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"If everyone fought for their own convictions, there would be no wars." This profound observation by Leo Tolstoy serves as a significant lens through which to view 'War and Peace,' a literary masterpiece that examines the profound intricacies of human behavior, the futility of war, and the quest for personal and collective meaning. Its core message resonates through the ages, asking readers to contemplate not only the nature of conflict but also the essence of humanity itself. This quote encapsulates the spirit of the novel and invites deeper reflection on the broader implications of personal beliefs and societal norms.

Published in 1869, 'War and Peace' is widely regarded as one of the crowning achievements of world literature. Its classic status stems from its ambitious scope, rich characterization, and philosophical depth that transcends its historical context. The novel intricately weaves together the fates of diverse characters against the backdrop of the Napoleonic Wars, making profound statements about warfare, peace, and the human condition. As a perennial fixture in literary discussions, it has influenced countless authors and thinkers, setting a benchmark for narrative style, moral inquiry, and character development.

Leo Tolstoy, born into Russian nobility in 1828, wrote 'War and Peace' over a span of several years during a time marked by social turmoil and upheaval. The novel draws heavily from Tolstoy's experiences and observations of Russian society, an effort that not only reflects his artistic ambitions but also his philosophical convictions after experiencing a personal crisis. The book embodies his desire to grapple with fundamental questions about existence, morality, and the interconnectedness of history and personal lives. Its sprawling narrative and multifaceted viewpoint elevate it beyond mere storytelling, positioning it as a serious exploration of human existence.

At its core, 'War and Peace' unfolds the destinies of several key characters, including Pierre Bezukhov, Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, and Natasha Rostova, whose lives are effected by the tumult of war and the inevitable return to peace. Through their intertwined stories, Tolstoy explores themes of love, ambition, loss, and the relentless passage of time. Each character's journey not only advances the plot but also prompts readers to reflect on their own values and decisions amidst the chaos of the world. The narrative's depth is enriched by its philosophical digressions and historical insights, elevating it to an extraordinary literary experience.

Tolstoy's purpose in writing 'War and Peace' was not merely to recount historical events but to delve into the moral and existential dilemmas faced by individuals in times of great strife. He sought to challenge the glorification of war, presenting it instead as a harrowing yet unavoidable reality that shapes human lives. Moreover, he endeavored to reveal the nature of fate and free will, posing complex inquiries about moral agency within the broader currents of history. Through engagingly depicted characters, he invites readers to ponder their own beliefs and the arbitrary nature of social hierarchies.

The significance of 'War and Peace' extends beyond its immediate narrative, influencing the trajectory of literary realism and philosophy. Its groundbreaking narrative structure, which weaves together personal stories with historical events, paved the way for future novelists to explore the interplay between individual choice and historical forces. Writers like Marcel Proust and James Joyce drew inspiration from Tolstoy's seamless blend of the grand and the personal, demonstrating his far-reaching impact on narrative technique and thematic exploration. The novel stands as a criterion against which subsequent works of fiction are often measured.

The novel's historical grounding is particularly noteworthy, depicting key events of the Napoleonic Wars and their repercussions on Russian society. Yet, Tolstoy’s focus on the human element ensures that readers are not merely engaging with a historical account; rather, they are privy to the unfolding scenarios that demonstrate the resilience, vulnerability, and complexities of human emotions. The evocative portrayal of battle scenes alongside intimate personal moments creates a powerful juxtaposition that allows the audience to explore the depths of life amid chaos, imbuing the narrative with urgency and complexity.

'War and Peace' excels in its portrayal of the characters' inner lives, depicting the nuanced spectrum of human emotion. Tolstoy’s characters grapple with love and loss, struggle for identity, and contest with their moral convictions. Their vulnerabilities and aspirations make them recognizable and relatable figures for readers, drawing them into a rich tapestry of human experience. This emotional depth fosters a connection that transcends time and cultural boundaries, ensuring that contemporary readers can find resonance in the characters' struggles and triumphs.

The philosophical themes present in 'War and Peace' also contribute to its timeless appeal. The exploration of fate versus free will resonates with readers navigating their personal lives while wrestling with broader socio-political realities. Tolstoy's inquiry into ethical responsibility and the meaning of history invites profound introspection about individual agency within the greater context of collective events. Readers are compelled to consider their roles and responsibilities in shaping the world around them, enhancing the novel's enduring relevance.

A significant aspect of 'War and Peace' is its exploration of the concept of peace. Tolstoy delves into what it means to find inner peace amidst external tumult, encouraging character growth and self-discovery as they confront their circumstances. The peace that follows war is not simply an absence of conflict but also requires reconciliation and understanding. This exploration invites readers to reflect on the importance of empathy and compassion, urging them to consider how they navigate their own lives in search of harmony amid chaos.

As readers embark on the journey through 'War and Peace,' they are invited to reflect on the interconnections between personal and historical narratives. Tolstoy deftly illustrates how the choices and experiences of individuals reverberate through the ages, altering destinies and shaping the course of history. By depicting pivotal moments in both individual and collective lives, he elevates personal experience to a universal plane, prompting readers to recognize the magnitude of the bond between one’s story and the larger narrative of humanity.

Moreover, the ethical dimensions of 'War and Peace' provide an avenue for readers to wrestle with moral dilemmas that continue to plague society. The exploration of war, power, and human resilience beholds relevance in modern contexts, evoking questions about the responsibilities individuals hold in times of conflict. Tolstoy’s nuanced portrayal of characters who struggle between their convictions and actions serves as a mirror for contemporary audiences confronting moral ambiguities in their own lives.

Another compelling quality of 'War and Peace' is Tolstoy's masterful narrative technique, which blends realism and philosophical inquiry. His ability to shift perspectives from the grand events of history to the intimate struggles of characters creates a dynamic and engaging reading experience. This approach heightens readers' emotional investment and fosters a deeper understanding of the interconnectedness of all human experience. The novel operates on multiple levels, ensuring that each reading reveals new insights and dimensions to its themes.

The novel is also renowned for its expansive exploration of social dynamics, showcasing the interplay between different social classes and the historical context of Russian society. Tolstoy's keen observations of social interactions present an intricate picture of the moral landscape shaping his characters. Through their interactions, readers can examine the societal frameworks that define power, class, and identity, prompting questions about privilege and justice that remain relevant in contemporary discourse.

As we delve into the world of 'War and Peace,' we find a narrative that resonates with contemporary struggles, grappling with themes of identity, purpose, and belonging that echo in modern life. The timeless questions raised by Tolstoy—what it means to love, to seek fulfillment, and to navigate conflict—continue to resonate. With its sweeping narrative enriched by philosophical exploration, the novel forms a bridge between the past and the present, allowing readers to find meaningful connections across time.

In conclusion, 'War and Peace' remains a towering achievement in literature, compelling readers to reflect on their lives within an intricate interplay of historical forces and personal choices. Its unforgettable characters, profound themes, and insights into the human condition invite ongoing engagement with the complexities of existence. As societies confront contemporary challenges, the wisdom embedded in Tolstoy's work provides a relevant compass for navigating those intricacies, reaffirming the timelessness of his insights.

In essence, 'War and Peace' is much more than a historical epic; it is a philosophical examination of humanity's quest for meaning amidst turmoil. Tolstoy’s exploration of love, war, and the overarching quest for peace endows the narrative with timeless significance. As readers immerse themselves in this monumental work, they are not only invited to experience the fabric of Russian history but also to engage with the universal truths that transcend time and place, making it a landmark of human literature.
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War and Peace, written by Leo Tolstoy, is an epic novel that intricately weaves together the lives of several characters against the backdrop of the Napoleonic Wars in early 19th-century Russia. The story revolves around the lives of noble families, particularly the Rostovs, the Bolkonskys, and Pierre Bezukhov. It explores themes of fate, free will, and the impact of historical events on personal lives, as Tolstoy delves into the intricacies of social hierarchies and the turbulence of war. The narrative oscillates between personal dilemmas and broad historical movements, creating a rich tapestry of human experience.

The novel opens in Saint Petersburg, where social dynamics and relationships are introduced among the elite. Key characters include the intelligent but insecure Pierre Bezukhov, the ambitious Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, and the charming Natasha Rostova. As they navigate their friendships, romantic interests, and family obligations, the political climate rapidly shifts with the rise of Napoleon. The early chapters highlight parties, discussions, and the philosophical musings of the characters as they grapple with their identity and place in society amidst gathering tensions of war.

As war breaks out, the narrative shifts focus to the battlefield. The story depicts the consequences of military campaigns on the characters' lives, illustrating the chaos and devastation brought by warfare. Prince Andrei experiences disillusionment with military glory, while Pierre seeks a deeper meaning to his existence beyond the confines of aristocratic life. Natasha, initially portrayed as a carefree girl, begins to confront the harsh realities of loss and longing. The contrasting experiences of the characters provide various perspectives on the nature of conflict and human resilience.

Tolstoy intricately portrays the social landscape of Russian society, revealing how different classes react to the political upheaval. The lives of peasants starkly contrast with those of aristocrats, emphasizing themes of social justice and inequality. As the novel progresses, the shifting allegiances of characters reflect their growth and adaptability in the chaos of war. Tolstoy's treatment of history is not merely a backdrop but plays a crucial role in shaping the characters’ destinies, portraying history as an unpredictable force that intertwines individual actions with broader societal currents.

The impact of Napoleon's invasion becomes more pronounced as the Russian army faces harsh struggles during the campaign of 1812. Key battles, such as Borodino, are depicted vividly, showcasing the brutality and sacrifice involved. The characters confront their fears, make moral choices, and endure personal tragedies, revealing their vulnerabilities. Amidst these tragedies, themes of love, betrayal, and loyalty are explored, adding depth to individual struggles. The relationships evolve, characterized by loss, longing, and the relentless pursuit of hope within a tumultuous context.

In the aftermath of the war, characters undergo significant transformations, often revisiting their ambitions and values. Pierre's journey leads him to a newfound sense of purpose tied to simpler living and personal connections. Prince Andrei encounters the fragility of life, prompting introspection and a reevaluation of his aspirations. Natasha emerges from her own trials with resilience, finding strength through adversity. The intertwining paths of these characters reveal an overarching exploration of spiritual growth and the capacity for renewal amidst despair.

The broader implications of war and peace are established through Tolstoy's narrative. The author presents a philosophical inquiry into the nature of power, leadership, and human interconnectedness. The conclusion highlights the limitations of individual agency against the vast complexities of history, suggesting that both personal and collective experiences shape the course of life. Tolstoy's portrayal of the interconnectedness of historical events and personal struggles underscores the significance of acknowledging one's role in the larger fabric of society.

Ultimately, War and Peace grapples with the tension between free will and determinism, urging readers to contemplate the interaction between individual agency and historical inevitability. Tolstoy’s nuanced approach invites reflection on moral responsibility, the search for meaning, and the pursuit of happiness. The novel encompasses a profound exploration of how historical forces shape personal destinies, portraying a rich array of human emotions and experiences navigating joy and suffering, love and loss.

In essence, War and Peace transcends the scope of a historical novel, emerging as a philosophical treatise on life’s complexities. Tolstoy's brilliant characterizations, vivid storytelling, and deep psychological insights create an enduring masterpiece, offering insights into the human condition. The exploration of war—both external and internal—serves as a backdrop for understanding the broader quest for peace within individuals and society. Through its rich narratives and intricate themes, the novel remains a powerful reflection on humanity's eternal struggles and aspirations.
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War and Peace, published in 1869, is set against the backdrop of early 19th-century Russia during the tumultuous period of the Napoleonic Wars. The narrative opens in St. Petersburg, the imperial capital, where members of the aristocracy navigate a social landscape influenced by European Enlightenment ideals. The relative calm of the early 1800s is disrupted by a series of campaigns that culminate in the French invasion of 1812. This setting reflects both the vast geography of the empire and the interplay of power, class and identity as noble families and ordinary soldiers are swept into the currents of conflict. Tolstoy intertwines individual lives with grand historical movements, showing how these events reshape personal destinies and societal structures.

One of the central events shaping the story is the struggle of various coalitions, including Russia, against Napoleon’s attempt to dominate Europe between 1803 and 1815. In June 1812, the emperor’s forces launched a massive invasion of Russia, a campaign marked by the harsh climate, scorched-earth tactics and a catastrophic retreat from Moscow. Through vivid scenes of both aristocratic salons and village roads, Tolstoy illustrates how people of every rank were drawn into a conflict that transformed the nation’s political and social landscape.

The Battle of Austerlitz, fought on December 2, 1805, stands out as Napoleon’s most celebrated victory. There, French forces routed the combined armies of Russia and Austria, exposing weaknesses in the Russian command. In his depiction, Tolstoy explores the mechanics of Napoleonic strategy, the psychological impact of defeat and the shifting meanings of honor and glory on the battlefield.

The 1812 invasion itself becomes the novel’s moral and emotional centerpiece. As the French army advances and then retreats across the scorched Russian plains, the author emphasizes the limits of military ambition, the resilience of those defending their homeland and the suffering endured by civilians. His portrayal highlights the complex ethics of war and the human cost hidden behind grand strategic objectives.

Although the Decembrist Revolt of 1825 takes place after the period described here, the underlying tensions of political dissent and desire for reform resonate with themes in the story. A group of officers later rose in protest against Nicholas I, calling for a constitution and the end of serfdom. Tolstoy’s exploration of individual conscience and collective identity foreshadows these struggles, even if they lie beyond the novel’s chronological scope.

Serfdom is a recurring concern throughout the narrative, illustrating the stark class divides of the time. Tolstoy presents both the lives of serfs bound to the land and those of their aristocratic masters, posing moral questions about privilege, duty and the legitimacy of entrenched social hierarchies.

The sense of Russian national unity forged in response to the invasion emerges as another key theme. Characters from diverse backgrounds unite against a common enemy, yet the author also probes the sacrifices demanded by patriotism and the tension between personal desires and collective aims.

Within this context, members of the nobility—shaped by European culture—grapple with their responsibilities. Figures such as Prince Andrei and Pierre confront the challenges of command, the burdens of leadership and the gulf between their privileged lives and the realities faced by ordinary people.

The Battle of Borodino, fought on September 5–6, 1812, epitomizes the ferocity of Russian resistance. With heavy losses on both sides and no decisive victor, it nevertheless marks a turning point that foreshadows Napoleon’s withdrawal. Tolstoy’s account brings the chaos and devastation of the field into stark relief, questioning the glorification of military heroism through intimate portraits of suffering soldiers.

Against this martial backdrop, the novel also traces the evolution of warfare itself. Napoleon’s emphasis on mobility, combined arms and centralized command contrasts with the slower, more traditional methods of his opponents. These tactical differences—and their effects on ordinary combatants—become part of Tolstoy’s broader inquiry into the realities of human behavior under extreme pressure.

Among the civilian experiences, Natasha Rostova’s coming-of-age illustrates how war disrupts established gender roles. As she seeks agency and emotional fulfillment in a rigidly patriarchal society, her story reflects emerging conversations about women’s education and opportunities in early 19th-century Russia.

Closely related is the nascent idea of Russian nationalism. By linking individual life stories to the collective struggle, Tolstoy shows how shared hardship can foster loyalty and sacrifice. This sense of common purpose would later influence movements for political and social reform.

The financial and human costs of the war also expose the flaws of a social order dependent on serf labor. The burden of maintaining vast armies and the loss of life deepen existing inequalities, contributing to debates about the rights and status of the peasantry. Through his interwoven character arcs, the author critiques these systemic injustices and suggests the necessity of change.

Taken as a whole, the novel functions not only as a sweeping historical panorama but also as a penetrating social and political critique. By juxtaposing intimate personal dramas with the grandeur of military and diplomatic events, Tolstoy lays bare the moral dilemmas faced by individuals under social pressure. The resulting portrait questions blind nationalism, challenges notions of heroic glory and emphasizes empathy in an age marked by upheaval.
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    Introduction
Leo Tolstoy (1828–1910) stands as one of world literature’s most formidable novelists and moral thinkers. A central figure of nineteenth‑century Russian realism, he is best known for War and Peace and Anna Karenina, works that combined panoramic historical vision with intimate psychological insight. He also produced influential shorter fiction such as The Death of Ivan Ilyich and the late novella Hadji Murat, as well as essays on art, religion, education, and nonviolence. Tolstoy’s reputation rests not only on artistic mastery but on a sustained ethical inquiry that challenged state power, institutional religion, and social privilege, shaping debates about conscience and responsibility across continents.
Education and Literary Influences
Born into the Russian nobility at the family estate of Yasnaya Polyana, Tolstoy received a classical education from private tutors before entering Kazan University, where he studied Oriental languages and then law. He left without a degree, but his intellectual formation continued through voracious reading and self‑discipline. Military service in the Caucasus and subsequently during the Crimean War exposed him to stark realities—courage, fear, and arbitrary violence—that would inform his early stories. He also turned to practical pedagogy, later founding schools for peasant children, convinced that education should be experimental, humane, and grounded in lived experience rather than rigid systems.
Tolstoy’s acknowledged influences included the Gospels, particularly the Sermon on the Mount, which shaped his mature ethics; Jean‑Jacques Rousseau, whose emphasis on natural virtue, authenticity, and social critique resonated deeply; and Arthur Schopenhauer’s moral thought, which Tolstoy admired while rejecting pessimism. He drew on Homer for epic scope and narrative clarity, and he engaged the Russian realist tradition formed by Pushkin and Gogol. He read widely in European literature and philosophy, weighing competing visions of freedom, duty, and spiritual truth. These sources, filtered through close observation of Russian life, yielded a style at once concrete, psychologically exact, and morally probing.
Literary Career
Tolstoy’s first successes were autobiographical and military works that announced an original voice committed to honesty and detail. The trilogy Childhood, Boyhood, Youth traced a young aristocrat’s moral awakenings, while the Sevastopol Sketches, drawn from his Crimean War service, depicted the randomness and tragedy of combat with unsentimental candor. The Cossacks, set in the Caucasus, examined freedom and constraint in borderland life. Critics praised his vivid scenes, moral seriousness, and refusal of romantic heroics. Even in these early works, Tolstoy’s distinctive blend of concrete texture, ethical questioning, and attention to everyday gesture set him apart from his contemporaries.
In the 1860s, Tolstoy undertook War and Peace, an expansive narrative of the Napoleonic invasions and Russian society. Breaking with conventional plot structures, he interwove aristocratic salons, battlefields, family life, and historical essays into a single tapestry. The novel’s range of characters—aristocrats, officers, peasants—allowed him to explore chance, history, and personal agency. Its philosophical chapters questioned great‑man historiography and emphasized the cumulative force of ordinary actions. Readers and critics quickly recognized the work as a landmark achievement, lauding its psychological depth, technical innovation, and lifelike fidelity. Translations spread his reputation beyond Russia, securing an enduring international audience.
Anna Karenina, serialized in the 1870s, brought Tolstoy’s realist art to an intimate, domestic scale while retaining historical breadth. The novel’s parallel plots juxtapose Anna’s tragic love story with Konstantin Levin’s search for meaning, linking personal passion, social convention, and ethical duty. Its narrative method—free yet exacting in viewpoint—illuminated interior states with unprecedented subtlety. The famous opening assertion about unhappy families signaled Tolstoy’s interest in social patterns, not mere melodrama. Critics and readers hailed the book as a consummate study of conscience, gender, and modernity. It affirmed his status as a master of psychological realism and social analysis.
Tolstoy’s later fiction continued to probe moral and existential questions. The Death of Ivan Ilyich offered a stark portrayal of mortality and spiritual awakening; The Kreutzer Sonata examined jealousy, sexuality, and violence; and Resurrection criticized judicial and penal systems while confronting guilt and restitution. He also wrote for the stage, notably The Power of Darkness, and returned to shorter forms with the posthumously published Hadji Murat, a terse, unsparing account of insurgency and empire. Parallel to these works, his pedagogical efforts produced primers such as the ABC Book, reflecting a commitment to accessible prose and practical instruction for ordinary readers.
Beliefs and Advocacy
After a profound spiritual crisis in the late 1870s, Tolstoy recounted his search for meaning in A Confession, describing the collapse of conventional ambitions and a turn toward ethical Christianity grounded in the Gospels. He rejected ecclesiastical authority and ritualism, emphasizing nonviolence, love of neighbor, and personal responsibility. He adopted a simpler lifestyle, advocated manual labor, and questioned the legitimacy of state coercion. His public break with the official church culminated in excommunication in 1901, a widely reported event that he accepted as consistent with his convictions. His writings henceforth linked moral renewal to social transformation.
Tolstoy’s advocacy extended to concrete social issues. He opposed capital punishment and militarism, urging conscientious resistance to violence in The Kingdom of God Is Within You. In What Is Art? he criticized elite aesthetics and championed art that communicates sincere feeling to the widest public. He supported literacy and rural education, and during the severe famine of the early 1890s he helped organize relief efforts and publicize the crisis. His vegetarianism formed part of a broader ethic of compassion. Throughout, he insisted that moral life begins with individual conduct, yet he also addressed the structural injustices embedded in institutions.
Tolstoy’s ideas traveled globally through translations, correspondence, and activist networks. His argument for nonviolent resistance influenced Mohandas Gandhi, who acknowledged Tolstoy’s importance and engaged him in thoughtful exchange. Through such channels, Tolstoyan ethics helped shape later movements for social change that rejected violent methods. Within literature, his fusion of ethical inquiry with narrative realism provided a model for novelists seeking moral seriousness without dogma. Whether admired or disputed, his critiques of state, church, and privilege broadened the horizons of political and religious thought, and his fiction offered living laboratories where readers could test ideals against ordinary human experience.
Final Years & Legacy
In his final decades, Tolstoy continued to write fiction, letters, and essays while managing an increasingly public role as a moral critic. Disputes over property and copyrights, especially concerning his later works, strained domestic life and drew wide attention. Seeking solitude and coherence with his principles, he left his estate in 1910, fell ill while traveling, and died at the small railway station of Astapovo. His death prompted international notice and large public gatherings in Russia. He was buried at Yasnaya Polyana, the landscape of his youth and art, a fitting conclusion to a life that fused place, people, and conscience.
Tolstoy’s legacy is vast and durable. As an artist, he expanded the possibilities of the novel—its time scales, moral scope, and psychological precision—setting a benchmark for realism and narrative intelligence. As a thinker, he offered a stringent ethic of nonviolence and simplicity that continues to inspire religious, philosophical, and activist traditions. His works remain central to world literature curricula, are continually retranslated, and generate new interpretations across disciplines. Film, theater, and television adaptations keep his stories in public view. In cultural memory, he endures as both master storyteller and uncompromising conscience, a writer whose questions still press urgently today.
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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[2] 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, 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[4], 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,” 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 Vasili smiled.




“No, I won’t promise that. You don’t know how Kutuzov is pestered since his appointment as Commander in Chief. He told me himself that all the Moscow ladies have conspired to give him all their sons as adjutants.”




“No, but do promise! I won’t let you go! My dear benefactor…”




“Papa,” said his beautiful daughter in the same tone as before, “we shall be late.”




“Well, au revoir! Good-by! You hear her?”




“Then tomorrow you will speak to the Emperor?”




“Certainly; but about Kutuzov, I don’t promise.”




“Do promise, do promise, Vasili!” cried Anna Mikhaylovna as he went, with the smile of a coquettish girl, which at one time probably came naturally to her, but was now very ill-suited to her careworn face.




Apparently she had forgotten her age and by force of habit employed all the old feminine arts. But as soon as the prince had gone her face resumed its former cold, artificial expression. She returned to the group where the vicomte was still talking, and again pretended to listen, while waiting till it would be time to leave. Her task was accomplished.








CHAPTER V



“And what do you think of this latest comedy, the coronation at Milan?” asked Anna Pavlovna, “and of the comedy of the people of Genoa and Lucca laying their petitions before Monsieur Buonaparte, and Monsieur Buonaparte sitting on a throne and granting the petitions of the nations? Adorable! It is enough to make one’s head whirl! It is as if the whole world had gone crazy.”




Prince Andrew looked Anna Pavlovna straight in the face with a sarcastic smile.




“‘Dieu me la donne, gare a qui la touche!’ * They say he was very fine when he said that,” he remarked, repeating the words in Italian: “‘Dio mi l’ha dato. Guai a chi la tocchi!’”




* God has given it to me, let him who touches it beware!

    “I hope this will prove the last drop that will make the glass run over,” Anna Pavlovna continued. “The sovereigns will not be able to endure this man who is a menace to everything.”




“The sovereigns? I do not speak of Russia,” said the vicomte, polite but hopeless: “The sovereigns, madame… What have they done for Louis XVII[5], for the Queen, or for Madame Elizabeth? Nothing!” and he became more animated. “And believe me, they are reaping the reward of their betrayal of the Bourbon cause. The sovereigns! Why, they are sending ambassadors to compliment the usurper.”




And sighing disdainfully, he again changed his position.




Prince Hippolyte, who had been gazing at the vicomte for some time through his lorgnette, suddenly turned completely round toward the little princess, and having asked for a needle began tracing the Conde coat of arms on the table. He explained this to her with as much gravity as if she had asked him to do it.




“Baton de gueules, engrele de gueules d’azur—maison Conde,” said he.




The princess listened, smiling.




“If Buonaparte remains on the throne of France a year longer,” the vicomte continued, with the air of a man who, in a matter with which he is better acquainted than anyone else, does not listen to others but follows the current of his own thoughts, “things will have gone too far. By intrigues, violence, exile, and executions, French society—I mean good French society—will have been forever destroyed, and then…”




He shrugged his shoulders and spread out his hands. Pierre wished to make a remark, for the conversation interested him, but Anna Pavlovna, who had him under observation, interrupted:




“The Emperor Alexander,” said she, with the melancholy which always accompanied any reference of hers to the Imperial family, “has declared that he will leave it to the French people themselves to choose their own form of government; and I believe that once free from the usurper, the whole nation will certainly throw itself into the arms of its rightful king,” she concluded, trying to be amiable to the royalist emigrant.




“That is doubtful,” said Prince Andrew. “Monsieur le Vicomte quite rightly supposes that matters have already gone too far. I think it





















































































































































































OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
WAR & PEACE





OEBPS/Text/GP_Logo.png





