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We speak of the centuries like 
Wednesdays and Thursdays.

We count off the centuries 
One by one 
Like so many pennies 
Dropping from a moist palm.



au verso 8

fs an attempt of the Diogenes Club to present fresh and new ideas to the 
College Community. Thus, It contains material from the Graduate Institute. 
It Is hoped that the Ideas presented within from graduates, and under
graduates as well, will enable these Isolated groups to enrich each other, 
to open their minds to these fresh Ideas. Certainly, we are all somewhat 
hard-headed and set In our ways: the graduate from whatever educational 
tradition tradition he may come, as well as the undergraduate, limited 
by the rather one-sided approach found In the St. John’s tradition. And 
yet, there arise new possibilities and enlarged vistas whenever we care
fully listen to the stories of others, stories that tell us of the person 
—of his role In the times of man.

This supplement, then, features some material from the Graduate Institute 
considered, due to its style, unsuitable for publication during the acade
mic year. Since the graduates received this art with praise. It Is all 
the more Imperative to publish this material. We should learn to appre
ciate other Ideas, no matter how foreign Is the tradition from which they 
come. And we should be willing to share what we ourselves have thought; 
even though It may lose some of Its meaning when expressed In the terms 
of a tradition foreign to the reader.

— Mark P. Habrel

This supplement Is published with the kind permission of executor Giselle 
Minoli, and with the assistance of Rani Kalita.

Graphics by Roberta Faulhaber, graduate, class of 1974.
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........  the more we demand of ourselves,
or the more our task at any time demands of us, 
the more dependent we are on meditation 
as a wellspring of energy,
as the ever-renewing concord of mind and soul.

— Hesse, The Glass Bead Game

by
Roberta Faulhaber Malloy
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1820-1827

The
Third
Epilogue
to Leo Tolstoy s

War And Peace

by
Margaret Sansom

I. Sonya takes care of the old 
countess. The countess rejects her, ^
A death room encounter. Sonya retreats. i 
Her emergence.

By the time the old Countess Ros
tov reached the age of sixty-three, 
she had essentially been dead for over 
ten years, only staying alive because 
her body stubbornly refused to cease 
functioning as was already true of her 
mind and spirit. During the last two 
years of her life, Sonya took care of 
her constantly to the extent that the 
family had to hire additional help for 
Nicholas and Mary's four children. 
Sonya could not say exactly why she 
had taken on the duty of caring for 
the countess when Belova suddenly 
left the household to live with one 
of her sisters, who was almost as deaf 
as she. In fact, Sonya seldom even 
thought about the "why’s" of her life; 
she merely acted as a part of the 
well-oiled machinery of the Bald Hills 
estate, faithfully performing a daily 
"routine" that was prescribed by the 
erratic whims of the old countess—a 
"routine" that could only be called 
one because it was certain that Sonya 
would never be able to anticipate 
what would be required of her next, 
other than complete attention to the 
bodily functions of the aging woman.

As the days passed, the countess 
began to sink furfher and further In
to a stupor, emerging only to inquire
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crankriy after her children and her husband, all of whom she came to be
lieve were still alive. She apparently based this irrational belief on 
the resemblance of her son Nicholas to the dead count as a young man and 
on the marked similarity of her grandchildren to her own in childhood. 
Often when she was in a semi-delirious state, Nicholas, at Mary’s request, 
would sit by her side listening to her rambling conversation and respond
ing quietly in an effort to soothe her.

Soon the only signs of life that sou Id be detected were the slight 
rise and fall of the quilt which covered her frail frame and a—at least 
to Sonya—disturbed and disturbing glance that the countess seemed to 
reserve exclusively for Sonya.

Suddenly, one morning as Sonya walked softly into the sitting room 
where the countess spent almost all of her time propped up on a lounge 
bed to ease her breathing, the old woman sat straight up, and gesturing 
wildly, screamed more loudly than anyone thought her capable, "Get out of 
my sight! I’m sick of your whining face. You wanted to ruin my Nicho
las’ life, but I wouldn't let you. Now I’ll not let you ruin mine. Get 
out! Get out! Get out! Get out!" She continued screaming those last 

words over and over again until Countess Mary and Nicholas came running 
into the room, foI lowed to the doorway by the children, who refused to 
come in and who stared in wide-eyed wonder at their grandmother and at 
Sonya, who hadn’t moved since the countess began her raving.

From that day until her death three weeks later, the old woman was 
absolutely silent and immobile, except on two occasions. Once, when the 
bewildered Sonya came into the room, she struggled to convey to the nurse 
that Sonya’s very presence troubled her. And the last time was on the 
day of her death. She had awakened in an extremely agitated state, strain
ing to move and searching wildly around the room with her eyes. Everyone 
had known for some time that the end was near—as a matter of fact, the 
last rites had been administered on the advice of the doctor the day af
ter she had forced Sonya to leave her room. Nicholas and Mary had sent 
for Natasha and Pierre, who came immediately from the Kief estates where 
they now spent most of their time, and for Vera and Berg, who sent word 
that they would be in Bald Hills as soon as their children recovered from 
a bout with the chicken pox. Consequently, the four persons present dui— 
ing the countess’ last day were Nicholas, Mary, Pierre, and Natasha, all
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of whom felt—for a reason that none of them could explain—that the old 
woman would not live to the end of the day and that she wanted to say 
something. All felt helpless In her presence; all tried talking with her, 
asking questions In the hope that they would discover what was so ob
viously bothering the countess so much. Nothing any of them said or did 
seemed to bring any comfort to her. The children were brought Into the 
room, but as their being there did not help and they were frightened, they 
were quickly allowed to leave. In the moment that the children were hur
rying from the drawing room, the countess looked toward the doorway; and 
in that moment. Countess Mary finally realized that indeed not all of the 
family was assembled. She quietly slipped away, crossed the hall, and 
entered Sonya’s room, where she found Sonya gazing distractedly out of 
the window as though contemplating something sadder by far than any
thing Imaginable. Sonya was not aware of Mary's having entered.

"Sonya," Mary whispered In the same low tone as she had been using 
In the death room.

She repeated, "Sonya," to which she still received no flicker of 
response.

At the third calling of her name, Sonya roused herself; and upon 
hearing what Mary wanted, rather reluctantly It seemed to Mary, rose and 
followed her across the hall and Into the room in which death was con
quering life. At the moment that Sonya crossed the threshold, the old 
countess visibly relaxed. She then made an effort to sit up, twisted 
her face into a pained expression that puzzled all In the room, and ut
tered but three words before falling back with her eyes closed. Those 
three words, which everyone—but really no one—understood, were, "Son
ya, I'm sorry."

"< The funeral, a simple one, was conducted three days later In the 
presence of all the members of the Bald Hills household. Because death 
had been expected for so long, none of the family members seemed ex
tremely upset—except Sonya—and this fact briefly perplexed the ser
vants. Sonya was unable to remain for the entire service; she broke 
down Into an almost angry sobbing; and she strode quickly back to the 
house and Into her room where she secluded herself for the next three



weeks, speaking In a monotone only when spoken to. After the first few 
days, the rest of the people at Bald Hills almost forgot that she was In 
the house unless they saw someone carrying trays from the kitchen to her 
room and back to the kitchen again.

Finally, Sonya emerged from her room and rejoined the family the day 
before the Countess Mary's name day. Natasha, who with Pierre had remain
ed at Bald Hills following the funeral, was the first person to notice ! ; 
that Sonya was not at all the same person who had submissively sacrificed 
herself for the countess, for Nicholas, for Mary, and for the children 
during the past years. As Natasha commented to Mary, "It’s not so much 
that I can tell exactly what the difference Is, but somehow Sonya doesn't 
seem to me to be—how can I say It?—well, quite so passive as I always 
think of her. Something has happened to her since Mamma died. Have you 
seen It, too?"

Countess Mary had not even considered Sonya more than In passing 
during the past two months, but Natasha's remark occurred to her at din
ner time when she looked down the length of the table and noticed what 
she thought was a look of longing on Sonya's face as she gazed at Nicho
las. "Oh, but that's ridiculous!" Mary told herself because she had 
long since ceased to view Sonya as any threat to her own happiness, es
pecially after Sonya had begun to spend most of her time with the old 
countess during the two years preceding her death. She also dismissed 
this thought because she was well aware of how unreasonably Jealous she 
became during each of her pregnancies, and she was just then in the be
ginning stages of her fifth pregnancy.

As the evening progressed, however, Mary became more and more dis
turbed by Sonya's quietly triumphant attitude, an attitude that was con
veyed, to everyone's discomfort and to everyone's bewilderment, more 
and more strongly with each passing moment. Mary finally arose from the 
table, saying that she had much left to attend to in preparation for the 
name day, even though this year because of the recent death In the family 
only the Immediate members of the family would be present.

Who can say why or how people come to a decision that results in a 
reversal of the previous pattern for their lives? Maybe in Sonya's case
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It was that the countess had released her from a sense of Indebtedness 
by her obvious coldness during her last few weeks of life and by her 
apology during her last few minutes of life. The "I’m sorry" had trig
gered a chain reaction, the end result of which Sonya did not dare to 
predict or even hope for; but she was aware of one Important and new 
factor In her life—she no longer felt bound to the Rostov household; 
she no longer felt that she was a part of the machinery; In fact, to 
put It differently, shenow "felt," and that was the most Important as
pect of her life at the moment.

What Mary had mistaken for longing In relationship to Nicholas was 
nothing more than an awakening longing for a life of her own that was not 
bound up In a hopeless situation with no future other than a peculiar 
sort of serfdom.

Early on the morning of Mary's name day, Sonya began her new life 
by quietly approaching Nicholas and doing something which she had not 
thought to do In many years; she asked for something exclusively for 
herself. And Nicholas, partly to assuage a guilt he had long felt In 
relationship to Sonya and partly out of surprise at the sheer novelty 
of the situation, agreed to Sonya's request. During the remainder of 
the day, Sonya radiated a calm, purposeful glow that gradually per
meated the entire household.

At the dinner celebration, Nicholas, who harboured serious doubts 
concerning the outcome of Sonya's venture, but who also perceived that 
she must proceed with her plans, announced to the family that Sonya was 
leaving Bald Hills to take up residence In the family homo In Peters
burg.

"But, Sonya, what will you do there?" exclaimed Natasha, to which 
Sonya smilingly replied with a small shrug of her shoulders and shake 
of her head. But one thing was evident to all assembled—Sonya was 
finally beginning to fulfill herself as a human being.
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2. Pierre, Nicholas, and young Nicholas In the study. Union
for the Public Welfare and reforms discussed. Pestel mentioned.
Pierre's Ideas.

Soon after the women had retired to discuss more thoroughly with 
Sonya what she was going to do and what to take with her and how she had 
arrived at her decision, Pierre and Nicholas, taking young Nicholas with 
them, went Into the study to discuss two things: the upcoming appoint
ment of 17 year old Nicholas Bolkonskl to the Palace Guards In Peters
burg and the recent move that Pierre had made In releasing his serfs on 
all of his extensive holdings.

Young Nicholas was the most Interested In the fact that he would 
soon be going to Petersburg, a city which he had previously visited only 
once very briefly the summer he was just fifteen. While the two men tal
ked of the merits of the Palace Guards during peacetime, Nicholas stared 
off Into space dreaming of the possible glory of rescuing the Emperor 
from some subversive group, of a grand review In honor of his daring ex
ploits, of the pride of his family In him, and of his rapid promotions 
to the rank of captain.

He was roused from his reveries by a familiar discussion between 
Nicholas and Pierre about the reforms that were necessary for the preser
vation of Russia. Pierre had been Intimately connected with the Union 
for the Public Welfare, one of the earliest secret societies. This par
ticular organization had had four primary goals: first, philanthropy, 
by which was meant that the members would try to further public and 
private beneficence, watching over charitable organizations already In 
existence and setting up new ones where possible; second, Intellectual 
and moral education, or enlightenment, wherein t^le members would esta
blish schools, promote art, literature, and poetry, spread the knowledge 
of the social sciences, and Inspire the youth with a love of all that 
was national; third, jurldlclal. In that all would expose all Injustices 
In public service and strengthen good practices In the tribunal branch 
of the government; and fourth, economical, where the members were obliged 
to promote Industries that would contribute to the national economy and 
oppose monopolies. Although the society Itself had disbanded In February 
of 1821, most of the members were still active In one or another of Its
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numerous off-shoots. Pierre, who had also been affiliated with the Free
masonry movement, which had been forbidden In April of 1822, was now 
associated with the Southern Society of Salvation, whose leader was Paul 
Peste1.

"And Pestel Is even younger than we, Nicholas, but he wields much 
Influence. I am disturbed, however, by some of his views. Just the ot
her day, Nikita Mouravleff, who Is first member of the directory of the 
Northern society, said of him (and it Is too true!), "Each enjoys his 
own opinion In the society of the North; in that of the South on the con
trary, If I am well Informed, nobody dares contradict Pestel; the major
ity of votes would be, therefore, only the expression of his single will."

"But what Is that will of which he speaks?" Nicholas Inquired.

"Well," Pierre began slowly, "the over-all plan of the societies Is 
to frame a constitution, distribute copies of It among all classes of 
Russia, and by exciting an Insurrection, organize the government along 
new lines. Pestel Is In conflict with most of the members because he 
favors annihilating the entire royal family. He claims that proposing 
a republican government Is nonsense because the Imperial family would 
never accept any but absolute power. Fortunately, from my point of view, 
at present his Ideas are favored by a comparatively small minority.
There Is danger, though, that many of the younger officers and nobles 
may be swayed to his position. He Is a very persuasive man."

"Can't you see how dangerous these secret societies are for Rus
sia? Why, and insurrection could spread to all parts of Russia and 
ruin us all! Just remember how the serfs that Andrew freed at Bogu- 
charovo behaved toward my Mary at the time Napoleon was heading toward 
Moscow. You watch that your serfs don't react the same—or rather your 
former serfs—way In the event of a general revolt I" During the latter 
portion of his speech, Nicholas paced the room, as though the very mem
ory of the incidents at Bogucharovo had the power to incite him to some 
type of action once again.

"You may be right, but I don't think so. There have been no signs 
at my Kief estates of any revolt since I freed the slaves there last 
year. And In Estonia and Livonia where the serfs were freed without any
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land at all five or six years ago, the more industrious of the peasants 
have become expert farmers and are beginning to acquire property of their 
own, while the rest have become paid laborers."

"And how Is land to be distributed if Pestel has his way? Will he 
Insist that all be given over to everyone in common?" queried Nicholas 
in a tone that suggested disgust with the entire idea.

"My understanding of his plan is that there would be two identical 
portions of land in each district. One would be common land and would 
belong collectively to the entire community and be used to obtain the 
necessities of life for all citizens without exception. Private land 
will belong to either the State or to private persons who will own It in 
complete freedom and will have the right to do whatever they will with 
it. In this way everyone will have a natural right to the necessities 
of life while those who are willing to work will be able to have pro
perty In order to create luxuries for themselves. I think that the 
private property owners such as you and I would be granted a propor
tion of the land in relation to the percentage we now hold."

At this point, young Nicholas, who had been listening attentively, 
jumped to his feet and exclaimed, "Uncle Pierre, why couldn't I do as 
you and free the serfs at my Ryazan estates? It would be on a smaller 
scale, but I would like to accomplish what you and my father did, too."

Pierre seemed perplexed at the enthusiasm of the young man, for
getting that he, too, had reacted in much the same way to abstract ideas 
when he was that age. Nicholas, however, shook his head and calmly re
minded the boy. "You aren't even in possession of your estates yet.
You must wait until the guardianship is over before you can do anything. 
Be patient." While saying this, Nicholas was convinced that the boy 
would forget his enthusiasm for reform by the time he came of age.

"At any rate, Pierre, I hope that you are right about the fact that 
there won't be any serf revolts," Nicholas continued as though there had 
been no interruption. "I just don't understand how they'll be able to 
survive without direct and strong supervision such as I have here at 
Bald Hills. And another thing that upsets me is this absurd idea of 
regicide. Russia has a great tradition of imperial rule. Why should
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we change now?'*

"That aspect of Pestel's plans bothers me, too. At the most, I think 
that we might have to exile the royal family, just as the French did Na
poleon; but outright murder Is not reasonable. If It comes to the point 
that the society of the South dominates the plans, I will leave and con
tinue to work for reforms on my own. I think that there are many others 
who would follow my example."

"That course would be more sensible than subjecting yourself to the 
decisions of others," Nicholas commented.

"Yes, you may be correct; however, one cannot escape from the fact 
that his life Is Inextricably bound up In the life of every other person. 
What you do affects me as much as you and vice versa; therefore, what Is 
done by my friends In the society will Inevitably affect me."

With a confused expression, Nicholas said, "Sometimes I can't under
stand you."

Well, I suppose that there are times when even I don't understand 
myself," Pierre admitted with a slight frown.

By the end of the evening, Pierre had not convinced Nicholas of the 
necessity of all the reforms he had in mind—freedom for the peasantry, 
a republican form of government, and a new code of justice—; but Nicho
las had achieved, contrary to what he had said, an even greater under
standing of his brother-in-law than he had ever had before, even though 
he did not agree with his point of view. Too, Nicholas felt a strange 
sense of apprehension concerning the secret societies and Pierre's In
volvement In them, but he promptly dismissed this feeling as nonsense.
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3. Countess Mary’s w!thd^d?p^H. Loss of the baby. Nicholas’s
solution.

In the mid-summer of 1823, the Countess Mary began to experience 
difficulty with her pregnancy, something which she could not understand 
since each of her other four confinements had passed with virtually no 
complications, no unpleasantness, no worry. By the first part of Septem
ber, Mary’s normal serenity was deeply upset; and the entire household 
had begun to sense that more was amiss than merely her physical well-being

Her diary, which she had formerly so freely shared with Nicholas 
and which she now refused to allow anyone else to read, was filled with 

^I'crational misgivings:

’’August 28. Today my baby died. 1 am empty; my life is ending.”'

’’September 4. The doctor tried to tell me today that my baby Is 
still alive; but I know he’s lying to me. Why does he want to lie?” , ,

"September• 10. The baby kicked me today. Oh, thank you, God.’”

"September II. Nicholasi^was so kind to me, but 1 know that he really 
doesn’t care. He doesn’t want this baby.”

Nicholas, in the meantime, was concerned beyond the bounds of rea
son.. He sensed that Mary was retreating from him, withdrawing into a 
world of her own; and all of his efforts to recall her to him ended in 
frustration for him. In desperation, he Invited the best doctors tn 
Petersburg and Moscow to Bald Hills to attend to his ailing wife; but . 
nothing any of them did, none of the vile draughts they gave Mary and 
which she submissively took, and no reassurances they uttered seemed 
to make the slightest difference in Mary’s health or attitude.

As September passed, Mary withdrew more and more completely to the 
extent that she seldom spoke, she ignored her children, she often failed 
to eat her meals, she wrote for hours in her Jealously-guarded diary, 
she gazed mournfully at Nicholas on those few occasions when she even 
deigned to recognize his presence, and, eventually, she began di l.lber- 
ately to disregard the admonitions which were heaped upon her by the 

doctors.

On a windy October 12, 1823, Mary's fifth child was still-born;......
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but Mary herself did not appear to realize that she had undergone labour 
and that the child had been delivered. It was as If the child had died 
long before that moment, as If the event had occurred months ago for 
Mary, as If she had long since reconciled herself to the fact that 
death had triumpjifed over her body and her mind.

Nicholas had been reassured by the cadre of doctors that once the 
child was born his wife would most certainly return to normal, that she 
was merely suffering from a rather cormion pre^blrth depression ; however, 
Mary's depression. Instead of lessening, deepened; and as It did so Ni
cholas's desperation and frustration Increased. He began to behave so 
erratic®Iiy thahthe serfs on even the most remote section of the estate 
became aware that their master was deeply tf'oebled..

In his grief over the loss of his wife, Nicholas eventually wlth- 
drev/ from those around his to almost the same extent as Mary had. Where 
before he displayed an Inordinate amount of consideration for his serfs, 
now he seemed Indifferent; where once he rode away from the house almost 
dally to wa+ch the plowing or to Inspect a new piece of machinery or to 
exchange pleasantries with all on the estate, now he seldom left that 
wing of the house which contained the master bedroom suite; where pre
viously he had been vitally concerned about every aspect of the manage
ment of the estate, now he merely uttered lackldalslcal replies to any 
Inquiries from his stewards; where once he spent many hours every evening 
with his children, now he completely left the care of them to the tutors 
and governesses. Essentially, the thing that preserved order on the es
tate during this period of time was the enormous respect that the serfs 
had acquired for their master over the years and the efficiency of those 
people appointed by Nicholas fo assist him In the management of the af
fairs of Bald Hills.

As the weeks passed, Nicholas searched more and more frantically 
for a way to save his wife, at the same time saving his own life. The 
doctors, he had decided, did not know what they were talking about; 
and he summarily ordered them out of his house. They left without a 
complaint after collecting their fees; for they were almost as frus
trated as was Nicholas because none of their "cures" seemed to have any 
effect on their patient. In the end, during a period of hopeless des-
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pendency, Nicholas turned to the consuming solace of his wife's life, 
religion. He Implored the priest to help his Mary and to help him.
The priest, who had been patiently waiting for Nicholas to acknowledge 
the power of the church, gladly came to the house dally to conduct de
votional services and to pray for the deliverance of Mary's soul from 
the evil that enveloped It. But even the earnest ministrations of the 
Father KosInskI were to no avail.

As he stood gazing out the -window of Mary's sitting room, Nicholas 
felt that his strength was at an end and that nothing he had done or 
could do would repair the wound that he felt. Unconclous that he was 
doing so, he watched the flight of a small bird as It soared over the 
barn, swooped down toward a group of playing children, sailed across the 
the roof-tops of the peasants' homes, and finally came to rest on the 
steeple of the church. Unaware that his mind had related that small 
creature's wandering light to his own frantic searching for a solution 
to his problem and unaware that he wa uttering the culmination of that 
search, Nicholas cried out, "Oh, God, help mel Help me! My wife! My 
wife! My wife! Without her, there Is nothing...nothing!"

And In his acceptance of his own Inadequacy and of a power outside, 
ifVot of, himself, Nicholas now felt a fulfillment of himself—as though 
a vacuum In him had been vanquished.

Nicholas's acceptance of the Source of Mary's former Inner strength 
was enhanced within the week when his wife began to show definite signs 
of a renewed desire for life. Granted, those signs were barely discerni
ble to any but those people the most closely associated with Mary; none
theless, those Indications did exist. Mary began to take notice of the 
world around her In an almost childlike manner, pointing silently to a 
particularly beautiful red and gold sunset, smiling as young Andrew passed 
by In the hallway one morning, and eating all of her dinner with obvious 
enjorment.

As Nicholas explained to Mary a few months later during the christen
ing of Dureyovitch's latest son for whom the count was godfather*, ?l 
am complete now. At last I can be entirely at one with you and you, too, 
with me." And Mary understood though she could not completely recollect

130



r

what had happened during the fall and early winter months of 1823.

*ln Russia, the godfather has absolute responsibility for any of his 
godchildren In the event of the death of the parents.
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4. Sonja In Petersburg. Denisov visits. Pierre and Nicholas 
discuss secret societies. Dolokhov mentioned.
When Sonja left Bald HI I Isa In August of 1823, she felt a sense 

of lightness thar Had eluded‘her since her girlhood. With Nicholas's 
permission, she had moved Into the old BolkonskI home and had begun to 
re-shape her life. While she was not Independent of the Rostov family, 
she no longer felt obligated to live with the family, to serve the fa
mily, or to look upon herself only In light of her relationship to the 
family. Sonja had no clear Idea of what she was going to do with her
self once she reached Petersburg, but she knew that her life was hers 
and that any decisions concerning her activities she would make.

By chance, Denisov arrived In Bald Hills just a few days before 
Sonja left. During that brief Interval, he noticed without anyone's 
calling it to his attention, that Sonja was somehow radiant and differ
ent. He offered to escort her to Petersburg, even though that would 
have meant that he would have to cut short his Intended vist with Ni
cholas. Sonja, realizing that Denisov seldom roused himself to travel 
to the country, declined; and Denisov, while relieved, was curiously 
disappointed.

When Sonja finally reached-the Petersburg house, she set about 
ordering the furnishings for her rooms and for the sitting room. Since 
she had never known what It was to possess much, she did not desire mufeh; 
but as the rearrangement of the furnishings progressed swiftly under 
her direction, she discovered a small degree of the pleasure of Influ
encing the household according to her will, rather than merely following 
the Inclinations of another person.

Because she had packed In some haste. It was inevitable that she 
would forget some of her belongings that had been In boragevfon’incatt56f 
the years at Bald Hills. Upon discovering a need for a tea set to place 
on one of the sideboards In the sitting room, she dispatched a letter 
to Nicholas and Mary requesting that they send to her one of''‘the Rostov 
samovars that had been prom Ised to her at one time by the old count.
The samovar was not In use and Mary did not care for Its rather plain 
design, so It was readily agreed that Sonja should receive it. Denisov, 
who was present when the discussion concerning the samovar took place.
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volunteered to deliver any packages they desired to send to Sonja.
He had planned to leave the next day, but Mary prevailed upon him to 
stay at least one more day since there were many other Items that she 
and Nicholas were not using and wished to send to Sonja. Mary and Nata
sha, who had not yet returned to Kief, scurried about the house collect
ing various treasures, with Natasha recommending this set of linens in 
preference to that because she remembered Sonja's tastes from their 
childhood days. The final result was that Nicholas was forced to send 
a separate carriage 41th Denisov in order that all of the household lux
uries the two women had decided to send could be transported.

Sonja, who had not expected'-to receive anything more than one tea 
set, was delighted when Denisov arrived one cool September morning, having, 

of course, sent a note around the evening before to discover when It 
would be convenient for Sonja to receive him. As Sonja unpacked the crates, 
Denisov noticed what to him seemed to be completely out of character, 
that she was animated and alive; In short, alive. It was his puzzlement 
at the transformation in Sonja that drew him back to spend evening after 
evening in her company. The two of them became a couple in the eyes of 
the Petersburg society, yet neither of them harboured any romantic 
thoughts about the other. In fact, their relationship gradually evolve^ 

into one of comfortableness—comfortableness in that neither felt it 
necessary to entertain the other, though at times Denisov did attend 
one or another of the social events to which he was eternally being 
invited; and on those occasions, Sonja accompanied him, spending most 
of the evening in a secluded corner knitting and talking with some of 
the more matronly women in the assemblage. While not exactly the center 
of every conversation, Sonja was always looked to with respect by those 
around her; and her opinion seemed to be important in each conversation.

When young Nicholas Bolkonskl came to Petersburg to join the Palace 
Guards, he made what he considered a duty call on Sonja; and he found, 
to his amazement, that-,^ had actually enjoyed the evening spent in 
the company of Sonja, whom he had previously considered devoid of per
sonality, and Denisov, whose sense of humor he had never really under
stood before. Nicholas returred on a regular basis for many more quiet 
evenings than one would have expected when recalling the pleasures •.
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and excitements to which he was being exposed for the first time In his 
young life.

Sonja had been in Petersburg eight months when Pierre found it ne
cessary to be In Petersburg for a series of meetings concerning the so
cieties of the North and South. At the first opportunity, Sonja invited 
Pierre to what she had come to think of as her house for an evening of 
conversation. Nicholas was present, for It was his regular evening to 
join Sonja and Denisov for dinner. It happened that this particular 
evening followed directly on the heels of the final meeting which Pierre 
attended in connection with'the refcxmatlon of Russian society and, co
incidentally, the first such meeting that Nich6las had attended. Con
sequently, much of the conversation centered around the aims of the so
cieties, the personalities of the leaders, the controversial demands of 
Paul Pestel, and the possibilities of reconciling the views of the North 
with those of the South. Nicholas, as Is often true of newly-won con
verts to an Idea, was the most enthusiastic and vocal of the participants 
In the conversation.

"You must see. Uncle Pierre, that Pestel Is right, that the aims 
of the Northern society are too limited. To obtain a republican govern
ment with fhe royal family still at the head is to obtain little more 
than nothing. Alexander will merely veto any measure that would be for 
the good of the people or that might endanger his or the nobility's po
sitions in the least bit," Nicholas proclaimed.

"That may well be; however, I cannot reconcile that point of view 
with my own personal ideals. I cannot simply ignore the precepts of 
Freemasonry and those ideas that I learned from Platon Karataev. While 
I agree that action is necessary, I do not feel that the murder of any 
human being can be justified and still maintain a principle of good.
I've said before that I would agree to exile, but never will I condone 
killing. Besides, I'm rot too certain that some of the thoughts circu
lating today concerning Pestel aren't true—that he has designs of be
coming the new Napolean," Pierre maintained, while pacing from one end 
of the room to the other.

"But how can you just abandon all tbe-.-!Work you have been doing toward
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the end of reforming Russian society for all of these years? I was told 
this evening that you were one of the original founders of the Union for 
the Public Welfare In 1817, and I know that you have worked consistently 
tooard the goals of the society. I remember any number of talks that 
you and Uncle Nicholas have had at Bald Hills," Nicholas, not exactly 
to the point, questioned.

"Then you must remember that this Is not the first time that I have 
expressed a dislike for some of the violent methods that were proposed 
and discussed with approval at the meeting last night. I have seen 
enough violence; I leave that to the young," Pierre rather hastily replied, 
as though he were completely finished with the topic and without consi
dering the weight his words would carry with young Nicholas, who regarded 
the last sentence as a tacit approval of his own Involvement In the plots 
of the organization.

Abruptly changing the subject, Nicholas mentioned that he had met 
a Captain Dolokhov at the meeting after Pierre'- had departed. "He said 
that he knew you both," Nicholas said to Denisov and Pierre.

"Yes," Denisov replied. "But what is he doing Involved with the 
^ociety for Salvation? The last 1 heard of him, he had been removed 
from the service for having been Involved In another of those infernal 
duels. His second was so bad—he had been demoted three times before 
that—that the general could see no other recourse."

"It's true that he was expelled from the Guards for the very rea- 
son you mentioned. He was so resentful that he has joined us In our 
endeavors to bring about changes for all," said Nicholas, who had not 
only accepted everything that Dolokhev, had said at face value, but who 
had also formed a degree of admiration for the man, whose exploits through
out the Napoleonic Wars were well known.

Pierre, who had remained silent throughout the discussion between 
Denisov and Nicholas concerning his onertlme friend, 
something as he peered distractedly over his spectacles"*at the floral 
arrangement on the tea table. His only comment was a quizzical, "I 
wonder?"
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5. Short history behind the Decembrist revolt. Summary of the
order of events on December 26, 1825.

As is true of all historical events, the circumstances leading up 
to the revolt of the Palace Guards in the late morning and early after
noon of December 26, 1825 (later called the Decembrist, or Dekabrist, 
Revolt) are complex and varied.

The leadership of the Northern Society for Salvation consisted pri
marily of Conrad Ryleieff, a^iilterary figure who was described as the 
most firm and prudent of the leaders; Prince Eugene Obolenski, a lieute
nant in the imperial guard who was the most impassioned and fiery; Prince 
Sergius Troubetshoi, the newly appointed military govenor of Kief who 
was the most important in some respects because of his connections 
through friendships and relations to the royal family; Micholas Turgenev, 
whose main interest was in the emancipation of the serfs; and Nikita 
Mouravieff, who was the original leader of the society and who favored 
a constitution styled after the English constitutional monarchy.

Though these five men were for the most part relatively moderate 
in their plans, some of the auxilliary members of the organization were 
not. Captain Alexander lakougovitch was so vengeful that upon hearing 
of the death of Alexander I, the man whom he wanted to assassinate per
sonally, he rushed into the apartment of Ryleieff shouting, "The emperor 
is dead; your other conspirators have taken from me my prey," under the 
mistaken impression that Alexander had not died a natural death, but in
stead at the hands of the Southern conspirators. And Peter Kakhofski, 
a retired lieutenant, was equally blood-thirsty and laughed at the 
scruples of such men as Ryleieff who was aide-de-camp to Duke Alexander 
of l^rtemburg.

Paul Ivanovich Pestel, the dictator of the Southern society, which 
had as its base of operations the town of Viatka where Pestel was the 
colonel in charge of the infantry regiment, felt that whatever had to be 
done to insure success was justified. Pestel was, as a matter of fact, 
held In a little contempt by his Petersburg conterparts—to the point 
that Ryleieff once said of him, "He is an ambitious, designing man; a 
Buonaparte, not a Washington." Pestel, however, cared little for the 
opinions of others and welcomed whatever aid came his way; he even Joined
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forces with some of the Polish malcontents, a fact that caused even a 
little more distrust of his motives among the Northern faction of the so- 
cIety.

During the two years prior to the events of December 26, the so
ciety had more or less drifted along, not actually making any concrete 
plans for a revolt that was to tal^e place at some vague time In the 
future (possibly May of 1826). Instead the leaders spent much wasted 
effott feeling out various military men trying to ascertain exactly how 
much support they might be able to count upon In case of an uprising.
As close to any definite plan for action as either faction had come was 
that Pestel, whose regiment was alternately on duty at Touitchina and 
Vlatka, had been sowing seeds of discontent among his troops. He had 
planned to arrest Count de Wittgenstein, the commander-In-chIef of the 
headquarters of the second army at Touitchina, when his own regiment en
tered there on January I, 1826. All the generals and colonels not of 
the conspiracy, with the exception of de Wittgenstein because of his 
extreme popularity among the troops, were to be put to the sword. The 
army would next march on Kief and arrest the cammander of the first ar
my. The next step In Pestel’s plan was threefold: first, there would 
be be a proclamation of the downfall of the emperor; second, Poland 
would take up arms; and third, other provinces would revolt.

Whether or not Pestel’s plan would have worked Is certainly open 
to conjecture as Its success presupposed unlimited good fortune In se
curing the trust and support of the soldiers of the first and second 
arml«6, of the Polish regiments, and of the residents of the various 
Baltic provinces.

Fate, however, whether for the good or the bad. Intervened In the 
form of the death of Alexander I on December I, 1825, as a result of 
typhus and In the consequent confusion over the succession to the throne.

Three years earlier, on January 26, 1822, Constantine, who was next 
In line for the throne, being the next eldest brother In the family, had 
written two letter* to Alexander requesting that the right of sovereignty

*The first of these letters appears In the Appendix. The second Is merely 
a confirmation of the first.

137



be +ransfered to his younger brother Nicholas. This request, In light 
of Constantine’s rather limited monarchical qualities, his rude and 
barbarous temper, and his ability to recognize his own shortcomings, 
Alexander I granted his brother in a manifesto* dated August 28, 1823.
The correspondence between the two brothers and the manifesto were placed 
In a packet, sealed with the imperial seal,‘*end placed in the charge of 
the Council of the Empire with the notation in Alexander’s hand; "to be 
kept by the council of the empire until I order otherwise. In the event 
of my death, this packet to be opened at an extraordinary sitting, before 
proceeding to any other business." The information that Constantine had 
refused the right of primogeniture was not made public, and this fact 
was the cause of confusion In the Russian empire from the time that the 
news of Alexander’s death reached Petersburg on December 8 untlI De
cember 26, 1825.

Nicholas compounded the confusion when he refused to acknowledge 
Constantine’s renunciation of the throne and swore allegiance to his 
brother. "I am not emperor and wish not to become so to the detriment 
of my elder brother. If, maintaining his renunciation, the Grand-Duke 
Constantine persists in making this sacrifice of his rights, then, and 
then only, I will exercise mine, by an acceptance of the throne." Nicho
las Informed his brother of his Intention to support him; but Constan
tine stood firm in his conviction that he was not suited to be sovereign, 
at which point Nicholas threatened to leave Russia. Constantine then 
assured Nicholas that he had acquired a taste for domestic life, that the 
constralni^ of the court had always been odious to him, and that he did 
not desire to have to endure the transacting of civil and political af
fairs. In the same packet with this assurance was a repetition of his 
abdication, which stated, "All the circumstances of my present condition 
combine to strengthen my resolution to adhere to my former renunciation; 
which will prove to Europe and to the world the former sincerity of my 
sentiments."

At this point, Nicholas was finally convinced that he woirld not be 
usurping the powers of his brother and decided to accept the oath of 
fidelity from his subjects.

*The second document In the Appendix.



During this three week period, the public was not kept Informed of 
the progress of the negotiations between Constantine and Nicholas. Con- 
sequewiily, among members of the Northern society there were suggestions 
that the tsar should be forced to nominate a liberal ministry under 
SperanskI* and N.S. Mordvinov, who would convene the great council of 
the empire to decide a new form of government.

On the 24th and the 25th of December, the members of the plot 
spent many hours at Rylei eft’s house, during which time It was decided 
that the perfect opportunity had arrived for the overthrow of the 
tsarist government. It was also decided to await the day when the oath 
of allegiance was to be sworn to Nicholas, at which time the troops 
would be Incited to refuse to grant their fidelity on the basis that the 
renunciation of the crown by Constantine was a false attempt at usurpa
tion by Nicholas. Colonel Prince Troubetskol was to be in charge of the 
troops, who would march to Isaac Square In froRt of the Senate House In 
an attempt to intimidate the senate. The hope was that the senate would 
force Nicholas to consent to a convocation of deputies from the provinces 
who would choose a sovereign and establish a representative government. 
Naturally, In the Interim the members of the movement would be chosen 
to head a provisional government.

It was at the final meetings of the society that Ryleieff finally 
consented to the idea of regicide as a prerequisite for the success of 
their enterprise. For this purpose he chose KakhofshI, embracing him 
and uttering, "Dear friend! You alone amongst us are solitary upon 
earth**; you ought to sacrifice yourself for the society; rid us, then, 
of the emperor."

On the evening of the 25th, the conspirators received the informa
tion that the oath was to be administered the following morning at seven 
o'clock. All officers In the guard were sent to their regiments to at
tempt to foment discontent among their men, to shake their confidence in 
the government, and to persuade them to refuse the oath.

*PrevIously mentioned In Book Six.
**Peter KakhofskI was unmarried.
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The next morning, while the Senate, the Holy Synod, and lesser 
authorities were engaged in taking the oath to Nicholas I, the intrirf 
guers were circulating among the second, third, fifth, and sixth regiments 
exhorting the troops, making such comments as "They are deceiving us; 
the Grand-Duke Constantine has not refused the throne," and "The Emperor 
Constantine loves our rigiment, and will increase its pay. Down with 
all those who are unfaithful to himi" Many soldiers were impressed and 
followed their officers to Isaac Square to shout, "Long live the Emperor 
Constantine!"—a chant that soon became "Constantine and Constitution!"

By one in the afternoon the stage had been set for what was to be 
known as a slightly ignoble initiation for the reign of Nicholas I. The 
final outcome of the day would now depend on a variety of complex elements: 
the will of the conspirators; the actions of Nicholas; the commands of 
Count Michael Andrelovitch Miloradovltch, the ^venor-generaI of Peters
burg; and the whims of the soldiers, in the square. The end of the ac- 
casion would be a composite of all the people and circumstances involved 
with the movement of chance determining how the sequence of events would 
mesh with the moods of the f>articipants either to effect the overthrow 
of the tsars of Russia or to produce a victory of the imperial powers 
over (as the moment was resolved) an overly-optimistic group of insur
gents.

Nicholas, informed of the conduct of the state of revolt among many 
companies of the guard, decided that he should show himself to his troops. 
Embracing his wife, Alexander Foedorovna, and entrusting the life of his 
eight-year-old- son to the principal bodyguard of the palace, Nicholas 
marched with a batallion of faithful troops to the Senate House.

Anxious to avoid the bloodshed of any of his subjects, Nicholas re
quested that the govenor-general address the rebels in an attempt to 
recall them to their duty, and in so doing unwittingly signed a death 
warrant for the count. Count Miloradovltch, confident of his personal 
safety on the basis of his past dealings with the soldiers, rode toward 
the front line of the troops. Obolenski struck at Miloradovltch with 
his bayonet, frightening his horse; but it was left to the cruel KakhofS?- 
ski to mortally wound him with a gunshot at close range when his back 
was turned. As he was carried away from the square. Miloradovltch was
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heard to exclaim with more than a small touch of Irony, "Could I have 
believed that the hand of a Russian would give me my death wound!"

Even after the shot rang out which mortally wounded Mlloradovitch, 
the emperor was yet reluctant to resort to violence to squelch the revolt; 
and shortly after his younger Jjrother the Grand-Duke Michael arrived at 
the square with reinforcements, Nicholas decided to resort to the call 
of religion to calm the rebels. To this end, he asked the 70 year old 
archbishop of Petersburg to appear before the mob, which responded by In

sulting the feeble, trembling prelate. ^

Nicholas, who knew many of the members of the conspiracy and who 
also knew that most of the soldiers had little or no hand In the plan
ning of the affair, was finally forced to assent to the firing upon the 
crowd by the fact that the hour was late and to let the revolt extend 
beyond darkness would be foolish mllltarlfy since the longer the conflict 
lasted the greater the possibility of the rebels gaining strength. The | 

cannons were summoned; the crowd was admonished to surrender; and the 
first shot was discharged so as to do little damage. When the rebels 
laughed mockingly at the first firing, the Grand-Duke Michael ordered 
the firing to commence with serious Intent to kl11. In the meantime, |

Nicholas rallied his troops, crying out, "My children, you see a band of 
misguided men In rebellion against their sovereign. Under the pretence 
of pr^ervlng inviolate the oath they have taken to the GraridtOUke'^n^an— ■ 
tine, they are harbouring evil designs. I count upon you: — I am sure you | 
will not fall me! I depend upon you; you will do your duty. You I know 
well; but for those rebels yonder, I know them not." On the second dis
charge, the rebels began to disperse, carrying the crowd of curiosity- 
seeking on-lookers backwards with them. In all ten discharges thot were * 
fired, killing an estimated 200 persons, many ^soldiers and some civilians, | 

who were there either out of curiosity or from the hope of pillage If j
a conflagration did erupt. J

By six o’clock, the emperor had returned to his wife and was on the 1 

way to visit the death bed of the most famous victim 6f the day’s revolt, ■ 
Mlloradovitch, feeling safe In the assumption that the revolt had been m 

successfully quelled. ■
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By six o'clock, took all signs of the revolt In the square had been 
disposed of by cutting holes in the ice covering the waters of the Neva 
and casting the bodies into the river. Only scattered blood stains re

mained on the stone paving.

And by six o'clock, all of the conspirators, but one, had retired 
to their homes to vent their rage and apprehension in aimless, angry 
discussions. Prince Trougetshoi, however, at the first sign of the re
volt had hurried to the military office in fromt of the Winter Palace 
to take the oath to Nicholas in order to divert suspicion from himself, 
then had taken refuge In his sister's house. Later that night he was 
persuaded to surrender his sword to the emperor after his house had 
been raided and papers seized which implicated him and all of his best 
friends. When faced with the emperor, he fell to his knees and pled 
for his life and for mercy, to which Nicholas replied, "Tt is granted.
Sit down and write to the princess (Troubetshoi's wife): I will dictate 
the letter." Apprehensively taking pen in hand, the Prince wrote as 
directed: "I am well; and my life will be spared."

As a result of previous knowledge of who the leaders of the secret 
societies were and as a result of the valuable information gleaned from 
the papers taken from Troubetskoi's house, by six o'clock the following 
evening of December 27, most of the leaders of the revolt were residing 
in the dungeons of the fortress of Petersburg.

In the meantime, in the South Paul Pestel had been arrested the 
day before the Decembrist Revolt as a result of the betrayal of his Jan
uary I plans by one of his officers who had begun to feel a sense of 
remorse. One of the conspirators, Major-General Prince Sergius Volkonski, 
managed to obtain an interview with Pestel after he had been imprisoned 
during which Pestel assured him, "Fear not. Provided my Russian Code* 
be not in their hands, we shall perhaps escape this danger; I am not a 
man to make any revelation."

Sergius Mouravieff-Apostol, a lieutenant-colonel In the first army 
who had long been involved in the plot, received information that he,

t

*Poste!^S'^pf^nddfor the overthow of the government and the formation of 
a new government, which he would head, were spelled out in this series 
of documents. These were found and used as evidence against all of the 
conspirators.
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too, was to be arrested; and taking about a thousand men with him, 
Mouravieff fled from the pursuing Imperial armies until he was finally 

catured near Belala-Tserkoff.

Thus, rather Ignominlously, ended the Decembrist Revolt of December 

1825 and January 1826.



6. A brief explanation of why the Decembrist Revolt failed.

In the cycle of history, to every movement or idea comes Its time.
Its moment of prominence and glory, its fruition. But it is not to the 
Judgement of man to determine when that moment might have arrived. Es
sentially, the moment for the overthrow of tsarist government in Russia 
had not yet arrived; for if it had, Speranski held out the promise that, 
"You must win first; then everyone will be with you," when he was ap
proached concerning the possibilities of his heading a provisional go
vernment in cooperation with the conspirators.

Even so, to the conspirators in the Decembrist Revolt belong sever
al distinctions.

To eonra^j-iRyleieff belongs the distinction of having had the clear
est premonition that the time was not yet ripe in the statement he made 
upon being condemned to be hanged (an unusual punishment in that the 
death penalty had not been meted out in Russia since 1740):

"The zeal of my patriotism and my love for my country may have de
ceived me, but as my actions have been guided by no personal interest orr 
ambition, I die without fear.

"I knew beforehand that this enterprise would be my destruction, 
but I could not any longer endure the sight of my country under the yoke 
of despotism: the seed which I have#sown will germinate erelong, and bring 
forth fruit."

To the Decembrists also belongs the distinction of being the fore
runners, the torch-bearers, the sacrificial lambs of the liberal, re
volutionary tradition of Russia of the remainder of the nineteenth cen
tury.

And to the insurrectionists belongs the distinction of having failed 
in an enterprise for which a large portion of the populace felt a sym
pathy. Had the movement shown any signs of success, the troops that re
mained loyal to the emperor might easily have transferred their allegiance 
to the cause of freedom. However, traditionally people are more than 
a little reluctant to change their institutions without some guarantee 
that what will be built from the ruins will better their lot. In addi
tion, change is not a phenomena of overnight popularity; and it was in
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this respect that the conspiracy failed, for no foundation had been pro
perly laid to encourage sufficient segments of the population to Join 
the surge toward the constitutional govenment that the plotters felt was 
necessary for the preservation and progress of Russia.
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7. Nicholas and Dolokhov. Preparations for the revolt. Nicholas’s
thoughts and actions at Isaac Square. . His last minutes.

On the evening of the 25th of December 1825, Nicholas Bolkonskl, 
who had been ill for the past three days, was relaxing In the barracks 
of the 5th regiment of the Imperial guards when Dolokhov, who for some 
Inexplicable, but never questioned, reason seemed to have complete free
dom to come and go as he pleased among the palace guards, entered. N14 
cholas had been unable to attend any of the meetings he knew were being 
held at Ryle left’s house; consequently, he had been dependent upon his 
friend Dolokhov for Information concerning the progress of the plans 
for what Nicholas thought of as the reformation of the government.

During the past year Nicholas had begun to feel a bond bordering on 
hero-worship with Dolokhov, whom he had met at the March, 1824, meeting 
of the leaders of the North and South societies. That bond was based 
partially on Nicholas's unreasoned admiration for the well-known exploits 
of Dolokhov during the Napoleonic Wars, in Persia, and In the mutiny of 
the Semenovsky regiment In 1820 and partially on the fact that Dolokhov 
knew Pierre, the one man that Nicholas admired almost as much as his 
father, and that he had fought In some of the same battles as had his 
father.

"Tomorrow is the day," Dolokhov said rather curtly.

"What Is happening? Where are we meeting?" Nicholas eagerly 
quizzed him.

Dolokhov briefly explained the plans to refuse to grant the oath 
of allegiance to the emperor. All during the explanation, Nicholas 
vltually danced around the room as disjointed throughts danced through 
his young mind:

"Now, finally my chance has come! My father would approve. After 
all, he freed his serfs and that Is the aim of the reformation. Uncle 
Pierre...welI, he was a leader of the society until he moved to Kief.
And he, too, freed his serfs. And I wl11 when I come of age. Only one 
more year. Oh, but, by then they’ll all be freed anyway so I won’t have 
to do anything about that. We just have to be successful. We will bee 
cause our cause is so just. Nicholas must see the truth to our efforts
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and grant freedom to all the people. I*m so proud to be with Dolokhov 
and Ryleieff and all the rest In this. Our concepts will revolutionize 
Russia. Our names will be famous. They must. They just have to, else 

why bother?"

As young Bolkonskl’s comrades came Into the barracks, he enthu
siastically recommended that they join him the next morning to march on 
the Senate House. Dolokhov, who was supposed to be persuading the sol
diers to revolt, realized that Nicholas’s blithely optimistic attitude 
would recruit more bodies than his own rather distant approach; therefore, 
he leaned back In a chair with his feet propped upon a table, while a m 
smile that never quite reached his eyes appeared on his lips, as If to 
say that he had done his part; now the rest was up to Nicholas.

Throughout the barracks sounds of laughter resounded as the light
hearted young soldiers listened to the Impassioned ideas of the plotters 
inviting them to join the revolt. Muted cries of "Hurrah for Constantine!" 

were mingled with the same shouts for Nicholas, but none of the men be
came Involved In any heated disagreements over the merits of one Grand- 
Duke as opposed to the other. Calm discussions ensued comparing the at
titudes of the two possible sovereigns, but no one became too distenbed 
by any of the comments of his friends even If those comments were not 
In complete agreement with his own Ideas. A spirit of conviviality 
reigned In the barracks of the Palace Guards the night of December 25,
1825, as the calm before the devastating storm of the following afternoon.

Nicholas, on the other hand, was personally In a state of great agi
tation; he could not seem to stay In one place for any longer than a 
few minutes at one time so he bounced from one barracks to another. If 
the soldiers In one regiment did not agree with his notion of how essen
tia T the revolt was, he moved In to another without really spending much 
time trying to convince any particular person to join the cause;a6f*er 
all, he had convinced most of the soldiers In his own regiment to march 
with him already. Also, he felt that somehow when the moment came for 
the troops to march on Isaac Square, everyone In the guards would recog
nize the justice of the undertaking and join In. As a result of his state 
of nervous excitement, Nicholas was unable to sleep during the entire night; 
rather, he spent the hours before dawn preparing his uniform and gear for
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the impending occasion.

Promptly at 6:30 a.m., Nicholas appeared on the parade ground before 
the barracks to join his regiment, all of whom had spent as much time 
in preparation for the march on the Senate House as Nicholas had. Every 
soldier assembled was as clean and his uniform as precise as though they 
were ready for a formal ball rather than for an informal revolt.

"I can't believe that the time is finally here for me to act upon 
my beliefs. But..'.what if I'm wounded? What if I am killed? Oh, no, 
that's impossible! There won't be any shooting. How can the Senate re
sist our demands? No! There's no danger. After all , none of the
troops would fire on us; we’re their brothers.......... Yes, this shail be
one of the first bloodless revolutions in the history of mankind!" 

thought Nicholas naively.

At that point, Nicholas’s reverie was broken by the command from 
Captain-Prince Chtchepine Rostofski to replace the customary wooden 
blocks with flints and to load their guns. As the soldiers were scurry
ing back into the'barracks to obey’Rostof skfs commands, Major-General 
Baron Frederichs, commander of the regiment, appraoched, whereupon Chtche
pine cried, "1 no longer recognize the general," while drawing his sword 
to accost Frederichs. After disposing of the general ChtchepTne and his 
brother Alexander attacked the commander of the brigade of the guard, 
beating him to the ground in a bloody heap.

Nicholas emerged from the barracks with his gun prepared for bat
tle, but his mind was in a complete uproar. Never in the year and a 
half he had been in the guards had he been confronted with the reality 
of violence. Now he had just witnessed the brutal beating of two men 
by the officers of the regiment. His thoughts were as tumultuous as 
the march from the barracks to the open space before the Senate House.

"This isn't what I thought would happen. But...well, maybe I didn’t 
think about the situation enough. Uncle Pierre would approve, wouldn’t 
he? Or would he? Oh, but my father, who died because he was so glori
ously wounded in the defense of'his country would tell me--if he were
here—that what I am doing is right........ I’m so confused I really don't
know what I’m thinking....! just didn’t think—that’s it! didn’t think—
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things would be like this. Is this glorious? LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR 
CONSTANTINE!!! Where’s Dolokhov? He’ll tell me what to do! Where Is 

he? He should be here.”

The troops milled around the square for over two hours, Intermit
tently shouting, ’’Hurrah for Constantine!” while an astonished populace 
gathered around them In an attempt to discover what was happening.
Soon soldiers and civilians were mingling among one another as a cold 
wind blew Ic/ drafts off the snowdrifts around the edges of the square.

Suddenly, Nicholas sensed an aura of tension. He peened around to 
see what was causing the problem Just In time to see the Grand-Duke (now 
fenperor) Nicholas enter the square on horseback, surrounded by portions 
of young Bolkonskl’s own regiment who had remained loyal to the tsar.
Even as the emperor rode to the Senate House, dismounted, and entered, 
he carried on brief conversations with many of the 2000 soldiers assembled 

there to oppose his coronation.

It seemed to Nicholas that the emperor’s remarks, ’’You have mistaken 
your way; your place Is there with the traitors,” were directed speci
fically toward himself; and he began to harbour doubts about the efficacy 
of the enterprise on which he had embarked, especially since he could 
not find anyone who could help him puzzle out what was occuri^ng.

’’Where Is Dolokhov?” he wondered once again. ”He could tell me 

that we’re right, couldn’t he?”

The next two hours whirled by for Nicholas as he was caught up in 
the excitement of the moment and In the cobwebs of his own mental pro

cesses.

As ’’Hurrah for Constantine!” and ’’Hurrah for Constitution!” echoed 
time and a®ln around the square, Nicholas looked up at the emperor. At 
that very moment. It seemed to Nicholas that the Grand-Duke glanced down 
at him with a slightly melancholy frown, a frown that Nicholas was at 
a loss to understand In his present frame of mind, but which seemed to 
resemble that of a parent whose child Is causing him pain and sorrow.

Just then Nicholas heard re-newed shouts coming from his left, and 
he turned away from the emperor’s piercing frown. Count Mlloradovitch 
was approaching the front line of the soldiers, sitting erect and proud
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In his saddle. He paused for a moment before beginning to speak, but 
his words were drowned out by shouts of "Constantine and Constitution!" 
With a slight shrug of his shoulders and a perceptibly saddened counte
nance, Miloradovitch turned his back upon the assembled troops; and as 
he did so, Peter kakhofski pulled a pistol and shot him in the back.

Nicholas impulsively started toward the count; but the instant that 
he saw the blood spurting from the wound, his knees weakened and his 
stomach churned, halting him where he stood.

"No! No! No! This isn't the way! This isn't the way!" Nicholas 
screamed to himself. "There's something wrong, terribly wrong, about 
this. I don't know why I am so repulsed. What is causing this turmoil
in me? Mary?........ Mary, that's right! Mary. Yes, of course, she would
be upset. Oh, but, why should I care about what she thinks; after all, 
she doesn't understand any of this. Or maybe she does?—How can I ever 
live up to my’convict ions if I fall to pieces at something like this?
That was, anyway, just a representative of the emperor, who would stop 
us. I needn't feel....feel?........Oh, my God, help me!"

No sooner had Nicholas completed his appeal for help than the first 
sporadic shooting broke out on the square, but it quickly halted with 
the appearance of the archbishop of Petersburg on the roof of the Senate 
building. Instead of shooting, the sounds of insulting shouts dominated 
the square so that no one could do anything more than attempt to read 
the lips of the trembling 70-year-old religious authority who was obvi
ously trying to invoke the soldiers toward peace with the symbol of the 
cross he held aloft. At the sight of the cross, as if in answer to his 
appeal, all of the agitation Nicholas had felt miraculously disappeared; 
he was at peace with himself and with the world. He could no more have 
explained this new sensation within himseff than he could have told any
one what God looked like; instead he felt, not knew, peace. As he con
tinued to gaze at the swaying symbol of sacrifice, he was suddenly aware 
that no more than ten feet from the archbishop stood a familiar figure.

"Can it be? No? Dolokhov!" he whispered incredulously to himself. 
And Dolokhov, noticing Nicholas's gaze fixed upon his face, nodded curtly 
coldly, as if in ironical acknowledgement of his stance with the opposi
tion.



The time period from the shot that felled Mlloradovltch to the trans- 
fprmatlon Nicholas felt could only have been a few minutes; but Nicholas 
was certain that at least an hour had passed. It was at this point that 
the Initiative for the occasion passed from the hands of the rebels to 
those of the royal family In the person of the emperor and his brother 
Michael; for the cannons were now brought forward, and what the rebels 
had begun In violence, the emperor now prepared to end In violence.

When the first shot rang out, Nicholas was frozen on the spot for 
just an Instant; however, when he saw one of his best friends In the re
giment, a lad two years younger than he whom he had persuaded to join 
the revolt, fall with the second grape shot, Nicholas quickly regained 
his presence of mind. He rushed to Peter Ivanovich’s side, calling to 
his comrades as he ran, "Leave'. Leave! There's no use In staying. Leave! 
Get out! Please! His words of warning were not necessary, as most of the 
troops, who ^ad laughed when the first shot was fired, had begun to panic 
at the sight of their comrades falling with the second discharge. The 
main problem, though, was that the mass of humanity packed Into the rela
tively small area of IsaaciSquare could not get out of one another's way 
In order to escape the Indiscriminate, merciless slaughter of the cannons.

"Oh, my God! I am responsible for this. It was 1 who convinced 
my regiment to come here today. I must get Peter out of here. I must 
save him," Nicholas censured himself.

As he picked up the slim, dark-haired boy, the fifth shot of the 
ten that were fired that fateful day exploded] ust behind Nicholas, 
knocking him on top of the be- y of Peter. With great effort, Nicholas 
rolled over onto his back, not even aware that he had been wounded—only 
aware that his body was not responding as he knew It usually did. He 
experienced no panic, no pain, as he lay there In the middle of the square 
whileceinon fire burst all around him.

A stillness pervaded Nicholas, and he felt as though he were not 
lying on the cold, hard cobblestones—Instead he was floating on that 
fluffy, pure, white cloud that was sailing across the brilliantly blue 
sky. As the cloud slowly, but Inexorably, hid the sun, Nicholas murmured 
softly, "Oh, Father!"



8. Pierre arrested. Learns of Decembrist Revolt In Kief. Taken
to Petersburg. Sonja and Denisov visit Pierre In prison. Guilt
over Nicholas’s death. Sunrise. Story of the time saver. Kakhof-
skl’s reaction.

Though the Bezukhov household knew of Pestel's arrest, they had no 
knowledge of the events of December 26 In Petersburg on that crisp, clear 
January morning that Captain Andreovltch Boulanskl aod his men rode through 
the gate and down the snow-^coveredUan&^f H’he• Kfef estate.

Petya, his chubby little legs churning as rapidly as possible, 
burst Into the room where his mother was seated discussing elaborate 
plans for Pierre's name day a few weeks hende.

"Mamma'. Mamma'. Look outside'. The soldiers are coming!"

Natasha, who had had an uneasy feeling since the date the news of 
the arrests of the Southern society leaders was first made public, moved 
quickly out of the sitting room and down the hallway to the front door.

The column of soldiers that was slowly approafchipg the house had 
not gone unnoticed by the workers on the estate; as a matter of fact, 
almost every doorway In sight was crowded with people. All of the work
ers, too, were gaping at the procession, which was being followed down 
the lane by shouting children and barking dogs.

The nearer the column came, the more Natasha's sense of foreboding 
Increased to the point that she was not the least surprised when the cap
tain loudly announced, "We have come for the Count Pierre Bezukhov. Is 
he home?"

"When he left this morning, he mentioned that he was going to check 
one of the new buildings at the hospital," Natasha replied, all the while 
wondering whether or not Pierre had seen the column of soldiers as it had 
approached the house.

Her question was answered almost Immediately In the person of Pierre 
himself, riding into the stables, dismounting, and striding purposefully 
toward the group assembled at the entrance to his home. From the ex
pression on his face, Natasha knew that Pierre was certain that he under
stood why the troops had appeared at his doorstep; nonetheless, he be
trayed no hint of nervousness as he Inquired politely, "How may I assist
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you. Captain?”

"Count, I have with me a warrant for your arrest, " Boulanski 
matter-of-f act Iy stated.

"On what charges, may i ask?"

"I have only come to arrest you. You will be given the charges at 
headquarters in Kief," the captain responded. "Will you prepare yourself 
for the trip, sir?"

Pierre glanced at Natasha, who was clinging tightly to her small 
son, before 4lowly nodding his head. "Yes, of course," he replied in a 
tone that suggested that the captain's question had been unnecessary.

Throughout the short exchange, Natasha had leaned against the door 
frame, clutching Petya to her side, looking as if she were determined 
that no harm was going to come to any of her family if she had any in
fluence over the course of events. Now, as Pierre indicated that he was 
willing to leave with the soldiers, Natasha, like a lioness, sprang into 
action to protect Pierre.

"But you can't take my husband! He has done nothing! He has been 
here with us, his family, continually for the past year," she asserted 
firmly and a little too loudly. Then, as an after-thought, she added, 
"The only time that we have left has been to go to my brother's at Bald 
Hills outside of Smilensk."

Pierre, who had never quite adjusted to his wife's ferocity when
ever one of the pride and joys of her life was under attack, ascended 
the steps, took Natasha gently by the arm, and with the single word 
"Come," led her into the house.

After the door was closed, the soldiers were not quite certain of 
what to do with themselves. The captain, who had risen from the ranks, 
hesitated briefly before ordering his troops to dismount.

The Bezukhov estates, normally of a rather tranquil atmosphere, was 
transformed into a bee hive of activity: children scampered everywhere 
admiring the brilliant uniforms of the soldiers; dogs darted in and out 
amid the horses' legs; horses shied away from all the activity; and in 
the middle of the entire menagerie stood the soldiers, the sun reflecting
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off the double row of brass buttons down the front of their Jackets.

Five minutes dragged by before Pierre appeared in the doorway to re
quest that he be given at least an hour fo which to make the necessary 
arrangements for his absence. After readiiy assenting because Bezukhov 
was a count, the captain wondered what he and his men were to do during 
that hour; but the men were aiready responding to the eager questions 
of the small children, to the flirtations of the numerous entrancing 
young ladies, and to the offers of tea from the matrons of the estate.

Returning inside, Pierre calmly summoned his chief steward, Joseph 
Duneyovitch, to discuss the management of the estate during his absence, 
which he fully expected would be of no more than a few days duration.
He knew, however, that his arrest was somehow related to the arrest of 
Pestel. (Had he but known, the truth was that the man who claimed that 
he was not one for revelations had named practically anyone who had ever 
had even the most remote connection with the Northern and Southern socie
ties in the hope of saving his own life.) Pierre naively believed that 
since he had had no connection with any of the secret societies during 
the past year, he would have only to explain; and he would most assuredly 
be released in—at most—a few days.

Natasha, for no reason that she could explain, was much more realis
tic in her assessment of the situation; and she set about having the staff 
pack enough clothing to last Pierre for an extended stay in custody. While 
maintaining a composed exterior and while selecting which items to include 
In the trunks, Natasha’s mind was In a dazed fog.

’’Pierre. How long will they hold him? He hasn’t done anything.
How can they dare to arrest him? Why? I don’t understand. They had only 
to check with anyone here to know that he was not involved in that silly 
plot of Pestel’s.” Never once did Natasha’s face betray any sign of her 
inner turmoil; and never once did Natasha’s thoughts reveal anything but 
concern for her husband—not concern for herself or for the children, ex
cept as their fates were related to that of Pierre.

Presently, Pierre joined Natasha in the sitting room adjoining their 
two bedrooms. Upon seeing Pierre’s quiet strength, Natasha, who was not 
given to crying, burst into tears. This completely disconcerted Pierre
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as nothing else had that morning, for he had not seen, his wife cry except- ' 
out of Joyousness sine© the death of her mother.

"Well, at least where I’m going there won't be any temptation...," 
he began in an affectionately teasing tone in an attempt to stem the flow 
of tears. ;

"Don't. Not now," Natasha gulped. "Where are they taking you?"

"To Kief."

"But for how long?" And without waiting for an answer, she added,
"I've packed plenty of warm clothing for you; you know how easily you 
become ill."

Pierre felt helpless in the face of his wife's distractedness; but 
at the same time, he felt an especial tenderness because he knew that her 
agitation was a reflection of her love for him. He embraced her because 
It was the only thing he could do, and she clung fiercely to him.

"Couldn't we move to Kief with you? We could stay at the Red Coach.
Inn and..."

"No. No. That's out of the question. It will only be a few days, 
then I'll be home again. I've arranged to take Michael with me, and he'll 
return every night. We can send letters that way," said Pierre, who had 
decided to take Michael in a moment of unusual practicality.

"But...What if....?" She stopped with a pained expression on her
face.

"Go on."

"No, it wasn't important."

They were interrupted by a quiet tapping at the door.

"Come. The carriage must be out front. I must go now. And no more 
tears. I’ll be home within the week," Pierre assured Natasha, who felt 
not the least bit assured.

As the couple descended the wide staircase, their four children crowded 
around them pelting their father with questions: "Why do the soldiers want 
you?" "Have you don anything wrong?" "When will you be back. Papa?" "May
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I go? May I go with you, please?" Because all the children were talking 
at once, Pierre could not possibly answer any of their questions; so he 
shook his head and gathered each child in turn into his arms for a hug 
and set each back down onto the floor without saying a word.

When Pierre appeared In the doorway. Captain BoulanskI appeared re
lieved; for he had begun to have second thoughts about staying outside 
while his intended prisoner m^^ht attempt to escape and hide on the grounds 
of the large estate. In a strictly formal manner, the captain bowed slightly 
to the count and queried politely, "Sir, you are ready now, are you not?"

Perceiving Pierre’s slow nod, he ordered his troops to mount and form 
up, a command to which they responded promptly.

Pierre and Natasha silently turned to one another; looked Into each 
other's eyes, and smiled. In that moment Pierre realized once more the 
depths of his love for Natasha and of hers for him; and as they walked 
down the steps, Pierre knew how lucky a man he really was.

Climbing into the coach, Pierre reluctantly disengaged Natasha’s 
haiid from, his own. It was fortunate that he had done so; for almost as 
soon as the carriage door shut, the captain ordered the column to proceed 
on the short trip Iw Kief.

Natasha stood absolutely still, watching the rear of the carriage 
until It was completely out of sight; then she walked quickly into the 
house, up the blue-carpeted staircase, and into Pierre’s bedroom.

"You’ll not cry again. There’s no need. And what good would crying 
do anyway? Look how calm Pierre was. And he will be back in a few days.

He shall!" All of these things Natasha told herself as though she were 
talking to one of her children who had run to her crying abciut a hurt suf
fered In a tumble.

Having thus reassured herself, Natasha walked calmly over to the bed, 
sat down on the edge, and burst into tears for the second time that day.

For Pierre, the trip to Kief was relatively short and pleasant, for 
the captain rode alongside the carriage; and the two men parried on a iong 
conversation about the campaign against Napoleon on his march toward Mos
cow in 1812. The captain had been, at that time, a lad of 18 participating
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In his first battle action at Borodino.

Just as the column entered Kief, the captain chanced to remark, ’’You 
know, one of my most vivid memories of that day was a gentleman from Moscow 
In an outlandish—or at least It was out of place on the battlefield—cos
tume. I can remember that costume as though it were yesterday; the man 
wore a greee c<^at and a ridiculous tall white hat."

Pierre almost interrupted the captain at this point, but thought 
better of It—maybe because he sensed that the captain really wanted to 
say Something more, something that he felt ddeply.

"It may seem strange to remember something as silly as that, but do 
you know that It was the sight of that man, who was so out of place amidst 
our battery, that calmed me down when I wanted to run from the battle. I 
lost sight of him shortly after the shooting started, but 1*11 never for
get what his presence meant to me."

And before Pierre could, even had he wanted to do so, affirm that he 
was probably the very same man to whom the captain was referring, the car
riage drew to a halt in front of a large stone building that faced upon 
a small square. As he alit, Pierre particularly noticed the trees and ir
relevantly thought to himself, "Those trees are so gnarled and old, they 
seem to have been here thousands of years."

As he entered the building, Pierre felt for the first time a sense 
of panic and an apprehension about his future. He didn't know why he felt 
uneasy, but the inescapable fact was that he did. He quite reasonably dis
missed the feeling as unreasonable; and, towering above his military es
corts, entered the office of the commander of the first army. Count de 
Sacken.

The general rose to his full height as Pierre came into the room, 
and with a cold stare and a hostile voice, invited the count to be seated.

"But why does this man hate me? I've never even seen him before," 
Pierre immediately thought.

"I have just received word that your comrades In this...this...."
The general was In such a rage that he could barely stammer out the words. 
"Crime against all of Russia, have murdered one of the greatest men of our 
times!"
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"Crime? Murder? Whert- are you saying? I know nothing about any mur
der," Pierre whispered in a tone that he could not believe his ears, stunned 
by what he considered such unwarranted vehemence.

"Don’t pretend you know nothing! We have evidence from one of your 
leaders, Pestel himself," de Sacken raged.

Pierre, who was usually a man of great patience, began to anger as 
the general strode wildly around the room, waving his arms and shouting 
almost incoherently about Petersburg and revolution.

"Sir!" Pierre called out, pulling himself out of the chair and rising 
to his full height.

The general stopped in mid-sentence and looked up at the gentleman 
whose height and bulk dominated the room.

Pierre proceeded quietly after gaining the general's attention, "If 
you please, I would like an explanation. I assure you that I do not un
derstand what you are saying."

"Well, all right. If you Insist that you don't know." Saying this, 
the general went to his desk, fumbled through an untidy stack of papers, 
and, withdrawing four pages from the pile, tossed them contemptuously 
toward Pierre. Count de Sacken continued to pace around the small office 
as-Pierre read the dispatch dated December 27, 1825, that detailed the 
revolt that had taken place in Isaac Square of Petersburg more than two 
weeks prior to the time which Pierre was reading the message.

As Pierre quickly scanned the closely-written pages, his face showed 
a complete spectrum of emotions, from disgust upon the reading the news 
of the death of MiloradoWtch to anxiety upon realizing that young Nicho
las Bolkonski's regiment was one of the primary ones of those involved 
In the uprising, from despair upon seeing how many of his friends and ac
quaintances from the Society for Salvation had been arrested to unbrididd 
joy upon noticing that the emperor had been unharmed (Not that he held 
any great love for Nicholas 1, but violence toward any person upset him.). 
While reading the dispatch, Pierre became we14 aware of the precarious 
position in which he now found himself. It would be necessary to prove 
that he had not been involved in the plotting of the overthrow of the go
vernment on December 26; and as he thought back over his past affiliations
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with and writings for the society, he knew that proving his Innocence*.-. 
would be no easy task. He was also well aware of the fact that he would 
not be returning home within a few days as he had so blithely predicted 

to Natasha not two hours previously.

Pretending an Innocence he did not feel, Pierre Interrupted the genei 
al’s pailng-.'wlth, "But what does all this have to do with me? How could I 
possibly be Implicated? I have not left tWlsiarea for months now."

Impatiently, the general blurted out, "You would not have had to leave 
here. Besides we know that you have been Involved In one or another of 
those Infernal secret societies In Russia over the past fifteen years.
We shall need no further proof!"

Pierre’s Instantaneous thought "What will become of me?" must have 
flashed across his face; for the general answered him with a belligerent, 
"You shall be removed tomorrow morning to Petersburg to await trial.
It has been decided to try all the Insurgents In the capital where better 
security can be maintained."

"May I send a message to my wife to Inform her of where I shall be?"

"CertI anly! You see, we have more consideration for the benefit of 
your family than you conspirators would have shown Russia had you succeeded

Upon receiving a pen and some paper, Pierre hastily wrote:

"My--Natasha, I am to be taken to Petersburg for trial as a conspirator
In a plot to overthrow the power of the emperor. I am certain that no
thing will come of this action (an assurance that he was far from feeling); 
however. It might be best for you and the children to go to your brother 
while I am away, as there Is no way of knowing how long this will take.
The lands will be In good hands with Joseph; for I have confidence that
he will manage as well as he has done In the past when we have been on
extended visits to Bald Hills. We leave for the capital Imorning' 
so there will be no opportunity to see you again until this business Is 
finished. My love for you and the children will keep me until then."

After writing a short note to Dureyovltch, Pierre called Michael Into 
the room; and after giving him directions concerning his management of 
the household, Pierre requested that Michael hurry home to deliver both 

short letters.
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At sunrise, January 10, 1826, Pierre began a two week journey to 
Petersburg under heavy guard, though he was a I lowed the luxury of travel 
ling In his own carriage.

By the time the small convoy escorting Pierre reached Petersburg, 
his friends and relatives In that city were already aware that he had 
been arrested, that he was being charged with the c^Ime of high treason, 
and that his trial was to be held In the capital.

At the first opportunity, Sonja and Denisov visited Pierre In the 
prison to provide him with some of the necessities of life. They knew 
from a letter' they had received from Natasha that he had a generous amount 
of clothing with him if he had been allowed to transport all of his be
longings with him(which he had). Natasha, however, particularly informed 
them that he would need some decent food; for she had always heard 
vile things about prison life and food, especially from some of those 
people who had been held captive by the French at the same time as Pierre 
had been. In reality, Pierre was being treated Very well; for the emperor 
was not a particularly vindictive man, and he allowed the prisoners to 
maintain a life style fairly comparable to their stations In society be
fore their arrests.

The very first bit of Information Sonja told Pierre was met with a 
groan of dismay; and the second , with a moan of sorrow. The dismay ori
ginated when Sonja blurted out that Natasha would be arriving in Peters
burg within the month and that Denisov was helping her ready the Bezukhov 
house just ott Catherine Square for her residencyy And the sorrow, an al
most animal-I ike anguish, was precipitated by the news that young Nicholas 
Bolonski had undoubtedly died in the uprising of December 26,1825.

As Sonja went on to explain that she and Denlsovvhad suspected Some
thing was amiss when Nicholas had not arrived for dinner as usual on the 
evening following the revolt and so had inquired among the members of his 
regiment concerning his whereabouts, Pierre’s mind wandered aimlessly 
over the occasions on which he had seen and talked with the young boy.
As he recalled those occasions, he sank deeper and deeper into despair 
because be began to understand (or at least he thought he understood) 
that the boy's enthusiasm for the activities of the secret society had
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probably first been klndeld by Pierre's own Involvament In the philoso
phical aspects of the movement, by Plepre's actions In freeing his serfs 

In compliance with the alms of the organizations, and by the numerous 
discussions to which Nicholas had listened while living at Bald Hills. 
Within moments of first learning of the death of Nicholas, Pierre had as
sumed upon--hlmself an unreasonable guilt for that death-unreasonable be
cause Pierre was also assuming that the boy had fa Ilen completely under 
his Influence. Yet Pierre knew that Nicholas had worshipped the memory 
of his father, that Nicholas had studied political systems under very 
capable tutors, and that there was absolutely nothing Pierre could have 
done to dissuade the young man once he had decided on his own course of 
action. Most Important of all, Pierre also forgot those occasions on 
which he had tried to explain that violent methods would not gain the 

secret -societies any of their goals.

Denisov, recognizing the despair that Pierre was feeling, put his 
ha'nd on Sonja's arm and shook his head; and Son'ja understood that he was 
telling her to come away with him and leave Pierre for that day. Seeing 
Pierre's bowed head and loosely hanging arms, Sonja was reluctant to leave 
him In such a dejected state; but she knew that there was nothing either 
of them could do for him, that he would have to work out his thoughts for 

himself and by himself.

Pierre's despair lasted for nearly a week, during which time he con
tinually blamed himself for Nicholas's death. On the morn.Tng- that he 
finally clarified his thoughts concerning his relationship to Nicholas, 
he had risen before sunrise and had stood at the window watching the 
perceptible change from darkness to llght;^^ the sun-Slowly appeared'-zc^r 

over the horizon.

"Every morning. Every day. Every evening. Every nlgh+j. The sun 
and moon and stars," he repeated to himself over and over again until 
at last his thoughts quite accidentally struck upon a word that seemed 

to tranquil Ize his tormented mind: "Eternal."

From that moment forward, Pierre was able to accept his Imprisonment 
with such a ste»dy, passive attitude that his fellow prisoners and his 
guards began to wonder how he could remain so peaceful In the face of the 
threat of death, which was rumored to be the fate-.awaltlng all the partlcl
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pants In the abortive enterprise of December 26.

When anyone ventured to question Pierre concerning his attitudes, 
Pierre was usually rather noncommital because he realized that his ansiser 
would not be accepted by a person until he was ready to understand. As 
a result, he merely made a very basic statement that centered around the 
concept of love, a concept that was beyond the understanding of most of 
his fellow Inmates.

Pierre was unusually contented with his lot In prison: hiscet! was 
as pleasant as could be expected and much more so than the last time he 
had been held eaptive; he was allotted plenty of time for exercise so that 
his body remained in good condition; he could associate with the other 
prisoners almost at will; and, most Important of all, he had all the hours 
he wanted for contemplation—contemplation of his world, and God’s world, 
all of which were one and the same world with the ultimate unification 
restricted only by man's Incomplete consciousness of the unity at all with
in an unending cycle of love.

One day, Peter KakhofskI and Alexander lakoubovltch, both of whom were 
extremely bitter about the failure of the revolt and extremely frustrated 
by their Imprisonment, accosted Pierre In a rather belligerent manner, de
manding to know why he always seemed so happy.

"There must be something wrong with you. No one with any sense can 
stand to be shut up like an animal," KakhofskI, whose sense of remorse 
also added to his frustration, complained.

Pierre, sensing that guilt was the moving force in KakhofskI’s life 
at that moment, wrinkled his forehead, pensively tugged at his ear for a 
few seconds, readjusted his glasses, and began to tell the story of the 
man who spent all his life with an unusual preoccupation, that of saving 
time.

"Cesar Timakovltch had an obsession about time. When he was a small 
child, he would ask his father to go riding with him or to play with him 
or to answer a question for him; and his father would always reply, 'I 
don't have the time right now.' His father, however, never had the time— 
not to go riding, nor to sit down and eat a quiet meal with his family, 
nor to smoke a cigar and talk with friends in his study. Cesar determined
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when he was ten years old that he would save time so that he could give 
some to his father. From that day forward, Cesar continually saved time.
He taught himself to read very rapidly—so rapidly as a matter of fact 
that the neighbors were In awe of him and e^e of the more uneducated 
neighbors were even afraid—; he regulated every minute of his life; he, 
learned how to dress without one wasted motion; he discovered the quick
est route to use In going from one place to another ; he examined the Inr 
ner workings of every clock or pocket watch In the house so that all of 
them would coincide and be accurate: all these actions he performed to

ward the end of saving time."

"But what has all this to do with you and us In this place?" lakou- 

bovItch rudely Interrupted.

"Be patient and you shall see," Pierre Interjected calmly as he con
tinued with the story. "Eventually, the original goal of saving time so 
he could give some to his father was superceded by the mere mechanical 
necessity of saving time. If anyone asked him to do anything that even 
remotely seemed at first consideration to waste even one precious moment, 
he categorically refused to contemplate participating In the activity.
As a result, he never went to church, for he could not understand how he 
could gain anything from a religious ceremony; he contemptuously condem
ned all social gatherings as nonsense; he did not attend funerals (the 
one exception being that of his father) or weddings; he spent no time on 
the social amenities, thus appearing rather rude to most people; and he 
even scorned the courtship process. He did, however, marry one of the 
neighborhood spinsters who had accidentally attracted his attention. She, 
being eager to be married and noticing that he was not too bad looking 
and that he had some wealth, did not seem to mind the lack of romance In 
her life. When he abruptly proposed, she readily accepted.

"In time, four children were born of this couple's rather automatic 
and Instinctual unions. As these children grew to maturity, they seldom 
saw their father, whose Invariable ever-ready excuse was, 'I don't have 
the time right now'; however, he never did have the time.

"Years passed; Cesar's wife died; the four children were grown and 
had moved away from home; and still Cesar lived every moment by the clock, 
not even aware that the hands of that clock were spinning more and more
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rapidly toward hfs end because his whole life was so caught up In the 
wheels and gears of an eternally consuming timepiece.

”At the age of 80, Cesar's health began to fail, with his eyesight 
being the first of his senses to abandon him. As he lay in his bed one 
morning (though he now no longer knew morning as such), he suddenly awoke 
with a panic-stricken realization: 'But where can I spend my time? I am 
old and blind. Death Is nearing, and I've nowhere to spend my time.'"

Pierre stopped talking, but it took a few seconds for lakoubovitch 
to realize that the story had come to an end. When he suddenly noticed 
that Pierre showed no indications of continuing, he blurted out, "Is that 
all?" Turning on his heel; he marched away shaking his head as if to say, 
"That man Is mad."

Kakhofski, who had stood silently throughout the story, murmured,
"I think I see," as a gentle smile Illuminated his face.

From that day until Pierre's trial, KakhofskI and Pierre spent most 
of their time together, separated by choice from the rest of the prison
ers, most of whom came to consider both of them as slightly deranged.

-i.t'
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9. Natasha moves to Petersburg. Alexander's body. Natasha's
salon. She sings. Dolokhov's visit.

Natasha's Immediate, but short-lived reaction upon receiving Pierre's 
brief letter was one of panic. As soon as the Initial shock wore off, she 
began to make comprehensive plans for moving her family and some of the 
members of the household staff to Petersburg so she could be near her hus
band. The first step she took was to write a long letter to Sonya, tell
ing her of Pierre's plight—or at least as much as she knew of It—and 
requesting that Sonya and Denisov contact him In prison and that they 
supervise the arrangements necessary for her to set up residence In the 
Petersburg house.

Her next letter went to her brother and sister-In-1 aw. Informing them 
of the chain of events and asking that Nicholas contact anyone he might 
know who would have some Influence In obtaining Pierre's release. She was 
well aware that Nicholas was not acquainted with very many people In Peters
burg society, but felt that some of his old comrades from the army might 
now have positions In the government or military that would prove help
ful to her purpose.

Calling Michael, who would manage the household In her absence, and 
Dureyovltch, who would have charge of the over-all operation of the estate, 
Natasha divulged her plans and solicited their cooperation and assistance 
In making the preparations for her departure and In caring for the estate 
In her absence. She handed Pierre's note (which she had read) to Dureyo
vltch and waited until he had finished reading It. Both men Indicated 
that they would do everything possible to ease any strain on her during 
the time Pierre would be Imprisoned.

After dismissing the two men, who she knew would not fall to fulfill 
their promises, Natasha called her four children to her sitting room and 
acqu&lnted them with the fact that they would be going to Petersburg for 
an Indefinite period of time. As was normal In the Bezukhov household 
for trips away from home, the children would be allowed to take with them 
their favorite playthings—up to a reasonable limit—and would be required 
to assist In the selection and packing of the clothing they wished to wear 
during their stay in the cap Ha! city.

The preparations proceeded In an orderly and efficient manner under
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Natasha’s direction, and thus it was that everyone was prepared to begin 
the three week journey to Petersburg within four days after Natasha had 
received Pierre’s letter. The caravan, containing seventeen people (Na
tasha, the four children, two tutors, two governesses, a cook, Natasha's 

personal maid, and the drivers for the three carriages and three luggage 
wagons), left early Saturday morning. Natasha had considered taking five 
more members of the household staff along, but had decided against so do
ing when she recalled that Pierre always kept a skeleton staff of eight 
people at the Petersburg house In the event that he had to visit the city 

on business.

Travelling from Kief to Petersburg at any time of the year is not the 
most pleasant experience; however, winter travel is particularly trying 
and difficult. By the end of the first week, the children were cranky; 
and Natasha was forced to admonish them, "If you don't behave. I'll have 
to send you back to Kief; you won't be allowed to continue with me to Pe
tersburg," and admonition that was effective the first time; but as the 
weather became colder, the carriage seats harder, and Natasha's patience 
shorter, the complete care of the children was given over to the tutors 
and governesses. Natasha wanted to save her strength because she knew 
that she would need all her energy if she were to be successful in se

curing her husband's freedom.

In the end, the journey, which would normally have taken only three 
weeks, extended over a nine week period as a result of two unavoidable 
conditions: the weather was so cold and snowy that the vehicles could 
not make very good time on the road; and two vt the children became quite 
ill en route to Petersburg, and the travellers were forced to remain In 
a small village south of the capito I for almost five weeks.

The last day's journey was from Tsarski-Seio to Petersburg; and here 
again the beseiged group suffered yet another delay because it so happen
ed that the very day that they were to leave the town was also the date 
of the final leg of the journey of the body of Alexander I to Petersburg. 
Natasha had been told that the emperor's body was on display at a chapel 
in Tchesme; but she was unaware that March 18 was the date the body was 
to be transferred to the Perspective of Nevski. Consequently, when the 
Bezukhov party approached the small town, they were directed to halt on
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a side road. As they sat.waiting and wondering what was happening, the 
car of state bearing the body approached. The children were particularly 
awe-struck by the splendor of the mournful, three-mile procession. The 
eight horses drawing the carriage were draped In coal black cloth and were 
led by officers of the stables dressed In long black trailing cloaks. The 
carriage was surrounded by the generals and aides-de-camp of the deceased 
monarch, all of whom were wearing black uniforms and dazzlingly white 
plumes on their tall hats. Sixty pages bearing torches walked on either 
side of the road. Following the carriage was a long procession of priests 
and choristers, clad In rich mourning vestments, carrying holy Images that 
were plated with gold and silver. The last two groups of mourners consisted 
of batalllon after batalllon of the Imperial army and carriage after car
riage of members of the nobility of Russia.

When, at long last the six vehicles In the Bezukhov procession were 
allowed to pull back onto the road, the journey proceeded at an extremely 
slow pace as they were now trailing the line of mourners.

Sonya and Denisov, who had been expecting Natasha's arrival at any 
moment for over four hours, greeted her at the door and answered her ques
tions concerning the welfare of her husband with the Information that he 
had been well and even.-seemed to be contented the last time they had visited 
him.

Natasha and Sonya had maintained a regular correspondence throughout 
the tedious journey so all of the rooms had been arranged according to 
Natasha's Instructions and were ready for the weary travellers. After 
eating a light dinner, everyone retired to his room; and, grateful to be 
lying In the first good beds they had felt In over two months, everyone 
was soon.fast asleep, except Natasha, who was worrying out thoughts that 
had often dominated her mind during the long journey to Petersburg.

"Now that I am finally here, what am I to do? Sonya and Vasili will 
help me meet the right people, but what will I say to them? I don't know 
what will be best In order to help my Pierre the most. But I can't think
any more tonight. Tomorrow........ tomorrow I'll be able to work something
out. Yes, and tomorrow I'll see Pierre," she fretted as she paced from 
the window overlooking the square to her bed. As she pulled the quilt 
up over her, her last thought before dropping off into the sound sleep of
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the exhausted was, "Pierre will know what I am to do."

That thought sustained her right up until she saw Pierre the next 
morning; then she realized that he did not know any better than she what
would be the best course of action for her to take. His answer to her
anxious questions was a frustratingly calm, "It will be fine. Someone 
will testify in my behalf. They’ll see that 1 am Innocent; and even If 
they don’t, so long as we know the truth, what difference does It make."

"What difference does It make?" Natasha thought upon returning home 
with her anger building with every passing moment. "What difference 
does It make? What If he goes to prison? Then what happens to the chil
dren and me? How can that man be so unrealistic, so calm about this
whole thing—what he calls being reasonable?"

Natasha’s few thoughts probably constituted the first time in her 
marriage that she had felt genuine, lasting anger toward her husband; 
but that anger stemmed from the fact that she was afraid for him and that 
she could not quite understand his attitude or how he could remain so 
passive and unruffled while she was so restless and distracted.

During the next few weeks, Natasha visited Pierre as often as she 
could obtain permission; and during the remainder of the time, she con
ceived and began to execute a very quiet campaign to influence the de
cision in Pierre’s case when it came to trial. Sonya and Denisov took 
her to every social occasion that arose toward the end of helping her 
meet some of the more Important military and political figures in Peters
burg. Even though Natasha did not particularly feel like playing the 
game of being a quietly charming woman, her concern for Pierre helped 
her play the role which she had assigned herself.

At several of the first receptions she attended, Natasha had the In
definable feeling that many of the people there were surveying her and 
trying to decide exactly how to treat her because they all knew of her 
husband’s imprisonment. Her self-assured attitude (for she Knew what 
she wanted to gain and she also knew, almost instinctually, how to gain 
that end), quickly won the friendship and confidence of many of her new 
acquaintances.

Within a few weeks, Natasha had decided to set up her own salon and
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quietly set about doing so. Soon the house on Catherine Square was a 
veritable bee-hive of activity, with more and more people coming to be 
enchanted by Natasha's delightful salon with each passing evening. Among 
those who visited on an almost dally basis were such exalted personages 
as the assistant governor-general of Petersburg, who happened to have been 
a friend of Denisov's from the Napoleonic Wars; the new archbishop of Pe
tersburg, who was on friendly terms with Natasha's sister-in-law Mary; 
and even old Prince Vasili Kuragin, who had at one time been an arbiter 
of Petersburg society and who still held some Influence over which salon 
was considered elegant and which was not quite so genteel. The presence 
of important persons drew more and more important persons until, and in 
such a short span of time, Natasha's salon became the most famous and 

most popular of the 1826 spring season.

Soon everyone of any title—noble or military—and prestige had been 
captivated by Nata.sha, maybe because she was new to the social scene; but 
more probably because she radiated a glow of understanding and sincerity 
that made all who had contact with her come away from the house feeling 
as though they had just experienced something special. None of these 
people attempted to analyze this glow they felt; they simply bathed In 
Its rays and knew that being with Natasha made them feel good about them

selves, about Russia, about the world.

To Natasha, however, she was doing nothing exceptional nor were the 
evenings during which she conducted her salons particularly unusual in her 
eyes. The main difference in her life was that now she had begun to sing 
for her guests on a regular basis. Since her marriage, Natasha had re
stricted her singing primarily to lullabies for her children; and she had 
forgotten the pleasure that music brought her. Also she was unaware of 
how much pleasure that her singing afforded her guests until she sud
denly realized that many people greeted her with "What will you sing for 
us this evening?" or "When are you going to sing?" Could she have but 
known, the reason that everyone was so entranced by her singing was that, 
charming as she was in repose, she seemed to be an almost transcendent 
creature when singing. In fact, heated discussions broke out among the 
guests one evening as to which number was the best one Natasha had ever 
sung; however, the argument, without the participants being aware of It,
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was really concerned with Natasha's appearance during her performance; 
for Natasha mysteriously and quite unconsciously became that which she 
sang.

Though Natasha seldom spoke of it, all of the visitors to her salon 
realized what her ultimate purpose was—to free her husband; and though 
most of them did not so indicate, they determined to do whatever was with
in their power to aid her—if they could safely do so without endangering 
their own hard-earned positions. Natasha sensed the cooperation that her 
guests silently accorded her and was just as silently elated.

Throughout the three months that Natasha spent In Petersburg before 
Pierre's trial, there never seemed to be enough time to accomplish all 
that she wished to do. She was allowed to visit Pierre only four times 
each week, marvelling at his composure each time; she spent all day with 
the children, relegating much of their study time to the evening hours in 
a reversal of their ususal routine; and then, for Pierre, she entertained 
in her salon every evening.

The closer the time came for Pierre's trial, the more nervous, the 
more irritable, the more tired, and the more ill Natasha became. The day 
that she received a rather enigmatic note from Dolokhov, whom she remem
bered well from her youth in Moscow, she was in a particularly poor state 
of health and frame of mind, somehow convinced that all her efforts In 
Pierre's behalf were in vain. The note itself said simply, "May I see 
you? I may be able to help your husband." Though Natasha's first re
action was to answer "No," she thought that she could use all the help 
that was available. In spite of the fact that she had not seen Dolokhov 
for almost fifteen years, she felt uneasy about inviting him to her home, 
especially since his note was so brief and sounded so vague.

"What could he possibly/do to help? Besides, why would he be con
cerned aboiJt Pierre? He even fought a duel with him. There's something 
wrong, i Just know it. But....what if he really can help Pierre? Yes,
I suppose that I must see him," Natasha unwillingly concluded.

Dolokhov appeared the next afternoon promptly at three o'clock, 
dressed in one of the most elegant outfits Natasha had ever seen. His 
long gray pants were of the finest cloth as was the rich blue Jacket with
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a velvet collar; and every ruffle on his snowy-white linen shirt was 
starched and pressed In a precise line marching down either side of a row 
of mother-of-pearl buttons.

As he strolled leisurely across the room toward Natasha, his every 
action and expression conveyed an Impression that he was supremely self- 
satisfied and that he was in complete command of the situation; and Na
tasha’s old sense of revulsion toward him reasserted Itself within seconds 
of his having entered the sitting room.

"I’ve been absent from town for the past months and just learned of 
your presence here," said Dolokhov Ingratiatingly as he bowed low over 
Natasha’s hand. "Had I but known that you were here, I would have re
turned much earlier from my business In the country."

Natasha found that she did not care any more for Dolokhov than she 
had so many years before when he had been continuously in the house as he 
unsuccessfully courted Sonya; and she thought, but did not say, "Why 
doesn’t he come to the point and tell me why he has come? And how he can 
help Pierre?" Instead, she merely smiled and nodded politely to Indicate 
that she had heard his remarks.

Dolokhov proceeded to Inquire after every member of Natasha’s fam
ily, all of their mutual acquaintances, and even people that Natasha knew 
only remotely. It was clear that he was going to control the conversa
tion to his own satisfaction and that he would select the time to Inform 
Natasha of his purpose In writing to her. As the minutes passed, Natasha 
grew Increasingly anxious about why Dolokhov had come and increasingly 
Impatient with his Idle chatter, chatter which she knew was not—or at 
least had not been—normal for him.

Finally, she burst out with the short plea, "Please don’t keep me 
In suspense any longer. Tell me how you can help Pierre."

With a slightly sardonic grin, Dolokhov answered In a chillingly 
patronizing tone, "Just be patient, my dear. 1*11 tell you all In good 
time."

Dolokhov’s voice snapped Natasha’s patience, which had been under 
such a severe strain for the five months since Pierre’s arrest; and she 
emphatically announced, "Either tell me now or leave!"
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A stunned expression crossed Dolokhov’s face, but It was quickly 
replaced by a sarcastic smile which seemed to say, "Now you'll never find 
out, will you?" He rose, bowed stiffly, and without saying another word 
stalked out the door.

Natasha's thoughts tormented her concerning the Incident with Dolok- 
hov, and she blurted out what had happened to Pierre almost before say
ing "Helloi" when she saw him for her next visit.

Pierre was obviously surprised as he stated, "1 don't know how he 
could have helped because the last time I knew of him, he was attending 
meetings of the society. You remember, I told you about his acquaintance 
with Nicholas. They met at the last society meeting that I attended 
about two years ago."

Natasha, who had completely forgotten about that particular affair, 
was now more puzzled than ever and so indicated to her husband, to which 
he replied, "Oh, I wouldn't worry 3t>out )f. There's no way of knowing 
why he decided to visit you, but there's no need to become upset over him. 
After all, if he were working with the society, how can he be of any as
sistance. And why would he want to implicate himself. No, there's no 
need to fret over him."
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10. Nicholas I’s declaration. Trial. The sentences. July 25,
1826. Natasha's anxiety. Dolokhov in the courtroom. Pierre's 
sentence.

When the trial of the conspirators in the DecembnJst Revolt flnaHy 
began, Nicholas I specifically declared, "Two classes of men have taken 
part In the insurrection of the 26th of December, an event which, little 
important in itself, is highly so in Its principles and consequences.
The one class, misled, ignorant men, knew not what they did; the other, 
composed of rank conspirators, desired to annihilate the throne and the 
laws, to overturn the empire and to introduce anarchy. Drawn away in the 
tumult, the soldiers of the companies seduced have neither participated 
In the crime by deed, nor by intention; strict investigation has given me 
proof of this, and I regard it as a first act of justice, and as my high
est consolation, to declare them innocent; the same justice forbids me to 

spare the guilty."

Accordingly, those people accused of crimes of high treason were tried 
according to their participation in one or more of three principal kinds 
of crime: a regicide plot; plotting by means of secret societies aiming 
at a general revolt; or a military insurrection.

The trial of the prisoners who had been divided into the three cri
minal categories began June 15, 1826, with a virtually empty courtroom.
The high court, which was composed of 80 members and which conducted the 
trial, refused to admit the prisoners into its presence; consequently, 
the court delegated commissions to go to the dungeons, question each pri
soner separately, obtain depositions and confessions where possible, and 
then present the evidence in secret meetings of the full court. Prison
ers were not allowed counsel, nor were they allowed any written or oral 
defense because this was not part of the judicial custom of Russia. Every
thing was dependent on the whims of the sovereign who was reputed to be 
infallible and to proceed on good grounds at all times in the prosecution 
of any person for any reason.

Pierre had been imprisoned for almost five months when the high court 
finally sent a delegation to question him thoroughly concerning his al
leged connection with the revolt of December 26, 1825. With absolutely 
no warning, Pierre was removed from his cell and escorted to a tiny room
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In which three men wearing dark robes and powdered wigs and looking 
strangely misplaced were seated. The three men, who were exceptionally 
well-informed concerning Pierre's relationships to Freemason)^ and the 
Union for Public Welfare and his writings for and about each organiza
tion, interrogated him for almost three hours in an attempt to obtain a 
confession that he had been instrumental in planning the Decembrist Re
volt. Pierre experienced many of the same sensations he had felt so many 
years before when he had been questioned by the French, that the men were 
not really interested In what he had to say and that his answers were not 
important in the determination that would be made by the three judges. 
Though his patience was sorely tried by constant interruptions that indi
cated disbelief of his answers, Pierre held his temper in check, a fact 
which impressed the panel. At the end of the three hours, Pierre return
ed to his cell with the distinct impression that what he had said would 
make no difference at all, that the three men had already made up their 
minds concerning the disposition of his case.

Shortly after the trial had begun, the emperor pardoned or lessened 
tbe sentences of all prisoners in Russia who had been found guilty before 
December I, 1825; thus, the hopes of the rebels were raised for a short 
time. Only because the emperor did not feel that the wholesale slaughter 
of the Decembrists would not present a very auspicious inauguration for 
his reign did humanitarian ism rule the day in the sentences that were 
meted out. The sentences were divided into eleven overlapping categories 
with almost forty of 121 persons being sentenced to death. The five pri
mary conspirators were to suffer death and quartering; but when Nicholas I 
lowered the sentences of most of the remaining 116 persons, the high 
court followed suit on July 22 by declaring, "The high court of justice, 
guided by that clemency of which his imperial majesty has given so splen
did a testimony, by the commutation of the punishments and penalties pro
nounced against other criminals, and using the discretionary power with 
which it is invested, decrees: that instead of being quartered, to which 
Paul Pestel, Conrad Ryleieff, Sergius Mouravieff-Apostol, Michael Bestou- 
jeff Rumine, and Peter Kakhofski, were to be subjected, by virtue of the 
first decrees of the court, these criminals are condemned to be hanger*d, 
as a punishment for their horrible crimes."
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The five had expected to be shot for their crimes because, as unusual 
as the death penalty was In Russia, death by hanging was even more so. 
Though there was not more ultimate cruelty attendant to hanging than to 
shooting, the nobles and officers considered that hanging was a brand of 
dishonour; thus, to the victims, humiliation was added to the agony of ca« 
pita I punishment.

All five awaited their deaths with courage. Impressing their fellow 
prisoners with their calmness. They had appeared before the fully assem
bled high court for the first time when their sentences were read to them 
on July 23, 1826; and each prepared himself during the next day for the 
Impending execution of the sentence on the 25th.

When sentences were passed, Pierre was somewhat astonished that his 
name was not among those listed since all of his friends from the society 
were scheduled for punishment. He did not, however, dwell on the fact that 
he had thus far escaped punishment nor did he even wonder what would be 
his fate. Instead, he spent all of July 24th with Peter Kakhofski. Nei
ther man talked very much, but each seemed to find a degree of comfort in 
the company of the other.

By two o'clock In the morning of the 25th, the workmen had erected 
the gibbet, which vos large enough to contain five bodies In a row, on 
the rampart of a fortress opposite a small wooden church located on the 
banks of the Neva. At dawning at shortly after two*, each garrison within 
the city assembled a single company to send as witness to the sunrise 
scene.

At three o'clock, the drums rolled to announce the arrival of those 
whose death sentences had been commuted. They were forced to kneel while 
their sentences were read; then after their uniforms, epaulets, and badges 
of honour had been removed and burned, a sword was broken over their 
heads. Next they were dressed In gray capotes and marched back into the 
nearby fortress.

Within minutes the five men condemned to death, muffled in gray ca
potes with the hoods covering their faces, ascended the platform; the noose

*Durlng this time of the year In the northern latitudes, the hours of actual 
darkness are few.
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was placed around their necks; the executioner stepped aside; and the plat
form fell from under their feet; Pestel and Kakhofski strangled imme
diately, but the rope slid o^er the hoods of the other three, who fell in 
a heap under the scaffold. Since the emperor was not present and thus 
could not have uttered the statement, "Hang them again!" so commonly at
tributed to him, no one feit qualified to grant a reprieve; so the three 
men had to suffer the agony of facing death a second time. As the plat
form was being replaced, Ryleieff was heard to mutter, "In this accursed 
country, they cannot even hang you properly"; nonetheless, he walked with 
Mouravieff-Apostol onto the scaffold once more, while Bestoujeff-Rumine, 
who was injured in the fall, had to be carried under.the gibbet. The 
nooses were agin placed around the necks of the three surviving men, and 
in a few seconds a drum roll announced that the grisly event was at an 
end.

Before five o’clock in the rmorning, all traces of the execution had 
disappeared; and the next day in a formal religious ceremony the site of 
the insurrection itself, Isaac. Square, was purified at eight o’clock In the 
t^rn I ng.

"Now why wasn’t Pierre sentenced with everyone else?" Natasha wor
ried and wondered after reading the list of 121 prisoners whose sentences 
were to be carried out July 25th. "Why don’t they decide what they are 
going to do with him, too? Hcvr..can they just keep him locked away in that 
cell without letting anyone know what is going to happen? Maybe he’ll 
know something when I see him next week....But that’s such a long time 
to wait, and tt seems that that is all I have been doing for months—waiting. 
And waiting for what? No one knows anything. No one tells me anything.
And when I see Pierre, he isn’t much more help than any of these people 
who come here every evening. As a matter of fact; he doesn’t even really 
seem too concerned."

None of Natasha’s questions were answered until she was allowed to 
visit Pierre. Though he did not know what was to happen to him, by then 
he did know when he was to be sentenced, August 25th. Now that she knew 
the date of sentencing, Natasha experienced a momentarily overwhelming 
desire to retreat from that time period; instead, she Ijegan to spend even 
more time in conversations with her guests, conversations that centered
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around the fates of the conspirators and speculations concerning those still 
remaining Imprisoned. And as If In denial of her feelings of foreboding, 
every song that she performed during the three weeks before Pierre's senten
cing was light and gay, lifting the spirits of all around her and at the 
same time boosting her own sadly sagging morale.

On the date set for sentencing, her sense of foreboding was streng
thened when, as she was walking down the broad marble gallway toward the 
great hall where the court was to convene, she saw Dolokhov ahead of her.
He was speaking with three black-robed figures, who preceded Natasha Into 
the very room where the sentencing’.was to take place.

"What can he want here? Why Is he talking with those Judges? He 
can't want to hurt Pierre, can he? But Pierre said we wouldn't have to 
worry about him. But maybe Pierre was wrong. Maybe Dolokhov hates Pierre." 
Just as these thought had flashed through Natasha's mind, Dolokhov, appar
ently sensing that someone was looking at him, turned In Natasha's direc
tion. His cold, piercing stare chilled Natasha, and she shivered. Dolokhov, 
noticing her reaction, nodded brusquely, frowned slightly , then turned 
away to continue his conversation.

Natasha followed Dolokhov and the three Judges Into the great hall 
and seated herself on the opposite side of the room from the man whom she 
thought of as her husband's enemy. When the thirty-three prisoners were 
ushered Into the completely wood-paneled room, Natasha caught Pierre's eye; 
and with a look of panic in her eyes and a somewhat frantic waggling of 
her head, she Indicated that he was to look across the room. Pierre, un
like Natasha, merely entertained the passing thought, "Dolokhov? I wonder 
what he's doing here," never ;■ twin king that Dolokhov might have some In
fluence—adverse or favorable—on the outcome of the proceedings.

Each minute, Natasha's nervousness Increased to the point that she 
was on the verge of fainting, something of which she was never guilty, 
by the time the presiding Judge called the high court to order.

The court clerk droned Interminably through the complete list of 
charges against each of the prisoners; then the Judge ordered each of the 
accused to stand for sentencing In alphabetical order so Pierre's name was 
third on the list.
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"By order of the high court, under the jurisdiction of the Council 
of the Empire and the Senate, and at the recommendation of the Commission 
of Inquiry, you. Count Pierre Bezukhov, have been sentenced to exile In 
Siberia.” And before anyone could react, the Judge went on, "However, 
upon extensive review of your case and by special request, this court 
has been empowered to commute the sentence under certain specified con
ditions. Those conditions are as follows; You shall be deprived of your 
title; from this day, August 25, 1826, you are no longer a member of the 
nobility of Russia and are not entitled to any of the privileges thereof. 
You are hereby ordered to cease and desist from any future political acti
vities or writings. You may hold no public offices, even in the provinces. 
And you are forbidden to maintain residences In the two primary cities of 
Russia, Petersburg and Moscow........ Next, Lieutenant-Colonel Sergius Anastpov

While Pierre stood perfectly still for a moment before being 
seated, Natasha Jumped up from the hard wooden bench where she had been 
seated and started down the aisle toward the row of prisoners. A court
room guard, however. Impassively forced her to return to- her seat until 
the proceedings had come to an end. As she was returning to her seat, 
she saw Dolkhov walk from the great hall with an Inscrutable expression 
on his face; but In her Joy, she Immediately dismissed any further thought 
of him from her mind.

Pierre was stunned by the sentence because while he had not origi
nally thought that he would even be found guilty, the longer he stayed 
in prison, the more convinced he had become that not only would he be 
found guilty, but also that he would be sentences at the very least to 
permanent exile (though he had never so indicated to Natasha his feelings 
on the matter). He had prepared himself to accept a verdict of exile; 
therefore, he was not prepared to accept the idea that he was free from 
prison after alaost eight months of confinement.

The sentencing of the remaining thirty prisoners dragged on for 
an hour during which time Natasha was barely able to contain her excite
ment and Pierre was scarcely able to adjust himself to the Impact-of his 
own sentence. When the hour had finally passed and Natahsa and Pierre 
were finally allowed to Join one another, fhe twb them sat down on one 
of the solid oak benches at the back of the room with their arms around 
one another, saying very little; not really knowing how to say what they 
felt at that moment.
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II. Leaving Petersburg. Journey to Bald Hills. A picnic. Pierre’s
question unanswered.

Natasha, during the week following Pierre’s release, politely but 
firmly declined all Invitations for social gatherings that were received 
In the Bezukhov household. And as quickly and efficiently as she had 
packed for the trip from Kief to Petersburg eight months earlier, Natasha 
now closed the house In Petersburg In preparation for the government’s 
confiscation of the property. By September 1, 1826, the house Just off 
Catherine Square was completely empty, with approximately half of the 
furnishings having been sent to Kief and the other half scattered among 
friends and relatives In Petersburg. The household goods were accompanied 
to Kief by most of the servants, but those who did not wish to move from 
the capital city were sent to friends with high recommendations for employ

ment .

Sonja and Denisov rendered immeasurable assistance in the hurried 
packing and moving project, and Pierre and Natasha Invited them to tra
vel with them to Bald Hills for a visit with Nichlas and Mary, having 
followed the news of the trial closely, were eager to see Pierre and 

Natasha as soon as possible.

On September 2, a slightly enlarged caravan left Petersburg heading 

south and east toward Bald Hills, enlarged because there were three more 
members of the family travelling with Natasha that fall than there had 

been In the winter of 1826—Pierre, Sonja, and Denisov.

The five-week Journey to Bald Hills was much more pleasant than 
would normally have been expected- because there was a suppressed feeling 
of quiet Joy at Pierre's freedom. Pierre, while Joyful, was restrained 
by his memories of the eight months In prison and by a question that 
seemed to puzzle him almost constantly, to the point that Natasha no
ticed that even while playing *Ith the children each evening in the Inns 
where they stayed, Pierre seemed to be somewhat pre-occupied with his 

thoughts that he could not yet fully share with her, thoughts concer
ning feelings that Pierre was not yet able to comprehend fully for him

self, let alone share.

"What Is going to happen now? My life has been spared, but for 
what? I have spent years studying ways In which to help better conditions,
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and now I am to deny that part of my life. Isn’t that somehow letting 
down those men who sacrificed their lives for change...even if I disagreed 
With the methods they used. I promised, but can I keep that promise?
If Natasha has her way, I will; but can I live with myself? Can I, should 
I insist on trying to help other men realize their oneness; or would it 
be better to try to set an example and hope that others wiI I come to un
derstand as Peter did? Maybe it wouldn't make any difference one way or 
another." And throughout the trip the same quiet debate raged within 
Pierre's mind.

Natasha and Mary, who had been sending messengers back and forth 
for the duration of the trip,-had arranged to meet for a picnic luncheon 
Just a few miles before the caravan would reach Bald Hills. Nicholas, 
Mary, and the children had'*arrived early, and the luncheon was all spread 
out under one of the better known landmarks of the area, a magnificent 
and ancient oak tree, when the Bezukhov party arrived.

AlI the travelers were greeted with enthusiasm, but Pierre es
pecially because the adults were relieved at the outcome of the trial 
and the children were particularly happy to see their favorite uncle, 
whom they had not seen in well over a year.

Within minutes, the children and adults alike were noisily and 
happily enjoying a huge meal of chicken, potato soup, vegetables, fresh 
fruit, cheeses, black bread, arid a sumptuous cake made of cherries, choco
late, and vanilla cream.

As soon as the children finished eating their meals, they kicked 
off their shoes and began running barefoot through the wild grasses.

In the meantime, the three men were sitting on a blanket with 
their backs supported by the elderly oak tree.

Pierre, who had been gazing absent-mindedly at the frolicking 
children and who had must begun to light a long, black cigar, seemed mo- 
mentatily startled by a question Nicholas asked him. That question was 
the very same one that had been puzzling him for the entire month and 
a half since he had been released from prison, "What are you going to do 
now, Pierre?"
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Holding a burning stick below the end of the cigar, Pierre contin
ued to light It, turning the cigar slowly until a small puff of flame rose 
from the end. Then, still watching the eight carefree children, he won
dered quietly, more as If questioning himself than answering Nicholas,
*'l don't know. I simply don't know."
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APPENDIX

LETTER OF JANUARY 26 1822, FROM CONSTANTINE To ALEXANDER I

Sire, encouraged by the constant proofs of your Imperial Majesty's In
finite goodness towards.me, I presume once more to trespass upon It, and 
to lay at your feet, sire, a very humble prayer.

Conscious that I do not possess either the genius, the talents, or 
the strength necessary to fit me for the dignity of sovereign, to which 
my birth would give me a right, I intreat your imperial majesty to trans
fer that right to him to whom it belongs after me, and thus ensure for 
ever the stability of the empire. As to myself, I shall add by this re
nunciation, a new guarantee and a new force to the engagement which I spon
taneously and solemnly contracted on the occasion of my divorce from my 
first wife. AM the circumstances in which I find myself, strengthen 
my determination to adhere to this resoiution, which will prove to the 
empire, and to the whole world, the sincerity of rfiy'sentimewnts.

Deign, sire, to secure the accomplishment of my prayer: deign to per
suade our august mother to consent to it, and give it your imperial sanction.

In a private sphere I will endeavour, upon all occasions, to serve as 
an example to your faithful subjects, and to all who are animated by the 
love of our dear country.

I am, with profound respect, sire, etc.

MANIFESTO OF AUGUST 28, 1823

I. The spontaneous act by which our younger brother, the Caesarovitch 
and Grand-Duke Constantine, renounces his right to the throne of all the Rus- 
sias, is and remains fixed and irrevocable. The said act of renunciation 
will be preserved in the great cathedral of the assumption, at Moscow, and
in the three high administrations of our empire; the Holy Synod, the Coun
cil of the Empire, and the Directing Senate, in order to ensure its safety 
and pub Iicity.

II. In consequence of this arrangement and in conformity with the 
strict tenor of the act of succession to the throne, we acknowledge our 
second brother, the Grand-Duke Nicholas, as our heir.

As to ourselves, we beg of all our faithful subjects, that with the 
same sentiments of love which have ever caused ui to consider the care of 
their constant prosperity as our first concern on earth, they will address 
fervent prayers to our Saviour, Jesus Christ, that he may deign in his 
divine mercy to receive our soul into his eternal kingdom.
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A sleeping man
Lying on his side
Hands curled at his chest.
The sheet pulled securely around his middle 
A streak o?- sunlight on his soft blanket 
He breathes almost silently 
His black lashes vibrating slightly.
The room Is warm and gray 
Still.
Unseen outside the walls
Lay softly sunlit fields of morning.

Darrold Smith



DESERT

We found 
Red red rocks 
In the earth’s 
Dry beds.
We felt
Antmal presences 
Hiding from daylight. 
Waiting for signals 
To stir in the stillness.

Dried lizards
RolI their eyebalIs
Moonward.
Up through needles.
They hear 
Snakebel1les 
Sliding in the dust 
Of a cactus jungle.

We dreamt 
Of red red 
Mountains.



SWAMP

Down In the quagmire 
Mud-eels are lls’ning 
"What’s all that whis’pring 
Over my veil?"

Can It be rushes 
Under the windstorm 
Blowing the thrushes 
Catching each wall?

Hear the grays gather 
Wash all their women 
Street all their worries 
Crash unrepelled

Car/y my trinkets 
Over the raInstream 
Keep the du11 waters 
Dripping from wells
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DRIFTING

Soft blanket warmth 
Enfolds my trunk 
My arms and face press 
Cool white pillowcase 
I stretch my brown arms 
And breathe 
Dreams. . .
Images leap under my eyelids 
Vibrating the darkness 
Colors
I sleep to colors 
Forgetting clocks 
A certain bright green 
Dream image 
Arcs across
And to a lullaby of silence 
I fI oat. . .
The bones strangely 
Sing
Inside my flesh

• ■■ --Hr
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THE FEELING

We came close enough 
To dying that year.
We could see It 
From every rooftop 
Mountain alone,
In every
Mirrored fountain 
We saw our faces 
Turn to bone.

We held cyclone fury 
In every cell.
And In halI way turns 
Or late upon the stairs 
We thought we heard 
The hell
Where tired flesh burns 
And muscle tears.

When our hearts beat fast 
Flashing signals In our chests 
Then our minds couldn’t last.
We’d be grasping at the rim
But sinking for a rest
(We could feel our bodies drying).

We came close enough to dying; 
One year we nearly quit.
That chilled approach 
When dawn was still.
We couId smeII It.

i

J
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THE CALL ;k-I ^

Poseidon’s great salt lips 
Lap my face.
The gauzy sifting 
Sound of surf 

Catching upon each second 
Lulls me under.
Glimpsing the magic moon.

I plan to rot
With pirate bones
Away, far away from shore.
I mean to waIk 
The ocean bottom 
In total night's
Cold solitude, , ,
A ghost amid wreckage 
Exploring.
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PRXESSION

Ah, the night.
Purple when we rose.
Cloaked our ghostly garments. 
A garden graveyard beneath 
As we slipped across stars 
To meet the night’s secrets.

But soon
In moonset’s silent hour 
Our long procession ends. 
Wings dissolving.
Weary must we sink 
After smelling dawn.

Hide, my dears.
In cobweb corners.
Hide.
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GRAVITY

I am a broken body In the field 
Face to earth, back twisted.
Hands cupped Into stiff claws. 
Released to gravity.
My heavy torso pushes firmly 
Into the grass.

Ye I low weeds dance about my skulI 
And a butterfly on my shoulder 
Dries her blue wings.
Breezes whisper to my hair
And makes waves on the grassy hills.

Soft rolling thunder numbs the earth 
And a steady rain 
Pounds my back.
My legs, my neck.
A spider huddles under my side 
As I sleep to the rhythmic torrents. 
Under a sky of angry black 
My eyeleds will be closed with mud.
I will sink with the taste of dirt.
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LIFE'S HOUR

Rotting off the cross.
We're past crucifixion.
Torture,
That's our toothbrush.
Our three-meal 
Rout Ine.
Circling around 
In caged labyrinths.
Discovering over and over 
Our countless 
Emptinesses.
Have another cigarette.
My friend

' ' '‘ A IIttle menthol
Amid the misery.

i vm Battered we are.
Against Indifferent stone.
Night's whispering whirlpool

ihirf vm'o
Rushes around us

r’! t i'l ■ i/r Of ': f
Pressing our fired lids.

On the day 
We decide to die
The sunny sky won't change our minds.
Our cold she I Is
Will house sweet souls.

, t>i b ;■ f p».ts et ^
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Errata
Page

4
6

6
7

7

10
17
25

26

34
34

38
38
55
56 
60

65
68

69

80

83

Line
4 But plates get broken, chickens stolen,
8 In poetry, and so might I.
9 The computer translates "Out of sight, out of mind"
10 as "Blind and mad" and so might I,
11 except that, bless, him, blind and mad
13 Guenter Grass
30 limits of reality. A perception, too. Is a part of the wholeness 

of the
31 All, and perceptions do not make up the All as Man's attributes do
4 the One, by not being myself I am I and not the world, on the

one hand;
6 I am l-and-the-world, once self-awareness arises In the One. My 

previous
14 Blood-stained, fertile with his sweat and tears.
23 'Boy', 'boy', nor 'Uncle*,
32 derstand and that It calls for careful reflection, not for mere 

quotation
2 It Is the foolishness of God which challenges the wisdom of men. 

Jews and
5 what was the nature of this Gog; he could exist out In the
44 trained. There Is In Adam the power to betray God. God wants 

Adam to

30 dawn, and he brought an offering unto God, a unicorn whose horn
42 that therein Is.
45 a time In travail with mischief, who hast gone thy way, and
26 And If he finds It, truly, I say to you, he rejoices over It
22 the former cannot be answered. If a person takes the question 

seriously,
33 dwells In heaven and continually beholds the glory of God, yet
2 lying with linen cloths but rolled up In a place by Itself.
I Yes, for John there was expectation, not fear and trembling.

For John
as a note to the pedaling: The arrows denote the quick release of 

the sustaining pedal and Immediate push back down, catching 
the "residue" of the sonority Just played.

as a note to the fermata: Sustain the pedal until the sound dies almost 
completely out before going on to the next brace.
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84 the

96 11
96 19
103 7
130 16

132 16

132 22

142 1

142 8

147 29

148 18

150 3

151 25

157 6
159 7

159 18
161 1

179 17

185 14
189 8

last words In the first and second line of the footnote are: 
melody, and Hauptstlmme
who sends the spirit?
life a si Ice?
tradition he may come, as well as the undergraduate, limited
to his problem and unaware that he was uttering the culmination 
of that
have meant that he would have to cut short his Intended visit 
with NI-
she had never known what It was to possess much, she did not 
desire much;
By six o’clock, too, all signs of the revolt In the square had 
been
volt had hurried to the military office In front of the Winter 
Pa I ace
time trying to convince any particular person to join the cause; 
after
Baron Frederichs, commander of the regiment, approached, where
upon Chtche-
Wlth a slight shrug of his shoulders and a perceptibly saddened 
counte-
knocklng him on top of the body of Peter. With great effort, 
Nicholas
wore a green coat and a ridiculous tall white hat."
possibly be Implicated? I have not left this area for months 
now."
"Certainly! You see, we have more consideration for the benefit of
probably first been kindled by Pierre’s own Involvement In the 
philoso-
vel with them to Bald Hills for a visit with Nicholas and Mary, 
having
Carry my trinkets 
But soon


