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			CHAPTER 1

			‘Well, Prince, Genoa and Lucca are now
				nothing more than estates taken over by the Buonaparte family.1 No, I give you fair warning. If you won’t say
				this means war, if you will allow yourself to condone all the ghastly atrocities perpetrated by
				that Antichrist – yes, that’s what I think he is – I shall disown you.
				You’re no friend of mine – not the “faithful slave” you claim to be
				… But how are you? How are you keeping? I can see I’m intimidating you. Do
				sit down and talk to me.’

			These words were spoken (in French) one evening
				in July 1805 by the well-known Anna Pavlovna Scherer, maid of honour and confidante of the
				Empress Maria Fyodorovna, as she welcomed the first person to arrive at her soirée, Prince
				Vasily Kuragin, a man of high rank and influence. Anna Pavlovna had had a cough for the last few
				days and she called it la grippe – grippe being a new word not yet in common
				currency. A footman of hers in scarlet livery had gone around that morning delivering notes
				written in French, each saying precisely the same thing:

			
				If you have nothing better to do, Count (or
					Prince), and if the prospect of spending an evening with a poor sick lady is not too unnerving,
					I shall be delighted to see you at my residence between seven and ten. ANNETTE
						SCHERER

			

			‘My goodness, what a violent attack!’
				replied the prince, who had only just come in and was not in the least put out by this welcome.
				Dressed in his embroidered court uniform with knee-breeches, shoes and stars across his chest,
				he looked at her with a flat face of undisturbed serenity. His French was the elegant tongue of
				our grandparents, who used it for thought as well as speech, and it carried the soft tones of
				condescension that come naturally to an eminent personage grown old in high
				society and at court. He came up to Anna Pavlovna and kissed her hand, presenting to her a
				perfumed and glistening bald pate, and then seated himself calmly on the sofa.

			‘First things first,’ he said.
				‘How are you, my dear friend? Put my mind at rest.’ His voice remained steady, and
				his tone, for all its courtesy and sympathy, implied indifference and even gentle mockery.

			‘How can one feel well when one is …
				suffering in a moral sense? Can any sensitive person find peace of mind nowadays?’ said
				Anna Pavlovna. ‘I do hope you’re staying all evening.’

			‘Well, there is that reception at the
				English Ambassador’s. It’s Wednesday. I must show my face,’ said the prince.
				‘My daughter is coming to take me there.’

			‘I thought tonight’s festivities had
				been cancelled. I must say all these celebrations and fireworks are becoming rather
				tedious.’

			‘If they had known you wanted the
				celebration cancelled, it would have been,’ said the prince with the predictability of a
				wound-up clock. Sheer habit made him say things he didn’t even mean.

			‘Stop teasing me. Come on, tell me
				what’s been decided about Novosiltsev’s dispatch?2 You know everything.’

			‘What is there to tell?’ replied the
				prince in a cold, bored tone. ‘What’s been decided? They’ve decided that
				Bonaparte has burnt his boats, and I rather think we’re getting ready to burn
				ours.’

			Prince Vasily always spoke languidly, like an
				actor declaiming a part from an old play. Anna Pavlovna Scherer was just the opposite –
				all verve and excitement, despite her forty years. To be an enthusiast had become her special
				role in society, and she would sometimes wax enthusiastic when she didn’t feel like it, so
				as not to frustrate the expectations of those who knew her. The discreet smile that never left
				her face, though it clashed with her faded looks, gave her the appearance of a spoilt child with
				a charming defect that she was well aware of, though she neither wished nor felt able to correct
				it, nor even thought it necessary to do so.

			Then suddenly in the middle of this political
				discussion Anna Pavlovna launched forth in great excitement. ‘Oh, don’t talk to me
				about Austria!3 Perhaps
				it’s all beyond me, but Austria has never wanted war and she still doesn’t want war.
				She’s betraying us. Russia alone must be Europe’s saviour. Our benefactor is aware
				of his exalted calling and he’ll live up to it. That’s the one thing I do believe
				in. The noblest role on earth awaits our good and wonderful sovereign, and he is so full of
				decency and virtue that God will not forsake him. He will do what has to be done and scotch the
				hydra of revolution, which has become more dreadful than ever in the person of this murdering villain.4 We alone must avenge the blood of the righteous. And whom can we trust, I ask you?
				England, with that commercial spirit of hers, cannot understand the lofty soul of our Emperor
				Alexander, and never will. She has refused to evacuate Malta.5 She keeps on looking for an ulterior motive behind our
				actions. What did they say to Novosiltsev? Nothing. They didn’t understand, they’re
				not capable of understanding, how altruistic our Emperor is – he wants nothing for himself
				but everything for the good of mankind. And what have they promised? Nothing. And what little
				they have promised, they won’t carry out. Prussia has already declared that Bonaparte is
				invincible and that the whole of Europe is powerless to oppose him … I for one don’t
				believe a single word from Hardenberg or Haugwitz. That much-vaunted Prussian neutrality is just
				a trap. I put my faith in God and the noble calling of our beloved Emperor. He’ll be the
				saviour of Europe!’

			She stopped suddenly, amused at her own
				passionate outburst.

			‘I think if they had sent you instead of
				our dear Wintzengerode,’6 said the prince with a similar smile, ‘an onslaught like that from you would
				have got the King of Prussia to agree. You are so eloquent. May I have some tea?’

			‘Yes, of course. By the way,’ she
				added, calming down, ‘there are two very interesting men coming here tonight – the
				Vicomte de Mortemart, a Montmorency through the Rohan line, one of the best French families.
				He’s the right kind of émigré, one of the genuine ones. And the Abbé Morio
				– such a profound thinker. Do you know him? He’s been received by the Emperor. Have
				you heard?’

			‘Oh, it will be a pleasure to meet
				them,’ said the prince. ‘But tell me,’ he added, with studied nonchalance, as
				if an idea had just occurred to him, though this question was the main reason for his visit,
				‘is it true that the Dowager Empress wants Baron Funke to become First Secretary in
				Vienna? They do say he’s a miserable creature, that baron.’

			Prince Vasily wanted this post for his son, but
				other people were working through the Empress Maria Fyodorovna to get it for the baron. Anna
				Pavlovna half-closed her eyes to indicate that neither she nor anyone else could pass judgement
				on what the Empress might feel like doing or want to do. ‘Baron Funke has been recommended
				to the Dowager Empress by her sister,’ was all she said, in a dry, lugubrious tone. As she
				pronounced the name of the Empress, Anna Pavlovna’s face took on an expression of profound
				and sincere devotion mixed with respect and tinged with sadness, which invariably came upon her
				when she had occasion to mention her exalted patroness. She said that her Majesty had been
				gracious enough to show Baron Funke great respect, at which her face once again dissolved into
				sadness.

			The prince said nothing and
				showed no feeling. Anna Pavlovna, with all the sensitivity and quick thinking of both a courtier
				and a woman, decided to rebuke the prince for daring to refer in such a way to a person
				recommended to the Empress, and at the same time to console him. ‘But, on the subject of
				your family,’ she said, ‘do you realize how much your daughter has delighted
				everyone in society since she came out? They say she’s as beautiful as the day is
				long.’

			The prince bowed as a mark of his gratitude and
				respect.

			‘I often think,’ Anna Pavlovna
				resumed after a short pause, edging closer to the prince and smiling sweetly to indicate that
				the political and social conversation was now at an end, and personal conversation was in order,
				‘I often think that good fortune in life is sometimes distributed most unfairly. Why has
				fate given you two such splendid children? I don’t include Anatole, your youngest –
				I don’t like him,’ she commented in a peremptory tone and with raised eyebrows.
				‘Such charming children. And I must say you seem to appreciate them less than anyone. You
				really don’t deserve them.’

			And she smiled her exuberant smile.

			‘What can I do? Lavater would have said
				that I have no paternity bump,’7 said the prince.

			‘Oh, do stop joking. I wanted a serious
				talk with you. Listen, I’m not pleased with your younger son. Just between
				ourselves,’ her face went all gloomy again, ‘his name has been mentioned in her
				Majesty’s presence, and people are feeling sorry for you …’

			The prince said nothing, while she gave him a
				knowing look, waiting in silence for his reply. Prince Vasily frowned.

			‘What can I do?’ he said at
				last. ‘You know I’ve done everything a father could do to bring them up well, and
				they have both turned out to be idiots. At least Hippolyte’s a fool on the quiet –
				Anatole’s the rowdy one. That’s the only difference between them,’ he said,
				with an unusually awkward and forced smile, which gave a sharp twist to the lines round his
				mouth, making it surprisingly ugly and coarse.

			‘Why do men like you have children? If you
				weren’t a father, I could find no fault with you,’ said Anna Pavlovna, looking up
				pensively.

			‘I’m your faithful slave. I
				wouldn’t admit it to anyone else, but my children are the bane of my life. They’re
				the cross I have to bear. That’s how I explain it to myself. What would you
				…?’ He broke off with a gesture that signalled his resignation to a cruel fate.
				Anna Pavlovna thought things over.

			‘That prodigal son of yours, Anatole,
				haven’t you thought of marrying him off? They do say,’ she went on, ‘that old
				maids have a mania for matchmaking. So far I’ve never been conscious of this failing in myself, but I do have a certain little person in my mind, someone who is very
				unhappy with her father – a relative of ours, the young Princess Bolkonsky.’

			Prince Vasily made no reply, but being quick on
				the uptake and good at remembering things – qualities that came naturally to the denizens
				of high society – he gave a slight nod to show that he had noted her comment and was
				considering it.

			‘No, listen, do you realize that
				boy’s costing me forty thousand roubles a year?’ he said, obviously unable to check
				the dismal drift of his thinking. He paused. ‘What will it be like in five years’
				time if he carries on like this? You see what the benefits of fatherhood are … This
				princess of yours, is she rich?’

			‘Her father’s a very rich man and a
				miser. He lives out in the country. You know, Prince Bolkonsky. He’s very well known. He
				retired under the late Emperor. They used to call him “the King of Prussia”.
				He’s a very clever man, but he’s a crank, not easy to get on with. Poor little
				thing, she’s as miserable as any girl could be. It was her brother who married Liza Meinen
				not too long ago. He’s one of Kutuzov’s adjutants. He’s coming here
				tonight.’

			‘Listen, my dear Annette,’ said the
				prince, suddenly taking his companion’s hand and pressing it downwards for reasons best
				known to himself. ‘You set this up for me, and I’ll serve you like a faithful slave
				for ever. (Or slafe, with an ‘f’, as my village elder puts it when he
				writes to me.) She’s a girl from a good family, and she’s rich. That’s all I
				need.’

			And with the freedom, familiarity and sheer style
				that were his hallmark, he took hold of the maid of honour’s hand, kissed it and gave it a
				little shake, easing back into his armchair and looking away from her.

			‘Wait a minute,’ said Anna Pavlovna,
				thinking things over. ‘I’ll have a little talk with Lise, young Bolkonsky’s
				wife, this very evening. Perhaps something can be arranged. I’ll use your family to start
				learning the old maid’s trade.’

		
	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Anna Pavlovna’s drawing-room was steadily
				filling up. All the important people in St Petersburg society were there, varying enormously in
				age and character for all their shared social background. Prince Vasily’s daughter, the
				beautiful Hélène, had just arrived to take him on to the
				Ambassador’s reception; she was wearing a ballgown enhanced by a maid of honour’s
				monogram. The young Princess Bolkonsky, a slip of a girl known as the most seductive woman in
				Petersburg, was there too; married the previous winter, she no longer appeared at large
				occasions because she was pregnant, but she did still attend small soirées. Prince
				Vasily’s son, Prince Hippolyte, arrived with Mortemart, and introduced him. Also present
				were the Abbé Morio and many other people.

			Anna Pavlovna was welcoming her guests as they
				arrived with a ‘Have you met my aunt?’ or ‘I don’t think you know my
				aunt’ before steering them with great solemnity towards a little old lady with big bows in
				her hair, who had come sailing in from the next room as soon as the guests had begun to arrive.
				Anna Pavlovna would announce them by name, slowly transferring her gaze from guest to aunt, and
				then move on. All the guests went through the motions of greeting this aunt, who was unknown,
				uninteresting and unneeded by anyone. Anna Pavlovna observed their greetings with sadness and
				solemn sympathy, a picture of silent approval. The lady known as ‘my aunt’ spoke in
				the same way to every new arrival, commenting on their health, her own health and the health of
				her Majesty, who was by now, thank God, feeling better. All those who approached were polite
				enough to refrain from showing undue haste, but once this onerous duty had been fulfilled they
				walked away from the old lady with a sense of relief, and never went near her again all
				evening.

			Young Princess Bolkonsky had brought some work
				with her in a gold-embroidered velvet bag. Her pretty little upper lip, slightly shadowed with
				down, barely covered her teeth, but that made it all the prettier when it rose up and lovelier
				still when it curled down to meet the lower lip. As tends to happen with the best-looking women,
				a defect – in this case a short lip and a half-open mouth – came out as a
				distinctive and beautiful feature. Everyone enjoyed the sight of this pretty little
				mother-to-be, brimming with health and vitality and making light of her condition. After a few
				minutes in her company and the exchange of a word or two, old men and bored, morose young men
				felt as if they themselves were becoming like her. Anyone who talked to her, watching her as
				every word she spoke revealed that bright little smile and the constant gleam of those dazzling
				white teeth, walked away feeling full of bonhomie. Everybody did.

			The little princess waddled slightly as she
				tripped rapidly round the table, holding her tiny workbag, then she cheerfully smoothed down her
				dress and sat on a sofa near the silver samovar. Everything she did seemed like a treat for
				herself and everyone around her.

			‘I’ve brought my
				work,’ she said in French, opening her reticule and addressing all the company. ‘But
				listen, Annette, you must stop playing tricks on me,’ she said, turning to the hostess.
				‘You wrote and said it was only a little party. Just look what I’ve got on.’
				And she spread her arms wide to display an elegant grey dress, decorated with lace and set off
				by a broad sash just below the bosom.

			‘Don’t worry, Lise, you’ll
				always be the prettiest,’ answered Anna Pavlovna.

			‘Did you know my husband is deserting
				me?’ she said to a general, continuing to speak French and using just the same tone.
				‘He’s going off to get himself killed. Do tell me what this awful war is all
				about,’ she asked of Prince Vasily, but before he could answer she had moved on to his
				daughter, the beautiful Hélène.

			‘Isn’t she a gorgeous creature, this
				little princess?’ said Prince Vasily to Anna Pavlovna.

			Shortly after the little princess’s
				arrival, in walked a big, generously proportioned young man with close-cropped hair and
				spectacles, wearing the last word in light-coloured breeches and a tan coat with a jabot. This
				stout young man was the illegitimate son of a celebrated grandee from Catherine’s age, old
				Count Bezukhov, who was now on his deathbed in Moscow. He had not yet entered any branch of the
				service, having only just returned from abroad, where he had been completing his education. This
				was his first appearance in society. Anna Pavlovna welcomed him with the kind of bow she
				reserved for the lowest persons in the hierarchy of her drawing-room. But even as she bestowed
				her meanest welcome on this new arrival Anna Pavlovna’s face was transformed; she looked
				ill at ease and full of alarm, like someone who had come across some gross object, oversized and
				out of place. By a small margin Pierre was indeed the largest man in the room, but her look of
				dismay must surely have derived from this man’s special look – intelligent, rather
				diffident, but also piercing and spontaneous – that made him a distinctive figure in the
				drawing-room.

			‘It is most kind of you, Monsieur Pierre,
				to come to see a poor sick woman,’ said Anna Pavlovna, looking anxiously across at her
				aunt as she steered him in her direction. Pierre mumbled something unintelligible, and continued
				to stare around the room, looking for something. He beamed with pleasure, bowed to the little
				princess as if she was a close friend of his, and then went over to the aunt. Anna
				Pavlovna’s worst fears were confirmed when Pierre walked off without hearing the full
				story of her Majesty’s health. Rattled, Anna Pavlovna detained him with a question.

			‘You don’t know
				the Abbé Morio, do you? Such an interesting man …’

			‘Yes, I’ve heard about him and his
				scheme for everlasting peace. All very interesting, but not really feasible.’

			‘Don’t you think so?’ asked
				Anna Pavlovna for the sake of saying something before getting back to her duties as hostess, but
				Pierre now committed the opposite kind of faux pas. Fresh from walking away without
				listening properly to a lady who was speaking to him, he now talked on and detained a lady who
				needed to get away from him. With his head lowered and his great legs thrust wide apart, he set
				about explaining to Anna Pavlovna why he thought the abbé’s scheme was a silly
				fancy.

			‘Could we talk about this later on?’
				smiled Anna Pavlovna.

			Detaching herself from this young man who had no
				idea how to conduct himself, she resumed her duties as hostess, watching and listening
				carefully, ready to render assistance at any point where the conversation was beginning to flag.
				Just as the foreman of a spinning-mill settles the workers down and then strolls about the place
				on the lookout for a breakdown or any funny noise from a spindle, the slightest squeak or knock
				that would bring him rushing over to ease the machinery or make an adjustment, so Anna Pavlovna
				patrolled her drawing-room, walking over to any group where the talk was too little or too loud,
				and easing the machinery of conversation back into its proper, steady hum with a single word
				here or a tiny manoeuvre there. But busy as she was with all these preoccupations, she was still
				clearly worried about Pierre. She watched him anxiously as he went over to hear what was being
				said in Mortemart’s circle, and then set off for a different group where the abbé was
				holding forth.

			Pierre had been educated abroad, and this evening
				party at Anna Pavlovna’s was his first such occasion in Russia. Knowing that all the
				intelligentsia of Petersburg was gathered here, he was like a child in a toyshop, his eyes
				darting about everywhere. He was afraid of missing any intellectual talk that might have been
				his to hear. As he gazed at the assembled company, their faces pictures of refinement and
				self-confidence, he was expecting to hear something very clever at any moment. Eventually he
				came over to Morio. The conversation struck him as interesting, so he stood there waiting for a
				chance to launch forth with his own ideas, as young people are wont to do.

		
	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			Anna Pavlovna’s soirée was now in full
				swing. On all sides the spindles were humming away non-stop. Apart from the aunt, and her sole
				companion, an elderly lady with a thin, careworn face, who seemed rather out of place in this
				brilliant society, the company had split into three groups. The one with most men in it centred
				around the abbé; another group, of younger people, was dominated by the beautiful Princess
				Hélène, Prince Vasily’s daughter, and the pretty little Princess Bolkonsky, with
				her blushing features and a figure too full for her young age. Mortemart and Anna Pavlovna
				formed part of the third group.

			The viscount was a pleasant-looking young man
				with gentle features and manners, obviously full of his own importance, but modest enough,
				because of his good breeding, to indulge any company that he might find himself in. Anna
				Pavlovna was clearly showing him off to her guests. Just as a skilful head waiter can pass off
				as a supreme delicacy a cut of beef that would be inedible if you’d seen it in the filthy
				kitchen, Anna Pavlovna served up to her guests that evening first the viscount and then the
				abbé as if they were supreme delicacies. In Mortemart’s group the conversation had
				turned to the execution of the Duke of Enghien.8 The viscount held that the duke had perished through
				his own magnanimity, and there were special reasons behind Bonaparte’s animosity towards
				him.

			‘Oh, I say! Do tell us all about it,
				Viscount,’ said Anna Pavlovna, delighted to feel she had insinuated a touch of Louis
					XV9 in the old-fashioned
				French phrase she had used. The viscount gave a polite bow and a willing smile. Anna Pavlovna
				brought them into a circle around him and beckoned everyone over to hear his story.

			‘The viscount was a personal friend of the
				duke,’ she whispered to one of them, and murmured to someone else, ‘The viscount is
				such a good raconteur.’ To a third person she said, ‘You see – what a man of
				quality!’, and the viscount was presented in the most refined and advantageous light,
				served up like a joint of beef garnished with salad on a hot platter.

			The viscount was preparing to launch forth; his
				smile was subtle.

			‘My dear Hélène, do come over
				here,’ said Anna Pavlovna to the gorgeous princess sitting in the very centre of the other
				group a little way off.

			Princess Hélène rose with a smile, the
				same unchanging beautiful woman’s smile with which she had entered the room. With a gentle
					rustle of her white ballgown trimmed with ivy and moss, with her glistening
				white shoulders, glossy hair and sparkling diamonds, she moved between the men as they stepped
				aside to make way for her. Without looking anyone in the face, but beaming at the company in
				general and apparently bestowing permission for everyone to admire her wonderful figure, her
				full shoulders and her fashionably exposed bosom and back, she glided up to Anna Pavlovna, and
				the brilliance of the ballroom seemed to come with her. Hélène was so exquisite that
				she not only avoided the slightest hint of flirtatiousness, she even seemed to be embarrassed by
				the all-too-evident, truly devastating beauty that was hers. It was as if she wanted to tone
				down the effect of her beauty, but couldn’t do so.

			‘What a beautiful woman!’ said
				everyone who saw her. The viscount shrugged and looked down, as if transfixed by a mysterious
				force, as she arranged herself to sit before him, not sparing him that everdazzling smile.

			‘Madame, I doubt my abilities in front of
				such an audience,’ he said, bowing with a smile.

			The princess rested her round, bare arm on a
				little table and found it unnecessary to say anything. She smiled, and she waited. Sitting up
				straight throughout the viscount’s story, she glanced down occasionally either at her
				beautiful, round arm so casually draped across the table, or at her still lovelier bosom and the
				diamond necklace above it that kept needing adjustment. Several times she also adjusted the
				folds of her gown, and whenever the narrative made a strong impact on the audience she would
				glance across at Anna Pavlovna in order to imitate whatever expression she could see written on
				the maid of honour’s face before resuming her radiant smile.

			The little Princess Bolkonsky had also moved away
				from the tea table, following Hélène. ‘Wait a minute, I must have my
				work,’ she said. ‘Come along, what are you thinking about?’ she demanded of
				Prince Hippolyte. ‘Please fetch my bag.’

			With a smile and a word for everyone, the little
				princess got the whole group to rearrange itself, and then sat down and settled her skirts.

			‘Now I’m all right,’ she
				insisted, and took up her work, inviting the viscount to begin. Prince Hippolyte brought her
				little bag, walked round behind her, moved up a chair and sat down beside her.

			The ‘charming’ Hippolyte bore a close
				resemblance to his beautiful sister; it was even more remarkable that in spite of the similarity
				he was a very ugly man. His features were like his sister’s, but whereas she glowed with
					joie de vivre, classical beauty and the smiling self-assurance of
				youth, her brother’s face was just the opposite – dim with imbecility, truculent and
				peevish – and his body was thin and feeble. His eyes, nose and mouth – all his
				features seemed to twist themselves into in a vague kind of obtuse snarl, while his arms and
				legs were always in an awkward tangle.

			‘It’s not a ghost story, is
				it?’ he asked, settling down next to the princess and jerking his lorgnette up to his
				eyes, as if he needed this instrument before he could say anything.

			‘Why no, my dear fellow,’ said the
				astonished viscount with a shrug.

			‘It’s just that I can’t abide
				ghost stories,’ said Prince Hippolyte, his tone implying that he had blurted all this out
				before realizing what it meant. Because of the self-confidence with which he had spoken, no one
				could tell whether what he had said was very clever or very stupid. He was dressed in a dark
				green frock-coat, stockings, light shoes and knee-breeches of a colour he referred to as
				‘the thigh of a startled nymph’.

			The viscount then gave a nice rendition of a
				story that was doing the rounds. Apparently the Duke of Enghien had driven to Paris for a secret
				assignation with a young woman, Mlle George, only to run into Bonaparte, who was also enjoying
				the favours of the same famous actress. On meeting the duke, Napoleon had fallen into one of his
				fainting fits and had been completely at the duke’s mercy. The duke had not taken
				advantage of this, but Bonaparte had later rewarded his magnanimity by having him put to
				death.

			This was a very charming and interesting story,
				especially the bit when the rivals suddenly recognized each other, and it seemed to excite the
				ladies. ‘Delightful!’ said Anna Pavlovna, with an inquiring glance at the little
				princess. ‘Delightful!’ whispered the little princess, stabbing her needle into her
				sewing to show that the interest and charm of the story were getting in the way of her work.
				With a grateful smile of appreciation at this silent tribute, the viscount resumed his
				narrative, but Anna Pavlovna, who never took her eyes off the dreadful young man who was
				worrying her so much, could hear him holding forth with the abbé too forcefully and too
				heatedly, so she sped across into the danger zone on a rescue mission. Sure enough, Pierre had
				managed to get into a political conversation with the abbé about the balance of power, and
				the abbé, evidently taken by young man’s naive passion, was expounding to him his
				cherished idea. Both men were listening too earnestly and talking too bluntly, and Anna Pavlovna
				didn’t like it.

			‘You do it by means of the balance of power
				in Europe and the rights of the people,’ the abbé was saying. ‘If one powerful
				state like Russia – despite its reputation for barbarity – were
				to take a disinterested stand as the head of an alliance aimed at guaranteeing the balance of
				power in Europe, it would save the world!’

			‘But how are you going to get such a
				balance of power?’ Pierre was gathering himself to say, but at that moment Anna Pavlovna
				came across, glowered at Pierre and asked the Italian how he was surviving the local climate.
				His face changed instantly and assumed the sickly sweet, patronizing air which he obviously
				reserved for conversations with women. ‘I am so enchanted by the delightful wit and
				culture of the society people – especially the ladies – by whom I have had the good
				fortune to be received, that I have not yet had time to think about the climate,’ he said.
				Determined not to let go of the abbé and Pierre, Anna Pavlovna steered them into the larger
				group, where it would be easier to keep an eye on them.

			At this point in walked another guest, the young
				Prince Andrey Bolkonsky, husband of the little princess. He was quite short, but a very handsome
				young man, with sharp, clear-cut features. Everything about him, from his languid, bored
				expression to his slow and steady stride, stood in stark contrast to his vivacious little wife.
				He made it obvious that he knew everybody in the room, and was so fed up with the whole lot that
				just looking at them and listening to them drove him to distraction. And of all the wearisome
				faces it was the face of his own pretty wife that seemed to bore him most. With a snarl
				distorting his handsome face he turned away from her. He kissed Anna Pavlovna’s hand,
				screwed up his eyes and scanned the whole company.

			‘Are you enlisting for the war,
				Prince?’ said Anna Pavlovna.

			‘General Kutuzov has been kind enough to
				want me as an aide,’ said Bolkonsky, saying ‘Kutuzóv’, like a Frenchman,
				rather than ‘Kutúzov’.

			‘And what about Lise, your wife?’

			‘She’s going into the
				country.’

			‘Shame on you, depriving us of your
				charming wife!’

			‘André!’ said his wife,
				addressing her husband in the flirtatious tone that she normally reserved for other men.
				‘The viscount has just told us a wonderful story about Mlle George and
				Bonaparte!’

			Prince Andrey scowled and turned away. Pierre had
				been looking at this man with a joyful, affectionate gaze since the moment he walked in, and now
				he went over and took him by the arm. Before looking round, Prince Andrey gave a pained look of
				irritation as he felt the touch, but the moment he saw Pierre’s smiling face he smiled
				back in an unusually sweet and pleasant way.

			‘It’s you! … Out in
				society!’ he said to Pierre.

			‘I knew you’d be here,’
				answered Pierre. ‘I’m coming to dine with you,’ he added
				in a low voice, so as not to interrupt the viscount, who was going on with his story. ‘Is
				that all right?’

			‘Of course it isn’t!’ laughed
				Prince Andrey, but his handshake told Pierre he had no need to ask. He was about to go on, but
				at that moment Prince Vasily and his daughter stood up and the two young men rose to let them go
				by.

			‘Do excuse me, my dear Viscount,’
				said Prince Vasily to the Frenchman, gently tugging down on his sleeve to persuade him not to
				get up. ‘This confounded reception at the Ambassador’s deprives me of a pleasure and
				interrupts you. I’m so sorry to leave your delightful party,’ he said to Anna
				Pavlovna.

			Delicately holding on to the folds of her gown,
				his daughter, Princess Hélène, moved off between the chairs, and the smile on her
				gorgeous face was more radiant than ever. Pierre watched this vision of beauty go past, his eyes
				brimming with rapture and something not far from terror.

			‘Isn’t she lovely?’ said Prince
				Andrey.

			‘Yes, she is,’ said Pierre.

			As he went past, Prince Vasily took Pierre by the
				arm and turned to Anna Pavlovna.

			‘Can you please train this bear for
				me?’ he said. ‘He’s been staying with me for a month and this is the first
				time I’ve seen him out in society. There’s nothing more important for a young man
				than the company of intelligent women.’

		
	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			Anna Pavlovna gave a smile and promised to look
				after Pierre, knowing he was related to Prince Vasily on his father’s side. The elderly
				lady, who earlier on had been sitting by the aunt, got up hurriedly and overtook Prince Vasily
				in the hall. Her look of pretended interest had vanished, and her kindly, careworn face showed
				nothing but anxiety and alarm.

			‘Prince, what can you tell me about my
				Boris?’ she asked, catching up with him in the hall. (She put a peculiar stress on the
				‘o’ in Boris.) ‘I can’t stay on in Petersburg. Tell me please, what news
				may I take to my poor boy?’

			Although Prince Vasily’s reluctance to deal
				with the elderly lady verged on impoliteness, even impatience, she gave him a sweetly
				ingratiating smile, and stopped him from going by clutching at his arm. ‘It will cost you very little to put in a good word with the Emperor, and he’ll
				be transferred straight into the guards,’ she implored.

			‘Believe me, Princess, I’ll do
				anything I can,’ answered Prince Vasily; ‘but it’s not easy for me to petition
				the Emperor. I would advise you to see Rumyantsev, through Prince Golitsyn. That would be the
				more sensible thing to do.’

			The elderly lady, Princess Drubetskoy, came from
				one of Russia’s best families, but she was impoverished, she had been too long out of
				society and by this time she had lost all her old contacts. She had come now to make
				representations and get her only son into the guards. For this reason alone – to see
				Prince Vasily – she had invited herself to Anna Pavlovna’s party, turned up and sat
				through the viscount’s story. She was shaken by the prince’s words; her face with
				its faded beauty flashed with resentment, but only for a moment. She smiled again and tightened
				her grip on Prince Vasily’s arm.

			‘Please listen, Prince,’ she said.
				‘I’ve never asked you to do me a favour, and I never shall do so again. I’ve
				never reminded you how close my father was to you. But now, in God’s name I beseech you,
				just do this for my son, and I shall always think of you as a benefactor.’ Then,
				hurriedly, she added, ‘Please don’t be angry, but do promise. I’ve already
				asked Golitsyn, and he said no. Please be the nice gentleman you always used to be.’ She
				did her best to smile, though there were tears in her eyes.

			‘Papa, we’re going to be late,’
				said Princess Hélène from the doorway, her exquisite head looking back over statuesque
				shoulders.

			But influence in society is capital, which must
				be carefully conserved so it doesn’t run out. Prince Vasily was aware of this, and,
				realizing that, if he were to petition for everybody who petitioned him, all too soon he would
				be unable to petition for himself, he rarely made use of his influence. In Princess
				Drubetskoy’s case, however, her new appeal had given him something akin to a qualm of
				conscience. She had reminded him of the truth: his earliest progress in the service had been due
				to her father. Beyond that, he could see from her actions that she was one of those women
				– especially mothers – who, once they get their teeth into something, are not going
				to let go until they get their own way, and if they don’t get their own way they are going
				to go on pestering every minute of every day, and they might even make a scene. This last
				consideration gave him pause.

			‘My dear Anna Mikhaylovna,’ he said,
				as always unceremoniously and with boredom in his voice, ‘it is virtually impossible for
				me to do what you want, but to demonstrate my affection for you, and to honour your late
				father’s memory, I shall achieve the impossible. Your son will be
				transferred to the guards. Here is my hand on it. Does that satisfy you?’

			‘My dear Prince, you are our benefactor! I
				expected nothing less. I knew you were a good man.’ He tried to get away. ‘Wait a
				moment. Just one more thing. When he’s in the guards …’ She hesitated.
				‘You are on good terms with General Kutuzov. Please recommend Boris as one of his aides.
				Then I can relax, then I …’

			Prince Vasily smiled. ‘That’s
				something I can’t promise. You know how besieged Kutuzov has been since he became
				commander-in-chief. He told me himself that all the ladies in Moscow have got together to offer
				their children as aides.’

			‘No, you must promise. I won’t take
				no for an answer. You are such a good, kind benefactor …’

			‘Papa,’ said the beautiful
				Hélène, exactly as before, ‘we’re going to be late.’

			‘Well, I must be off. I bid you goodbye.
				You see how things are.’

			‘Tomorrow, then, you will speak to the
				Emperor?’

			‘Yes indeed, but I can’t promise
				anything about Kutuzov.’

			‘Oh, Basile, you must,’ Anna
				Mikhaylovna called after him, smiling like a young flirt, which might have suited her in days
				gone by, but now ill became her scrawny face. She had obviously forgotten her age, and habit had
				told her to let go with all her ancient womanly wiles. But the moment he had gone her face
				resumed its former cold, affected expression. She went back to the group where the viscount was
				still holding forth, and again pretended to listen, but now that she had done what she had come
				to do she was only waiting for a suitable moment to go home.

			‘And what about this latest farce of a
				coronation in Milan?’ said Anna Pavlovna. ‘And that other farce in Genoa and Lucca
				with the people coming forward and presenting their petitions to Monsieur Buonaparte. Monsieur
				Buonaparte sits on a throne and grants nations their petitions! How very charming! Oh,
				it’s enough to drive me mad! The whole world seems to have gone off its head.’

			Prince Andrey smiled and looked Anna Pavlovna
				straight in the face.

			‘This crown is God-given. Woe betide the
				man who touches it,’ he said (Bonaparte’s words when the crown was placed on his
				head). ‘They say he looked superb as he spoke those words,’ he added, and he
				repeated the same words in Italian: ‘Dio mi la dona, guai a qui la
				tocca.’

			‘I only hope,’ Anna Pavlovna went on,
				‘that at long last this is the straw that breaks the camel’s back. Really, the
				European sovereigns cannot continue to put up with this man. He is a threat
				to everything.’

			‘The sovereigns! I am not talking about
				Russia,’ said the viscount, respectful but despairing … ‘But Madame, the
				sovereigns! What did they do for Louis XVI, the Queen, Madame Elisabeth? Nothing,’ he went
				on, gathering confidence. ‘And believe me, they’re being punished now for their
				betrayal of the Bourbon cause. The European sovereigns! They are sending ambassadors to
				congratulate the usurper.’

			And he gave a scornful sigh as he shifted
				position. Then, at these words, Prince Hippolyte, who had been studying the viscount through his
				lorgnette, suddenly turned right round to face the little princess, borrowed a needle from her
				and used it to scratch an outline of the Condé family coat-of-arms on the tabletop. He
				began to explain it in some detail as if this was something she had asked for. ‘Staff,
				gules, engrailed with azure gules – the House of Condé,’ he said. The princess
				smiled as she listened.

			‘If Bonaparte stays on the throne of France
				for another year,’ said the viscount, taking up the thread of the conversation with the
				air of an informed person pursuing his own train of thought and ignoring everybody else,
				‘things will have gone too far. After all the plotting and violence, the exiles and
				executions, society – I mean good, French society – will have been destroyed for
				ever, and then …’

			He gave a shrug, and spread his hands. Pierre was
				about to say something – the conversation fascinated him – but the ever-vigilant
				Anna Pavlovna intervened.

			‘Emperor Alexander,’ she said with
				that doleful manner that she always adopted when referring to the royal family, ‘has
				announced that he will leave it to the French people to choose their own form of government. I
				myself have no doubt the entire nation, once it is delivered from the usurper, will rush to
				embrace its lawful king,’ said Anna Pavlovna, trying to be nice to a royalist
				émigré.

			‘That’s doubtful,’ said Prince
				Andrey. ‘The viscount is right when he says things have gone too far. I think it will be
				difficult to turn the clock back.’

			‘From what I hear,’ said Pierre,
				reddening as he got back into the conversation, ‘almost all the aristocrats have gone over
				to Bonaparte.’

			‘That’s what the Bonapartists
				say,’ said the viscount without looking at Pierre. ‘It’s not easy nowadays to
				find out what public opinion is in France.’

			‘That’s what Bonaparte said,’
				observed Prince Andrey with a grin. It was obvious that he didn’t like the viscount, and
				he was directing his remarks at him without looking his way.

			‘“I have shown them the path to
				glory, but they wouldn’t take it,”’ he said after a brief
				pause, once more quoting Napoleon. ‘“I have opened my antechambers to them, and the
				crowds rushed in …” I don’t know what justification he had for saying
				that.’

			‘None at all!’ retorted the viscount.
				‘Since the duke’s murder, even his strongest supporters have ceased to regard him as
				a hero. There may be some people who made a hero of him,’ said the viscount, turning to
				Anna Pavlovna, ‘but since the duke’s assassination there has been one more martyr in
				heaven, and one hero less on earth.’

			Anna Pavlovna and the others had barely had time
				to smile in appreciation of the viscount’s words when Pierre broke into the conversation
				again, and although Anna Pavlovna knew in advance he was going to put his foot in it, this time
				she couldn’t stop him.

			‘The execution of the Duke of
				Enghien,’ said Pierre, ‘was a political necessity, and in my opinion it was a
				measure of Napoleon’s true greatness that he didn’t baulk at assuming total
				responsibility for it.’

			‘Merciful heaven!’ Anna Pavlovna
				intoned in a horrified whisper.

			‘So Monsieur Pierre! You think murder is
				the measure of true greatness,’ said the little princess, smiling and drawing in her
				work.

			Ohs and ahs came from all sides.

			‘Capital!’ said Prince Hippolyte,
				using the English word, and he began slapping his knee. The viscount merely shrugged.

			Pierre looked solemnly over his spectacles at his
				audience.

			‘The reason I say this,’ he carried
				on in some despair, ‘is that the Bourbons were running away from the Revolution, leaving
				the people to anarchy, and Napoleon was the only one capable of understanding the Revolution,
				and transcending it, and that was why, for the public good, he couldn’t baulk at the
				taking of one man’s life.’

			‘Would you like to come over to this other
				table?’ asked Anna Pavlovna. But Pierre didn’t answer; he was in full flow.

			‘Oh no,’ he said, warming to his
				task, ‘Napoleon is great because he towered above the Revolution, he stopped its excesses
				and he preserved all its benefits – equality, free speech, a free press. That was his only
				reason for assuming supreme power.’

			‘Yes, if only he had transferred it to the
				lawful king once he had obtained power, instead of using it to commit murder,’ said the
				viscount, ‘then I might have called him a great man.’

			‘He couldn’t have done that. The
				people had given him power to get rid of the Bourbons, that was all, and also because they
				thought he was a great man. The Revolution was a splendid achievement,’ Monsieur Pierre
				insisted, his desperate and challenging pronouncement betraying extreme youth and a desire to
				blurt everything out at once.

			‘Revolution and
				regicide are splendid achievements? … Well, whatever next? … Are you sure you
				wouldn’t like to come over to this table?’ repeated Anna Pavlovna.

			‘Ah, the Social Contract,’10 said the viscount with a
				pinched smile. ‘I’m not talking about regicide. I’m talking about
				ideas.’

			‘Yes, ideas. Robbery, murder,
				regicide!’ an ironical voice put in.

			‘These were the extremes, of course, but
				they weren’t the meaning of the whole Revolution. That was in human rights, freedom from
				prejudice, equality … Those were the strong ideas that Napoleon stood up for.’

			‘Liberty and equality,’ said the
				viscount contemptuously. He seemed at last to have made up his mind to take this young man
				seriously and demonstrate how silly his outpourings had been. ‘Nothing but loud slogans,
				long compromised. Which of us does not love liberty and equality? Our Saviour himself preached
				liberty and equality. Have the people been any happier since the Revolution? Quite the reverse.
				We wanted liberty, but Bonaparte has destroyed it.’

			Prince Andrey smiled at them all, Pierre,
				viscount and hostess.

			Just for a moment following Pierre’s
				outburst Anna Pavlovna had been taken aback, for all her social skills, but when she saw that
				the viscount was not greatly put out by Pierre’s sacrilegious way of speaking, and
				realized there was no stopping it, she rallied, came in on the viscount’s side and
				attacked the other speaker.

			‘But my dear Monsieur Pierre,’ she
				said, ‘how do you account for a great man being capable of executing a duke, a human being
				after all, who was innocent and untried?’

			‘What I should like to ask,’ said the
				viscount, ‘is how Monsieur accounts for the 18th Brumaire?11 That was very underhand, wasn’t it?
				It was a sneaky piece of work, nothing like a great man’s way of doing things.’

			‘And what about all those prisoners that he
				killed in Africa?’12 said the little princess. ‘That was horrible!’ And she gave a
				shrug.

			‘He’s an upstart, whatever you
				say,’ said Prince Hippolyte.

			Not knowing which one to answer, Monsieur Pierre
				surveyed them all with a smile. His smile was not like theirs – theirs were not real
				smiles. Whenever he smiled a sudden and immediate change came over his serious, perhaps rather
				gloomy face, and a very different face appeared, childish, good-natured, a bit on the silly
				side, half-apologetic. Noticing him for the first time, the viscount realized that this
					Jacobin13 was much less
				formidable than the words he uttered.

			For a while no one spoke.

			‘Is he supposed to answer everybody at
				once?’ asked Prince Andrey. ‘Anyway, in the actions of a
				statesman, you do have to distinguish between how he acts as a private person and what he does
				as a general or an emperor. That’s how it seems to me.’

			‘Yes, yes, of course,’ put in Pierre,
				delighted that someone had come in on his side.

			‘You have to admit,’ pursued Prince
				Andrey, ‘that Napoleon on the bridge at Arcola was a great man, and also in the hospital
				at Jaffa when he shook hands with the plague-victims,14 but … well, there are other actions it would be
				hard to justify.’

			Prince Andrey, clearly intent on relieving
				Pierre’s embarrassment, now got up to go, signalling to his wife.

			All of a sudden Prince Hippolyte got to his feet
				and gestured for them all to stop and sit down again. Then he spoke. ‘Er, I heard a really
				good Moscow story today. I must tell you. Begging your pardon, Viscount, it will have to be in
				Russian, or you won’t get the point.’ And Prince Hippolyte began speaking in
				Russian, imitating the kind of speech that Frenchmen achieve after a year or so in Russia.
				Everyone stopped and paid attention, the prince having insisted so urgently that they should
				listen to his story.

			‘Well there was this lady, une
					dame, in Moscow. Very stingy. She had to have two footmen behind her carriage. Very tall
				footmen. That was her taste. And she had a lady’s maid, also very tall. She said
				…’ He hesitated, obviously having trouble getting his story together.

			‘She said … Yes, that’s it, she
				said, “You, girl,” (to the lady’s maid) “put your livery on and get up
				behind the carriage. We’re going out visiting.”’

			At this point Prince Hippolyte snorted and
				laughed out loud, running well ahead of his listeners, which created a really bad impression of
				him as a storyteller. Still, there were plenty of people, including the elderly lady and Anna
				Pavlovna, who did manage a smile.

			‘She drove off. Suddenly a strong wind blew
				up. The girl lost her hat, and her long hair was scattered about all over the place
				…’

			Then, unable to contain himself any longer, he
				burst out laughing, and just managed to say through all the laughter, ‘And everybody got
				to know about it …’

			And that’s all there was to the story.
				Nobody could understand why he had told it, or why he had insisted on telling it in Russian, and
				yet Anna Pavlovna and several other people appreciated the genteel diplomacy of Prince Hippolyte
				in so nicely putting an end to Monsieur Pierre’s unpleasant and intemperate outburst.
				After this story the conversation broke down into chitchat about the last ball and the next one,
				the theatre, and where and when who would meet whom.

		
	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			Thanking Anna Pavlovna for a delightful evening,
				the guests began to go home.

			Pierre was ungainly, stout, quite tall and
				possessed of huge red hands. It was said of him that he had no idea how to enter a drawing-room
				and was worse still at withdrawing from one, or saying something nice as he left. He was also
				absent-minded. He stood up now, picked up a general’s nicely plumed three-cornered hat
				instead of his own, and held on to it, pulling at the feathers, until the general asked for it
				back. But all his absent-mindedness and his inability to enter a drawing-room or talk properly
				once inside it were redeemed by his expression of good-natured simplicity and modesty. Anna
				Pavlovna turned to him, forgiving his outburst with Christian humility, nodded and said,
				‘I hope we shall see you again, but I also hope you will change your ideas, my dear
				Monsieur Pierre.’

			She spoke, but he didn’t answer. All he did
				was bow and show everyone another of his smiles, a smile that simply said, ‘Never mind
				ideas, look what a nice, good-hearted fellow I am.’ And everyone, including Anna Pavlovna,
				couldn’t help but agree. Prince Andrey had gone out into the hall, and as he offered his
				shoulders to the servant ready with his cloak, he listened indifferently to his wife as she
				chattered with Prince Hippolyte, who had come along with her. Hippolyte stood close to the
				pregnant little princess who looked so pretty, and stared at her through his lorgnette.

			‘Go back inside, Annette, you’ll
				catch cold,’ said the little princess, taking leave of Anna Pavlovna. ‘It is
				settled, then,’ she added quietly.

			Anna Pavlovna had managed to have a few words
				with Liza about the match she was setting up between Anatole and the little princess’s
				sister-in-law.

			‘I’m relying on you, my dear,’
				said Anna Pavlovna, no less quietly. ‘Write to her and let me know how her father sees
				things. Au revoir!’ And she left the hall.

			Prince Hippolyte moved in on the little princess
				and, bending down with his face close to hers, started speaking to her in a half-whisper.

			Two servants, one the princess’s, the other
				his own, stood by with shawl and coat waiting for them to finish talking. The French was
				incomprehensible to them, but the servants’ faces suggested for all the world that they
				did understand what was being said, though they would never show it. The princess, as always,
				smiled as she talked and laughed when she listened.

			‘I’m so glad I
				didn’t go to the Ambassador’s,’ Prince Hippolyte was saying. ‘Such a
				bore … This has been a delightful evening, hasn’t it? Delightful.’

			‘They say it will be a very fine
				ball,’ answered the little princess, drawing up her downy little lip. ‘All our
				pretty women will be there.’

			‘Not all of them. You won’t be
				there,’ said Prince Hippolyte, with a happy laugh. He then snatched the shawl from the
				servant, shoving him out of the way, and began draping it around the little princess. Either
				from awkwardness or deliberately – no one could have said which – he kept his arms
				round her for some time after the shawl had been put on, seeming to clasp the young woman in his
				embrace.

			With good grace and still smiling, she wriggled
				free, turned and glanced at her husband. Prince Andrey’s eyes were closed: he seemed to be
				weary and drowsy.

			‘Are you ready?’ he asked his wife,
				looking over her head.

			Prince Hippolyte hurried into his long coat. It
				was the last word in fashion, going right down to his heels, and he caught his foot in it as he
				ran out on to the steps after the princess. A servant was assisting her into the carriage.
					‘Au revoir, Princess!’ he yelled, his tongue tripping over things just
				like his legs.

			The princess picked up her gown, and took her
				seat, settling back into the darkness of the carriage while her husband was arranging his sword.
				Prince Hippolyte pretended to help, but all he did was get in the way.

			‘If you don’t mind, sir,’ said
				Prince Andrey, curtly and pointedly in Russian, to Prince Hippolyte, who was standing in his
				way.

			‘I’ll see you soon, Pierre,’
				said the same voice in warm and friendly tones.

			The coachman jerked forward, and the carriage
				rattled off. Prince Hippolyte honked with laughter, as he stood on the steps waiting for the
				viscount, having promised to drop him off at home.

			‘Well, my dear fellow, your little
				princess is very nice, very nice,’ said the viscount, as he got into the carriage with
				Hippolyte. ‘Very nice indeed.’ He kissed his fingertips. ‘And very
				French.’ Hippolyte snorted and laughed.

			‘And, you know, you are awful with that
				innocent little way of yours,’ went on the viscount. ‘I pity the poor husband, that
				baby officer who fancies himself a prince regent.’ Hippolyte honked again, and said
				through his laughter, ‘And you told me that Russian ladies weren’t as good as French
				ladies. You just have to know how to get things going.’

			Pierre arrived ahead of the
				others. Like one of the family he walked straight into Prince Andrey’s study, lay down on
				the sofa as he usually did, and took up the first book that came to hand (Caesar’s
					Commentaries).15 Propped up on one elbow, he opened it in the middle and started to read.

			‘What have you done to Mademoiselle
				Scherer? She’ll have the vapours,’ said Prince Andrey, as he came into the study
				rubbing his small white hands.

			Pierre rolled his massive body so that the sofa
				creaked, looked at Prince Andrey with an eager smile, and gave an airy wave.

			‘No, that abbé was very interesting,
				only he’s got things wrong … The way I see it, eternal peace is possible, but
				… oh, I don’t know how to put it … Well, not through the balance of power,
				anyway …’

			Prince Andrey was obviously not interested in
				abstract talk like this.

			‘My dear fellow, you can’t always
				come straight out with what you’re thinking. Come on, then. Have you made your mind up?
				Are you going to be a cavalryman or a diplomat?’ asked Prince Andrey, after a short
				pause.

			Pierre sat up on the sofa with his legs tucked
				under him. ‘You won’t find it hard to believe I still don’t know. I
				don’t fancy either of those jobs.’

			‘But you’ll have to decide,
				won’t you? Your father’s waiting.’

			At the age of ten Pierre had been sent abroad
				with an abbé as his tutor, and there he had stayed till he was twenty. When he returned to
				Moscow, his father had dismissed the tutor and said to the young man, ‘Off you go to
				Petersburg, have a good look round, and decide for yourself. I’ll agree to anything. Here
				is a letter to Prince Vasily and here’s some money. Write and tell me everything.
				I’ll give you every assistance.’ Pierre had spent the last three months choosing a
				career and had done nothing. This was the decision that Prince Andrey was talking about. Pierre
				rubbed his forehead.

			‘I’m sure he must be a
					freemason,’16 he
				said, thinking of the abbé he had seen at the party.

			‘That’s all nonsense,’ said
				Prince Andrey, stopping him in his tracks. ‘Let’s get down to business. Have you
				been to the horse guards?’

			‘No, I haven’t, but listen –
				I’ve had one idea I’d like to talk to you about. We’re at war with Napoleon.
				If we were fighting for freedom, I’d understand it, I’d be the first to enlist, but
				helping England and Austria against the greatest man in the world – that’s not
				right.’

			Prince Andrey gave a shrug; it was all he could
				do in the face of such childish words from Pierre. His manner suggested there was no answer to
				such absurdities. And indeed it would have been hard to find any answer to
				this naive question other than the one he gave now. ‘If everybody fought for nothing but
				his own convictions, there wouldn’t be any wars,’ he said.

			‘And a good thing too,’ said
				Pierre.

			Prince Andrey grinned at him. ‘Yes it
				probably would be a good thing, but it won’t ever happen …’

			‘Well, why are you going to war?’
				asked Pierre.

			‘Why? I don’t know. Because I have
				to. I’m just going.’ He paused. ‘I’m going because the life I’m
				leading here, this life is … not to my taste!’

		
	
		
			Afterword

			by Orlando Figes

			In 1951, after reading War and Peace for
				the twelfth time, the Russian writer Mikhail Prishvin (1873–1954) noted in his diary that
				he felt, at last, that he understood his life. Like all great works of art, Tolstoy’s
				masterpiece has the capacity, on each successive reading, to transform our understanding of the
				world.

			On any first reading, War and Peace is
				bound to dazzle with its immense panorama of humanity. The whole of life appears to be contained
				in its pages. Tolstoy presents us with a cast of several hundred characters. Yet to each one he
				brings such profound understanding of the human condition, with all its frailties and
				contradictions, that we recognize and love these characters as reflections of our own
				identity.

			Tolstoy has an extraordinary clarity of
				expression – a quality which Anthony Briggs has happily maintained in this superb
				translation. Tolstoy might write longer novels than anybody else, but no other writer can
				recreate emotion and experience with such precision and economy. There are scenes in War and
					Peace – the unforgettable depiction of the Battle of Austerlitz, for example, or the
				ball where Natasha Rostov meets Prince Andrey – in which Tolstoy manages in a few words to
				sketch the mental images which allow us to picture ourselves at the scene and seemingly to feel
				the emotions of the protagonists. There are passages, like the death-scene of Prince Andrey, in
				which Tolstoy may give to his readers the extraordinary sensation that they too have felt the
				experience of death; and moments, like the wonderful description of the hunt, when Tolstoy lets
				them imagine what it is like to be a dog.

			Tolstoy once said famously that War and Peace
				was not meant to be a novel at all. Like all great works of art, it certainly defies all
				conventions. Set against the historical events of the Napoleonic Wars, its complex narrative
				development is a long way from the tidy plot structure of the European novel in its
				nineteenth-century form. Tolstoy’s novel does not even have a clear beginning, middle and
				end, though it does, in one sense, turn on a moment of epiphany, the year of 1812, when
				Russia’s liberation from Napoleon is made to coincide with the personal liberation of the
				novel’s central characters.

			While clearly still a novel, War and Peace
				can be understood, at another level, as a novelist’s attempt to
				engage with the truth of history. Tolstoy’s interest in history developed long before his
				career as a novelist. But history-writing disappointed him. It seemed to reduce the richness of
				real life. For whereas the ‘real’ history of lived experience was made up of an
				infinite number of factors and contingencies, historians selected just a few (for example, the
				political or the economic) to develop their theories and explanations. Tolstoy concluded that
				the histories of his day represented ‘perhaps only 0.001 per cent of the elements which
				actually constitute the real history of peoples’.1 He was particularly frustrated by the failure of
				historians to illuminate the ‘inner’ life of a society – the private thoughts
				and relationships that make up the most real and immediate experience of human beings. Hence he
				turned to literature.

			During the 1850s Tolstoy was obsessed with the
				idea of writing a historical novel which would contrast the real texture of historical
				experience, as lived by individuals and communities, with the distorted image of the past
				presented by historians. This is what he set out to achieve in War and Peace. Through
				the novel’s central characters Tolstoy juxtaposes the immediate human experience of
				historical events with the historical memory of them. For example, when Pierre Bezukhov wanders
				as a spectator on to the battlefield of Borodino he expects to find the sort of neatly arranged
				battle scene that he has seen in paintings and read about in history books. Instead, he finds
				himself in the chaos of an actual battlefield:

			
				Everything Pierre saw on either hand looked so
					indistinct that, glancing left or right over the landscape, he could find nothing that quite
					lived up to his expectations. Nowhere was there a field of battle as such, the kind of thing he
					had expected; there was nothing but ordinary fields, clearings, troops, woods, smoking
					camp-fires, villages, mounds and little streams. Here was a living landscape, and try as he
					might he could not make out any military positioning. He could not even tell our troops from
					theirs. (Vol. III, Book II, ch. 21)

			

			Having served as an officer in the Crimean War
				(1854–6), Tolstoy drew from his own experience to recreate the human truth of this
				celebrated battle, and to examine how its public memory could become distorted by the medium of
				written history. As Tolstoy shows, in the confusion of the battle nobody can understand or
				control what occurs. In such a situation, chance events, individual acts of bravery or calm
				thinking by the officers can influence the morale of the troops en masse and thus change the
				course of the battle; and this in turn creates the illusion that what is happening is somehow
				the result of human agency. So when the military dispatches are later written up, they
				invariably ascribe the outcome of the battle to the commanders, although in reality they had
				less influence than the random actions of the rank and file. By using these dispatches,
				historians are able to impose a rational pattern and ‘historical meaning’ on the
				battle, although neither was apparent at the time of fighting.

			As a novelist, Tolstoy was
				interested most of all in the inner life of Russian society during the Napoleonic Wars. In
					War and Peace he presents this period of history as a crucial watershed in the culture
				of the Russian aristocracy. The war of 1812 is portrayed as a national liberation from the
				cultural domination of the French – a moment when Russian noblemen like the Rostovs and
				Bolkonskys struggled to break free from the foreign conventions of their society and began new
				lives on Russian principles. Tolstoy plots this transformation in a series of motifs. In
				Tolstoy’s text the novel opens, for example, in the French language of the Petersburg
				salon – a language that Tolstoy gradually reveals to be false and artificial (the
				novel’s most idealized characters, such as Princess Marya and the peasant Karatayev, speak
				exclusively in Russian, or, like Natasha, speak French only with mistakes). Tolstoy shows the
				aristocracy renouncing haute cuisine for Spartan lunches of rye bread and cabbage soup,
				adopting national dress, settling as farmers on the land and rediscovering their country’s
				native culture, as in the immortal scene when Natasha, a French-educated young countess, dances
				to a folk song in the Russian style.

			On this reading, War and Peace appears
				as a national epic – the revelation of a ‘Russian consciousness’ in the inner
				life of its characters. In narrating this drama, however, Tolstoy steps out of historical time
				and enters the time-space of cultural myth. He allows himself considerable artistic licence. For
				example, the aristocracy’s return to native forms of dress and recreations actually took
				place over several decades in the early nineteenth century, whereas Tolstoy has it happen almost
				overnight in 1812. But the literary creation of this mythical time-space was central to the role
				which War and Peace was set to play in the formation of the national consciousness.

			When the first part of the novel appeared, in
				1865–6, educated Russia was engaged in a profound cultural and political quest to define
				the country’s national identity. The emancipation of the serfs, in 1861, had forced
				society to confront the humble peasant as a fellow-citizen and to seek new answers to the old
				accursed questions about Russia’s destiny in what one poet (Nikolay Nekrasov) called the
				‘rural depths where eternal silence reigns’.2 The liberal reforms of Tsar Alexander II (Emperor of
				Russia 1855–81), which included the introduction of jury trials and elected institutions
				of local government, gave rise to hopes that Russia, as a nation, would emerge and join the
				family of modern European states. Writing from this perspective, Tolstoy saw a parallel between
				the Russia of the 1860s and the Russia that had arisen in the wars against Napoleon.

			War and Peace was originally conceived
				and drafted as a novel about the Decembrists, a group of liberal army officers who rose up in a
				failed attempt to impose a constitution on the Tsar in December 1825. In this original version
				of the novel the Decembrist hero returns after thirty years of exile in Siberia to the
				intellectual ferment of the early years of Alexander II’s reign. But the more Tolstoy
				researched into the Decembrists, the more he realized that their intellectual roots were to be
				found in the war of 1812. This was when these officers had first become
				acquainted with the patriotic virtues of the peasant soldiers in their ranks; when they had come
				to realize the potential of Russia’s democratic nationhood. Through this literary genesis,
					War and Peace acquired several overlapping spheres of historical consciousness: the
				real-time of 1805–20 (the fictional setting of the novel); the living memory of this
				period (from which Tolstoy drew in the form of personal memoirs and historical accounts); and
				its reflection in the political consciousness of 1855–65. Thus the novel can and should be
				read, not just as an intimate portrait of Russian society in the age of the Napoleonic Wars, but
				as a broader statement about Russia, its people and its history as a whole. That is why the
				Russians will always turn to War and Peace, as Mikhail Prishvin did, to find in it the
				keys to their identity.

			English readers will learn more about the
				Russians by reading War and Peace than they will by reading perhaps any other book. But
				they will also find in it the inspiration to make them think about the world and their own place
				in it. For War and Peace is a universal work and, like all the great artistic prose
				works of the Russian tradition, it functions as a huge poetic structure for the contemplation of
				the fundamental questions of our existence.

			Above all, War and Peace will move
				readers by virtue of its beauty as a work of art. It is a triumphant affirmation of human life
				in all its richness and complexity. That is why one can return to it and always find new
				meanings and new truths in it.
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