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War and Peace: the Journey


Tolstoy began thinking about the novel which would become War and Peace in 1861. His original intention was to write about a man returning from Siberia, after having been exiled for involvement in the failed Decembrist uprising of 1825. However, as he constructed the history of this man and the experiences which brought him to the point of revolution, Tolstoy became increasingly interested in the period 1805–1812, and the book developed in a different direction. It is consequently not until the first epilogue that we find Pierre (the original ‘man’) becoming involved in subversive political activity, and we are left to imagine his fate.


Although coming so late in the novel, this information became key to my interpretation of it. In the philosophical passages, Tolstoy sets out clearly, if not dogmatically, a new idea of human freedom: dismissing free will as an illusion and the exercise of will as futile and dangerous, he claims that real freedom lies in relinquishing the will and reconciling ourselves to whatever life brings. This is borne out in the experiences of his characters, in his depiction of the struggle between Napoleon and Kutuzov, and verbalised beautifully and simply by the peasant, Platon Karataev. However, in leaving us with a Pierre who is rejecting Karataev's wisdom and preparing to intervene, Tolstoy, almost in spite of himself, admits that this philosophy is not an easy answer, that it is not an answer at all for some, and this throws up vital questions which I wanted to place at the centre of the play. Is it ever right for one person to impose his or her will on others? How can we reconcile ourselves to what is happening around us if we feel injustice is being done? If we decide to take action, how can we judge whether it is for the best? Even when movements start in the name of justice and freedom, are they doomed to become corrupt in the struggle to sustain themselves? These are the dilemmas which War and Peace confronts and explores – dilemmas which seem to me as relevant today as they were in nineteenth-century Russia.




When Shared Experience and I first began work on War and Peace, twelve years ago, we all felt that, in an ideal world, we would like to have closer to five hours than three in order to do full justice to the story and really deliver it to an audience. That was not possible at the time. So I am very grateful to the company for giving me the opportunity to return to my adaptation and create this two-part play, and very grateful too to Nick Hern for publishing it. It has been hugely rewarding for me to be able to extend and enrich my original work, to restructure and revise it and to build on what I learned the first time around. Amongst many other things, I have been able to take us all to the battle of Austerlitz, to give proper attention to Prince Andrei and to award more time to Pierre's challenging and ever-shifting philosophy. Returning to the novel, so many years on, I have found details and thoughts which I did not fully appreciate before. I daresay the same thing would happen if I were to read it again in another ten years’ time. The whole process has brought home to me, in a very personal way, what Tolstoy is so brilliant at capturing in his characters: that none of us ever remains the same, that our views and ideas will always evolve and that life is a constant revelation. I hope you enjoy the journey.


Helen Edmundson


London, 2008
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WAR AND PEACE


Part One


Acts One and Two










Characters


THE ATTENDANT


PIERRE BEZUHOV


COUNT ROSTOV


COUNTESS ROSTOV


NIKOLAI, their elder son


PETYA, their younger son


NATASHA, their daughter


SONYA, a niece of the Rostovs


PRINCE BOLKONSKY


ANDREI, his son


MARIA, his daughter


LISA, Prince Andrei’s wife


MADEMOISELLE BOURIENNE, Princess Maria’s French companion


ANNA PAVLOVNA SCHERER


PRINCE VASILI KURAGIN


ANATOLE, his son


HÉLÈNE, his daughter


GENERAL KUTUZOV, Commander-in-Chief of the Russian army


NAPOLEON BONAPARTE


DOLOHOV


BORIS DRUBETSKOY


PRINCE DOLGORUKOV


BILIBIN, an aide-de-camp


CAPTAIN TIMOHIN


OSSIP ALEXEYEVICH BAZDEYEV, a Freemason


Also various others, including party guests, priests, mourners, servants, Russian soldiers and aides, French soldiers and aides, a doctor and a nurse, Napoleon’s orderlies.










Prologue


A gallery in the Hermitage Palace, St Petersburg, 2007.


In one corner, on a wooden chair, an ATTENDANT is sitting, knitting. He has the hunched, worn air of many Russian men. A younger man – PIERRE – enters. He is wearing bright, fashionable clothes and has a camera around his neck. He looks about the room – up at the fantastic chandeliers and the windows, then at the pictures, in their huge gilt frames. He sees an upholstered, antique chair, and goes to it. He touches the velvety material, then sits.


ATTENDANT (in Russian). Don’t sit there. It’s forbidden. (In English.) It’s forbidden to sit there.


PIERRE (jumping up). Sorry.


He begins to look at the paintings in more detail.


ATTENDANT (standing and putting his coat on). We’re closing.


PIERRE. It’s not quite half past.


An announcement comes over a tannoy system, first in Russian, then in English, then in French: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, The Hermitage Gallery is now closed.’ The ATTENDANT doesn’t respond. He puts his knitting away in a carrier bag which displays a picture of a naked woman.


Who are all these men?


ATTENDANT. Officers in the war against Napoleon. 1805 – 1812. (Pointing across the room.) All our Russian generals are there – Kutuzov, Bagration, Barclay de Tolly. That’s Tsar Alexander.


PIERRE looks, then goes back to the smaller paintings of the officers.


PIERRE. These are remarkable. They’re all so similar.




ATTENDANT. The same artist. We’re closing.


He goes to the light switch.


PIERRE. And yet each man is there. Each character. Which is your favourite?


ATTENDANT. What’s that?


PIERRE. Which is your favourite one?


ATTENDANT (smiling bashfully). I love them all. I have been sitting here every day for many years. I know them all.


PIERRE. Why are some of them missing? Restoration?


ATTENDANT. No. They were the officers who took part in the failed revolution. The Decembrists.


PIERRE. I don’t know anything about that.


ATTENDANT. December, 1825. An uprising of officers and intellectuals against the new Tsar Nicholas. The leaders were hanged. Others were banished to Siberia. Portraits of offenders were removed.


PIERRE. You have to admire them. To raise your hand against all this…


ATTENDANT. We fight and fight for what we believe in. And because we believe in it we think it is right.


Music. Gradually through the scene, the characters of the play begin to filter into the room and inhabit it.


Your first time in St Petersburg?


PIERRE. Yes. My ancestors were Russian.


ATTENDANT. No one ever stops in here. Right now they all rush through, looking for the paintings recovered from the Nazis. Next year it will be something else. Yes, everything is always shifting, shifting. The lady of the court who once sat in that chair, would never have believed that her God, the Tsar would one day be torn from this palace and killed. The men in those missing paintings would never have believed that one day Stalin’s image would be wiped like a stain from the face of Russia. Go to the Literary Museum. Take a taxi, the bus is too democratic. Look at the statue of Gorki. A few years ago, that was a statue of Lenin – but they changed the moustache a little, added a lot of hair… We are all bound by time. Only the Lord is free.


PIERRE. You weren’t always an attendant, were you?


ATTENDANT. You are right, my friend.


PIERRE. Are you happy?


ATTENDANT. Yes, why not? It is warm in here, the canteen is good. My wife sells our knitting in the Metro at weekends. Why not happy? When I lie on my deathbed, will I think of Stalin, or Gorbachev or Putin? No. It is love which endures. Perhaps I will think of you though, because we talked unexpectedly today. I will think of you because you asked me which painting I like best.


The music rises. The characters, past and present, begin to move slowly forward, as if into battle. Suddenly one of them cries out – ‘Charge’ – and all rush forward with a mixture of aggression and fear. They disband.










ACT ONE


Scene One


Anna Pavlovna Scherer’s house, St Petersburg.


The GUESTS at her soirée divide into several liquid groups. PIERRE stands in the middle, looking about in anticipation like a child in a toy shop. PRINCE VASILI has a strong grasp on his arm. They have just arrived. ANNA PAVLOVNA SCHERER approaches.


ANNA. So, Prince Vasili, it seems that Genoa and Lucca are now no more than the private estates of Napoleon Bonaparte. If you persist in claiming that a war is avoidable then I shall not know you and you will no longer be a friend of mine, or my ‘faithful slave’ as you call yourself.


VASILI. Mercy on us, Anna Pavlovna, what a violent attack.


ANNA. But I see I am frightening you. Welcome, welcome to my little soirée. And who is this you have brought for me?


VASILI. Pierre Kirillich Bezuhov – my nephew on my late wife’s side.


ANNA. Ah, yes, of course. Monsieur Pierre.


VASILI. Pierre, may I present our esteemed hostess, Anna Pavlovna Scherer, confidante of the Dowager Empress and quite the cleverest woman in St Petersburg.


ANNA. Flatterer.


PIERRE. Very… Yes… Hello.


VASILI. Pierre has just returned from abroad where he has been completing his education.


ANNA. Indeed?


PIERRE. In Paris. I have been in Paris. And what you just said about a war with the French…




VASILI. He has been staying with me for a month now but has spent all his time carousing with my recalcitrant son. This is the first time he has set forth into society.


ANNA. Then I am especially glad that you have chosen to come and visit me.


PIERRE. I came because I thought Prince Andrei Bolkonsky might be here.


ANNA. Prince Andrei? Yes, I hope he will be joining us shortly. In the meantime, please come and meet ma tante. Although she is elderly she does so enjoy…


PIERRE. I’ve just… Excuse me.


He walks away towards a group where he has heard some interesting remarks.


ANNA. Well.


VASILI. Precisely.


ANNA. And to think that his father was a lion – the most handsome and charismatic man I ever met. I suppose one must be grateful that the boy is not quite comme il faut and cannot inherit.


VASILI. Au contraire. Now that his father is dying he is showing a great deal of interest in Pierre. He asks about him daily.


ANNA. But how extraordinary.


VASILI. And I have reason to believe…


A GUEST passes close by. They pause and smile until he is gone.


I have reason to believe that the Count has written to the Emperor asking that Pierre be made legitimate.


ANNA. Legitimate? But Prince Vasili, your inheritance.


VASILI. It may no longer be my inheritance.


ANNA. Mon cher ami.


VASILI. Pierre himself is not even aware of the situation.




ANNA. A letter has been written, you say, but has it been sent?


VASILI. That, I do not know.


ANNA. It is unthinkable. One of the largest estates in Russia. Forty thousand serfs. Millions of rubles. To think that it should fall into the hands of such a…


VASILI. A clown?


LISA (calling across the room). Annette, Annette, do come. The Vicomte has been telling us the terrible story about the murder of the Duc d’Enghien.


ANNA. Ah, yes. I am well acquainted with the details of that appalling tale. It does not surprise me in the least to learn that Bonaparte is capable of cold-blooded murder.


AUNT. And it was all because of a woman, you say?


VICOMTE. It was, Madame. I have it on good authority that Bonaparte and the Duc were enjoying the favours of the same lady. Whatever Bonaparte says now about the Duc’s political intentions, there is no doubt that he had him executed for reasons of jealousy and pride.


LISA. How shocking.


ANNA. It is too much! Surely the world cannot stand by any longer and condone the atrocities perpetrated by that Antichrist?


GUEST. Here, here!


ANNA. The only thing I have faith in now is that our fine and virtuous Emperor Alexander will step in where all the other sovereigns of Europe have failed. The Poles, the Prussians, the Italians – all have crumbled beneath Napoleon’s might. But Russia will triumph. 1805 will become a famous year – the year that Russia crushed the hydra of revolution and rid the world of the Corsican monster.


There is loud approval.


VASILI. Eloquently put, Annette.


PIERRE. But the execution of the Duc d’Enghien was a political necessity.


There is a stunned silence. Someone giggles.


ATTENDANT (announcing). Prince Andrei Bolkonsky.


PRINCE ANDREI enters. ANNA seizes upon him.


ANNA. Ah, Prince André, you are here at last. You know almost everyone, I’m sure. Your sweet wife, Lise, has been telling us how you think of enlisting for the war.


LISA. He doesn’t care about me, do you, André? He is leaving me quite alone in the country. Do tell them, mon cher.


ANDREI notices PIERRE.


ANDREI. Pierre!


PIERRE. Andrei.


They step to one side. The groups begin to talk again.


ANDREI. Pierre. Good Lord, what are you doing here?


PIERRE. I need to talk to you. Can I come to you for supper?


ANDREI. For supper? Absolutely not.


He smiles, and PIERRE understands that he is joking. They join the group around the VICOMTE.


VICOMTE. I do not mind admitting, ladies, that I fear for the future of my country. If Bonaparte remains on the throne another year, things will have gone too far. By intrigue and executions, French society will have been destroyed for ever.


ANNA. Have no fear, my dear Vicomte. The Emperor Alexander, having defeated the usurper, will allow the French people to choose their own form of government. Who can doubt that the whole nation, once delivered, will throw itself into the arms of its rightful king?


ANDREI. I’m afraid I agree with Monsieur le Vicomte. It would be difficult, if not impossible, to return to the old regime.


PIERRE. From what I heard in Paris, almost all the aristocracy has gone over to Bonaparte.




There is a frisson in the room. All look at the VICOMTE.


VICOMTE. Only a Bonapartist would say that. Although, since the murder of the Duc, I cannot believe even Bonaparte’s most ardent supporters regard him as a hero.


PIERRE. The execution of the Duc was a political necessity and I consider that Napoleon showed nobility of soul in not hesitating to carry it through.


ANNA. Dieu! Mon Dieu!


LISA. What, Monsieur Pierre, do you think murder a proof of nobility of soul?


AUNT. Capital!


VASILI. I’m sure that isn’t exactly what you mean, Pierre.


PIERRE. I say so because the Bourbons fled the revolution, leaving the people to anarchy. Napoleon alone was capable of quelling it and for the general good he could not stop short at the life of one man.


ANNA. Time for tea, I think.


PIERRE. Napoleon is great because he towered above the revolution. He suppressed its abuses, but fought to keep all that was good in it.


VASILI. Pierre…


PIERRE. The whole meaning of the revolution lay in the rights of man, in emancipation from prejudice, in liberty and equality.


VICOMTE. High-sounding words which have long been debased. The people wanted liberty but Bonaparte destroyed it!


PIERRE. The revolution was a grand fact!




Scene Two


The study, Andrei’s house, St Petersburg.


PIERRE’s idea of NAPOLEON BONAPARTE is standing in the shadows behind him. PIERRE is pacing the room, imitating NAPOLEON making a speech.


PIERRE. England’s day is over! They said la Manche could not be crossed – I have crossed it! They said that London would never fall – she has fallen to me! Mr Pitt, as a traitor to your country and the rights of man, I sentence you…


ANDREI enters. NAPOLEON disappears. PIERRE sits quickly.


ANDREI. Supper won’t be long.


PIERRE. Thank you.


ANDREI. Poor Anna Pavlovna. You certainly livened up the party.


PIERRE. I just want them all to understand. They don’t understand Napoleon at all. They don’t understand what he’s trying to do.


ANDREI. And what is he trying to do? In your opinion?


PIERRE. To create a single European state. One great, unshakeable Europe.


ANDREI. With himself as Emperor.


PIERRE. Yes, but…


ANDREI. And what if people don’t want to bow down before Napoleon? The people of Europe are rather attached to their own kings and emperors.


PIERRE. But don’t you see how liberating it would be? If people could just try to imagine… to think beyond… Europe would be stable. There would be no more wars. No need for boundaries…


ANDREI. They like their boundaries too.


PIERRE. But…




ANDREI. I don’t disagree with all that you’re saying. There is a great deal to admire in Napoleon, though I question whether one man can ever hold so much power without becoming corrupt.


PIERRE. But what if Napoleon is that man? If you could have been in Paris and heard the affection with which people spoke about him.


ANDREI. You will have to be careful, you know. There’ll come a point, very soon, when your opinions won’t only be unpopular, they’ll be tantamount to treason.


PIERRE. So you think war is inevitable?


ANDREI. Absolutely. The French are making rapid progress through Austria. The Austrians can’t hold out without our help. I think we will move our troops across the borders within the month.


PIERRE. And you will go with them?


ANDREI. Yes. I have already enlisted.


PIERRE. But you don’t really believe in this war – not in your heart.


ANDREI. I believe in it sufficiently to know that I can’t allow it to happen without being a part of it. Without proving to myself and everybody else what I…


ANDREI becomes aware that LISA is approaching.


PIERRE. What?


ANDREI. And besides, I have to go.


LISA enters.


LISA. Dear oh dear, Monsieur Pierre, what a contentious person you are.


PIERRE. I’m afraid I was just arguing again. I can’t work out why your husband wants to go to the war.


LISA. But that’s exactly what I say! I just can’t understand why men can’t survive without war. If it were left to women there would be nothing of the kind. You know, if he would only stay here, he is on the edge of a brilliant diplomatic career. Only today I heard a lady ask, ‘Is that the famous Prince André?’ I did really.


PIERRE notices the rigid expression on ANDREI’s face.


PIERRE. When do you think you will have to leave?


LISA. Oh, please don’t talk about that, I can’t bear it. On a whim, a mere whim, he is deserting me and shutting me up alone in the country.


ANDREI. You will not be alone. You will be with my father and sister. Maria will take care of you.


LISA. But I will not see any of my friends. And then, you know, André, I am frightened.


ANDREI. What are you frightened of, Lise? I don’t understand.


LISA (reproachfully). I must say… I must say you have changed. You have changed terribly.


ANDREI. Your doctor said you should go to bed earlier.


LISA. Why should I care if Monsieur Pierre is here? I have been wanting to ask you for a long time why you have changed towards me. What have I done? When we were first married you were the kindest husband I could have wished for. You longed for me. You hated it when I left the room…


PIERRE. Please don’t upset yourself, Princess. Perhaps I should…


ANDREI. No wait, Pierre. The Princess is so kind, she would not wish to deprive me of your company.


LISA. Oh, of course, we are thinking only of you again, never of me.


ANDREI. You are tired, Lise.


LISA. You treat me like an invalid or a child. You certainly weren’t like this six months ago.




ANDREI. Lise!


LISA (shocked into submission by his severity). Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu!


ANDREI. Bonsoir, Lise.


He rises and kisses her hand as if she were a stranger. She leaves. There is a long silence.


How is your father’s health now?


PIERRE. My father? He’s getting worse, I think. Andrei…


ANDREI. Never, never marry, my dear fellow. At least, don’t marry until you’ve stopped loving the woman of your choice and seen her as she really is.


PIERRE. But Princess Lisa is…


ANDREI. An excellent woman. Yes. Virtuous. Well-meaning. But what wouldn’t I give not to be married? I would never say this to anyone else, you understand?


PIERRE. Yes.


ANDREI. You talk of Bonaparte, but Bonaparte was free when he worked his way towards his goal. Commit yourself to marriage and, like a convict in irons, you lose all freedom. And all your aspirations, all the ability you feel within yourself, become nothing but a source of regret, a torture.


PIERRE. Andrei…


ANDREI. Drawing rooms, gossip, balls, that is the enchanted circle I move in now. I am setting off to take part in the most almighty war that Europe has ever seen and I know nothing and am fit for nothing. I am an amiable fellow with a caustic wit.


PIERRE. No. No, no. I won’t allow this, Andrei… I admire you more than anyone else I know. You are everything I am not. You have strength of mind, you have willpower. You could achieve anything you desire.


ANDREI. Once perhaps, but not now.




PIERRE. Look at me, then! If you are wasting your time, what am I doing? The bastard son of a wealthy man. Overeducated, penniless, half-blind. I dreamt of coming back and setting up a republic, I dreamt of spreading all that is great in Napoleon’s ideas.


ANDREI. You’re certainly doing that.


PIERRE. But it’s all I can do to get out of bed before one o’clock. It’s the truth. I spend all my time with Anatole Kuragin, getting drunk, chasing women. What would Napoleon think of that?


ANDREI. Pierre. Listen to me: you are the one live soul in all our circle of acquaintance. You’ll be all right no matter what because you are alive. Don’t waste it.


Pause.


PIERRE. Talking to you, I… Where would I be without you? You’re right. You’re always right. I was supposed to meet Anatole tonight but I won’t go.


ANDREI. Do I have your word of honour?


PIERRE. Yes. I’ll go home and I’ll start on my plans. And I won’t marry. I’ll never marry. And I won’t drink.


ANDREI. Be free for us both, Pierre.


Scene Three


The Rostov house, Moscow.


At first we are only aware of NATASHA, who is standing in the middle of the drawing room, singing. She is concentrating and seems serious and intense. A few moments later, however, she begins to laugh and cannot go on with the song. There is laughter all around her and we become aware of her family – COUNT and COUNTESS ROSTOV, NIKOLAI, PETYA and SONYA.


NATASHA. Petya! Petya was making me laugh.




COUNTESS. Do stop it, Petya. Stop it, all of you.


COUNT. Go on, go on, my little pet, it sounded splendid.


COUNTESS. Don’t spoil her, Ilya.


COUNT. What a voice! Her Italian teacher thinks we have a second Salomoni in our midst.


COUNTESS. If she puts on such a performance at her name-day party, she’ll disgrace us all.


NIKOLAI. Quite right.


NATASHA. Oh, I won’t laugh then, Mamma. I’ll be so serious.


COUNTESS. The eyes of all Moscow will be on you, Natasha Rostova, trying to decide if you are a young woman or a child still.


NIKOLAI. A child, definitely a child.


NATASHA. How can I be a child, Nikolai? I’m thirteen.


PETYA. You’re twelve.


NATASHA. I’m thirteen. At least I’m older than you.


COUNT. What a Cossack!


COUNTESS. Let’s stop this now. It’s clearly going to be a disaster.


NATASHA. No! No. No. I’ll do it. I’ll do it properly now, I promise.


All go quiet. She begins to sing again.


PETYA. La, la, la…


COUNTESS. Petya!


NATASHA manages to sing a few bars but then laughs again.


COUNT. Oh, Natasha.


NIKOLAI. We can sing a duet if you like, little sister.


NATASHA. No, no, I’m doing it on my own. (She suddenly holds up her doll.) I know: Mimi can do it.


COUNT. Splendid idea!


COUNTESS. No. No one will do it. I won’t have anyone making a fool of themselves.


NATASHA. But Mamma…


COUNTESS. No.


NATASHA. Papa?


COUNT. Well… Let’s see how you are feeling on the day, eh? See how mischievous you’re feeling.


COUNTESS. Time for bed, Petya.


PETYA. No, it’s not.


NIKOLAI. Are there a lot of people coming?


NATASHA. Of course there are.


COUNT. Everyone who is anyone, eh, Natasha?


COUNTESS. You know your father can’t resist inviting everyone he meets. The guest list is increasing by the day.


COUNT. Why do things by half? Especially for my little Cossack.


NIKOLAI. Will my uniform have come?


COUNTESS. Oh… I hadn’t thought…


She looks to SONYA.


SONYA. It’s coming on Thursday.


NIKOLAI. Good. That means Boris won’t be the only one who can show off.


PETYA. The Hussars is the best uniform!


NIKOLAI. That’s if we’re still here, of course.


COUNTESS. What do you mean?


NIKOLAI. We might have been called to our regiments.




NATASHA. You can’t miss my party. And Boris has to come. He’s going to dance with me.


PETYA. Boris. (He makes kissing noises.) Boris.


COUNTESS. Of course you’ll be here.


COUNT. I’m sure he will be.


COUNTESS. If they do call you, you’ll just have to say that you have a family party to attend.


NIKOLAI. I can’t do that.


NATASHA. You’ll have to. And so will Boris.


NIKOLAI. What if we declare war?


COUNTESS. War?


COUNT. Now, now.


COUNTESS. If we declare war, you won’t be going at all.


NIKOLAI. Mamma…


COUNT. No one is going to declare war.


SONYA. In St Petersburg they’re saying that war has already been declared. Cook told me.


COUNTESS. Don’t be so foolish, Sonya. Why do you listen to such idle gossip?


COUNT. That rumour has been going about for a long time, but no war has ever come along. Don’t worry now. Everything is going to go splendidly.


COUNTESS. Of course it is.


COUNT. And Natasha’s party will be a triumph. And she’ll get to dance with her Boris and her old father too, I hope.


COUNTESS. And Nikolai will look very smart in his uniform. All the young heiresses will be falling at his feet.


SONYA turns pale. NIKOLAI and NATASHA glance at her uneasily.


NIKOLAI. Mother, please… That’s hardly the point.




COUNTESS. We shall have you married in no time.


SONYA suddenly runs from the room.


NATASHA. Now look what you’ve done.


COUNTESS. Natasha!


NATASHA (running after her). Sonya, wait.


COUNT. Cossack!


Scene Four


The Rostov house, Moscow.


NATASHA enters a room which would appear to be empty but for the sound of sobbing. The source of the noise is SONYA, who is sitting in a corner. NATASHA runs to her and begins to cry too.


NATASHA. Sonya. Oh, Sonya, please don’t cry. Is it because Nikolai is going away?


SONYA. I do love Nikolai, Natasha…


NATASHA. I know you do.


SONYA. But your mother will never let us marry, because we are cousins.


NATASHA. Oh, Sonya…


SONYA. The Archbishop himself would have to say we could and it’s all impossible and I haven’t any fortune and your mother wants him to marry an… heiress.


NATASHA. But Nikolai loves you. He won’t marry an heiress.


SONYA (showing the piece of paper in her hand). He wrote these verses for me. They’re so beautiful, but if your mother saw them she would be angry. But I love her so much too. She’s the only mother I’ve ever known and she took me in when no one else wanted me.




NATASHA. Oh, my pet, my darling, don’t cry. Don’t you remember what we were saying, after supper the other evening? We decided how it will all be. You will marry Nikolai and I will marry Boris and we will all live in the same house.


SONYA. But Mamma…


NATASHA. Nikolai will tell Mamma that he is going to marry you and that’s all.


SONYA. Do you think so? Really and truly?


NATASHA. Really and truly.


SONYA. Oh, Natasha.


They embrace and laugh. There is the sound of footsteps.


NATASHA. He’s coming.


NATASHA darts away and hides as NIKOLAI enters.


NIKOLAI. What’s the matter? Why did you run away?


SONYA. Oh, it’s nothing. I was just being silly.


NIKOLAI (taking her hand). Was it because of what Mamma said? Sonya, how can you listen to her? You know you mean more to me than the whole world.


SONYA. You don’t have to say such things.


NIKOLAI. But I want to say them.


SONYA. Oh, Nikolai. Why do you have to go?


NIKOLAI. You know why. I have to be a soldier. I’ve tried at the university, you know I have, but I’m just not cut out for writing and discussing. And I’m no use at disguising my feelings. I need to do things. But I’ll be back. Before you know it. I’ll be back for you.


He draws her to him and kisses her on the lips. NATASHA emerges from her hiding place and watches with wide eyes.


NATASHA. Ooo, how delicious! ‘I’ll be back for you.’


NIKOLAI. Natasha!


She runs off and they chase her, laughing.




Scene Five


Prince Bolkonsky’s estate, Bald Hills.


MARIA stands in the doorway of the antechamber to her father’s study. She has an exercise book in her hand. Her features are strained and her breathing uneven. She crosses herself.


MARIA (whispering). Oh Lord, grant me courage and humility now and for ever more.


The ATTENDANT is sitting in the antechamber. He stands.


ATTENDANT. Good evening, Princess Maria.


MARIA. Good evening.


He stands aside, as she timidly enters the study. PRINCE BOLKONSKY is sitting at his lathe, turning the treadle with his embroidered silver boot. He glances at her but goes on with his work for several moments before stopping.


BOLKONSKY. Two minutes late.


MARIA. I’m sorry, Father. I was trying to finish all the questions, but…


He leaves the lathe and crosses to a table.


BOLKONSKY. Come here. Sit down.


She sits at the table. He takes the exercise book from her and checks her work.


Here you have written eight where you should have written eighty.


MARIA (rigid with nerves). Oh. Yes. Sorry.


BOLKONSKY. And what is this? What is this? How can this be forty degrees?


MARIA. I… I think I thought…


BOLKONSKY. The sum of the angles must equal what?


MARIA is breathing so heavily that she can hardly hear him.




Must equal what? Well, madam? The sum of the angles must equal what?


MARIA (stumbling over the word). Isosceles?


BOLKONSKY. Good God, the girl is an idiot!


He slams the book down on the table and paces the room. MARIA is close to tears. Once calmer, he returns and touches MARIA’s hair gently.


Well then. Well then. This won’t do. Eh? Take it. Correct it. Bring it to me tomorrow.


MARIA. Yes, Father.


BOLKONSKY. Mathematics is a most important subject. It will drive all the nonsense from your head. I won’t have you being a fool like the rest of your sex. Do you wish to be a fool?


MARIA. No, Father.


BOLKONSKY. Well then.


MARIA picks up the book and starts to leave.


Wait! I have had a letter from your brother.


MARIA (delighted). From Andrei?


BOLKONSKY. He is coming here and bringing his little wife to us. He has seen fit to join the army.


MARIA. The army? But…


BOLKONSKY. There will be preparations. Beds and such like.


MARIA. I will see to everything, Father.


BOLKONSKY. Hum. We shall be together, eh? Briefly.


MARIA. Yes. All together.


She smiles at him.


BOLKONSKY. Well, be off with you. Be off.


She leaves and hurries to the chapel.




Scene Six


The chapel, Bald Hills.


MARIA kneels before the altar.


MARIA. Andrei… Dear Lord, please take away all thoughts of war from the minds of men. Let us not forget the precepts of our divine Saviour who preached love and forgiveness of injuries. I walked through the estate this morning. I saw a line of conscripts on their way to the army. The men’s faces were blank but the mothers and wives and children were sobbing and clinging to them and falling to their knees in the dust on the road. I wept for them. To be torn away from everything they love. To be sent away to face hardship and dangers… Please keep them in Your care. Oh Lord, thank You for my peace. Thank You for my quiet corner. I sometimes feel I live in a convent, with all the privilege and none of the hardship. I am so unworthy of this life which You have blessed me with. Thank You for my father’s love. Help me to remember that everything he does he does for me. What more can I ask than to spend each day as I do now, in contemplation of the sublime principles which our divine Saviour left for our guidance here below?


For a moment we glimpse into MARIA’s subconscious mind. A MAN enters, indistinct, unknown. He approaches her. Touches her.


Help me to adhere to those principles and never let my mind seek to…


She almost gives in to her fantasy – one in which a MAN comes to love her and cherish her and take her away to a new life. But at the last moment she rejects the fantasy and the MAN leaves.


Oh Lord, forgive me. Thank You for my peace.




Scene Seven


Anatole’s rooms, St Petersburg.


PIERRE enters to find a room full of MEN. They are shouting, laughing, drinking, arguing. At the centre of one group, a bear cub tethered to a chain is being teased and goaded. One man – DOLOHOV – is standing on the sill of a large window, from which the frame has been wrenched out, looking down defiantly at the crowd. MEN shout up to him – ‘No holding on’, ‘I back him,’ etc. A tall handsome man – ANATOLE – sees PIERRE and embraces him clumsily.


ANATOLE. Pierre!


PIERRE. Anatole!


ANATOLE. You’re late. (He gives him a glass of wine.) I’d almost given up.


PIERRE. I went to a soirée with your father.


ANATOLE. A soirée? You’re not serious?


PIERRE. And I met Prince Andrei… Well… Then I promised him I wouldn’t come. But I was on my way home and I realised I’d already promised you I would come, and I made that promise first so…


ANATOLE. Shut up, Pierre. Get drunk.


PIERRE. No. I can’t drink. I promised…


ANATOLE. Just drink it.


ANATOLE makes PIERRE drink several glasses in succession.


DOLOHOV. I wager fifty imperials – fifty – that I will climb outside onto this window ledge, here, and drink a whole bottle of rum without taking it from my lips. If anyone else will do it after me, I’ll pay him one hundred imperials.


There is a roar of approbation. A YOUNG MAN goes to the window and looks down.


MAN. Oh-h-h, Mon Dieu.




DOLOHOV. Shut up!


MAN. We’re three floors up!


DOLOHOV pushes him away, violently. Then he climbs through the casement carefully and settles himself in a sitting position. He takes his hands away.


OLD MAN (rushing towards him). Get down, Dolohov, you’ll be killed!


ANATOLE (restraining him). Don’t touch him!


DOLOHOV. If anyone does that again, I’ll send him to his death.


DOLOHOV steadies himself and raises the bottle to his lips. PIERRE covers his eyes as everything goes into slow-motion. The CROWD clap and chant DOLOHOV’s name. The OLD MAN cannot look. PIERRE uncovers his eyes for a moment and DOLOHOV almost slips. PIERRE gasps. Suddenly it is all over. DOLOHOV stands and turns to face the room.


Empty!


There is a cry of ‘Bravo’. DOLOHOV jumps down and stands, frowning and silent. PIERRE dashes to the window.
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