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“What’s this? Am I falling? My legs are giving way,” thought 
he, and fell on his back. He opened his eyes, hoping to see how 
the struggle of the Frenchmen with the gunners ended, whether 
the red-haired gunner had been killed or not and whether the 
cannon had been captured or saved. But he saw nothing. Above 
him there was now nothing but the sky – the lofty sky, not clear 
yet still immeasurably lofty, with gray clouds gliding slowly 
across it. “How quiet, peaceful, and solemn; not at all as I ran,” 
thought Prince Andrew – “ not as we ran, shouting and fighting, 
not at all as the gunner and the Frenchman with frightened and 
angry faces struggled for the mop: how differently do those 
clouds glide across that lofty infinite sky! How was it I did not 
see that lofty sky before? And how happy I am to have found it 
at last! Yes! All is vanity, all falsehood, except that infinite sky. 
There is nothing, nothing, but that. But even it does not exist, 
there is nothing but quiet and peace. Thank God! …” 

. . . 

I should not have believed anyone who told me that I was 
capable of such love,” said Prince Andrew. “It is not at all the 
same feeling that I knew in the past. The whole world is now 
for me divided into two halves: one half is she, and there all is 
joy, hope, light: the other half is everything where she is not, 
and there is all gloom and darkness…”  

“Darkness and gloom,” reiterated Pierre: “yes, yes, I understand 
that.”  

“I cannot help loving the light, it is not my fault. And I am very 
happy! You understand me? I know you are glad for my sake.”  

“Yes, yes,” Pierre assented, looking at his friend with a touched 
and sad expression in his eyes. The brighter Prince Andrew’s 
lot appeared to him, the gloomier seemed his own.  
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“And are you very much in love?” [to Prince Andrew] 

“How shall I put it?” replied Natasha. “I was in love with Boris, 
with my teacher, and with Denisov, but this is quite different. I 
feel at peace and settled. I know that no better man than he 
exists, and I am calm and contented now. Not at all as before.” 

. . . 

Rakes, those male Magdalenes, have a secret feeling of 
innocence similar to that which female Magdalenes have, based 
on the same hope of forgiveness. “All will be forgiven her, for 
she loved much; and all will be forgiven him, for he enjoyed 
much.” 

. . . 

 

“Why are you going? Why are you upset?” asked Natasha, and 
she looked challengingly into Pierre’s eyes. 

“Because I love you!” was what he wanted to say, but he did 
not say it, and only blushed till the tears came, and lowered his 
eyes.  

“Because it is better for me to come less often… because… No, 
simply I have business…”  

“Why? No, tell me!” Natasha began resolutely and suddenly 
stopped.  

They looked at each other with dismayed and embarrassed 
faces. He tried to smile but could not: his smile expressed 
suffering, and he silently kissed her hand and went out.  

Pierre made up his mind not to go to the Rostovs’ any more. 
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In the miserable, sobbing, enfeebled man whose leg had just 
been amputated, he recognized Anatole Kuragin. Men were 
supporting him in their arms and offering him a glass of water, 
but his trembling, swollen lips could not grasp its rim. Anatole 
was sobbing painfully. “Yes, it is he! Yes, that man is somehow 
closely and painfully connected with me,” thought Prince 
Andrew, not yet clearly grasping what he saw before him. 
“What is the connection of that man with my childhood and 
life?” he asked himself without finding an answer. And 
suddenly a new unexpected memory from that realm of pure 
and loving childhood presented itself to him. He remembered 
Natasha as he had seen her for the first time at the ball in 1810, 
with her slender neck and arms and with a frightened happy face 
ready for rapture, and love and tenderness for her, stronger and 
more vivid than ever, awoke in his soul. He now remembered 
the connection that existed between himself and this man who 
was dimly gazing at him through tears that filled his swollen 
eyes. He remembered everything, and ecstatic pity and love for 
that man overflowed his happy heart.  

Prince Andrew could no longer restrain himself and wept tender 
loving tears for his fellow men, for himself, and for his own and 
their errors.  

“Compassion, love of our brothers, for those who love us and 
for those who hate us, love of our enemies; yes, that love which 
God preached on earth and which Princess Mary taught me and 
I did not understand – that is what made me sorry to part with 
life, that is what remained for me had I lived. But now it is too 
late. I know it!” 
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Why did Moscow burned down? 

However tempting it might be for the French to blame 
Rostopchin’s ferocity and for Russians to blame the scoundrel 
Bonaparte, or later on to place an heroic torch in the hands of 
their own people, it is impossible not to see that there could be 
no such direct cause of the fire, for Moscow had to burn as every 
village, factory, or house must burn which is left by its owners 
and in which strangers are allowed to live and cook their 
porridge. Moscow was burned by its inhabitants, it is true, 
however, not by those who remained in it, but by those who had 
abandoned it. 


