felt this way before, not
even with Andrey.

A FEW DAYS later, Helene calls on the Rostovs and invites
them to a party at her home. She finds a chance to whisper
in Natasha’s ear, “My brother just keeps sighing for you, my
dear. He is'madly in love with you.”

At Helene’s party, Anatole loses no time in assuring Natasha
of his adoration. Completely captivated but frightened, Natasha
attempts to flee from the house. Anatole follows her and, i
a secluded comer, with Natasha clinging helplessly in his arms.
he kisses her passionately.
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Scene 14—An Abduction Is Arranged—and Frustrated
ONE EVENING shortly after Helene’s party, Sonya enters
Natasha’s room and finds her fast asleep with a folded note
beside her. After a moment’s hesitation, Sonya picks up the
note and reads:
“Dearest Natasha—My fate is either to be loved by you,
or to die. T know your parents will not give you to me. But

if you love me, you need only say ‘Yes’ and then no human S nprof s
power can stop us. Anatole.” - 2boqfd djepdpoigbopd.. mopliquedel cozuqeano)
Terribly shocked, Sonya stares for a baffled moment at the Do, dfanm oot Bleyesod ponpad cedfridesBond

calmly sleeping Natasha, then awakens her.
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Meanwhile, in Dolokhov's rooms, Anatole is
making his preparations for a mock marriage
and elopement, stowing handfuls of money loosely
among the clothes packed into a small trunk.

Drowsily, Natasha responds, “Ah, Sonya, you’re back.”
Then, noticing Sonya’s expression, she says, “So! You have
read the note. I’m glad! T could not have kept it from you
any longer. We love each other desperately!”

Unable to believe her ears, Sonya cannot understand this
sudden passion. “But you have seen Anatole only a few times!
And what about Andrey? Natasha, [ won’t let you do anything
foolish. I shall tell Pierre.”

“Don’t do that!” implores Natasha.
Anatole!”

MEeANWHILE, in Dolokhov s rooms, Anatole is making his
preparations for a mock marriage and elopement, stowing
handfuls of money loosely among the clothes packed into a
small trunk.

“Where did you raise all that?”” Dolokhov asks.

“From my sister Helene. Would you like some?” He holds
out a handful of coins.

“No thanks. You’ll need it all. Anatole, where are you going
to take her?” Dolokhov demands thoughtfully. “Her family will
certainly find out about that girl in Poland you had to marry.
If you are caught, that would mean jail for you.”

“I can’t live without

fﬁ‘li'\_-'

R 3 c c c :
. smcag.;..na)c “El

L iyl popo dEEBDOS ‘. Janien
vbicont [gfeprbanflo..” Hepd Gandycbpampmpes wy8apdl:...
L R(0)m clpfadonde “fBof... obion exBofifed]. ) obzandoxs: Buben
| o 8ol wbuBeamnt Gruomegfilogn auSdsbeundineon abeunnid
' obound mofifyblesoff.

- (defoiepr) Banmeg} o)pcopoont se) vofiE
e oo .. fyd i Biydond 40) s
| $00.1 "Jevd ppdady cogion uSsRGRcid. . 2060 G
070...! fyeon Béaeqiocdaificon amepiud...2 pongs SRt
ooy & o) ofgfipuodon A Bunkh s,

| "B upbcdehds 1" § ponpo g m&;tﬁconﬁ ooy
Capde o ddmioboodigdp widy.

,. rofl.. simopd opddmn §dem(B), Bafiadp (44)
it fFotienn) oeiond feantortolioky afull (pongr)
745} [Feobeganfoxs sogponsonbiopainl zadimemc coxfobontfessonk
Podeoopip cqalizagSiedSokot: cqplosptfogScfobonde

' “Heogzmie: vf: MSoxponomed...2” o Jeferm(8) o cuony
- dob oxBoofBmeno. wBemmggisaecondd Qamseiiuon:...2”
m cgafl coodmbaplecanddd bcuddonds

__ “ej0ko... crpgronbliond..) Bk o maedcBud. + apd..
cmEucmaﬁ) Qu)eim auehpupd..2” o Jdem(E)n coneor
b ommbicunfddond “a(o)afanigm o&om opu)f orbeobidf
| aﬁcn'.(agj tefpé: offscneedogdalfnd. o oiof olidapuf.. ob: canbay




www.burm

He wraps the cloak around Matrevna,
picks her up in his grms and tosses her to
Anatole, who catches her with a laughand peels
off the cloak.

Anatole smiles complacently. “Tt will be worth it,” he says,
“even if it’s only a month—or even just a week with that girl.
There are some things in life that a man simply has to have.”

Now THe black-bearded Balaga comes in, the droshky
driver who has driven for Anatole and Dolokhov on many a
wild escapade.

Dolokhov insists on giving Anatole the ermine cape of his
mistress Matrevna, explaining. “Take this with you. I know
something about this game. The girl will be shivering with fright.
So wrap her up in this at once, or else as soon as she comes
out into the cold night, she’ll rush back into the house for her
fur coat. And then, papa wakes up, mama screams, there’s
tears, shrieks, trouble. Always keep a young bird warm, my
boy.” .
He wraps the cloak around Matrevna, picks her up in his
arms and tosses her to Anatole, who catches her with a laugh
and peels off the cloak.

Matrevna wails, “But my ermine wrap?”

“You’ll get another some day,” Dolokhov answers her
carelessly.
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T 1s A rainy night. Natasha repeatedly goes 10 the
window. Her lover is late for their rendezvous. She does
not know that Sonya has carried out her threat to send for
Pierre and that Pierre has intercepted Anatole and sent him
packing. When the figure of a man appears in the courtyard
‘Natasha thinks it is Anatole at last. But it is Pierre.
NatasHa 1s furious with Sonya and Pierre. “Natasha.
how could you plan such a thing?” says Pierre. “What will

you tell Andrey?”

“P’ve already written Andrég_ everything.”

“Oh, so Andrey isn’t good enough for you?You prefer
instead a gambler, a liar, a man who is already married!”
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e

At first, Natasha thinks Pierre must be insane. But at last
he convinces Natasha that Anatole had been planning to deceive
her with a mock marriage.

OveErRWHELMED BY shame and shock, Natasha takes to her
bed. She becomes pale and thin, depressed and sick. One day,
when Pierre calls on her, she gets dressed to see her “elder
brother.”

Pierre tries to-solace her but Natasha is inconsolable. “I’'m
not worth your sympathy,” she says. “I’ve thrown my life
away!” And she bursts into tears of shame.

-“Listen to me, Natasha,” says Pierre, stumbling over his

‘'words. “If | were not my clumsy self but a fine, handsome,

clever man, and if I were free to marry, I would be on my

knees this very moment to ask for your heart and your love!”
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Scene 15—Invasion!

THE UNEASY Armistice between France and Russia has
come to an end. The forces of Napoleon are poised on the
bank of the Niemen River. To cross it means to cross inlo
Russian territory—in one word, invasion.

Czar Alexander sends an eloquent message to
Napoleon. But it is too late for mere words to dam the
flow of history. Napoleon gives orders to cross the Niemen
at dawn. If there is to be talk of peace, says Napoleon.
it will have 1o take place in Moscow!

At a time such as this, the everyday drama of human
eXistence seems suspended for a moment.
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THE SLAVES OF HISTORY
NOTE : Having brought the narrative of “War and Peace”
to the point where Napoleon begins the fateful invasion
of Russia, Tolstoy pauses to discuss this event in terms of

his personal philosophy of history. Because “War and
Peace” is unique in the way it not only explains history
through the story of human beings but also helps us
understand human beings through its sense of history, it
is appropriate that we pause with Tolstoy to dwell on the
thoughts he offers. For this reason, the famous passage
From Book Nine, Chapter 1 of “War and Peace’
'commem‘ing on kings and dictators as the slaves of history,
is quoted in slightly condensed form on this and the
Jollowing page.

.
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B ON THE rweLFTl of June.
' 1812, the forces of Western

Europe crossed the Russian

' 3 frontier and the war began. In
other words, an event took
place contrary to human reason
| and to human nature. Miltions of
| men perpetrated against onc
another so great a mass of
nme, fraud, éwindling,

obbery, forgery, counterfeiting.
lunder, incendiarism and murerd
hat all the annals of ali the
criminal courts of all the world could not total such a sum of
wickedness in entire centuries. And yet, the men who committed
these crimes did not regard themselves as criminals.

What were the causes of this extraordinary event?
Historians assert that the causes were the insult offered to the
Duke of Oldenburg, the ambition of Népoleon, the firmness
of Czar Alexander, the mistakes of diplomats and so on.
According to them, if only Matternich or Talleyrand had—in
the interval between a recéption and a court bal}—taken pains
to compose a more judicious diplomatic note, or if only
Napoleon had written to Alexander, “I consent to restore his

duchy to the Duke of Oldenburg,” there would have been no
war,
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We can understand Napoleon '
supposing the cause of the way

to be the intrigues of England:
how to the members of the
English Parliament the causc
seemed to be Napoleon’s am-

bition; how to the merchant class

the war seemed due to the

“Continental System” that was ruining kurope; how some
diplomats of the time set it down to the fact that Memorandum
No.178 had been awkwardly worded. We may well understan:!
contemporaries believing in such “causes,” and in a countless.
endless number more, because of the infinite variety of men s
points of view.

But to us of a later generation, contemplating in all its
immensity the accomplished fact and seeking to penetrate itx
fearful significance, those explanations must appear insufficient.
To us it is inconceivable that millions of Christians should have
killed and tortured each other because Napoleon was
ambitious, or Alexander firm, or English policy crafty, or the
Duke of Oldenburg badly treated.
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THE
deeply we search

MORT

for causes, the
more of them we
discover. Every
single cause.
even a whole
group of causes
taken

strikes us as be-

together.

ing equally true
in itself, and
equally deceptive
through its insig-

nificance in com-
parison with the immensity of the result.
Perhaps without any one of these causes, nothing would

have happened. And so all these causes—myriads of

causes—coincided to bring about what happened. Conse-
quently, nothing was exclusively the cause of the war, and

the war was bound to happen simply because it was bound
to happen Millions of men, repudiating their own common
sense and their human feelings, were bound fo move from
west to east, and to slaughter their fellows, just as some
cénturies earlier other hordes of men had moved from east

to west to slaughter their fellows.
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Napoleon and Alexaindcr, upon whose decisions it seemed
to depend whcthe} this should be done or not, were actually
no more voluntary, no more exercising free will, than any
common soldier compelled to march away to war by the chance
of a conscription lotiery. In order that the will of Napoleon
and Alexander should be effective, a combination of
innumerable circumstances was essential, without any one of
which the effect could not have followed.

Each man seems to )ive for himself in freedom of will, but
he also serves as an unconscious instrument in bringing about
the historical ends of humanity. Any act he has once committed
is irrevocable, and that act of his, coinciding with millions of
other acts, makes history. The higher a man’s place in the soical
scale, the more conspicuous is the inevitability and predesti-
nation of each act he commits. The king, the ruler, the general,

the dictator, is in reahty the slave of history.
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WHEN THE APPLE is ripe and falls—why does it fall?
Because it is drawn by gravitation to the earth? Because its
stalk has withered? Because it is dried by the sun? Because
it grows heavier? Because the wind shakes it? Or because the
boy standing under the tree wants to eat it? Not one of these
is the sole cause. Together, these factors make up the
conjunction of conditions under which every living, organic,
elemental event takes piace. The botanist who says that the
apple has fallen because the cells are decomposing will be just

as right as the boy
iree who says the
because he

The historian
Napoleon went to
he wanted to, and
cause Alexander
will be just as right

|

Napoleon went
to Moscow

because he

wanted 1o . . .

standing under the
apple has fallen
wanted to eat it.
who says that
Moscow because
was ruined be-
desired his ruin,

and just as wrong

as the man who says that a cliff of millions of tons, tottering
and undermined, has been felled by the last stroke of the last
workingman’s pickaxe.

In historical events “great men” (so called) are merely labels
that serve to give names to an event. Every action of theirs
that seems to them an act of their own free will is, in an historical
sense, not free at all but in bondage to the whole course of

previous history and predestined from all eternity.
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Scene 16—Pierre Witnesses the Battle of Borodino

LEARNING THAT the Russians are going to make a stand
against Napoleon at Borodino, and feeling that he must find
out what war is Jike at first hand, Pierre decides to witness
the conflict. On the eve of battle he finds Andrey; the exhausted
men of his regiment lie sleeping around him, but Andrey, thinking
of Natasha and of recent news of the death of his father, cannot
sleep. A

As they walk slowly through the bivouac, Andrey confides
his innermost thoughts. He can never forgive Natasha, he tells
Pierre. Then he confesses, “I have been in other battles, Pierre,
but for the first time I feel [ am going to die tomorrow.”

After a silence, Andrey begins to tell Pierre his feelings
about war. “1 regard war,” he says, “as the most horrible thing
conceivable. And yet, if | had my way, I would not take a
single prisoner! Why play at war as if it were a polite partour
game? If we make war horrible enough, then perhaps we would
go to war only when it was for a cause worthy of certain death.”
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A passing officer tells Pierre that he can see
the battlefield best from a hilltop where an
artillery redoubt had been placed.

Andrey shrugs his shoulders, “But why burden you with
all this? Tomorow night we’ll have a bottle together and laugh
at everything I’ve said—if we’re both still alive.”

The next moming, Pierre wanders about seeking a vantage
point from which to watch the battle. Once he has to jump
out of the way of a troop of cavalry bearing down on him.
He is puzzled by the apparent lightheartedness of the soldiers
who must soon face death. They, in turn, are puzzled at this
civilian promenading over a battlefield in the latest fashionable
attire. |

A PASSING OFFICER tells Pierre that he can see the battlefield
best from a hilltop where an artillery redoubt had been placed.
Pierre clambers up there. Neither he nor anyone else can know
in advance that this redoubt is to be the very center of the
storm of battle.

As he approaches the battery, its guns are firing, bombs
and bullets are whistling in, and in the valley French troops
can be seen massing to advance up the slopes toward the

Russian lines.
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“Lower your sights to pointblank range,

and wait for the command to fire."

I T T S e T T T T

A shrapnel fragment knocks Pierre’s hat off his head. The
gunners laugh with rough homour. One remarks, “There’s a
strong wind up here, isn’t there? Only. it happens to be made
of iron.”

Bombs and cannonballs are dropping into the redoubt.
Pierre is sprayed by dirt thrown up by a shell. He brushes
himself off, grinning apologetically, then strolls serenely around
the redoubt, fascinated by the efficiency of the artillerymen.

The gunners at first resent the presence of this brave but
incongruous stranger. Soon, though, they come to accept him
as their mascot, “their civilian.” Sweating, grunting, working
hard, laughing, they do their job, though every now and then
somebody gets hit.

As a shell whistles past, one gunner yells toward the French,
“Hey! Don’t send those things this way. Send them back there
to the infantry.”

In the valley below, French infantry regiments have been
massing. Now they start up the hill toward the redoubt and
the center of the Russian line. The artillery commander orders
his men to hold their fire. “Lower your sights to pointblank
range, and wait for the command to fire.”
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At this crucial moment a sergeant runs
panting up to the commander.
"Sir, we have only four rounds of
ammunition left!”

—_ e e e e e e e e e e m e e e M e e e e e e o = = e

[n stilled suspense the gunners, and Pierre with them, stare
down at the long line of French troops advancing toward them
with drums beating and flags waving. Closer and closer they
come, until the artillery commander bellows “Fire!”

The guns roar. Cannon smoke swirls, obscuring the scene.
When it clears away, the Frencn are seen to be hesitating, firing
raggedly. After another volley they straggle back in retreat.

But the artillery duel continues, and grows even heavier.
An enemy shell smashes one of the guns in the redoubt, kﬂling
all of its crew. As a replacement gun is wheeled into position,
Pierre jumps forward to help the struggling men and wins their
grateful praise, “You’re a born artilleryman!™

During a momentary tull at the height of the battle, Pierre
and surviving gunners peer down the slope at the confusion
of smoke-shrouded troop movements before them, trying to
decipher what is happening. At this crucial moment a sergeant
runs panting up to the commander. “Sir, we have only four
rounds of ammunition left!”
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Pierre stumbles down the reverse slope,
following the sergeant toward
the ammunition dump. As they approach . . .

“Go back to the reserve and bring up some more,” orders
the commander.

“I"Hl go with him,” Pierre volunteers.

Pierre stumbles down the reverse slope, following the
sergeant toward the ammunition dump. As they approach, a
shell bursts in the middle of the dump, blowing it up with a
tremendous explosion. Pieric 1s knocked to the ground
unconscious. Before long, however, he blinks open his eyes
to find himself physically unhurt but dazed, shaken and covered
with dust.

As Pierre struggles to rise, shaking his head to clear his
wits, he sees a thundering wave of French cavalry slash through
a thin screen of Russian infantrymen to overwhelm the artillery
redoubt he has just left.

- Bewildered, Pierre tums away from the disorderly confusion
of destruction and camage and plods wearily toward the rear.
He comes upon a badly wounded young soldier pleading
weakly, “Water! Water! Stretcher bearer! Help!”
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o - s o M J&‘ I -
Pierre takes the blood- smeared youngstcr up in his arms.

carrying him tenderly like a child through the woods to a
dressing station. Many wounded are lying on the ground outside
the hospital tent. Orderlies are doing what they can, bandaging
some, giving water to others, carrying the deaf away to one

side.

A surgeon in a blood-stained apron comes out of the tent.
wearily, for a moment’s respite and lights a cigar. To him Pierre
brings his wounded soldier. “This boy needs help.”

The surgeon looks at Pierre, then looks down at the boy.
“You could have saved yourself the trouble,” he sdys brusquely.
“This boy is dead.”

Meanwhil‘e, Andrey’s regiment has been held in reserve.
stationed in an open field, unable to fire a shot at the enemy
but subjected for hours to a steady, decimating artillery
bombardment. Many are killed, more are wounded. Andrey

himself is desperately wounded.
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AFTER THE
" battle, General
g Kutuzov is forced
# o 2 hard deci-
sion. At a meet-
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= Ing in a peasant
| hut he lectures
his generals:
“We have
| stood our ground.

a According to all
rules of warfare,
we should attack

: . : 4 tomorrow mormn-
ing. But we cannot attack We are too exhausted to attack.
This is a peculiar kind of battle, gentlemen. We have not
lost, but we retreat. The enemy thinks he has won a victory
but we have made him pay too high a price for his victory.
He will bleed to death from it.”

A general asks in horror, “But do you mean that we
abandon Russia’s ancient and sacred capital?”

With sudden energy and irony, Kutuzov exclaims, “The
question is of saving Russia. [s it better to give up Moscow
without a battle? Or, by accepting battle, to lose our army
as well as Moscow?”

Abruptly, Kutuzov stands up and dismisses his generals
“By the authority entrusted to me by my sovereign, 1 order
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Scene 17—The Rostovs Evacuate
Wounded instead of Furniture

IN THE WAKE of Kutuzov’s retreat and “scorched earth”
policy, Napoleon advances at will. Nicholas Rostov, by lucky
change, is able to assist Andrey’s sister, Mary, in escaping from
her country estate barely hours before the French arrive.

Meanwhile, in Moscow all is turmoil. Church bells toll their
warning as Napoleon’s advance forces approach the
unprotected city. The streets are thronged with fleeing citizens.
carting with them whatever belongings they can salvage.

In the courtyard of the Rostovs, the count is nervousty
overseeing the packing of wagons and coaches with furniture.
trunks and boxes. As the servants hurriedly lash down loads
of gilded mirrors, bundles of clothing and gilt-framed pictures.
Count Rostov pleads, “Faster! Faster! They’ll be here before
we leave!”
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Natasha is distressed at a convoy of wounded soldiers
that has entered the Rostov courtyard. They are pathetic
Jooking creatures, barely able to drag their bandaged limbs

along. At last Natasha can stand it no longer. She runs to
her father. “Papa,” she cries, “We can’t do this! We can’t
take our furniture with us and leave these poor soldiers
here to be captured by the French!”
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COUNT ROSTOV feebly. protests Natasha’s idea of rescuing
the wounded soldiers; the countess protests it vigorously. But
Natasha has her way. Resolutely, she leads three grateful
soldiers to a cart, orders a settee thrown off and installs them
in its place. Rapidly, as the rest of the Rostov family catch
the spirit of rescuing people instead of things, more and more
possessions are unloaded and the carts and coaches become
filled with wounded soldiers. |

The Rostov convoy slowly gets under way. At the very
end of the column is a closed carriage in which lies a badly
wounded officer. Sonya has discovered that this officer is
Andrey himself; but, upon the insistence of the countess, she
does not tell Natasha.

As the convoy slowly winds its way through the streets
of Moscow, Natasha spies Pierre, dusty, weary and unshaven,
walking calmly in the crowd. She calls him over and seeks
to persuade him to join them. But Pierre refuses. “I have
something [ must do here,” he insists. Secretly, Pierre has hit
upon a wild plan to become a national hero by remaining in
Moscow and assassinating Napoleon.
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Scene 18—Napoleon Enters Moscow

~ NaroLEON AND his staff are ready to make their triumphant
entry into a once great city, a city now abandoned to its dogs
and to those of its citizens who cannot or will not desert it,
a city already beginning to consume itself in flames. What are
the thoughts, one wonders, of the conqueror at the moment
of what he deems to be his supreme conquest?

NOTE : The jfollowing passage is condensed from Book
Eleven, .Chapters XIX and XX of “War and
Peace”:

UroN GazING from a nearby height at this strange city, with
its foreign architecture, Napoleon felt an uneasy curiosity. Every
Russian looking at Moscow feels she is the mother. Every
foreigner looking at her, even if ignorant of her significance as
the mother city, must be aware of her feminine quality. And
Napoleon felt it.
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“This Asiatic city with so many churches, this holy

. Moscow!™ exclaimed Napoleon. Ar<! dismounting from his
" horse he ordered that a map of Moscow be spread out
before him.
“A city occupied by the enemy,” he thought, “is like
a girl that has lost her honor.” And he gazed at the Oriental
beauty now lying before his eyes for the first time. He felt
it strange that the desire so long cherished, and 50 long
thought impossible, had at last come to pass.
“One word of mine,” he thought “one wave of my arm.
and the ancient capital of the Czars in no more. But my
| clemency is boundless. I must be magnanimous and truly
great. Moscow lies at my feet. her golden domes and
crosses flashing and twinkling in the sun. But I shall spare
ber. From the heights of the Kremlin I shall teach them

the meaning of true civilization.
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NaroLEoN turned to his suite. “Let the boyars be brought
to me.” A general and his retinue galloped off at once into
the city to fetch the boyars. Two hours passed. Napoleon’s
speech to the boyars had by now taken definite shape in his
mind. The speech was to be full of dignity and greatness (as
Napo[éon understood dignity and greatness), and Napoleon
was already carried away by his own eloquence and
magnanimity. “But why is the city’s deputation so long in
coming?” he wondered. |

Meanwhile, at the rear of his suite, an agitated consultation
was being held among his generals. The adjutants had returned
with the message that the city was empty. The generals were
perturbed, not because Moscow had been abandoned but
because they had to tell this fact to the Emperor. How, without
making him appear ridiculous, could they tell him there was
no delegation of boyars, ro one left in Moscow but a disorderly
mob? Some favéred scraping together a mock delegation,
others thought Napoleon must be skillfully prepared and thep
told the truth.
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At last, Napoleon, his actor’s instinct telling him that

the sublime moment, too long drawn out, was losing its
sublimity, made a sign with his hand. A single cannon shot
gave the signal, and the invading army began marching into
Moscow.

The city was empty. There were still people in it, but
it was empty, deserted as a dying, queenless hive is
deserted. “Moscow. deserted! Incredible!” Napoleon said to
himself. The dramatic scene had not come off.

PIERRE, GARBED in the long cloak of a coachman,
wanders for days through burning, occupied Moscow. Pierre
has bhad his chance to assassinate Napoleon, only to find,
when it comes time to pull the trigger, that he cannot force
himself to kill even this man whom he so detests.
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Now, as Pierre continues to wander through the desolate
streets, he comes upon a girl struggling in the arms of two
soldiers. Pierre hurls himself upon the Frenchmen, knocking
them sprawling. “Run! Run!” he cries to the girl, and she
promptly scurries away. But Pierre is pot so fortunate. He fights
like a wild man but other soldiers join the struggle and Pierre
is soon beaten into insensibility.

Thrown into prison, Pierre is marched out with seven others
to the execution grounds the next morning. He stares in horror
as the men are bound to stakes, two by two, and executed.
Then, for no apparent reason, the officer in charge orders Pierre
to be taken back to prison.

STuNNED By all that has happened, Pierre sits leaning against
the wall of the stable that serves as a prison. Near him, a
peasant named Platon, a cheerful, philosophical soul, gives him
a sympathetic look and says, “No use brooding, sir. It’s not
for us to say what’s to happen to us. Maybe, in the world
to come, God will give us a bit of explanation, and then it
will all be clear.”
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Platon shares some potatoes with Pierre and gives some

to his shaggy little dog. “The great thing, sir,” says Platon,
“is to live in harmony. It’s not our luck that counts. It’s
whether we make whatever happens to us into a misery
or a joy.” '

As Platon utters a prayer before going to sleep, Pierre
is surprised to sense a feeling of peace coming over him.
a feeling that though his world may have been shattered.
the foundations on which to build anew are still there, that
they will always be there as long as life goes on.
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Scene 19—Natasha Finds, and Loses, Andrey

THE ROSTOV convoy spends its first night within view of
burning Moscow. Sonya can no longer conceal from Natasha
and Andrey is in their midst. Almost in a trance, moving like
a sleep-walker, Natasha seeks out the hut where Andrey lies,
deathly pale, on an improvised cot.

Natasha kneels and silently puts her head against Andrey’s
cheek. “Forgive me,” she murmurs at last.

“Forgive what?” replies Andrey. “I love you ... love you
more ... better than before.”

Natasha is content just to kneel beside Andrey, her eyes
brimming with tears and yet with a feeling of serenity in her
heart.
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SEVERAL DAYS LATER, after Andrey has been moved to a

nearby monastery, Mary succeeds in making the journey past
marauding French patrols to the side of her dying brother.

Andrey tells Natasha and Mary he has at Jast learned what

love 1s, how all his life he had been a man who hated. “I see
now,” he says, “that love is not getting what one wants. It is
a renunciation, giving oneself up to the person you love, the
cause you serve.”

Late one night, as a candle gutters to its end, Andrey’s
breathing becomes more irrégular. “I had a wonderful dream,”
he says, “I could see a door ... and Beyond it ... I dreamt
that 1 died ... and then awoke ... Yes, death 15 an awakening...
It’s all so simple.”

Andrey’s eyes close. His irregular breathing ceases. “Where
has he gone?” whispers Natasha. “Where is he now?”
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Scene 20—The French Are Driven Out of Russia

THrouGH THE futile months of their occupation of Moscow,
the morale of the invading French steadily deteriorates.
Moscow, imperial éapital and holy ctty, has been occupied,
looted and largely destroyed. But beyond Moscow stretches
the immensity of Russia itself, still unconquered, still defiant and
increasingly dangerous. _

Foraging raids by the French are harried by sharp attacks,
but General Kutuzov persistently avoids a major battle.
Meanwhile, the' Russian forces are being continuously
strengthened by drafts of militia, while Napoleon’s army,
thousands of miles from its base, is inexorably withering away
from casualties, disease and desertion. -
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At length Napoleon is forced to the inevitable decision of
ordering a withdrawal. His “Grand Ammy” marches out of
Moscow, drums beating and flags waving, overburdened with
bundles of loot. Countless wagons carry their precious cargo
of tapestries, furs, jewel-boxes, church omaments, paintings and
household furnishings.

There is also the prisoners’ convoy plodding wearily along
the hard roads, through whistling wind and drenching rain,
marching away from their homes toward they know not what.
Among this group are Pierre and Platon, with Platon’s little

dog tagging along at his heels.
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“The wild beast is |
_running now,” |'®"

“let us follow it and §°°
flick its haunches [®
with our whips P2 81

to keep it moving.” [~%

GENERAL KUTUZOV is grimly triumphant, “The wild beast
is running now,” he says, “Let us follow it and flick its haunches
with our whips to keep it moving.”

As the retreat of the “conquerors” continues, supplies run
short. The harsh Russian winter deepens. Loot and even military
stores are abandoned. Guerilla attacks continually harass the
weary troops.

Faring worst of all are the prisoners. All stragglers who
fail to keep up with the retreating troops are summarily shot.
Pierre’s rugged strength is equal to the trial, but Platon suffers
the penalty of physical exhaustion. With tears in his eyes, Pierre
“picks up Platon’s dog and continues the march, weanly counting

each step‘ as he plods on.
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ONE BITTER-CHILLY day the weary French, with their
convoy of prisoners, pause for a rest. Lurking in the snow-
shrouded pine forests is a detachment of Cossacks
commanded by Dolokhov, who finds this cruel guenlla
warfare a game he keenly relishes. Young Petya Rostov.
who has enlisted against his parents’ entreaties, persuades
Dolokhov to take him along on the raid.

Swooping in at a gallop, the Cossacks override the
enemy almost before the French can put up a resistance.
The conflict is sharp but brief. With drawn saber, Petya
charges a bearded, bloodstained Frenchman. The French-
man aims his gun unsteadily at Petya, then his hand steadies
and a shot rings out. The horse veers wildly; Petya totters
in the saddle, topples off into the trampled snow and is
still.
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SoME or THE surviving French manage to escape. The
others quickly surrender. Most of the Russian prisoners shout
Jjoyfully or weep uncontroliably at their rescue. But Pierre is
almost too dazed to realize he is tree. Dolokhov comes over
to his old antagonist, takes off his officer’s cape and puts it
around Pierre’s shoulders. “You probably haven’t heard—
Helene died in St. Petersburg ... How often you must have
wished you killed me in that stupid duel! [ want to ask you
to forgive me.”

Still stunned, Pierre can only put out his hand. Dolokhov
shakes it gratefully.

A group of French prisoners is brought to Dolokhov. “Take
them away!” he commands, his face harsh and unrelenting. “You
know what to do.” A moment later, as Pierre and Dolokhov
stand beside Petya’s freshly dug grave, there is the sharp crack
of a rifle volley.
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DisasTER AFTER disaster pursues the desperate French. In
the first stages of their retreat. what is left of Napoleon’s
“Grand Army” must cross the Berezina River on a single
pontoon bridge. The eastern bank is massed with troops. The
bridge is jammed. Soldiers launch rafts into the icy river.
Those who wade in soon thrash about helplessly and shout
for hetp.

Into this floundering mass of humanity the Russian
artillery begins pouring its fire. French troops still on the
cast side of the river are hopelessly trapped. The Russian
infantry, with gleaming bayonets, moves forward- for the kill.
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On 13E FAR side of the Berezina River, Napoleon and

his generals watch the uneven battle. Napoleon gives
commands, but his generals look helplessly at one another.
The forces he commands into action—the 27th Curassiers,
the Dragoons—have long since been aestroyed.

At last, as the bridge blows up in a mass of smoke,
spilling men and horses into the icy stream, even Napoleon
realizes the helplessness of his position. He walks heavily
to his sledge, sinks into his seat and, as the postilion whips
up the horses, he stares forward bitterly, tears of rage in
his eyes, his back to the Moscow that is now, forever behind
him and beyond him.
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scene 21—Natasha and Plerre Find

Peace—Together
- THE ROSTOVS return to Moscow to find a house full of
vreckape and debris, haunted with the memories, happy and
ad, to which it has been a silent witness so many years. Mary
as returned with them; she and Nicholas can no longer conceal
1eir love for each other, and Sonya has released Nicholas from
1s pledge.

Natasha, exploring another wing of the house, excitedly
>ports that it is not heavily damaged. “We still have half a
ouse,” she sayls', “Isn’t it wonderful?” Everyone hurries off to
yok. But Natasha’s mood changes. She pauses sadly, as if
earing the footsteps of Petya, the voice of Andrey, the chatter
f a carefree family once more.
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AS NATASHA 1s about to join the others, she catches sight
of the dim figure of a man at the doorway. As he moves slowly
forward into the light, Natasha realizes it is Pierre. With a shout
of relief and joy, she rushes into his arms. “How happy I am
to see you!” she exclaims. .

Hand in hand, Pierre and Natasha walk through the rubble,
pausiny at the garden door. “You have been through so much,
Pierre,” says Natasha, |

“Yes, and [ have learned a few things. I have Jeamed to
accept the pain, the deaths and the wars. But I have also
leamed to accept the joys, the births, and the peace that comes
after the war”™

Natasha nods her head, then siniles, “You once said, Pierre,
if you were the handsomest man in the world and if you were
free..” !

“That 1 would ask for your hand and love.”

Tenderly, Nawasha and Pierre embrace. In the slanting rays
of the sun they stand together, still hand in hand. They have
found each other, and peace, at last.

The most difficult thing, but an essential one, is to love
fife: to love it even while oche suffers, because life is all,
life is God and fo love life means to love God.

LEO TOLSTOQY
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Introducing the family groups and
other principal characters of War and Peace

Note : War and Peace is peopled with some of the most
fascinating characters in all literature. Their inter-relationship is
not simple, but once you have become acquainted with the
families and the individuals who throng this magnificent stage,
their story unfolds of its own accord before your eyes. On
these two pages you are introduced to the main family groups
and other principal characters of War and Peace. Having once
come to know them, you will never forget them - or their

tenderly human story.

Meet the ROSTOVS - A handsome, happy, likeable family.
the Rostovs are like so many other families you know—
living well and spending generously, yet always on the
brink of financial difficulties; sympathetic, outgoing,
congenial, but still possessing their full share of
contrariness and contradictions.
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. COUNT ILYA ROSTOV - As
. portrayed by BARRY JONES
A kindly, inoffensive man; his

goodness of heart is matched only

by his ineptitude in managing

financial affairs.

COUNTESS NATALY ROSTOV
- As portrayed by LEA SEIDAL

Socially ambitious, more
shrewd, less easy-going than her }
husband, she is css’entially a mother- |

hen who lives only for her children.

NATASHA - As portrayed by AUDREY
HEPBURN

The brightest spark of a very lively
family; vivaciously captivating and,
above all, forever her own natural,
warm-hearted, impulsive self.

NICHOLAS - As portrayed by
JEREMY BRETT

The handsome, forthright elder
son, who is happy to leave student
life for the army; his impulses, if not
his actions, are always good.
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PETYA - As portrayed by SEAN
BARRETT

The youngest child of the family,
sharing Natasha’s impulsiveness and
Nicholas’ infatuation with military glory.

SONYA - As portrayed by

MAY BRITT

A “poor relation” of the Rostovs, who
has lived with them since childhood; she

is hopelessly in love with Nicholas.

Meet the BOLKONSKYS - Dominated by the crotchety old
prince, a retired general, the Botkonskys are wealthy aristocrats,
holding themselves somewhat aloof from society.

- OLD PRINCE BOLKONSKY - As

portrayed by WILFRED LAWSON
Once a leading figure of the Russian

Court, he has spent his late years as a

tyrannical, domineering recluse on his

country estate.
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ANDREY- As portrayed by MEL
FERRER

Haughty and reserved, thoughtful and
earnest, he can be free and warm-
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hearted only with a close friend such as

Piere.

LISE - As portrayed by MILLY
VITALE
Andrey’s bride, known as “the little #

princess,” an attractive young creature,
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she 1s apparently popular with everyone

except her husband.

MARY - As portrayed by ANNA

MARIA FERRERO cofolsd Sipwfummpd m  vedeanfugs

Earnest, deeply religious, her Dy meRBoa manoxprzegyHEdican ot oot
chief purpose in life seems to be her Ro)eimdon qguqrtip R(u)sioaucabst R(e)ermbrfcobo

sincere devotion to her father and her aed obgfeandicwnedsl Bojam 5o

% brother.
Meet the KURAGINES - With the exception of great wealth, Qpqt  Sanigséeqyaifea
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PRINCE VASILI KURAGINE - As
portrayed by TULLIO CARMINATI
Suave and wily, he is the perfect model

of the cynical diplomat who knows
more than one way to gain his ends;

although close to his daughter, Helene,

he has no control aver his wastrel son.

HELENE - As portrayed by ANITA
EKBERG

“The most beautiful woman in
Moscow,” she could not be called mean
or malevolent - perhaps selfish and
unthinking would be a better description.

ANATOLE - As portrayed by
VITTORIO GASSMAN

A leader of Moscow’s fast young set,
his only goal is the indulgence of his own
whims, which generally assume feminine

form.

PIERRE BEZUKHOYV -
 As portrayed by HENRY FONDA

Earnest, gencrous., sometimes ideal

istic to the point of confusion: the

inheritor of a vast fortuue.
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DOLOKHOV - As portrayed by
HELMUT DANTINE

A captain of Cossacks and the
daredevil friend of Anatole, but a much
sharper customer than his heedless

companion.

NAPOLEON - As portrayed by

HERBERT LOM -
The symbolic deus ex machina that

sets the other characters into motion.

= GENERAL KUTUZOV
¥ As portrayed by OSCAR HOMOLKA
¥ Commander-in-Chief of the Russian

Army, sometimes lethargic but almost
} always shrewd.

: PLATON
As portrayed by JOHN MILLS |

A fellow prisoner of the French with
Pierre, his peasant patience and wisdom |
never fail him.

“The subject of history is the life of peoples
and of humanity”

LEO TOLSTOY
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