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    In a world where cannon thunder and ballroom whispers vie to direct human destiny, War and Peace follows private choices, fragile loyalties, and sudden revelations as they are drawn into the sweeping currents of history, testing how far conscience and affection can steer a life when empires mobilize, councils convene, and armies march, asking whether the patterns of an age are woven by the will of individuals or by forces that move beyond any single command; it is a vision of society and self in motion, where tenderness, ambition, and error must find their place amid calendars, campaigns, and the recalculations of power.

Leo Tolstoy, born in 1828 and writing in imperial Russia, composed War and Peace during the 1860s. Portions first appeared in the Russian periodical The Russian Messenger beginning in 1865, and a complete edition was published in 1869. The work emerged after his earlier fiction and his service in the Crimean War, and it drew on sustained study of documents and memoirs from the Napoleonic era. Its scale, ambition, and formal daring immediately distinguished it within nineteenth-century literature and announced a project that sought not only to narrate events but also to examine how events come to be understood.

Set primarily in Russia between 1805 and 1812, the book interweaves the lives of several aristocratic families and their circles with the wider convulsions of the Napoleonic Wars. Readers encounter salons, country estates, military camps, and councils of state, as personal aspirations unfold alongside national crisis. Without prefiguring outcomes, it is enough to say that friendships, family ties, and ideals are challenged by the demands of service, duty, and survival. The Rostov household, the Bolkonsky lineage, and Pierre Bezukhov’s inheritance stand as focal points through which society’s transformations, anxieties, and hopes are observed at both intimate and public scales.

Tolstoy blends storytelling with reflection, allowing scenes of conversation or combat to open onto questions about causation, leadership, memory, and moral responsibility. The narrative moves across ballroom, battlefield, and drawing room with equal command, insisting that the texture of ordinary hours is as consequential as decisive engagements. Rather than isolating heroes, the book situates many lives within wider systems, tracing how timing, misunderstanding, and contingency accumulate into large historical patterns. This capacious structure fosters a sense that the reader witnesses both a living society and an inquiry into how such societies change, endure, and interpret themselves across time.

War and Peace holds classic status because it expanded what the novel could encompass while remaining grounded in concrete experience. Its psychological acuity and social breadth have influenced later historical fiction, multi-plot narratives, and philosophical novels that test the boundaries of form. The book’s refusal to simplify causality, its layered characterizations, and its sustained attention to everyday detail helped shape expectations for realism in world literature. Writers and critics across generations have turned to it as a benchmark for narrative ambition, and its methods continue to inform the ways authors dramatize the meeting point of private life and public history.

Part of the book’s authority arises from Tolstoy’s grasp of concrete particulars. Scenes of marching, waiting, feasting, accounting, letter writing, and riding are rendered with sensory clarity that makes the largest movements of war and society feel plausibly assembled from smaller acts. Tolstoy had served as a young officer in the Crimea, and while this novel concerns an earlier period, that experience sharpened his sense of how fear, confusion, and routine shape military life. Equally, his attention to family conversations, social etiquette, and provincial rhythms gives domestic sequences the weight of lived time, balancing spectacle with ordinary continuities.

Among its enduring themes are freedom and necessity, the ethics of action, the responsibilities of wealth and rank, and the resilience of feeling amid upheaval. The book continually asks what it means to act well when plans fail and outcomes exceed intention. It explores how people form identities within networks of kinship, friendship, and institution, and how belief, doubt, and habit influence judgment. By shifting scale from inner reflection to collective movement, Tolstoy insists that moral life is neither isolated nor predetermined; it is negotiated in moments both grand and small, under pressure from circumstances that seldom announce their significance in advance.

The Napoleonic era provides a defined historical frame without reducing characters to illustrations of it. Campaigns in Central Europe and the later invasion of Russia affect calendars, fortunes, and horizons of expectation, and the presence of figures such as Napoleon and the Russian leadership creates a palpable sense of proximity to decision-making. Yet the novel continually returns to the households, regiments, and city streets where consequences are lived. This balance keeps historical detail vivid while foregrounding how large events reach individuals differently, according to station, geography, and temperament, and how societies prepare, respond, and recover amid uncertainty and loss.

Formally, the book unfolds across multiple volumes, with shifts in tempo that reflect the rhythms of peacetime and wartime. Chapters often close on minor gestures or observations that gain meaning as patterns emerge. Tolstoy’s use of many viewpoints allows readers to assemble a mosaic rather than follow a single line. The original text includes extensive passages of French to capture aristocratic speech, a feature handled variously by translators while preserving the social nuance. This design invites patience and attentiveness, rewarding close reading with a cumulative sense of presence that few works manage to sustain over comparable length.

New readers may wish to trust the gradual accretion of detail rather than seek a single protagonist or thesis. The cast is large, but names and relationships settle into intelligible constellations as scenes repeat motifs of hospitality, correspondence, travel, and service. Paying attention to calendars, distances, and the movement of seasons helps orient the narrative’s pace. Equally, noting how characters interpret the same event differently illuminates the book’s core interest in perspective. You can approach it as history, as family saga, as philosophical meditation, or as all three at once, knowing that its threads continually reweave rather than converge on a single axis.

War and Peace has been translated widely and read around the world, entering classrooms, private libraries, and public conversations for more than a century and a half. It has inspired adaptations for stage, film, and television, as well as musical and visual works that draw on its situations and imagery. Scholars return to it for its challenge to historical determinism and for its innovations in representing consciousness. General readers return for its immediacy, humor, and compassion. That dual life—as a subject of critical inquiry and a source of intimate recognition—helps explain why it remains central to discussions of the novel’s possibilities.

For contemporary readers, the book’s insights into uncertainty, collective action, social responsibility, and endurance feel urgently present. It reminds us that public crises refract through households and that moral decisions are rarely made under ideal conditions. Its characters confront misinformation, fear, and hope with the resources of community and attention, suggesting forms of steadiness available even when outcomes cannot be controlled. In tracing how love, duty, and imagination persist amid volatility, War and Peace continues to offer an expansive, humane vision of what it means to live in history, and why attending to both war and peace remains necessary.
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    War and Peace, by Leo Tolstoy, is a vast historical novel first published in its complete form in 1869. Set across Russia and parts of Europe during the Napoleonic era, it intertwines public events and private lives from 1805 through the invasion of 1812 and its aftermath. Tolstoy follows several aristocratic families as their fortunes rise and fall amid court gossip, estate life, and battlefields. The narrative blends detailed social scenes with philosophical meditations on history, power, and moral agency. Without privileging a single hero, it assembles many perspectives to examine how individuals act, suffer, and change under the pressure of war and peace.

The novel opens in a St. Petersburg salon where political anxieties about Napoleon frame the introduction of major characters. Pierre Bezukhov, an awkward, curious young nobleman, circulates uneasily among polished courtiers. Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, disenchanted with fashionable life, seeks more serious purpose. In Moscow, the warm but financially stretched Rostov family, including the spirited Natasha and her brother Nikolai, provide a counterpoint of hospitality and exuberance. Around them moves the calculating Prince Vassily Kuragin with his children Helene and Anatole, emblems of worldly ambition. Tolstoy contrasts ritualized conversation with private impulses, setting up tensions between authenticity, status, and duty.

War in 1805 draws Andrei into the army under General Kutuzov, where he hopes military service will grant clarity and distinction. Nikolai Rostov also joins the cavalry, discovering that battle confounds expectations with confusion, fear, and sudden courage. The campaign culminates in Austerlitz, a confrontation rendered through intimate impressions rather than strategic diagrams. Meanwhile Pierre’s life changes abruptly when a family inheritance alters his social position and burdens him with visibility he neither sought nor understands. Early experience teaches these characters that public events invade private ambitions, and that motives shaped in salons become difficult to sustain amid the disorder of war.

After the 1805 campaign, the narrative returns to estates and city life, exploring seasons of leisure, family obligations, and the rhythms of provincial Russia. Natasha grows from child to young woman, her sensibility sharpened by music, dance, and first attachments. Pierre, seeking moral direction beyond luxury, engages with Freemasonry and attempts reforms on his lands, confronting the limits of good intentions. Andrei withdraws to his family’s estate, where his exacting father and gentle sister Marya embody different responses to duty and compassion. Tolstoy uses everyday scenes—dinners, hunts, and household routines—to show how character is tempered long before crises erupt.

Romance and society become arenas of testing. Natasha’s entrance into Moscow society attracts admiration and competing attentions, and Andrei, returning to the world he had scorned, recognizes in her a vitality that rekindles hope. Family pride, generational caution, and the etiquette of engagements exert pressure on private feeling. Anatole Kuragin’s heedless charm introduces moral hazard and social rumor, amplifying the gap between sincere emotion and fashionable appetite. Pierre, orbiting these circles, measures his ideals against jealousy, confusion, and the possibility of self-discipline. Relationships unfold amid public scrutiny, and choices carry consequences that extend beyond the individuals who make them.

The political horizon darkens as Napoleon advances toward Russia in 1812, transforming speculation into mobilization. Moscow and St. Petersburg prepare; estates are disrupted; patriotism mingles with panic and opportunism. Kutuzov assumes command, facing the need to conserve strength while the country demands decisive action. Andrei returns to the army with a sobered sense of purpose, and Pierre, removed from formal command, is drawn toward witnessing events that seem to promise moral clarity. The Rostovs, coping with financial strain, participate in civic efforts and confront the prospect of evacuation. Tolstoy shifts from ballrooms to bivouacs, tracing how war reorganizes expectations and loyalties.

The Battle of Borodino becomes the novel’s central military tableau, depicted through exhausted soldiers, uncertain orders, and endurance rather than triumph. Leadership appears as patience under necessity, and individual bravery seems both vital and subsumed by larger currents. In the aftermath, Moscow experiences devastation and upheaval as authority falters and residents scatter. Amid this turbulence, Pierre undergoes ordeals that strip away illusions, and he encounters the humble soldier Platon Karataev, whose quiet resilience and piety offer a counterpoint to grand theories. Andrei’s path again crosses the brutal truths of combat, turning martial ambition into inward reflection. War exposes fragility and solidarity alike.

As the tide of the campaign shifts and occupation gives way to withdrawal, Tolstoy turns from spectacle to recovery and meaning. Families reunite or reconstitute themselves, measuring losses against habits of endurance. Pierre, Natasha, and others reassess what constitutes strength, happiness, and responsibility. Interleaved chapters advance an argument about history: that outcomes arise less from commanding personalities than from innumerable small decisions and constraints. Tolstoy questions free will, causality, and historical narration itself, proposing that necessity, chance, and collective motion outweigh grand designs. The novel’s social web tightens around renewed domestic patterns while its essayistic voice evaluates what the war revealed.

The concluding sections unite intimate lives with historical reflection, suggesting that meaning is found less in dramatic victories than in patient moral labor, compassion, and everyday commitment. War and Peace presents no simple formula; it weighs ambition against humility, ideology against experience, and brilliant plans against the stubborn facts of circumstance. By anchoring national crisis in dinners, letters, marches, and silences, Tolstoy argues for the dignity of ordinary action within vast historical processes. The book endures for its expansive sympathy and its challenge to the myth of singular heroes, inviting readers to consider how individuals seek decency while history moves through them.
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    War and Peace unfolds amid the Russian Empire of the early nineteenth century, primarily from 1805 through the aftermath of the 1812 campaign. The setting spans imperial St. Petersburg, mercantile Moscow, and vast country estates. Dominant institutions frame every scene: autocratic monarchy under the Romanovs; the Orthodox Church shaping ritual and identity; a legally stratified society anchored by the nobility; and serfdom binding millions of peasants to landowners. The army, organized through the Table of Ranks and staffed largely by noble officers, stands at the center of public life. Tolstoy’s narrative moves through drawing rooms and battlefields, linking domestic custom to imperial policy.

The Russian high nobility of this era cultivated French language and manners, a legacy of eighteenth-century Westernization under rulers like Peter I and Catherine II. French was commonly spoken in salons, at balls, and in correspondence, even as France became Russia’s adversary. This cultural orientation shaped education, fashion, and taste, and could distance elites from the everyday speech and customs of the peasantry. Tolstoy reflects this Francophilia with care and irony, depicting how it fostered cosmopolitan ideals while deepening social and moral ambiguities once the Napoleonic conflict demanded patriotic clarity and a renewed attachment to Russian language and tradition.

Serfdom structured rural life. Most Russian peasants were bound to estates and obligated to their landlords through labor dues (barshchina) or money payments (obrok). Legal inequalities restricted mobility, and family life, agriculture, and village governance were regulated by custom and landlord oversight. Estate management involved stewards, household serfs, and extensive domestic labor. Although War and Peace is set decades earlier, Tolstoy wrote during the 1860s, after the 1861 Emancipation, and his portrayal of paternalism, exploitation, and conscience reflects debates about serfdom’s moral and economic consequences that intensified across the nineteenth century.

The reign of Emperor Alexander I (1801–1825) forms the political backdrop. Early in his rule, Alexander initiated administrative reforms, including the creation of ministries (1802) and expanded higher education; reformer Mikhail Speransky advanced proposals for legal codification and limited representation, though these plans largely stalled. The period oscillated between reformist rhetoric and autocratic practice. Tolstoy’s depiction registers this tension: idealistic visions of governance coexist with rigid hierarchy and court ceremony. The emperor’s vacillation in policy and reliance on personal advisers exemplify the fragility of enlightened ambitions within the realities of imperial power.

Europe in this period was convulsed by the Revolutionary and Napoleonic Wars (roughly 1792–1815). Napoleon’s victories reshaped borders and dissolved old coalitions. Russia fought in multiple alliances against France, sometimes alongside Austria and Britain. Broadly, the wars pitted revolutionary-minted institutions and mass armies against dynastic monarchies. War and Peace mirrors these continental entanglements, showing how campaigns far from Russia’s heartland influenced aristocratic careers, court politics, and the rhythms of estate life. The narrative tracks Russia’s shifting strategies and the way diplomatic treaties altered the social atmosphere in salons and army headquarters alike.

The 1805 campaign, culminating in the Battle of Austerlitz (2 December 1805, New Style), was a decisive defeat for the Third Coalition’s Russian and Austrian forces. Miscommunication, overextended lines, and Napoleon’s tactical concentration produced a rout. In Russian culture, Austerlitz became a lesson in the dangers of bravado and untested enthusiasm. Tolstoy echoes this historical verdict: early-war bravura gives way to skepticism about military glory and the reliability of plans. The episode foreshadows the novel’s broader insistence that human intention often collides with chance, friction, and the complexity of collective action.

After further fighting, Russia’s loss at Friedland (June 1807) led to the Treaties of Tilsit (July 1807), bringing a temporary rapprochement between Alexander I and Napoleon. Russia accepted the Continental System, designed to blockade Britain. This strained Russia’s economy, which benefited from trade in timber, hemp, and grain with British markets. Smuggling proliferated, and resentment grew among merchants and landowners tied to export income. Tolstoy reflects this uneasy peace: diplomatic spectacle and court etiquette mask underlying strategic divergence, while the aristocracy navigates a social world where fashion, politics, and commerce pull in different directions.

The 1812 rupture followed years of deteriorating relations. Disputes over the Continental System, border reorganizations in Central Europe, and mutual distrust culminated in Napoleon’s invasion of Russia in June 1812. Russian forces adopted a strategy of trading space for time, retreating to preserve the army while drawing the French deeper into the interior. Provincial militias (opolchenie) were raised, and a patriotic mood broadened across social estates. Command passed from Barclay de Tolly to Mikhail Kutuzov, who embraced a cautious, attritional approach. Tolstoy uses this campaign to test the limits of planning and to portray war as a dispersed, collective experience.

The Battle of Borodino (7 September 1812, New Style) was among the bloodiest single-day engagements of the Napoleonic Wars. Casualties on both sides were enormous, and the field yielded no unequivocal tactical decision. Strategically, it opened the road to Moscow for Napoleon but left the French army depleted and unbroken Russian forces in being. In the novel, Borodino underscores the opacity of battle. Individual perspectives are partial; orders and outcomes diverge. Tolstoy questions narratives that attribute victory or defeat to singular figures, pointing instead to the convergence of terrain, morale, exhaustion, and countless small actions.

Moscow’s evacuation and the catastrophic fires of September 1812 created a humanitarian and symbolic crisis. Much of the city was destroyed over several days; scholarly debates continue regarding the fires’ causes, with evidence of arson, accident, and wartime chaos intermingling. Count Fyodor Rostopchin, the city’s governor-general, issued broadsides to rally resistance and oversaw measures during the evacuation, actions still scrutinized by historians. The flight of residents, dispersal of goods, and collapse of policing exposed the fragility of urban order. Tolstoy registers the upheaval through scenes of abandonment, improvisation, and the sudden leveling of social distinctions.

The retreat from Moscow devastated the Grande Armée. Russian regulars, Cossack formations, and peasant partisans harried supply lines and rear guards. Cold, hunger, disease—including typhus—and attrition reduced the invading force drastically during late 1812 and early 1813. The campaign’s outcome drew on geography, logistics, and local initiative as much as formal battles. Tolstoy’s narrative highlights the decentralized nature of resistance and the cumulative power of small contingencies. The suffering of prisoners and civilians, and the unpredictable turns of pursuit and escape, situate the war within a broader social landscape rather than a sequence of decisive set pieces.

Russian military organization relied on noble officers and long-term enlisted service drawn through periodic recruit levies that obligated estates to provide men. Training varied; discipline could be severe, and supply systems strained under distance and poor roads. Soldiers fought with flintlock muskets, sabers, and smoothbore artillery; communications moved at the pace of couriers. Quartering on estates and billeting in towns knit the army into civilian life. Tolstoy’s attention to confusion, exhaustion, and material scarcity reflects this logistical reality, where weather, forage, and transport often mattered as much as command decisions or textbook tactics.

Orthodox Christianity infused public ritual and wartime symbolism. Processions, blessings, and veneration of icons, including those associated with Smolensk, bolstered morale and framed the invasion as a struggle with spiritual dimensions. Clergy preached patriotic sermons, and many Russians interpreted 1812 as a test of faith and communal fortitude. Religious observances crossed estate lines, though practice and intensity varied. In the novel, religious language coexists with skepticism about prophecy or providence, echoing a society in which customary piety, philosophical inquiry, and practical necessity met on the same roads and in the same households.

Aristocratic family life turned on marriage alliances, dowries, and inheritance. Guardianship rules, arranged matches, and the management of lineage shaped personal choice, while service in the army or civil administration advanced status through the Table of Ranks. Women’s education emphasized languages, music, and etiquette; men pursued tutors, cadet corps, or university study, depending on rank and resources. Freemasonry, active among Russian elites in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries and later restricted, attracted some with promises of moral reform. Tolstoy situates these institutions around his characters, linking intimate decisions to legal and social frameworks.

The twin capitals embodied economic and administrative contrasts. St. Petersburg housed ministries, foreign embassies, and the imperial court, while Moscow combined noble estates with a powerful merchant class organized in guilds. Russia’s export economy—grain, timber, hemp, and other raw materials—depended on Baltic and Black Sea routes; the Continental System disrupted these flows and encouraged smuggling. Without railways, travel moved by post roads and carriage; the state postal system and couriers carried letters and news. Newspapers and journals circulated among the literate elite, shaping public opinion that was filtered through salons and official bulletins.

Tolstoy wrote War and Peace in the 1860s, amid the Great Reforms of Alexander II, including the 1861 Emancipation of the serfs and judicial, military, and educational changes that followed. His own experience in the Crimean War (1850s) sharpened his skepticism toward military heroics and grand explanations. He researched the Napoleonic era using memoirs, official reports, and histories, and serialized much of the novel in The Russian Messenger (1865–1867) before book publication in 1869. The work thus looks backward across half a century of change, probing how private lives and public forces intersect without granting history to single leaders.

The legacy of 1812 also shaped political movements after the novel’s timeframe. Veterans and officers who served in Europe encountered constitutional ideas, and some later participated in reformist and revolutionary circles that culminated in the Decembrist uprising of 1825. Though War and Peace closes earlier, it presents the war generation’s moral education—through loss, service, and exposure to Europe—as a seedbed for rethinking authority. Tolstoy avoids prediction but situates his panorama at the hinge between imperial triumphalism and the push for institutional change that would mark the rest of the century, including debates over serfdom, law, and civic responsibility.
The novel ultimately functions as both mirror and critique of its era. It reflects aristocratic elegance, administrative ritual, and the lived reality of serfdom, while interrogating the stories societies tell about victory, leadership, and fate. By demystifying “great men,” foregrounding logistics and contingency, and placing peasant labor and ordinary soldiers within the national narrative, Tolstoy tests the moral claims of empire and war. His reconstruction of 1805–1812 keeps faith with verifiable events yet insists that history’s engine lies in dispersed human choices, institutions, and material conditions rather than in singular acts of will.
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    Introduction
Leo Tolstoy (1828–1910) was a Russian novelist, moral thinker, and public intellectual whose work reshaped the horizons of world literature. Born into the landed gentry at Yasnaya Polyana, he achieved international renown with two vast realist epics, War and Peace and Anna Karenina, which mapped the interplay of individual conscience and social forces in nineteenth‑century Russia. He also produced major later works, including The Death of Ivan Ilyich and Resurrection, alongside influential essays on religion, ethics, and politics. Tolstoy’s artistry combined psychological acuity with panoramic social vision, while his religious and ethical writings sparked transnational debates about violence, authority, and the moral obligations of individuals.
Beyond his novels, Tolstoy became a cultural force whose life and ideas invited scrutiny and controversy. He cultivated an austere ethic, challenged state and church authority, and inspired movements advocating nonviolence and social reform. His estate at Yasnaya Polyana functioned as a creative center and an educational laboratory, linking artistic practice to civic purpose. Tolstoy’s name came to signify both aesthetic mastery and moral inquiry: the ambition to portray life in its fullness and to subject that life to sustained ethical examination. His legacy endures across literature, philosophy, pedagogy, and political thought, shaping conversations about art’s responsibilities and the possibilities of moral action.
Education and Literary Influences
Tolstoy received a private education typical of the aristocracy, then attended Kazan University in his late teens, studying languages before shifting to law. He left without a degree, but his intellectual formation continued through independent reading and travel. Early exposure to classical literature and history intersected with a deepening interest in ethical questions. From the outset he kept diaries and attempted self‑reform through rigorous self‑scrutiny, habits that fed directly into his evolving narrative method. Although formally uncredentialed, Tolstoy’s autodidactic discipline and breadth of reading furnished the historical, philosophical, and linguistic resources that would later anchor his vast literary undertakings.
Key influences widened as his life broadened. Military service in the Caucasus and during the Crimean War exposed him to danger, bureaucracy, and the moral ambiguities of command, shaping his later depictions of courage, fear, and institutional violence. He admired aspects of Jean‑Jacques Rousseau’s emphasis on natural virtue and education, grappled with Arthur Schopenhauer’s moral philosophy, and drew persistently on the Gospels. Russian literary predecessors and contemporaries provided stylistic and thematic benchmarks, but Tolstoy’s method—close observation, moral testing of characters, and attention to everyday minutiae—emerged most decisively from lived experience and sustained ethical inquiry.
Travel in Western Europe during the late 1850s and early 1860s further sharpened his views. Tolstoy visited schools and prisons, observed social conditions, and compared European institutions with those of Russia. He began experimenting with pedagogy at Yasnaya Polyana, establishing free schools for peasant children and publishing essays on education. These initiatives reflected an eclectic blend of influences—Rousseauian natural education, attention to local customs, and skepticism toward rigid curricula. The educational work was not merely ancillary to his literary career; it clarified his conviction that moral development and truthful representation were inseparable tasks for both writer and citizen.
Literary Career
Tolstoy first gained notice with Childhood, later expanded into Boyhood and Youth, which explored memory, development, and self‑examination. His Sevastopol Sketches, drawn from the Crimean War, brought him early fame for vivid reportage and psychological realism. The Cossacks and Family Happiness deepened his engagement with questions of authenticity, domestic life, and the tension between social roles and inner desire. During this period he developed a prose style marked by directness, sensory detail, and an unusual capacity to render shifting consciousness. These achievements earned him recognition within Russian letters as a formidable, if independent, talent not easily aligned with prevailing schools.
War and Peace, composed over several years in the 1860s, transformed his reputation into a global one. Tolstoy fused family chronicle, historical narrative, and philosophical meditation to depict the Napoleonic wars and their reverberations in Russian society. He rejected deterministic theories of history, focusing instead on contingency, individual agency, and the cumulative force of countless small actions. The novel’s expansive scope, intimate psychological portraits, and unromanticized battle scenes set a new standard for realist fiction. Critics and readers responded to its breadth and vitality, and it quickly took its place among the most discussed works of the nineteenth century.
Anna Karenina followed in the 1870s, concentrating Tolstoy’s panoramic method into a tighter social frame. The novel juxtaposes intersecting domestic narratives to probe love, responsibility, and the pressures exerted by convention and conscience. Its technical mastery—shifts in perspective, nuanced dialogue, and calibrated detail—supports a moral analysis that avoids easy verdicts. The book was widely praised for its depth and formal balance, and it consolidated Tolstoy’s standing as a supreme realist capable of marrying structural complexity with sympathy for ordinary experience. In both major novels, he elicits drama from daily life while illuminating broader social and ethical patterns.
After a profound spiritual crisis, Tolstoy’s later fiction pursued moral clarity with spare, concentrated power. Works such as The Death of Ivan Ilyich, Master and Man, The Kreutzer Sonata, and Resurrection examine mortality, conscience, sexuality, social injustice, and legal institutions. Hadji Murad, published posthumously, distills themes of resistance, empire, and personal honor into a taut narrative. Though shorter and more didactic at times, these works retain his hallmarks: exact observation, unsentimental empathy, and an interest in how choices shape character. They extended his influence into the twentieth century, offering models for narrative economy joined to ethical seriousness.
Beliefs and Advocacy
From the late 1870s Tolstoy articulated a religious and ethical vision centered on the Sermon on the Mount, nonviolence, and the rejection of coercive institutions. In A Confession he described a crisis of meaning that led him to reexamine faith and daily practice. Subsequent essays, including What Is Art? and The Kingdom of God Is Within You, argued for moral responsibility in art and life, criticized militarism and capital punishment, and advocated simplicity. He experimented with manual labor and austere living and sought to reduce his privileges. His public stance provoked controversy, culminating in his excommunication by the Russian Orthodox Church in 1901.
Tolstoy’s advocacy traveled through essays, letters, and example. He supported conscientious objection and denounced state violence, taxation for war, and punitive institutions. His educational writings promoted learner‑centered teaching and moral development over rote instruction. He encouraged charitable responses to famine and poverty while critiquing structural causes. His writings on nonresistance influenced global movements for social change, notably informing the development of Mohandas Gandhi’s philosophy of nonviolent action. Communities and readers identifying as Tolstoyans emerged in various countries, seeking to apply his ethical precepts. Although he founded no formal organization, his ideas circulated widely and persistently.
Final Years & Legacy
Tolstoy’s final decades were artistically productive and personally turbulent. He tried to renounce property and literary rights, a move that generated disputes and public fascination. Continuing to write fiction and essays, he also maintained correspondence with reformers and critics at home and abroad. In 1910 he left his estate in search of solitude and fell ill en route, dying at the railway station of Astapovo. His death was a national event. Posthumous publications and translations broadened his reach, while scholars and readers confirmed his status as a foundational realist. Tolstoy endures as a touchstone for the convergences of art, conscience, and social responsibility.
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CHAPTER I






“Well, Prince, so Genoa and Lucca are now just family estates of the Buonapartes. But I warn you, if you don’t tell me that this means war, if you still try to defend the infamies and horrors perpetrated by that Antichrist—I really believe he is Antichrist—I will have nothing more to do with you and you are no longer my friend, no longer my ‘faithful slave,’ as you call yourself! But how do you do? I see I have frightened you—sit down and tell me all the news.”




It was in July, 1805, and the speaker was the well-known Anna Pavlovna Scherer, maid of honor and favorite of the Empress Marya Fedorovna. With these words she greeted Prince Vasili Kuragin, a man of high rank and importance, who was the first to arrive at her reception. Anna Pavlovna had had a cough for some days. She was, as she said, suffering from la grippe[1]; grippe being then a new word in St. Petersburg, used only by the elite.




All her invitations without exception, written in French, and delivered by a scarlet-liveried footman that morning, ran as follows:




“If you have nothing better to do, Count (or Prince), and if the prospect of spending an evening with a poor invalid is not too terrible, I shall be very charmed to see you tonight between 7 and 10—Annette Scherer.”




“Heavens! what a virulent attack!” replied the prince, not in the least disconcerted by this reception. He had just entered, wearing an embroidered court uniform, knee breeches, and shoes, and had stars on his breast and a serene expression on his flat face. He spoke in that refined French in which our grandfathers not only spoke but thought, and with the gentle, patronizing intonation natural to a man of importance who had grown old in society and at court. He went up to Anna Pavlovna, kissed her hand, presenting to her his bald, scented, and shining head, and complacently seated himself on the sofa.




“First of all, dear friend, tell me how you are. Set your friend’s mind at rest,” said he without altering his tone, beneath the politeness and affected sympathy of which indifference and even irony could be discerned.




“Can one be well while suffering morally? Can one be calm in times like these if one has any feeling?” said Anna Pavlovna. “You are staying the whole evening, I hope?”




“And the fete at the English ambassador’s? Today is Wednesday. I must put in an appearance there,” said the prince. “My daughter is coming for me to take me there.”




“I thought today’s fete had been canceled. I confess all these festivities and fireworks are becoming wearisome.”




“If they had known that you wished it, the entertainment would have been put off,” said the prince, who, like a wound-up clock, by force of habit said things he did not even wish to be believed.




“Don’t tease! Well, and what has been decided about Novosiltsev’s dispatch? You know everything.”




“What can one say about it?” replied the prince in a cold, listless tone. “What has been decided? They have decided that Buonaparte has burnt his boats, and I believe that we are ready to burn ours.”




Prince Vasili always spoke languidly, like an actor repeating a stale part. Anna Pavlovna Scherer on the contrary, despite her forty years, overflowed with animation and impulsiveness. To be an enthusiast had become her social vocation and, sometimes even when she did not feel like it, she became enthusiastic in order not to disappoint the expectations of those who knew her. The subdued smile which, though it did not suit her faded features, always played round her lips expressed, as in a spoiled child, a continual consciousness of her charming defect, which she neither wished, nor could, nor considered it necessary, to correct.




In the midst of a conversation on political matters Anna Pavlovna burst out:




“Oh, don’t speak to me of Austria. Perhaps I don’t understand things, but Austria never has wished, and does not wish, for war. She is betraying us! Russia alone must save Europe. Our gracious sovereign recognizes his high vocation and will be true to it. That is the one thing I have faith in! Our good and wonderful sovereign has to perform the noblest role on earth, and he is so virtuous and noble that God will not forsake him. He will fulfill his vocation and crush the hydra of revolution, which has become more terrible than ever in the person of this murderer and villain! We alone must avenge the blood of the just one…. Whom, I ask you, can we rely on?… England with her commercial spirit will not and cannot understand the Emperor Alexander’s loftiness of soul. She has refused to evacuate Malta. She wanted to find, and still seeks, some secret motive in our actions. What answer did Novosiltsev get? None. The English have not understood and cannot understand the self-abnegation of our Emperor who wants nothing for himself, but only desires the good of mankind. And what have they promised? Nothing! And what little they have promised they will not perform! Prussia has always declared that Buonaparte is invincible, and that all Europe is powerless before him…. And I don’t believe a word that Hardenburg says, or Haugwitz either. This famous Prussian neutrality is just a trap. I have faith only in God and the lofty destiny of our adored monarch. He will save Europe!”




She suddenly paused, smiling at her own impetuosity.




“I think,” said the prince with a smile, “that if you had been sent instead of our dear Wintzingerode you would have captured the King of Prussia’s consent by assault. You are so eloquent. Will you give me a cup of tea?”




“In a moment. A propos,” she added, becoming calm again, “I am expecting two very interesting men tonight, le Vicomte de Mortemart, who is connected with the Montmorencys through the Rohans, one of the best French families. He is one of the genuine emigres, the good ones. And also the Abbe Morio. Do you know that profound thinker? He has been received by the Emperor. Had you heard?”




“I shall be delighted to meet them,” said the prince. “But tell me,” he added with studied carelessness as if it had only just occurred to him, though the question he was about to ask was the chief motive of his visit, “is it true that the Dowager Empress wants Baron Funke to be appointed first secretary at Vienna? The baron by all accounts is a poor creature.”




Prince Vasili wished to obtain this post for his son, but others were trying through the Dowager Empress Marya Fedorovna to secure it for the baron.




Anna Pavlovna almost closed her eyes to indicate that neither she nor anyone else had a right to criticize what the Empress desired or was pleased with.




“Baron Funke has been recommended to the Dowager Empress by her sister,” was all she said, in a dry and mournful tone.




As she named the Empress, Anna Pavlovna’s face suddenly assumed an expression of profound and sincere devotion and respect mingled with sadness, and this occurred every time she mentioned her illustrious patroness. She added that Her Majesty had deigned to show Baron Funke beaucoup d’estime, and again her face clouded over with sadness.




The prince was silent and looked indifferent. But, with the womanly and courtierlike quickness and tact habitual to her, Anna Pavlovna wished both to rebuke him (for daring to speak he had done of a man recommended to the Empress) and at the same time to console him, so she said:




“Now about your family. Do you know that since your daughter came out everyone has been enraptured by her? They say she is amazingly beautiful.”




The prince bowed to signify his respect and gratitude.




“I often think,” she continued after a short pause, drawing nearer to the prince and smiling amiably at him as if to show that political and social topics were ended and the time had come for intimate conversation—“I often think how unfairly sometimes the joys of life are distributed. Why has fate given you two such splendid children? I don’t speak of Anatole, your youngest. I don’t like him,” she added in a tone admitting of no rejoinder and raising her eyebrows. “Two such charming children. And really you appreciate them less than anyone, and so you don’t deserve to have them.”




And she smiled her ecstatic smile.




“I can’t help it,” said the prince. “Lavater would have said I lack the bump of paternity.”




“Don’t joke; I mean to have a serious talk with you. Do you know I am dissatisfied with your younger son? Between ourselves” (and her face assumed its melancholy expression), “he was mentioned at Her Majesty’s and you were pitied….”




The prince answered nothing, but she looked at him significantly, awaiting a reply. He frowned.




“What would you have me do?” he said at last. “You know I did all a father could for their education, and they have both turned out fools. Hippolyte is at least a quiet fool, but Anatole is an active one. That is the only difference between them.” He said this smiling in a way more natural and animated than usual, so that the wrinkles round his mouth very clearly revealed something unexpectedly coarse and unpleasant.




“And why are children born to such men as you? If you were not a father there would be nothing I could reproach you with,” said Anna Pavlovna, looking up pensively.




“I am your faithful slave and to you alone I can confess that my children are the bane of my life. It is the cross I have to bear. That is how I explain it to myself. It can’t be helped!”




He said no more, but expressed his resignation to cruel fate by a gesture. Anna Pavlovna meditated.




“Have you never thought of marrying your prodigal son Anatole?” she asked. “They say old maids have a mania for matchmaking, and though I don’t feel that weakness in myself as yet, I know a little person who is very unhappy with her father. She is a relation of yours, Princess Mary Bolkonskaya.”




Prince Vasili did not reply, though, with the quickness of memory and perception befitting a man of the world, he indicated by a movement of the head that he was considering this information.




“Do you know,” he said at last, evidently unable to check the sad current of his thoughts, “that Anatole is costing me forty thousand rubles a year? And,” he went on after a pause, “what will it be in five years, if he goes on like this?” Presently he added: “That’s what we fathers have to put up with…. Is this princess of yours rich?”




“Her father is very rich and stingy. He lives in the country. He is the well-known Prince Bolkonski who had to retire from the army under the late Emperor, and was nicknamed ‘the King of Prussia.’ He is very clever but eccentric, and a bore. The poor girl is very unhappy. She has a brother; I think you know him, he married Lise Meinen lately. He is an aide-de-camp of Kutuzov’s and will be here tonight.”




“Listen, dear Annette,” said the prince, suddenly taking Anna Pavlovna’s hand and for some reason drawing it downwards. “Arrange that affair for me and I shall always be your most devoted slave-slafe with an f, as a village elder of mine writes in his reports. She is rich and of good family and that’s all I want.”




And with the familiarity and easy grace peculiar to him, he raised the maid of honor’s hand to his lips, kissed it, and swung it to and fro as he lay back in his armchair, looking in another direction.




“Attendez,” said Anna Pavlovna, reflecting, “I’ll speak to Lise, young Bolkonski’s wife, this very evening, and perhaps the thing can be arranged. It shall be on your family’s behalf that I’ll start my apprenticeship as old maid.”








CHAPTER II




Anna Pavlovna’s drawing room was gradually filling. The highest Petersburg society was assembled there: people differing widely in age and character but alike in the social circle to which they belonged. Prince Vasili’s daughter, the beautiful Helene, came to take her father to the ambassador’s entertainment; she wore a ball dress and her badge as maid of honor. The youthful little Princess Bolkonskaya, known as la femme la plus seduisante de Petersbourg, * was also there. She had been married during the previous winter, and being pregnant did not go to any large gatherings, but only to small receptions. Prince Vasili’s son, Hippolyte, had come with Mortemart, whom he introduced. The Abbe Morio and many others had also come.




* The most fascinating woman in Petersburg.

    To each new arrival Anna Pavlovna said, “You have not yet seen my aunt,” or “You do not know my aunt?” and very gravely conducted him or her to a little old lady, wearing large bows of ribbon in her cap, who had come sailing in from another room as soon as the guests began to arrive; and slowly turning her eyes from the visitor to her aunt, Anna Pavlovna mentioned each one’s name and then left them.




Each visitor performed the ceremony of greeting this old aunt whom not one of them knew, not one of them wanted to know, and not one of them cared about; Anna Pavlovna observed these greetings with mournful and solemn interest and silent approval. The aunt spoke to each of them in the same words, about their health and her own, and the health of Her Majesty, “who, thank God, was better today.” And each visitor, though politeness prevented his showing impatience, left the old woman with a sense of relief at having performed a vexatious duty and did not return to her the whole evening.




The young Princess Bolkonskaya had brought some work in a gold-embroidered velvet bag. Her pretty little upper lip, on which a delicate dark down was just perceptible, was too short for her teeth, but it lifted all the more sweetly, and was especially charming when she occasionally drew it down to meet the lower lip. As is always the case with a thoroughly attractive woman, her defect—the shortness of her upper lip and her half-open mouth—seemed to be her own special and peculiar form of beauty. Everyone brightened at the sight of this pretty young woman, so soon to become a mother, so full of life and health, and carrying her burden so lightly. Old men and dull dispirited young ones who looked at her, after being in her company and talking to her a little while, felt as if they too were becoming, like her, full of life and health. All who talked to her, and at each word saw her bright smile and the constant gleam of her white teeth, thought that they were in a specially amiable mood that day.




The little princess went round the table with quick, short, swaying steps, her workbag on her arm, and gaily spreading out her dress sat down on a sofa near the silver samovar[2], as if all she was doing was a pleasure to herself and to all around her. “I have brought my work,” said she in French, displaying her bag and addressing all present. “Mind, Annette, I hope you have not played a wicked trick on me,” she added, turning to her hostess. “You wrote that it was to be quite a small reception, and just see how badly I am dressed.” And she spread out her arms to show her short-waisted, lace-trimmed, dainty gray dress, girdled with a broad ribbon just below the breast.




“Soyez tranquille, Lise, you will always be prettier than anyone else,” replied Anna Pavlovna.




“You know,” said the princess in the same tone of voice and still in French, turning to a general, “my husband is deserting me? He is going to get himself killed. Tell me what this wretched war is for?” she added, addressing Prince Vasili, and without waiting for an answer she turned to speak to his daughter, the beautiful Helene.




“What a delightful woman this little princess is!” said Prince Vasili to Anna Pavlovna.




One of the next arrivals was a stout, heavily built young man with close-cropped hair, spectacles, the light-colored breeches fashionable at that time, a very high ruffle, and a brown dress coat. This stout young man was an illegitimate son of Count Bezukhov, a well-known grandee of Catherine’s time who now lay dying in Moscow. The young man had not yet entered either the military or civil service, as he had only just returned from abroad where he had been educated, and this was his first appearance in society. Anna Pavlovna greeted him with the nod she accorded to the lowest hierarchy in her drawing room. But in spite of this lowest-grade greeting, a look of anxiety and fear, as at the sight of something too large and unsuited to the place, came over her face when she saw Pierre enter. Though he was certainly rather bigger than the other men in the room, her anxiety could only have reference to the clever though shy, but observant and natural, expression which distinguished him from everyone else in that drawing room.




“It is very good of you, Monsieur Pierre, to come and visit a poor invalid,” said Anna Pavlovna, exchanging an alarmed glance with her aunt as she conducted him to her.




Pierre murmured something unintelligible, and continued to look round as if in search of something. On his way to the aunt he bowed to the little princess with a pleased smile, as to an intimate acquaintance.




Anna Pavlovna’s alarm was justified, for Pierre turned away from the aunt without waiting to hear her speech about Her Majesty’s health. Anna Pavlovna in dismay detained him with the words: “Do you know the Abbe Morio? He is a most interesting man.”




“Yes, I have heard of his scheme for perpetual peace, and it is very interesting but hardly feasible.”




“You think so?” rejoined Anna Pavlovna in order to say something and get away to attend to her duties as hostess. But Pierre now committed a reverse act of impoliteness. First he had left a lady before she had finished speaking to him, and now he continued to speak to another who wished to get away. With his head bent, and his big feet spread apart, he began explaining his reasons for thinking the abbe’s plan chimerical.




“We will talk of it later,” said Anna Pavlovna with a smile.




And having got rid of this young man who did not know how to behave, she resumed her duties as hostess and continued to listen and watch, ready to help at any point where the conversation might happen to flag. As the foreman of a spinning mill, when he has set the hands to work, goes round and notices here a spindle that has stopped or there one that creaks or makes more noise than it should, and hastens to check the machine or set it in proper motion, so Anna Pavlovna moved about her drawing room, approaching now a silent, now a too-noisy group, and by a word or slight rearrangement kept the conversational machine in steady, proper, and regular motion. But amid these cares her anxiety about Pierre was evident. She kept an anxious watch on him when he approached the group round Mortemart to listen to what was being said there, and again when he passed to another group whose center was the abbe.




Pierre had been educated abroad, and this reception at Anna Pavlovna’s was the first he had attended in Russia. He knew that all the intellectual lights of Petersburg were gathered there and, like a child in a toyshop, did not know which way to look, afraid of missing any clever conversation that was to be heard. Seeing the self-confident and refined expression on the faces of those present he was always expecting to hear something very profound. At last he came up to Morio. Here the conversation seemed interesting and he stood waiting for an opportunity to express his own views, as young people are fond of doing.








CHAPTER III




Anna Pavlovna’s reception was in full swing. The spindles hummed steadily and ceaselessly on all sides. With the exception of the aunt, beside whom sat only one elderly lady, who with her thin careworn face was rather out of place in this brilliant society, the whole company had settled into three groups. One, chiefly masculine, had formed round the abbe. Another, of young people, was grouped round the beautiful Princess Helene, Prince Vasili’s daughter, and the little Princess Bolkonskaya, very pretty and rosy, though rather too plump for her age. The third group was gathered round Mortemart and Anna Pavlovna.




The vicomte was a nice-looking young man with soft features and polished manners, who evidently considered himself a celebrity but out of politeness modestly placed himself at the disposal of the circle in which he found himself. Anna Pavlovna was obviously serving him up as a treat to her guests. As a clever maitre d’hotel serves up as a specially choice delicacy a piece of meat that no one who had seen it in the kitchen would have cared to eat, so Anna Pavlovna served up to her guests, first the vicomte and then the abbe, as peculiarly choice morsels. The group about Mortemart immediately began discussing the murder of the Duc d’Enghien[3]. The vicomte said that the Duc d’Enghien had perished by his own magnanimity, and that there were particular reasons for Buonaparte’s hatred of him.




“Ah, yes! Do tell us all about it, Vicomte,” said Anna Pavlovna, with a pleasant feeling that there was something a la Louis XV in the sound of that sentence: “Contez nous cela, Vicomte.”




The vicomte bowed and smiled courteously in token of his willingness to comply. Anna Pavlovna arranged a group round him, inviting everyone to listen to his tale.




“The vicomte knew the duc personally,” whispered Anna Pavlovna to of the guests. “The vicomte is a wonderful raconteur,” said she to another. “How evidently he belongs to the best society,” said she to a third; and the vicomte was served up to the company in the choicest and most advantageous style, like a well-garnished joint of roast beef on a hot dish.




The vicomte wished to begin his story and gave a subtle smile.




“Come over here, Helene, dear,” said Anna Pavlovna to the beautiful young princess who was sitting some way off, the center of another group.




The princess smiled. She rose with the same unchanging smile with which she had first entered the room—the smile of a perfectly beautiful woman. With a slight rustle of her white dress trimmed with moss and ivy, with a gleam of white shoulders, glossy hair, and sparkling diamonds, she passed between the men who made way for her, not looking at any of them but smiling on all, as if graciously allowing each the privilege of admiring her beautiful figure and shapely shoulders, back, and bosom—which in the fashion of those days were very much exposed—and she seemed to bring the glamour of a ballroom with her as she moved toward Anna Pavlovna. Helene was so lovely that not only did she not show any trace of coquetry, but on the contrary she even appeared shy of her unquestionable and all too victorious beauty. She seemed to wish, but to be unable, to diminish its effect.




“How lovely!” said everyone who saw her; and the vicomte lifted his shoulders and dropped his eyes as if startled by something extraordinary when she took her seat opposite and beamed upon him also with her unchanging smile.




“Madame, I doubt my ability before such an audience,” said he, smilingly inclining his head.




The princess rested her bare round arm on a little table and considered a reply unnecessary. She smilingly waited. All the time the story was being told she sat upright, glancing now at her beautiful round arm, altered in shape by its pressure on the table, now at her still more beautiful bosom, on which she readjusted a diamond necklace. From time to time she smoothed the folds of her dress, and whenever the story produced an effect she glanced at Anna Pavlovna, at once adopted just the expression she saw on the maid of honor’s face, and again relapsed into her radiant smile.




The little princess had also left the tea table and followed Helene.




“Wait a moment, I’ll get my work…. Now then, what are you thinking of?” she went on, turning to Prince Hippolyte. “Fetch me my workbag.”




There was a general movement as the princess, smiling and talking merrily to everyone at once, sat down and gaily arranged herself in her seat.




“Now I am all right,” she said, and asking the vicomte to begin, she took up her work.




Prince Hippolyte, having brought the workbag, joined the circle and moving a chair close to hers seated himself beside her.




Le charmant Hippolyte was surprising by his extraordinary resemblance to his beautiful sister, but yet more by the fact that in spite of this resemblance he was exceedingly ugly. His features were like his sister’s, but while in her case everything was lit up by a joyous, self-satisfied, youthful, and constant smile of animation, and by the wonderful classic beauty of her figure, his face on the contrary was dulled by imbecility and a constant expression of sullen self-confidence, while his body was thin and weak. His eyes, nose, and mouth all seemed puckered into a vacant, wearied grimace, and his arms and legs always fell into unnatural positions.




“It’s not going to be a ghost story?” said he, sitting down beside the princess and hastily adjusting his lorgnette, as if without this instrument he could not begin to speak.




“Why no, my dear fellow,” said the astonished narrator, shrugging his shoulders.




“Because I hate ghost stories,” said Prince Hippolyte in a tone which showed that he only understood the meaning of his words after he had uttered them.




He spoke with such self-confidence that his hearers could not be sure whether what he said was very witty or very stupid. He was dressed in a dark-green dress coat, knee breeches of the color of cuisse de nymphe effrayee, as he called it, shoes, and silk stockings.




The vicomte told his tale very neatly. It was an anecdote, then current, to the effect that the Duc d’Enghien had gone secretly to Paris to visit Mademoiselle George; that at her house he came upon Bonaparte, who also enjoyed the famous actress’ favors, and that in his presence Napoleon happened to fall into one of the fainting fits to which he was subject, and was thus at the duc’s mercy. The latter spared him, and this magnanimity Bonaparte subsequently repaid by death.




The story was very pretty and interesting, especially at the point where the rivals suddenly recognized one another; and the ladies looked agitated.




“Charming!” said Anna Pavlovna with an inquiring glance at the little princess.




“Charming!” whispered the little princess, sticking the needle into her work as if to testify that the interest and fascination of the story prevented her from going on with it.




The vicomte appreciated this silent praise and smiling gratefully prepared to continue, but just then Anna Pavlovna, who had kept a watchful eye on the young man who so alarmed her, noticed that he was talking too loudly and vehemently with the abbe, so she hurried to the rescue. Pierre had managed to start a conversation with the abbe about the balance of power, and the latter, evidently interested by the young man’s simple-minded eagerness, was explaining his pet theory. Both were talking and listening too eagerly and too naturally, which was why Anna Pavlovna disapproved.




“The means are… the balance of power in Europe and the rights of the people,” the abbe was saying. “It is only necessary for one powerful nation like Russia—barbaric as she is said to be—to place herself disinterestedly at the head of an alliance having for its object the maintenance of the balance of power of Europe, and it would save the world!”




“But how are you to get that balance?” Pierre was beginning.




At that moment Anna Pavlovna came up and, looking severely at Pierre, asked the Italian how he stood Russian climate. The Italian’s face instantly changed and assumed an offensively affected, sugary expression, evidently habitual to him when conversing with women.




“I am so enchanted by the brilliancy of the wit and culture of the society, more especially of the feminine society, in which I have had the honor of being received, that I have not yet had time to think of the climate,” said he.




Not letting the abbe and Pierre escape, Anna Pavlovna, the more conveniently to keep them under observation, brought them into the larger circle.








CHAPTER IV



Just then another visitor entered the drawing room: Prince Andrew Bolkonski, the little princess’ husband. He was a very handsome young man, of medium height, with firm, clearcut features. Everything about him, from his weary, bored expression to his quiet, measured step, offered a most striking contrast to his quiet, little wife. It was evident that he not only knew everyone in the drawing room, but had found them to be so tiresome that it wearied him to look at or listen to them. And among all these faces that he found so tedious, none seemed to bore him so much as that of his pretty wife. He turned away from her with a grimace that distorted his handsome face, kissed Anna Pavlovna’s hand, and screwing up his eyes scanned the whole company.




“You are off to the war, Prince?” said Anna Pavlovna.




“General Kutuzov[4],” said Bolkonski, speaking French and stressing the last syllable of the general’s name like a Frenchman, “has been pleased to take me as an aide-de-camp….”




“And Lise, your wife?”




“She will go to the country.”




“Are you not ashamed to deprive us of your charming wife?”




“Andre,” said his wife, addressing her husband in the same coquettish manner in which she spoke to other men, “the vicomte has been telling us such a tale about Mademoiselle George and Buonaparte!”




Prince Andrew screwed up his eyes and turned away. Pierre, who from the moment Prince Andrew entered the room had watched him with glad, affectionate eyes, now came up and took his arm. Before he looked round Prince Andrew frowned again, expressing his annoyance with whoever was touching his arm, but when he saw Pierre’s beaming face he gave him an unexpectedly kind and pleasant smile.




“There now!… So you, too, are in the great world?” said he to Pierre.




“I knew you would be here,” replied Pierre. “I will come to supper with you. May I?” he added in a low voice so as not to disturb the vicomte who was continuing his story.




“No, impossible!” said Prince Andrew, laughing and pressing Pierre’s hand to show that there was no need to ask the question. He wished to say something more, but at that moment Prince Vasili and his daughter got up to go and the two young men rose to let them pass.




“You must excuse me, dear Vicomte,” said Prince Vasili to the Frenchman, holding him down by the sleeve in a friendly way to prevent his rising. “This unfortunate fete at the ambassador’s deprives me of a pleasure, and obliges me to interrupt you. I am very sorry to leave your enchanting party,” said he, turning to Anna Pavlovna.




His daughter, Princess Helene, passed between the chairs, lightly holding up the folds of her dress, and the smile shone still more radiantly on her beautiful face. Pierre gazed at her with rapturous, almost frightened, eyes as she passed him.




“Very lovely,” said Prince Andrew.




“Very,” said Pierre.




In passing Prince Vasili seized Pierre’s hand and said to Anna Pavlovna: “Educate this bear for me! He has been staying with me a whole month and this is the first time I have seen him in society. Nothing is so necessary for a young man as the society of clever women.”




Anna Pavlovna smiled and promised to take Pierre in hand. She knew his father to be a connection of Prince Vasili’s. The elderly lady who had been sitting with the old aunt rose hurriedly and overtook Prince Vasili in the anteroom. All the affectation of interest she had assumed had left her kindly and tear-worn face and it now expressed only anxiety and fear.




“How about my son Boris, Prince?” said she, hurrying after him into the anteroom. “I can’t remain any longer in Petersburg. Tell me what news I may take back to my poor boy.”




Although Prince Vasili listened reluctantly and not very politely to the elderly lady, even betraying some impatience, she gave him an ingratiating and appealing smile, and took his hand that he might not go away.




“What would it cost you to say a word to the Emperor, and then he would be transferred to the Guards at once?” said she.




“Believe me, Princess, I am ready to do all I can,” answered Prince Vasili, “but it is difficult for me to ask the Emperor. I should advise you to appeal to Rumyantsev through Prince Golitsyn. That would be the best way.”




The elderly lady was a Princess Drubetskaya, belonging to one of the best families in Russia, but she was poor, and having long been out of society had lost her former influential connections. She had now come to Petersburg to procure an appointment in the Guards for her only son. It was, in fact, solely to meet Prince Vasili that she had obtained an invitation to Anna Pavlovna’s reception and had sat listening to the vicomte’s story. Prince Vasili’s words frightened her, an embittered look clouded her once handsome face, but only for a moment; then she smiled again and clutched Prince Vasili’s arm more tightly.




“Listen to me, Prince,” said she. “I have never yet asked you for anything and I never will again, nor have I ever reminded you of my father’s friendship for you; but now I entreat you for God’s sake to do this for my son—and I shall always regard you as a benefactor,” she added hurriedly. “No, don’t be angry, but promise! I have asked Golitsyn and he has refused. Be the kindhearted man you always were,” she said, trying to smile though tears were in her eyes.




“Papa, we shall be late,” said Princess Helene, turning her beautiful head and looking over her classically molded shoulder as she stood waiting by the door.




Influence in society, however, is a capital which has to be economized if it is to last. Prince Vasili knew this, and having once realized that if he asked on behalf of all who begged of him, he would soon be unable to ask for himself, he became chary of using his influence. But in Princess Drubetskaya’s case he felt, after her second appeal, something like qualms of conscience. She had reminded him of what was quite true; he had been indebted to her father for the first steps in his career. Moreover, he could see by her manners that she was one of those women—mostly mothers—who, having once made up their minds, will not rest until they have gained their end, and are prepared if necessary to go on insisting day after day and hour after hour, and even to make scenes. This last consideration moved him.




“My dear Anna Mikhaylovna,” said he with his usual familiarity and weariness of tone, “it is almost impossible for me to do what you ask; but to prove my devotion to you and how I respect your father’s memory, I will do the impossible—your son shall be transferred to the Guards. Here is my hand on it. Are you satisfied?”




“My dear benefactor! This is what I expected from you—I knew your kindness!” He turned to go.




“Wait—just a word! When he has been transferred to the Guards…” she faltered. “You are on good terms with Michael Ilarionovich Kutuzov… recommend Boris to him as adjutant! Then I shall be at rest, and then…”




Prince
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