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WHE ANNOWRTED SCAIPY
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. PROLOGUE

Moscow, 1812, just before Napoleon’sinvasion of
Russia and the burning of the city. As the story begins
(“Prologue™) we Mmeet “Pierre," q wealthy aristocrat

having an existentiql crisis, living a slothful life of wine,

- ~philosophy, and inaction.

. PROLOGUE |,

(An accordion Plays as Andrey finishes putting on his
uniform. He gives a last §oodbye to Natasha and then

L leaves.)

'PIERRE
- There’s a war going on
Out there somewhere
~ And Andrey isn’t here (2)
There’s a war going on
‘Out there somewhere
A.nd Andrey isn’t here
CALL
There’s a war going on
Out there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here
Lhere’s 2 war going on
Dut there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here

And this is 411 ip your program (3)
Stlare at the opera (4)
[anna have t study up a little bit
You wannj keep with the plot
U7 it’s o complicated Russian novel
SEYONe’s got nine different names
0ok it yp i your program
td appreciate it, thanks a ot ()
2 da ¢

dada .
a da

85hg!

ANNSTATIONS

(1) This song was actually one of the last to
written; originally the show started right init
of Pierre's self-loathing anthem, “Pierre.” Aff
first two workshops at Ars Nova, a consiste
feedback was that it took people a while to
who was who. And so | decided (a bit spitefy
a proper prologue, 3 [a Romeo & Juliet, laying
out as clearly as possible, and employing the
honored preschoo| music tradition (I taught p
for three years) of the cumulative song form,
drill these characters into people’s heads.

{2) You wouldn't know it from the recording, b

Andrey does appear, silently/usually dreamily‘, '
times in the staging: at the very top, leaving Na
for the war; during “No One Else,” reading Nata
love letters as she sings to him in the snow; du
“The Opera,” creeping through as a ghastly, blo
soldier being disemboweled by creepy robed M

and during “Letters,” reading Pierre’s letter. He'
romping about on guitar during most of Act 2,'a
plays the triangle during “The Abduction.” Thisii
because Rache! Chavkin is an astoundingly gooa

(3) The program for the show is indeed very he
It includes the synopsis, and the family tree (p:
120-21) with amazing drawings by our costum
designer, Paloma Young, which she updates éy
time we get a new cast member.

(4) I like to call the show an “electropop opera
“electro” because of the presence of electronijc
synths, and sfx that infect the score once Anatc
arrives; “pop” because of the more traditionals
forms in various popular styles that make up th
show’s arias (“Pierre” as an indie rock tune; N
One Else” as a golden-era Broadway popular S0
“Charming” as a contemporary hip-hop tune; “S;
Alone” as a country/folk ballad); and “opera” be
of the sung-through format, the touches of Russ
classical music, the emotional gravitas of the
and the more recitative-like sections that musica
Tolstoy's prose. Also “opera” is fun and cool sou
and provocative, and pays homage to Tolstoy’s o1
snarky views; he saw it as an overly intellectualla
form of the aristocracy, and thus hated it, Solta
some pleasure in subverting the label and applyir
to a score that is in a more populist style (that |
Tolstoy would have enjoyed!).

(5) | believe my original lyric here was “What did!
expect?” but Rachel suggested quite wisely that
maybe during our opening number we should be,
know, nice to the audience.

OrrosITE: Scott Stangland, A R.T, 2015,
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THE GAEAR GOMEW

NATASHA -
Natasha is young
She loves Andrey with all her heart

ALL
She loves Andrey with all her heart

‘Natasha is }‘fo\ung

And Andrey isn’t here

SONYA

Sonya is good .
Natasha’s cousin and closest friend
ALL ‘
Natasha’s cousin and closest friend
Sonya is good

Natasha is young

And Andrey isn’t here

MARYA D. ,
Marya is-old-school, a grande da.me of Moscow
Natasha’s godmother, strict yet kind

l‘:]lf:ilt-asha’s godmothér, strict yet kind
Marya is old-school

Sonya is good

Natasha is young

And Andrey isn’t here

And this is all in your program
are at the opera o
g)c?nna have to study up a little bit
If you wanna keep with the. plot 1
Cuz it’s a complicated Russian nove
Everyone’s got qine different names
So look it up in your program
. We'd appreciate it, thanks a lot
Dadada
Dadada
Dadada

Anatole!

ANATOLE
Anatole is hot

ALL
He spends his money on women and wine
~ Anatole is hot
Marya is old-school
Sonya is good
Natasha is young
~And Andrey isn’t here
HELENE
Heélene is a slut (g)
Anatole’s sister, married to Pierre’
ALL
- Anatole’s sister, married to Pierre
~ Héleéne is a slut
Anatole is hot
- Marya is old-school
Sonya is good
Natasha is young
- And Andrey isn't here

DOLOKHOV

Dolokhov is fierce, but not too important
Anatole’s friend, a crazy good shot

ALL,

Anatole’s friend, a ¢
Dolokhov is fierce
Heélene is 4 slut
Anatole is hot
Marya is old-schoo]
_i,;nya is gopd

atasha ig young
find Andrey isn't here

razy good shot

handeljers and caviar

€ war can'’t touch us here
dinor characters!
LKONS Ky

id Prince Bolkons
ARy

i Mar}’ is plain

ky is crazy

WHE ANMORRYED scipy

(6) I am aware of the problems Wi
however, Hélene brazenly owns ﬁe
and has reclaimed the word with s
Slut by Dossie Easton and JanetW
book on non-monogamous relatior
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THE GAEAT COMEW

NATASHA -
Natasha is young
She loves Andrey with all her heart

ALL
She loves Andrey with all her heart
.Natasha is young 3
And Andrey isn't here -4
SONYA i |
Sonya is good
Natasha’s cousin and closest friend
ALL
Natasha’s cousin and closest friend
Sonya is good
Natasha is young
And Andrey isn’t here

MARYA D.

Marya i?'old—school, a grande dame of Moscow
Natasha’s godmother, strict yet kind

ALL

Natasha’s godmother, strict yet kind
Marya is old-school

Sonya is good

Natasha is young

And Andrey isn’t here

And this is all in your program
You are at the opera

Gonna have to study up a little bit
If you wanna keep with the plot
Cuz it’s a complicated Russian novel
Everyone’s got nine different names
So look it up in your program

We'd appreciate it, thanks a lot
Dadada

Dadada

Dadada

Anatole!

ANATOLE
Anatole is hot
He spends his money on women and wine

) |24 ¢

money on women and wine

sends his
tole is hot
rya is old-school
hya is good

asha is young
d:Andrey isn’t here

LENE
{élene is 2 slut (6)

i natole’s sister, married to Pierre

1 VLL
atole

‘Heélene is a slut

Anatole is hot

Marya is old-school
‘Sonya is 0O

‘Natasha is young

* And Andrey isn’t here

.' DOLOKHOV
" Dolokhov is fierc
Anatole’s friend, a crazy goo

" ALL
~ Anatole’s friend, a crazy good shot
" Dolokhov is fierce ’
Hélene is a slut

Anatole is hot

Marya is old-school

Sonya is good

Natasha is young

And Andrey isn’t here

Chandeliers and caviar
The war can’t touch us here

s sister, married to Pierre

e
-

e, but not too important
d shot

Minor characters!

BOLKONSKY
Old Prince Bolkonsky is crazy

MARY
And Mary is plain

T

THE ANNOTANED SCHIPH

however, Hélene prazenly owns her loose sexuality,.
word with pride (alaThe Ethical

and Janet W. Hardy, an excellent
ous relationships).

L‘ (6) | am aware of the problems with the word “slut”;
$d

and has reclaimed the
) Sjut by Dossie Easton
' book on non-monogam
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(7) For fun | just looked up my original draft of this
tune, and it is a lyrical nightmare:

Natasha loves Andrey but she’s antsy.

Sonya and Natasha are cousins, and Sonya is good.

Marya Dmitryevna is Natasha's godmother. She
loves her, she loves her.

Anatole spends all his money. He's a dandy and
ruled by passions.

Hélene is Anatole’s sister and Pierre's wife.
She's a bit of a slut.

And Dolokhov, his friend, is fierce.
Wouldn't wanna mess with him.

Mary and the Old Prince are minor characters.

They'll get things going and you'll never
see them again.

Balaga drives the troika. You'll see him later,
he's just for fun.

All hail simplicity!

(8) This was the very first full song | wrote, on a
peloved Yamaha upright in my old Williamsburg
apartment. | was listening to a lot of Arcade Fire at
the time, and wanted to imbue Pierre's character with
that band's sense of epic tragedy. I'm also a nut for
the 2-against-3 rhythm in the piano part; this rhythm
appears throughout the show, especially in “Natasha
Lost” and "The Ball."

(9) The first use of Tolstoy's prose in the show.

| employed a pretty loose adaptive technique
throughout, trying to keep Tolstoy's voice and amazing
imagery intact, while giving myself free license t0
revise and paraphrase to make things more lyrically
satisfying. | used Aylmer and Louise Maude's 1922
translation, which was the first English translation and
was overseen by Tolstoy himself; | also referenced
Anthony Briggs (the first one | read), Constance
Garnett (an old-school classic), and Richard Pevear
and Larissa Volokhonsky (the most recent, and my
favorite). The show is an adaptation of Volume 2, Part
5 (or “Book 8" if your translation breaks the novel into
books instead of volumes and parts), and this is the
first line of Chapter 1 of that section:

“after Prince Andrew’s engagement to Natasha,
Pierre without any apparent cause suddenly felt
it impossible to go on living as before.”

(various translations transliterate Natasha's fiancé
as Andrey, Andrew, or Andrei; | just like the “y" ending
best. But the only “correct” spelling is “Auppei.”)

THE GAEAT COMET

resoret oSy

MARY & BOLKONSKY
Andrey’s family, totally messed up

BALAGA
And Balaga’s just for fun!

ALL .
-Balaga’s just for fun!

Balaga is fun

Bolkonsky is crazy

Mary is plain

Dolokhov is fierce
Héléne is a slut
Anatole is hot

Marya is old-school
Sonya is good

Natasha is young

And Andrey isn’t here (7)

And what about Pierre?

Dear, bewildered and awkward Pierre?
What about Pierre?

Rich, unhappily married Pierre?
What about Pierre?

What about Pierre?

What about Pierre?

2. PIERRE @

PIERRE

Tt’s dawned on me suddenly
And for no ebvious reason
That I can’t go on

Living as T am (9)

The zest of life has vanished
- Only the skeleton remains
Unexpectedly vile

T used to be better

'CHORUS
Ah...

Oh Pierre! Our merry feasting crank”

Our most dear, most kind, most smart ar

) |26 ¢

d ecc€

A warm-hearted Russian o
‘ ssian of th

His purse is always emptyo i c')ld Sd'lOOl
Cuz it’s open to all |
Oh Pierre
{u.st. one of 2 hundred sad old men

iving out their final days
. ys in Mo
“PIERRE .
I drink too much

Right now, my friend fights and bleeds

And T sit at home and read
Hours at a time

Hours at my screen (11)
Anything, anything
Abandoned to distraction
In order to forget

We waste our lives
-Drowning in wine

: I never thought that I’d end

l{used to be better up like this

‘And the women .
they all pit
Cuz I'm married Py
ﬁt\hot in love
l?-'r'ozcn at the center
OMEN

] 3 ;
1 est charmant; il n'a pas de sexe (12)

Ie i .
i ;1s charmmg; he has no sex
-HORUS

)h Pierrel
urPr:;::.dOur merry feasting crank

; e i
e ar, c;nost Ifmd, most smart and eccentric
K : rted Russian of the old school
PUIse is always empt ’
UZits open to a]] - ¢ l I
) Pierre

: ;ne of 2 hundred sad old men
g out their final days in Mo
3 scow
e l_tt’s a Tinging in my h
IS a sick S
B ness in the world
Yeryone knows
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10) T .
ﬁ)ic e)stoli'?lsg);s tF:)nr Mtoscow society Pierre was the

» A , Most intelle :
magnanimous of cranks ctual, merriest, and mos

e rne

mes : a heedless, genj ‘
s e old. Russian type. His purse waf al e

cause it was open to everyone e w8
those retired gentlemen-i g

vl et Pierre was ony
hundreds good-humored aiting of whom there we
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 1)

ly ending their days in Mosc

i, G S

The d i j

e Sgrstcgptdhmg D-majqr arpeggio in the clarinet he

oot a;a(rjn?Tfor Pierre; it appears again in “Di

w0 sones ) he.Great Comet of 1812." Tho
also use similar chord progressit;ns B

11) This i ;
i(nd gerh;Sn'Z the lync. I get asked about the most, It |
soreens Thnachronls.tlc reference to computer/. hl '
On—Act.2 We shovy originally had more of that g(;amm
footage on T?/S_ggtllr’:gw? Start with Pierte watching ng
deli It we eventually came ji
elicate anachronistic tone., But [ love th};) ﬁn:o;ed
,and.

do think it’s exactl
y what Pj ing i
were transplanted to today.erre wouldbe doing If g
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;;rzn)ozhf first_ French in the show; War & Peac
sly begins with a full paragraph almost Zntirely

in Fre
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(7) For fun 1 just looked up my original draft of this
tune, and it is a lyrical nightmare:

Natasha loves Andrey but she's antsy.

Sonya and Natasha are cousins, and Sonya is good.

Marya Dmitryevna is Natasha's godmother. She
loves her, she loves her.

Anatole spends all his money. He's a dandy and
ruled by passions.

Héléne is Anatole’s sister and Pierre's wife.
She's a bit of a slut.

And Dolokhov, his friend, is fierce.
Wouldn’t wanna mess with him.

Mary and the Old Prince are minor characters.

They'll get things going and you'll never
see them again.

Balaga drives the troika. You'll see him later,
he’s just for fun,

All hail simplicity!

(8) This was the very first full song | wrote, on a
beloved Yamaha upright in my old Williamsburg
apartment. | was listening to a lot of Arcade Fire at
the time, and wanted to imbue Pierre's character with
that band's sense of epic tragedy. I'm also a nut for
the 2-against-3 rhythm in the piano part; this rhythm
appears throughout the show, especially in “Natasha
Lost” and “The Ball.”

(9) The first use of Tolstoy's prose in the show.

I employed a pretty loose adaptive technique
throughout, trying to keep Tolstoy's voice and amazing
‘imagery intact, while giving myself free license to
revise and paraphrase to make things more lyrically
satisfying. | used Aylmer and Louise Maude's 1922
translation, which was the first English translation and
was overseen by Tolstoy himself; | also referenced
Anthony Briggs (the first one | read), Constance
‘Garnett (an old-school classic), and Richard Pevear
:and Larissa Volokhonsky (the most recent, and my
'_favorite). The show is an adaptation of Volume 2, Part
5 (or “Book 8 if your translation breaks the novel into
books instead of volumes and parts), and this is the
first line of Chapter 1 of that section:

“After Prince Andrew’s engagement to Natasha,
Pierre without any apparent cause suddenly felt
it impossible to go on living as before.”

(Various translations transliterate Natasha's fiancé
as Andrey, Andrew, or Andrei; [ just like the “y” ending
best. But the only “correct” spelling is “Aunpeit.”)

THE GAEAT COMEY

&

5 MARY & BOLKONSKY

35 Andrey’s family, totally messed up
| BALAGA

“r, , And Balaga’s just for fun!

! ALL .

i - Balaga’s just for fun!
Balaga is fun . /
Bolkonsky is crazy
Mary is plain
Dolokhov is fierce

1% Héléne is a slut

‘ Anatole is hot

Marya is old-school

} Sonya is good
s Natasha is young
i And Andrey isn'’t here (7)

And what about Pierre?

Dear, bewildered and awkward Pierre?
What about Pierre?

Rich, unhappily married Pierre?
What about Pierre?

What about Pierre?

What about Pierre?

2. PIERRE ¢

PIERRE

It’s dawned on me suddenly
And for no ebvious reason
That I can’t go on

Living as I am (9)

The zest of life has vanished

" Only the skeleton remains
Unexpectedly vile

T used to be better

[ "CHORUS

: Ah...

i Oh Pierre! Our merry feasting crank -

TR, AT
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Our most dear, most kind, most smart and eccentric

'heanted Russian of the c?ld sc}}ool
B

rse is always empty
S chn to all

) :f ;f 2 hundred sad old men

o-out their final days in Moscow (10)

RRE 3

ink too muc
bt now, my friend fights and b'leeds

0 sit' at home and read

suts at a time

Jours at my screen (11)

A 'ﬁhing, anything

Abandoned to distraction

order to forget

We waste our lives

D rowning in wine ' .

I never thought that'd end up like this

T used to be better '

And the women they all pity me
éu_z I'm married

‘Bt not in love

TFrozen at the center

" WOMEN

1l est charmant; il n'a pas de sexe (12}
ii"le is charming; he has no sex
/CHORUS

Oh Pierre! Qur merry feasting crank e
Our most dear, most kind, most smart a

A warm-hearted Russian of the old school
His purse is always empty ] .
- Cuz it’s open to all

Oh Pierre
]uét one of a hundred sad old men

Living out their final days in Moscow

PIERRE . ]
There’s a ringing in my hea ;
There’s a sickness in the worl

And everyone knows

THE ANNOWATED SCAIPY
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“For Moscow society Pierfe was the o

t intellectual, merriest, and mo

a heedless, genial nobleman
rse was always empty

ne. ... Pierre was oné of
ting of whom there were )
g their days in Moscow.

(1.0) Tolstoy:
nicest, kindest, r;nos i
nanimous of cranks, a

r<:]fatghe old Russian type. His pu
because it was open to e.veryo.
those retired gentlemen-in-wall
hundreds good-hur:)oredly endin
(vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. N ' )
The descending D-major arpe.ggm in the clair:]nie; PguSt
i rt of theme for Pierre; it appears aga e

o s hes” and “The Great Comet of 1812.

?\22 gzngs also use similar chord progressions.

i t the most. It is
lyric | get asked abou
h)rlonistic reference to computer/phone
ily had more of that going

(11) This is the
indeed an anac

show origina : '
scree:cst.; r\]l:/eas going to start with Pierre watching war
on—

e
footage on TV—but we eventually cameh'gg ﬁnrgo; )
delicate anachronistic tone'. But ! |ov;ej :)el doiné ane.
do think it's exactly what Pierre woul

were transplanted 10 today.

in the show; War & Peace
c'::\lg full paragraph alm.ost entirely
pers of Russian society at the )
an effort to be “more European,
time that Napoleon’s army wgst
Tolstoy, @ profound natlonglls
n, disapproved of this
his less enlightened
French is hilariously

(12) The first Fren‘
famously begins wi
in French. Many mem
time spoke French in
ironically at the saq;er\
inning its invasion. :
giﬁlrl\gvegof all things Russia
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bad).

® o

s 9

e
"
[}
2" %




FHE GAEAR GOMET

(13) “ . . as with a buzzing in his head after dinner or i
supper . . . he said to himself: ‘It doesn’t matter. I'll get
it unraveled. | have a solution ready, but have no time
now—I'll think it all out later on!’ But the later on never
came.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 1)

{(14) “Sometimes he consoled himself with the thought
that he was only living this life temporarily; but then he
was shocked by the thought of how many, like himself,

had entered that life and that Club temporarily, with

all their teeth and hair, and had only left it when not a

single tooth or hair remained.” (Ibid.)

(15) “In moments of pride, when he thought of his
position it seemed to him that he was quite different
and distinct from those other retired gentlemen-in-
waiting he had formerly despised: they were empty,
stupid, contented fellows, satisfied with their position,
‘while | am still discontented and want to do something
for mankind. But perhaps all these comrades of mine
struggled just like me’ . . . after living some time in
Moscow he no longer despised, but began to grow fond
of, to respect, and to pity his comrades in destiny, as he
pitied himself.” (Ibid.)

(16) There is a bit of Bruce Springsteen's “Adam
Raised a Cain” going on here.

=i
>
PRI

O
OO

g m e v T p Tl

ApovE: Katrina Yaukey, AR.T, 2015.

But pretends that they don’t see
“Oh, I'll sort it out later”
But later never comes (13)

PIERRE & MEN

And how many men before
~Good‘Rus.s:m\n men

Believing in goodness and truth .

PIERRE

Entered that door

With all their teeth and hair
And left it toothless and bald (24)

You empty and stupid
Contented fellows

Satisfied with your place
I'm different from you

I'm different from you

I still want to do something

Or do you struggle too?

1 pity you, I pity me, 1 pity you

I pity you, I pity me, I pity you (25)
CHORUS

Ah...(@6)

PART I

Meanwhile, the young, newly engaged Natasha

. - - L
Rostova and her cousin Sonya arrivein “Moscow
odmoti

stay the winter with MaryaD., Natasha’'s g
while Natasha waits for her fiancée, Andrey, tore
from the war. Marya D. tells Natasha that she mfl
visit her future in-laws, a demented, miserly oldipr
and his spinster daughter (“The Private and Intim
Life of the House™), to win their affection and sedH
the marriage, which is critical to the Rostovs’ S.‘V,‘._ :
and fortune. However, Natasha’s visit ends indis
(“Natasha & Bolkonskys”) and she leaves missiny

Andrey more than ever (*No One Else™). :

| T K

CHAPTER 1
3. MOSCOW (.,

PIERRE
Raz dva tri!

- (Natasha and Sonya arrive on sleighs.)
NATASHA '
Marya Dmitryevna Akhrosimova
MARYA D. -
Countess Natalya Ilyinichna Rostova

‘ NATASHA

You must call me Natasha

SONYA

Marya Dmitryevna Akhrosimova .

MARYA D.

A Sofia Alexandrovna Rostova
SONYA

“;You must call me Sonya

-].MARYA D.

"Welcome

Welcome to Moscow

‘Where faded and fadin

Y g princesses live
k take you where you must go
et you a bit

A :d I'll scold you a bit

1 giﬁoddaughter, my favorite, Natasha

R touch you on the cheek

ATASHA & SONYA

ty.cousin and |

' R?.so Pleased to be with you

&L We wait on our fiance

hting in the war e

ARYA p.

g in their things! (18

: aE are yoy dawdling for?
1€ samovyr ready!

Te half frozen, I'm sure!

::0

FHE ANMOTRWED SeAIpY
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17) Thi
(17) ‘hlS song was one of the harder ones to write
, ast

aloto . position in it; it w 5
out asfbrli\gzlons' For t,he most part | tried tsr}; thrq“ghﬁ :
Y as possible, while also eStab”shj};] ;hmgs 1

Natasha and Sonya's fri
ya’s fri i
Marya D. is Ly endship and the fact that

e

(18) Lots of Tolstoy herel “Th
s : ) ¢ € count’s things? Brj
em gf;é estI;e said, pointing to the portmagtséaﬁgng
e o Eree Mrlwhg anyone. ‘The young ladies'? There to
the e ta/:t are you dawdling for?’ she cried to
P a.n . 4::' s’amovar ready!. . . You've grown
P C"‘eek;;rettler, shet remarked, drawing Natasha
! (e oo ks :\//ere glowing from the cold) to her b
e o s/;e Sho. Ou are cold! Now take off your things
pa st ‘You'uted to the count who was going to kis’s
or her i ° r‘e half frozen, I'm sure! Bring some
| -+ - Bonjour, Sonya dear!”” (Vol, 2,Pt.5 Chrug)
| (CV ;r‘;eisvzg oflrgt.d.raft' of the show, Natasha's father
: o eventuall‘;?tltllang in the novel) was a character too
:. all te suthns & :S:)me apparent that Marya fulfilled'
,’ i e needs of the story. All hail

.
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(13) “ .. as witha buzzing in his head after dinner or
supper . . . he said to himself: ‘It doesn't matter. I'll get
it unraveled. | have a solution ready, but have no time
now—/'ll think it all out later on!’ But the later on never
came.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 1)

(14) “Sometimes he consoled himself with the thought
that he was only living this life temporarily; but then he
was shocked by the thought of how many, like himself,

had entered that life and that Club temporarily, with

all their teeth and hair, and had only Jeft it when not a

single tooth or hair remained.” (Ibid.)

(15) “In moments of pride, when he thought of his
position it seemed to him that he was quite different
and distinct from those other retired gentlemen-in-
waiting he had formerly despised: they were empty,
stupid, contented fellows, satisfied with their position,
‘while | am still discontented and want to do something
for mankind. But perhaps all these comrades of mine
struggled just like me'. .. after living some time in
Moscow he no longer despised, but began to grow fond
of, to respect, and to pity his comrades in destiny, as he
pitied himself.” (Ibid.)

(16) There is a bit of Bruce Springsteen’s “Adam
Raised a Cain” going on here.
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Asove: Katrina Yaukey, AR.T, 2015.

But pretends that they don't see
“Oh, I'll sort it out later”
But later never comes (13)

PIERRE & MEN
And how many men before

Good Russian men
. AY

Believing in goodness and truth

PIERRE '

Entered that door

With all their teeth and hair
And left it toothless and bald (14)

You empty and stupid
Contented fellows

Satisfied with your place
T'm different from you

I'm different from you

1 still want to do something

Or do you struggle too?

I pity you, I pity me, I pity you

I pity you, I pity me, I pity you (15)
CHORUS

Ah...(16)

PART I

Meanwhile, the young, newly engaged Natasha.
Rostova and her cousin Sonya arrive in “Moscow’
stay the winter with Marya D., Natasha’s godntot

. CHAPTER1
4 3. Moscow (17)
. PIERRE
Raz dva tri!

(Natasha and Sonya arrive on sleighs.)
NATASHA "
Marya Dmitryevna Akhrosimova
MARYA D. =
Countess Natalya HNyinichna Rostova

' .NATASHA

- You must call me Natasha

SONYA

' vMarya Dmitryevna Akhrosimova .

MARYA D.

Sofia Alexandrovna Rostova
SONYA

~tou must call me Sonya

MARYA D.

ie_.lcome

Welcome to Moscow

A Vhere faded and fadj i i

.. H’imke S ading princesses live
8t you a bit
And I'1] scold you a bit

you must go

Vi i
y:_g(iddaughter, my favorite, Natasha
ouch you on the cheek

) IRl ¢

tore

ATASHA & soNYA
4 cQUSin and I

while Natasha waits for her fiancée, Andrey,
from the war. Marya D. tells Natasha that shemt

isi in- , miserl old I€ 50
visit her future in-laws, a dementefd Y "y ».s’.o pleased to be with vou .
- and his spinster daughter (“The Private and In€ e We wait on our £ y
. . . : s By lancé
Life of the House™), to win their affection and| tmg in the war ncees

ARYA p,

! ln their things! (1g)

; are yoy dawdling for?
: .; Samovar ready!
: alffrozen, I'm sure!

the marriage, which is critical to the RostoVS'.;"
“and fortune. However, Natasha’s visit ends if‘;
(“Natasha & Bolkonskys”) and she leaves misd
Andrey more than ever (“No One Else”)-
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AT S

(18) Lots of Tolsto

herel] «
them here, she saig erel “The count’s things

id, pointing t Nt
an i 0 the i
thed/g;)tt ireet/ng anyone. ‘The youngll):c;iten;?gg
e ma/:dso'% what are yoy dawdling for?” sh;e-t:;
e maids, ;t t:ve samovar ready! . . . You'ya.
rettier, ' 4
(whose chock e she remarked, drawingi\

lowing fi

o ; g g from the ¢

qu’.cchﬁ Foo! You are colgi Now take gffji/;qh
- She shouted to the count who was goilil)g

her hand. YOU T m sure! BH”g S0f
e hah ’rozen /
i
for tea! e Bo”./OU‘I SO”ya aear! (vo 2 I t 5

In the very first d
‘ raft of the sho
w e W, Natasha's fe
é urtu; xl/z atlso v1§|tmg in the novel) was ascf;]aas_u_fa
ntually it become apparent that Mar;:(':11

all the authority fi
S au y figure needs of the story. Al

Iy ererey

3
St

.
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THE GAEAY COMET

F.
p y S 1 . r ones to write, as
i % : (17) This song wes P ::ptgseit?:r:di?\ it; it went through
G, : there is 500000 fied to lay things
(13) ... as with a buzzing in his head after dinner or [ v l isi For the most part i
. . . _ lot of revisions. : :
supper . .. he said to himself: ‘It doesn’t matter. I'll get 1 ‘1‘3 utp r?tends 'that they don't see L ! -ER ; f Ecl)ut as bluntly as possioe, Whl"e o eStabl;Sm:tg
it unraveled. | have a solution ready, but have o time | Oh, I'll sort it out later” 8 scow @an ' Natasha and Sonya's friendship and the fac
now—”l’élv thling i; f” t_;)ué rI1atj¢3r on!’ But the later on never But later never comes (13) v | Marya D. is awesome:
came.” (Vol. 1 " '
» FL.5, Ch. i ar 's things? Brin,
(14) “Sometimes h { . PIERRE & MEN IRE (18) Lots of Tolstoy here! ;hf ct?)l;n;;r:ggﬁteaus )
“Sometimes he consoled himself with the thought ? ] Jva-tri! 'she said, pomine (¥
o . - =tr1. them here, S ’ ) o
that he was only living this life temporarily; but then he And how n}any men before ' b ; Jeighs.) and not greeting anyone- The yogng lad:fas ’ Tht'eerg ttg
was shocked by the thought of how many, like himself, . Good'Russxa\n men pasha and Sonya arrive o SIEIEE the left, Now what are you dawdiing for? sheecgmwn
had entered that life and that Club temporarily, with ‘ Believing in goodness and truth ; the maids. ‘Get the samovar I eady! . . . You'v Natasha
all their teeth and hair, and had only left it when not a . ‘ ‘KSHA : plumper and prettier,’ she remael o & her by
single tooth or hair remained.” (Ibid.) PIERRE ’ ' 1 va Dmitryevna Akhrosimova (whose cheeks were glowing f,zom ﬁ“i;ﬁ?}’yfw things
. IR i Vit ‘ Foo! You are cold! Now ta : ~
- (15) “In moments of pride, when he thought of his { En.tered that. door B ARYA D. thjc’;(?’o:he shouted to the count who was going to Idss
 position it seemed to him that he was quite different With all their teeth and hair = Natalya Ilyinichna Rostova ze, hand. You're half frozen, I'm sure! Bring some r:urg)
 and distinct from those other retired gentlemen-in- { 3 And left it toothless and bald (14) | untess HAtEY for teal . .. Bonjour, Sonya dear'” (ol 2, . 5. 1
\waiting he had formerly despised: they were empty, ] : ATASHA o ft of the show, Natasha's father
| stupid, contented fellows, satisfied with their position, ] You empty and stupid ' b 1 me Natasha In the very first dr@ ‘Othe nove|)'Was a character 00,
. ‘while | am still discontented and want to do something b Contented fellows fou must call me (who is also VISTNE ¥ e apparent that Marya fulfilled
for mankind. But perhaps all these comrades of mine Sati . ) - but eventua"){ t pecom eds of the story. All hail
| ;struggled just like me’. . . after living some time in ‘ atistied with yourp lace . 3 9NYA . AkhrOSimova . all the ?uthorlty fleure ne
-_vaoscow he no longer despised, but began to grow fond 1w I'm different from you ' Aarya Dmitryevna ' simplicfty!
- of, to respect, and to pity his comrades in destiny, as he ‘ ’ i '
pited himsetf- (bic) ‘ 1 m.dlfferent from you ' : 'MARYA D.
j I'still want to do something - Sofia Alexandrovna Rostova
(16) There is a bit of Bruce Springsteen’s “Adam 3

" Raised a Cain” going on here.

Or do you struggle too? 'SONYA
I pity you, I pity me, I pity you 1 'You must call me Sonya

‘)
ME’E %\' ‘)@L
I pity you, I pity me, I pity you (15)

CHORUS ' pama . | W ](—/A

. elcome | | A

e | "We1c0me to Moscow o . E CO M
| “Where faded and fading princesses live

_P)A_RT I - ~ Pet you a bit : 4/00“

. : ’ bit
Meanwhile, the young, newly engaged Natasha And T'lL.scold you a

Rostova and her cousin Sonya arrive in “Moscow” to’ 3 My.goddaughtcﬂ myhfav;:tei’ ot . d% W
stay the winter with Marya D., Natasha’s godn1othér;:~_ Il touch you o T € | m ‘
while Natasha waits for her fiancée, Andrey, to return ~ NATASHA & SONYA _
from the war. Marya D. tells Natasha that she must . My cousin and 1 - ( 2’/‘} %
visit her future in-laws, a demented, miserly old prince " ~* Are so pleased to be with yo,u | wﬂ/ adl
“and his spinster daughter (“The Private and Intimate ~ While we wait on our fiancées
Life of the House”), to win their affection and secure | Fighting in the war | /'
the marriage, which is critical to the Rostovs’ status ‘ i : MARYAD. ' [;/2/064/4/64/ [/%
‘and fortune. However, Natasha's visit ends in disaster - Bring in their things! (18) ; ﬂ ;
(*Natasha & Bolkonskys”) and she leaves missing - What are you dawdling for? | Wa‘ %ﬁwﬁ'

Andrey more than ever (“No One Else™). , Get the samovar rcady‘. |
: You're half frozen, I'm sure:

f
§
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me someone explicitly narrates. From

wanted not just to tell the story, but

novel on stage. He is such a master
ibing characters’ inner monologues and
elr feelings through minute physical
arms, glittering eyes), and | did not want
ext to sacrifice his language and style.
technique also helps invite the audience
ry, as these lines are usually given

Sonya is mostly just a narrator in Act 1,

hgr Act 2 aria “Sonya Alone” all the more
I heartbreaking.

Zing line actually comes from the first
Pierre: “In Moscow he felt at peace, at
nd dirty as in an old dressing gown.”

‘melody is the very first thing | wrote

how. It comes back in “The Ball” and
asha.”

ing clarinet solo here is played by Mark
riginal Cast Recording; while this song
mmed, this was an obvious candidate
g block, but | never had the heart to

t, which establishes so much about

love and the musical culture of the

race McLean and Denée Benton,

THE GAEAR COMEW

Bring some rum for the teq!
Sonyushka bonjour

And Natasha my darling

You've grown plumper and prettier
NATASHA

My cheeks ﬁr\e glowing from the cold

SONYA
She said (19)

Gazing at Marya with kind, glittering eyes ';

MARYA D.

Welcome

Welcome to Moscow

Scrufty and cozy

Like an old dressing gown (20)
SONYA

Countess Natalya
NATASHA -
Sofia Alexandrovna

SONYA

How beautiful you looked in the snow
NATASHA

Cousin dear I love you

Trust no one but you

But I can’t bear this waiting
Ieryand Iery

Andrey where are you?
I want him now, at once
To embrace him and cling to him
No one can understand
Ilove him
I know him
"He loves me only (21)

He’ll come home one day
And take me away

I want nothing more
I want nothing more

Hmmm . .. (22)
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THE GAEAR GOMEW

-

jatel
3) This name is totally made up, put apprgpg:rryy
‘tzw:as my grandmother's favorite drlnrl: (afl;zré)"
| ith “a C
i hymes wi
jigqueur). (And it of course r '
!?al; sczmetimes this show does rhyme!)

e—I
(24) Boston is actually a pretty fun car:é:r;\nd |
learned it in college, when my housem e le’s
worked our way through every claf; go?Ted et When
i inking lo .
f Games (while drin )
c/:’?jsidothis show at A.RT,, Grac.e Mr(‘:Lreean wou
sometimes do an outrageous wink here.

“well. now we'll talk. I congratulate you cl)ndy?ourr
ot d 'You’ve hooked a fine fellow! I am gla e
}tl)s(tjrroégie.and I've known him since rt]: V:I;rf; 5:dhl’%a.t e
m the .
e handila CIO Il;lftleeh?r;fgiiifgl)l his fam{ly..Now {isten!
%U: ﬁﬁgﬁﬁgr );ld Prince Nicholas mL;]cf; (1:3?:05“?; |
i 's crotchety! : A
50(1'5 marcri);’enﬁ‘i; ’r]v?)to ;dcf;illlgz:d can shift withoutY him, i
P”m':(’e o t nice to enter a family against a? 1‘athers’re .
b[{t ones ants to do it peacefully and lovingly. \.’os e
. one'r)lvand you'll know how to manage. Be kig ,Ch "
leegi/:)ﬁ’r wits. Then all will be well.”” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch.

ARYAD. - o
INTIirst thing tomorrow to Madame Chambord’s (23)

Dresses, dresses, we'll buy what we can afford
Then di,nner and a game of Bostorl '(24)
Then you'll read to me while I knit!

CHAPTER 2

. 4. THE PRIVATE AND |N
LIFE OF THE HOUSE (5,

BOLKONSKY
here - . _I've aged (27
onderful to have you ) i . _Tve aged (27)
-EZ:Z:; of these gossips and crybabies - I've aged so very much
' Ifall asleep at the table
SONYA .
?{AT’ﬁi‘: 1:381!15 where we must go . : My napkin drops to the floor
P:;lus 2 bit - I'm full of childish vanities
And scold us a bit . I'forget things
~And I live in the past
?{ONYgddaughter her favorite, Natasha Tve aged so very much
er g ’

She will touch you on the cheek

- People enjoy me though
I come in for tea in my old
(Sonya leaves.) powdered wig .
MARYA D.

* And I tell stories
And utter scathing critiques

Thls old-fashioned house

Well, now we’ll talk (25)
I congratulate you and 1Alnd‘rey

've hooked a fine fellow! .
éor?evcff t;)le finest matches in all of Russia
I am glad and relieved .
He'll be the family’s saving grace

y

ad this stern, shrewd old man
L 1elic of the past century

‘ ith his gentle daughter
NATASHA Is 2 majestic and agreeable spectacle
I blush happily =
Bt his h dislikes bi PUt'besides the couple of hours
i ince Bolkonsky, muc L
But his father, Prince -

guests

son’s marrying -
The old fellow’s crotche }: .
Of course Prince Andrey’s not.a Chlk-inst it
But it’s not nice to enter a family agair 1
One wants to do it peacefully and lovingly

-But you're 2 clever girl

]

AUring which the priv.
Ouse continyes

My me slippers (28)

y . - Y
ter “‘
t be kind to Andrey’s sis i
k;d when the sister loves you Fher s
So will the father B
And all will be well

8 e my ipe

Ather yeg father

I F I

TIMATE

-fashioned coat and

ith its gigantic mirrors and powdered footmen

during which we have

R€Te are aso twenty-two hours in the day

ate and intimate life of the

YHE AMMOWAFED Scqipw

(26) This song has alsg
especially as the structy
clearer; originally | conce
a little more episodic

undergone a lot of g
re of the show beca
ived that the showw

(27) “The prince had aged very much that year,
He showed marked signs of senility by a tenden,
to fall asleep, forgetfuiness of quite recent eveii
remembrance of remote ones, angd the childisl_i' '\I
with which he accepted the role of head of the;ﬁ

opposition. In spite of this the old man inspireq i
his visitors alike a feeling of respectful veneratio
especially of an evening when he came in to teg
old-fashioned coat and powdered wig and, arousi
anyone, told his abrupt stories of the past, or uft'e:
; yet more abrupt and scathing criticisms of the pr

} For them all, that old-fashioned house with its gig

mirrors, pre-Revolution furniture, powdered foot_n]
and the stern shrewd old man (himself a relic of t
past century) with his gentle daughter ang the p_fr'I
Frenchwoman who were reverently devoted to him

presented a majestic ang agreeable spectacle, Bﬂ
the visitors did not reflect tha

t besides the couple
hours during which they saw their host, there were
twenty-two hours in the day

during which the prii"aI
and intimate life of the house continued.” (Vol. 2, I
Ch. 2)

g
|

T ~
AN Ty

S

i
(28) There is a bit of Tom Waits going on here. |
o
:
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.

ame is totally made up, but i

n : > up, appropriatel
rqumother s favorite drink (a raspberryy
?d it of course rhymes with “afford”

imes this show does rhyme!) o

1is actually a pretty fun card game—I

i college, when my housemates and |

way thrqugh every card game in Hoyle's
mr__:es (while drinking lots of red wine). When
show at A.R.T., Grace Mclean would

do an outrageous wink here.

s |

.
now we'll talk. | congratulate yo
'Ez;{lt::eh’:)oked a'fine fellow! | e:,mug7gdy?0urr
fdia coun;)wn him since he was so high.’ She
bf/y o feehgf feet from the ground. Natasha
2t old Princérrlzlii’;(;lzls’ Ziiﬁi"&"y/f e
18. The old fellow’s crotchet, 'ISI e

'W, is not a child and can shi‘t“/i vaiftcourse'
:;:_setf)o ;nfer a family against a fat’;?e:(ﬁsmm'
w'd;l.you'lloklt peacefully and lovingly. You're a

: ':Then I;Jovy how to manage. Be kind, and

. all will be well.”” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, bh. 1)

VHE GAEAY COMEW

et

=

AN > ot

P N

- But you're a clever girl

.So will the father

MARYAD. .
First thing tomorrow to Mad
?}r::zs., dresses, we’ll buy thT:veC faarin '.-‘
o inner and a game of Boston (24) d
en you'll read to me while I knit! )
'How wonderful to have you here .
Instead of these gossips and crybabies

zﬂTASHA&SONYA
ou’ll take us where
wi
Pet us a bit € must go
And scold us a bit

SONYA

Is—{ler g?ddaughter, her favorite, Natasha
e will touch you on the cheek l

(. Sonya leaves.)

MARYA D.
Well, now we’ll talk (25)
I co?gratulate you and Andrey
éoril vefh(})loked a fine fellow!

e of the fi ) i
Lo e rf;glleti:\l’zs:hes in all of Russia
He'll be the family’s saving grace

NATASHA
I blush happily

MARYA D.
But his £ i
Lhis rz:;i;ilzglnce Bolkonsky, much dislikes his 2
The old fellow’s crotchety! -
gftc?}lrse Prince Andrey’s not a child
Olrll 6155 not nice ﬁ(.) enter a family against a father’s w1]l
ants to do it peacefully and lovingly 77

Just be kind to Andrey’s sister
And when the sister loves you

And all will be well

L

THE ANNOWAYED SCAIPY

TER 2 3 - _
SE PRIVATE AND INTIMATE
£ OF THE HOUSE s

KONSKY
aged (27)
L gged so very muc
11 asleep at the table
y napkin drops t© the floor
0 full of childish vanities
orget things
41 live in the past
bve aged so very much
People enjoy me though
[ come in for tea in my old-
- powdered wig .
And I tell stories
And utter scathing critiques
This old-fashioned house
With its gigantic mirrors an
And this stern, shrewd old man

fashioned coat and

d powdered footmen

A relic of the past century
With his gentle daughter
Tsa majestic and agree

able spectacle

MARY

‘But besides the couple of hours during which we have

- guests
There are also twenty-two b

During which the private an
house continues

- BOLKONSKY
Bring my me slippers (28)
MARY
Yes father yes father
BOLKONSKY
Bring me my wine

MARY
. Yes father yes father

ours in the day
d intimate life of the

(26) This song has also undergone a lot of surgery,

especially as the structure of the show became

clearer; originally | conceived that the show would be

a little more episodic, with one big song for each of
the eleven characters. However, as Natasha & Pierre’s
stories became clearef, this song in particular felt
more and more like an odd detour in the storytelling.
So it has been revised with pretty much every transfer,
poth to make it tighter and to make the Bolkonskys'

story relate more closely to Natasha’'s.

(27) “The prince had aged very much that year.
He showed marked signs of senility by a tendency

to fall asleep, forgetfulness of quite recent events,
and the childish vanity

remembrance of remote ones,
e of head of the Moscow

with which he accepted the rol
f this the old man inspired in all

opposition. in spite ©
f respectful veneration—

his visitors alike @ feeling o
especially of an evening when he came in to tea in his

old-fashioned coat and powdered wig and, aroused by

anyone, told his abrupt stories of the past, or uttered

yet more abrupt and scathing criticisms of the present.

For them all, that old-fashioned house with its gigantic
mirrors, pre-Revolution furniture, powdered footmen,
and the stern shrewd old man (himself a relic of the
past century) with his gentle daughter and the pretty
Frenchwoman who were reverently devoted to him
presented a majestic and agreeable spectacle. But
the visitors did not reflect that besides the couple of
hours during which they saw their host, there were also
twenty-two hours in the day during which the private
and intimate life of the house continued.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5,

Ch. 2)

(28) There is @ bit of Tom Waits going on here.




AsBovE: Blake DeLong, Kazino, 2013.
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MARY

BOLKONSKY And time moves on

If you're not too busy o And my fate slips past

F'Zildliﬂg with your incense and icons: Is this all 1l make of my life?
' Will I never be happy?

MA?Yh father Will I never be anyone’s wife?

ther no : .
Tole “BOLKONSKY
.BOLKONSKY. -

My daughter, the pilgrim
The saintly old maid (29)

MARY '

And T have no frletilds

No, never go anywhere .
F(fr who would take care of him

Ah, what’s this? A young suitor? (31)
Ha! Who'd want you my girl?

Don'’t waste my time

Now get out of my house!

Why am I cursed with two children
“Who both want to marry beneath their place?

Oh, maybe I’ll marr someone myself

BOLKONsKY ' Some c})lleap French i’hing (32) ¢
Silence, silence! - Oh that offends you does it?
MARY Ah, come in my dear,
Yes father yes father Come in my dear, come in
BOLKONSKY MARY

I can hurt you And he draws her to him

BOTH And he kisses her hand

I can hurt you Bmbraces her affectionately

ARY And I flush and run oyt of the room
M .

But I never ever ever ever would
This is just how it is

I'm always to blame

Father I love you father

BOLKONSKY

' cj_rne back here

~€tan old man have his fun
MARY

BUt she’s just using you papa
Vants your money papa

O take advantage of your weakness like that
§ disg'u_sﬁng ’ :

And time moves on
And my fate slips past

hing ever happens to me . 3
ﬁni rClloc:urllrtlegss Natalya Rostova is coming for i,_
n .

¥Voice breaks
NATASHA B
-1 know they’ll like me LKONSKky
Everyone has always liked me (30) My money and I'f] throw it where | B
: BOI'KON‘SKzung i ot at Andrey’s harlot!
Aoy and e lent .|
nd si

t a kitten of a thing ,
{Nushy can’t he wait 'til 'm dead?
It won’t be long now

{€nt o]

S
e

VHE AMMOWARED Scqipw

(29) Mary has a pretty hard time during Gi
but as Rachel likes to say, she really “wine
& Peace”: she ends Up inheriting everythin
marrying Natasha's brother Nikolai, and th
live the happiest ever after of anyone in the
(Natasha and Pierre also end up together,
later, but only somewhat happily ever after.
only after Natasha and Andrey reconcile, wi
You should read the book!)

(30) This used to be at the top of the next s
inserted it here, and hagd the Bolkonskys dis
Natasha a bit, to keep the story a little maore

(31) There’s a pit of audience participation |
Mary and Bolkonsky both pick audience mer
as their love interests | - . in general | actual
like “audience participation” (it gives me the
jeebies when | have to do it), but this tiny me
is quick and harmless, and Nick Belton is jus
fantastically ridiculous in this scene. Also, hil
when Josh Groban secretly came to see tha <
A.R.T. and we were still trying to keep his inve
under wraps, he ended up being the only mal
ten feet of Gelsey Bell at this moment . . . an
and Gelsey (and the audiencel) had a rea) fun

(32) An allusion to another cut character,

Mademoiselle Bourienne, a French woman livi

the Bolkonskys that the count does indeed tal
lascivious interest in,
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ABOVE: Blake DelLong, Kazino, 2013.

FHE GAEAY COMEW

BOLKONSKY
g()irzlll’re not too busy
3dI; . h

o Ymg with your incense and icongp
No father no father
. BOLKONSRY

My daughter, the pilgrim

The saintly old maid (29)

MARY

And I have no friends

No, never go anywhere
For who would take care of him

BOLKONSKY

Silence, silence!

MARY
Yes father yes father

BOLKONSKY

I can hurt you S

BOTH
I can hurt you

MARY

But I never ever ever ever would

This is just how it is

P'm always to blame

Father I love you father

And time moves on

And my fate slips past

And nothing ever happens to me

And Countess Natalya Rostova is .coming for tea

NATASHA

"I know they’ll like me

Everyone has always liked me (30)
BOLKONSKY

"Natasha is young

And silly and dumb

Just a kitten of a thing

Why can'’t he wait 'til I'm dead?
It won'’t be long now '

)

. ‘,_Cbme back here
* Letan old man have his fun

e moves On

¢ fate slips past

1] 11 make of my life?

never be happy?

never be anyone’s wife?
CONSKY .
ghat's this? A young suitor? (31)
Who'd want you my girl?

Ve waste my time

w get out of my house!

4o am I cursed with two children
ho both want to marry beneath their place?

)h, maybe I'll marry someone myself
ome cheap French thing (32)

)h that offends you does it?

Ah, come in my dear,

Jome in my dear, come in

MARY

And he draws her to him

And he kisses her hand

‘Embraces her affectionately

And I flush and run out of the room

'BOLKONSKY

'MARY

But she’s just using you papa
Wants your money papa!
To take advantage of your wea

1t’s disgusting

kness like that

My voice breaks

'BOLKONSKY
It's my money and T'll t

Not at you!
And not at Andrey’s harlot!

hrow it where 1 want

lnsolent girl!
. Insolent girl!

THE ANNOWRTED SCAIPY
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(29) Mary has @ pretty hard time during Great Comet,
but as Rachel likes to say, she really “wins War
& Peace”: she ends up inheriting everything, and
marrying Natasha's brother Nikolai, and they basically
live the happiest ever after of anyone in the book.
(Natasha and Pierre also end up together, many years
later, but only somewhat happily ever after. And this
only after Natasha and Andrey reconcile, while . . . well

you should read the book!)

ed to be at the top of the next song; |
d the Bolkonskys discuss
little more focused.

(30) This us
inserted it here, and ha
Natasha a bit, to keep the story @

audience participation here, as

poth pick audience members

. in general | actually don't

like “audience participation" (it gives me the heebie-

jeebies when | have to do it), but this tiny moment

is quick and narmless, and Nick Belton is just
fantastically ridiculous in this scene. Also, hilariously,
when Josh Groban secretly came to see the show at
A.RT. and we were still trying to keep his involvement
under wraps, he ended up being the only male within
ten feet of Gelsey Bell at this moment . . . and so he
and Gelsey (and the audience!) had a real fun time.

nother cut character,
nne, a French woman living with

he count does indeed take a

(31) There's @ bit of
Mary and Bolkonsky
as their love interests . .

(32) An allusion to a
Mademoiselle Bourie
the Bolkonskys that t
lascivious interest in.
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(33) “At such moments something like a pride of
sacrifice gathered in her soul. And suddenly that father
whom she had judged would look for his spectacles in
her presence, fumbling near them and not seeing them,
or would forget something that had just occurred, or
take a false step with his failing legs and turn to see

if anyone had noticed his feebleness, or, worst of all,

at dinner when there were no visitors to excite him
would suddenly fall asleep, letting his napkin drop and
his shaking head sink over his plate. ‘He is old and
feeble, and | dare to condemn him!” she thought at such
moments, with a feeling of revulsion against herself.” i
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 2) ¥

u

Gelsey really breaks my heart in this section, every :
time. Incidentally, Jason Eagan at Ars Nova once gave

Gelsey an enunciation note here, because he was

hearing “1 discuss myself.” Which of course is itself a

pretty amazing lyric.

(34) It really cracks me up that the Servant is the only
character in the show with a real proper “theme” or
“leitmotif” (repeated again in “A Call to Pierre” and
“Find Anatole”) . . . though Pierre’s D-major arpeggio
and Natasha's “love theme” come close.

(35) In my favorite staging in the whole show, Rachel

has Natasha and Mary sing this song seated at a tiny
table with four audience members. . . . It is such a joy ;
to watch the people at that table slowly realize what is I
about to happen to them.

(36) | don't really know why this song kind of has a
reggae groove. But it does.

THE GAEAT COMER

Where—
Where—

Where are my glasses?
Where are they?
Where are my glasses?

.Oh God— .

Oh God I'm frightened
Oh God T've aged, I've aged so very much

Where are my glasses?
Where are my—
Where are my glasses?

MARY

They are there upon his head
They are there upon his head
The pride of sacrifice
Gathers in my soul

They are there upon his head

And he forgets things

He lives in the past

He falls asleep at the table
His napkin drops to the floor
His shaking head

Sinks over his plate

He is old and feeble
And I dare to judge him
1 disgust myself

I disgust myself (33)

5. NATASHA & BOLKONSKYS

SERVANT
May I present the Countess

Natalya Rostova (34)

MARY
"Oh
Oh, hello

Won't you come in

NATASHA .

Hello ’ )
(Natasha and Mg l
3 el 7y awkwardly move to a table in
¥ MARY
o -And from the first

. lance 1 ;
Too fashionably dreielclice do not like Natasha (36)

Frivolous and vain

Her beauty, youth, and happiness.
My brother’s love for her (3

And my father—
BOLKONSKY

I'do not wish to see her!
MARY

- Iknow at an
. y moment he might in
in some freak (38) At indulge

_JNATAS HA ‘
Im sorry the Prince is still ailing
: ‘BOLKONSKY
Songstress!
NATASHA
lam not afraid of anyone
B ut such hesitation
SUch unnatural manners
:.d fro.m the first glance
o Plain and affecteq
olent and dry
"- rink into myself

SUMe an offhand ajr

I'do not like Princess Mary

! alienates me still more
[ASHA & MARY
rained and strain
i ed (39)
Strained apnq strained

S ained and H
! strai
E. ned

'_e

RHE ANNOTRRED SCAIpY
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i (37) “From the fi

e first glance Pr; i

rﬁ. ] Nf';rtasha. She thought her too ? oo ot e
: oty e OUEN ashionably dressed |
i vain. She did not ize tt

ﬂ at all realize that

before ]
having seen her future sister-in-law she wa
S

youth, and happiness,

oo : eive them, but f
prince might at any moment induige in soi‘vaéi’(rjela'e:

as he se
emed much upset by the Rostovs’ visit.” (Ibid)

Insane phrases Jj i W
! ike
toratun, this are why I love adapting class

SN R o i

Lo

(39) My love of minor 2nd
my high school jazz choir
Rogdshow. (Lakewood is}
Ohio.) Big unending love a
{who also taught me abou

§ comes from singing i

g in
the Lakewood High School
ust outside of Cleveland,
nd thanks to Gerry Wondrak

) t vocalese; '
Na i se; see th
tasha & Anatole”), and also my high schgor;c::tlfji:p

tea
Racchhrs; ;?nhc;flgggﬁff (who exposed me to Brahms and
ves and ever i ]
i . y great Re
many other things to list). These two tezlgsg;saggé |

the reason I'm a ¢
: omposer, and the 3
gratitude. Support arts education! yhave my Sterma

e ST A el L

i
bl

S e L AT T

PET-
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OprrosITE: Gelsey Bell, A.R.T., 2015.
ABOVE: Paul Pinto, AR.T.
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“At such moments something like a pride of

fice gathered in her soul. And suddenly that father
N she had judged would look for his spectacles in
grésence, fumbling near them and not seeing them,
zq_ld forget something that had just occurred, or

8 false step with his failing legs and turn to see
‘ene had noticed his feebleness, or, worst of all,
iner when there were no visitors to excite him

1 suddenly fall asleep, letting his napkin drop and
1aking head sink over his plate. ‘He is old and

8, and | dare to condemn him!” she thought at such
ents, with a feeling of revulsion against herself.”

|2; Pt. 5, Ch. 2)

2y rgally breaks my heart in this section, every
Incidentally, Jason Eagan at Ars Nova once gave
yian enunciation note here, because he was

ng “I discuss myself.” Which of course is itself a
y amazing lyric.

It‘really cracks me up that the Servant is the only
icter in the show with a real proper “theme” or
10tif” (repeated again in “A Call to Pierre” and
‘Anatole”) . . . though Pierre’s D-major arpeggio
latasha’s “love theme” come close.

In‘;vmy favorite staging in the whole show, Rachel

Ja_tasha and Mary sing this song seated at a tiny
vgith four audience members. . . . it is such a joy
tqh the people at that table slowly realize what is
to happen to them.

| don't really know why this song kind of has a
€ groove. But it does.

VHE GAEAT COMET

Where—
Where—

Where are my glasses?
Where are they?
Where are my glasses?

-Oh God— .
Oh God I'm frightened

Oh God I've aged, I've aged so very much

Where are my glasses?
Where are my—
Where are my glasses?

MARY

They are there upon his head
They are there upon his head
The pride of sacrifice
Gathers in my soul

They are there upon his head

And he forgets things

He lives in the past

He falls asleep at the table
His napkin drops to the floor
His shaking head

Sinks over his plate

He is old and feeble
And I dare to judge him
I disgust myself

I disgust myself (33)

5. NATASHA & BOLKONSKYS

SERVANT
May I present the Countess
Natalya Rostova (34)

MARY

"Oh

Oh, hello

Won't you come in

A

-a.and Mary awkwar
/(35)

é;)m the first glance I do no

) ashionably dressed

lous and vain .

P heauty, youth, and happiness:

3 bfother’s love for her (37)

nd my father—

‘_LKONSKY
I do not wish to see her!

MARY
T know at any momen
" in some freak (38)

NATASHA o
T sorry the Prince is still ailing

'BOLKONSKY
"Songstress!

. NATASHA

1 am not afraid of anyone

But such hesitation
Such unnatural manners

Too plain and affected
Insolent and dry

1 shrink into myself
Assume an offhand air

MARY ‘
Which alienates me still more

NATASHA & MARY
Constrained and strained (39)

Constrained and strained
Constrained and strained
Irksome

. Irksome

dly move to a table in

t like Natasha (36) %

t he might 'mdulge

“And from the first glance 1 do not like

THE ANNOYRRED SCAIPY
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Princess Mary

i i Mary did not like
“Erom the first glance Princess

ol ha. She thought her too fashionably dregsed,
ot in. She did not at all realize that

ivolously gay and vai . .
g;fore having seen her future sister-in-law she was

rejudiced against her by involuntar){ envy of he’r1 beauty,
F)J/outh and happiness, as well as by Jealou75y of her
brother’s love for her.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5,Ch. 7)

them, but feared lest
ndulge in some frqak,
Rostovs’ visit.” (1bid)

dapting classic

(38) “She had decided to receivg
the prince might at any moment |
as he seemed much upset by the

insane phrases like this are why | fove @
literature.

i from singing in
love of minor 2nds comes .
(n:w,’)? le‘r{ school jazz choir, the Lake\évoo? (i—;illeg:eic:dool
is just outside 0 ,
Roadshow. (Lakewood is jus -
i i i d thanks to Gerry
Ohio.) Big unending love an . A
bout vocalese; se€€ .
(who also taught me a gyt
" d also my high sC
“Natasha & Anatole™), an -
ed me to Brahm
her John Drotleff (who expos :
?::hmaninoff and Ives and every gre;at ng:;ﬁr; Sar;(rie
i i These two
ny other things to list).
i?\g rrT;Zs):m I'm a composer, and they have my eternal

gratitude. Support arts education!

o ravavar T e

OprosITE: Gelsey Bell, AR.T, 2015.
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(40) “Dear Natalie,’ said Princess Mary, ' want you to
know that | am glad my brother has found happiness....
She paused, feeling that she was not telling the truth.
Natasha noticed this and guessed its reason. ‘| think,
Princess, it is not convenient to speak of that now,’ she
said with external dignity and coldness, though she felt
the tears choking her.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 7)

(41) In the original Ars Nova run, there was a different
song here: “If He Were Here Now.” It was very dear
and pleasant, but after getting to know Phillipa Soo
petter it was clear that she was a superstar, and that
her voice demanded a better song. She had read
the book during that first run, and so while getting
ready for the Off-Broadway transfer we talked a lot
about Natasha; Pippa in particular loved some earlier
scenes in the novel (especially Vol. 2, Pt. 4, Ch. 10)
that expressed Natasha's philosophical and spiritual
sense of wonder, full of joy and life, a youthful and
magical quality that draws all these people (includin_g
Andrey, Anatole, and Pierre) to her ... s0 a Jot of this
text comes from those earlier scenes, highlighted in

Pippa's emails.

IF HE WERE HERE NOW

If he were here now

i would not be so silly and afraid of things
| would simply embrace him

Cling to him

And lost in his eyes

His childlike eyes

| wouldn't be so lost

If he were here now

| would make him laugh as he used to laugh
Make him smile his smile

Blush his blush

| would stare into his eyes

Oh how | see those eyes!

| love him alone

Nothing else matters

But that face and those eyes

Where is he?

Better not to think of him
Better to forget him for the present
Oh, but if he were here now

The lights of the street lamps
Flicker in the snow

So sad, so in love

So softened and tender

So lost and young
And | don't know where I'm going

FHE GAEAT GOMEW

(The Prince enters in his dressing gown. )

BOLKONSKY
Ah! Ah, madam!

Countess Rostova, if I am not mistaken—

Oh! Oh I beg you to excuse me, excuse me, my

costume, these underthings—
1 did not know, my poor girl
God is my witness

1 came in such a costume only to see my daqghter 5 -.

God is my witness, I didn’t know
My poor girl

MARY
And he looked at her once

Head to toe
And left muttering

NATASHA
I must take my leave

MARY
Please wait—

Dear Natalie (40)

I want you to know how glad I am my brother has

found happiness

NATASHA
Is that the truth?

I think it is not convenient to speak of that now.

Dear Princess

MARY
She said
With such dignity and coldness

NATASHA

Though I felt tears choking me
What have I said, what have I done?
Crying like a child

. Oh, they were so awful!
Oh, it all hurts so terribly
Andrey
Where are you?

) 138«

6. NO ONE ELSE .,

NATASHA
The moon— (42)

First time I heard your voice
_Moonlight burst into the room

And T saw your eyes

And I saw your smile

And the world opened wide

And the world was inside of me

S

And I catch my breath
And I laugh and blush
And T hear guitars (43)
You are so good for me

| Ilove you I love you I love you I love
Oh the moon

Oh the snow in the moonlight |

" And your childlike eyes '

«And your distant smjle

- Ill never be this happy again

You and I

And no one else

We’ve done this all before
Ve were angels once

Don't you remembers

oy and life

. aside our soy]s

#0d nobody knows

tyou and me

8 our secret

RIS winter sky . ‘ '
BW.can anyone sleep? (44)
here

3 Was never such 5 night before!

] e 3

. pl‘lttmg My arms round my knees
3 ﬂq 1€ezing tight as possible
= Hying away

HE Snow j .
) W 1n the mooﬂhght

—y

you I love you

VHE ANMORRYED ScApR

———

(42) The moon scen

book (Vol. 2, pt. 3, Ci.cg)n."aes home
Natasha are poth lookin '
hears Natasha and Son
room above him:

: ven earl
in the novel, Andr
g at the moon, and ¢
ya's voices comingffrI

o

|
I

“He got up and went to ] t
the window to open Jt.
as he opened the shutters the moonlighpt asi'ti.‘fI

long been walching for this, byrst into the rooy

i : Prince Andrew leaned his elbows on the winfioI

| and .his €yes rested on that Sky.

Lo abH/s room was on the first floor. Those in the:

| : Ove were also awake, He heard female ice

£ overhead. Y
Just once more, " said a girlj

: _ X a girlish voice h

3] Prince Andrew recognized at once. Pl

; ‘But when are yoy ; ..
1 voice. You coming to bed? replied ﬂf

e e vy

5 ‘Twon't, I can'’t slee . e
' , Wha !

il the last time.” P s the use? Comeyp

{

b

)

;43) Al(svo earlier in the book, there is an amazi
cene (Vol. 2, Pt. 4, ch 7) wher 1C
r s PL.4, Ch. e Natasha an
;&:}:r;ngnsgpe:d the night at a peasant’s house gr
Character “Uncle” plays guitar N
! and Nat
becomes ecstatic and starts dancing wildly, .|,
bwatnted to. have this scene in the show some\'f}‘h'i
| u therejtljst.wasn't aplace to put it . . 5o ins
| we have this little mention of guitars here and ¢
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AdeCt on.” T NS ene f ] well dOlIe by Ll'y
IS sC S reall
y
; Ja”les et al. i tlle 2016 BBC minise les.

f4_4) Oh, how can you sleep? Only look how glo'r;'(
it is! Ah, how glorious! Do wake up, Sonya!’ she sa
! almost with tears in her voice. ‘There never, nevéi
I such a lovely night beforel’ ’ "

Sonya made some reluctant reply.

‘Do just come and see what a moon! . . . Oh how It
Come here. . ., Darling, Sweetheart, come h’ere’ ThI
. you see? | feel like sitting down on my heels pu.tt?n
f arms round my knees like this, straining tigf;t, as tlg‘
]
|
I

as possible, and flying away! L i 5
3,Ch. 2) g away! Like this . . , (Vol. 2,1

.. (45_3) | (fall the string counterpoint the “Bollywood|
strings” here. . . . Kronos Quartet has an amazinglI
album of Bollywood music with Asha Bhosle that|
feqtures a lot of these kind of slidey chromatic unie
string melodies; | think The Beatles’ “Within You | i

Without You” was probably slidi i e
= 1o y sliding around in my heg
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“Dear Natalie,” said Pri
: X rincess Mary, ‘I want yo
;ILZL 11 arfn gl.ad my brother has found happiiegstO '
2 no;iceezlltr;ssthaz she was not telling the truth.m
oo it and guessed its reason. ‘| thii .
”stz, (Ietx ltse ?otl(;onvenient to speak of that. notxlﬁgile
nal dignity and coldness '
! , tho
ars choking her.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch 7)ugh she el

:etrt:'a ?l?%:na\:v Ars Nova run, there was a different
Ie'as;.-lnt bet ere Herg Now.” It was very dear
gesan 2:Ieuare:;ter getting to know Phillipa Soo
foe demanded a beter song, She neciread
)fc:)l: ?r:mng that first run, andg'so M?hntaadg{;;g
R :hgff;sroaQWay trgnsfer we talked a Iogt
oo r;o ippa in pqrtlcular loved some earlier
N Nv<=:(I (esp’ec1al.ly Vol. 2, Pt. 4, Ch. 10)
oy cosec | a; e:lsha‘s philosophical and spiritual
B ot th ull of joy and life, a youthful and

3 Anatol); at dr;ws all these people (including
gl fron; ?:gSZIZr;eI? to her. .. so a lot of this
o> o rlier scenes, highlighted in

HE WERE HERE NOW

e were here now

ould not be s .

ould simply et:nstjlrlgcin:i;frald of things
g to him

d lost in his eyes

: childlike eyes

ouldn’t be so lost

e were here now
ould make him lau
gh as he u

ke him smile his smile e to faveh
sh his blush
ould stare into his eyes
h__ow | see those eyes!
ve him alone
th_lng else matters
. that face and th

0s
ere is he? =

fte_r not to think of him
‘te‘r to forget him for the present
but If he were here now

 lights of the st
Igh reet la
kt_er in the snow e
5ad, so in love
softened and tender
lo_st and young
|| don't know where I'm going

VHE GAEAT COMET

(The Prince enters in his dressz'n-g gown.) :

BOLKONSKY
Ah! Ah, madam!
| g;)ll'nz)tc}alss Rostova, if T am not mistaken—— '.
| (;ost I'beg you to excuse me, excuse m;
. .I e n(t)ltnll(e, these underthings— "y
. now, my poor girl
God is my witness

b=,

I came in such
| Godismywitness Tohiricion ™ 288
My poor girl "
s MARY
bl And he
:‘.,l fnd tokt)iced at her once
x‘ And left muttering
g NATASHA
I must take my leave
MARY
Please wait—

Dear Natalie (40)

found happiness

' NATASHA
Is that the truth?
I think it is not i
: nkitis ne convenient to speak of that now
MARY
She said
| With such dignity and coldness
' NATASHA
1) Though I felt tears choking me
What have I said
: , what h
Crying like a child el done?
82, they were so awful!
| , it all hurts so terri
| Anires erribly
Where are you?

A i et

it
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1 :
want you to know how glad I am my brother has

i ONE ELSE (z.u) oo

ASHA
moon— (42)
o T heard your voice
jght burst into the room
aw your eyes
T saw yoﬁr smile
d the world opened wide
~d the world was inside of me’

nd 1 catch my breath
nd 1 laugh and blush
And ] hear guitars (43)
You are sO good for me

Jlove you 1 love you 1 love you 1 love

Oh the moon

@h'the snow in the moonlight -
And your childlike eyes '

'And your distant smile
T’ll never be this happy again
Youand I

~ And no one else

.We’v’.e done this all before

. We were angels once

Don't you remember?
Joy and life
‘Inside our souls
And nobody knows
Just you and me
It’s our secret

~ This winter sky
How can anyone sleep? (44)
There was never such a i
1 feel like putting my arms roun
And squeezing tight as possible
And flying away

Like this . ...

Oh the moon (45)
- Oh the snow in the moonlight

THE ANNOWAYED SCAHIPY
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you 1 love you

ght before!
d my knees

(42) The moon scene comes from even earlier in the
book (Vol. 2, pt. 3, Ch. 2);in the novel, Andrey and
Natasha aré both looking at the moon, and Andrey
hears Natasha and Sonya's voices coming from the
room above him:
“He got up and went to the window to open it. As soon
as he opened the shutters the moonlight, as if it had
Jong been watching for this, purst into the room. ...
Prince Andrew jeaned his elbows on the window ledge

and his eyes rested on that sky.
His room was 0N the first floor. Those in the rooms

above were also awake. He heard female voices

overhead.
4ust once more,’ said a girlish voice above him which

Prince Andrew recognized at once.
‘But when are you coming to ped?’ replied another

voice.
qwon't, | can't sleep, what's the us

the last time.”

e? Come now for

(43) Also earlier in the pook, there is an amazing

scene (Vol. 2, pt. 4, Ch. 7) where Natasha and her

family spend the night ata peasant’s house, and this
amazing character “Uncle” plays guitar and Natasha
pecomes ecstatic and starts dancing wildly. .. .10
wanted to have this scene in the show somewhere,
but there just wasn't a place t0 putit...so instead
we have this littie mention of guitars here, and of
course we get to seé Natasha in this kind of peasant
ectasy during “Balaga” and the dance break in “The
Abduction.” This scene is really well done by Lily
James et al. in the 2016 BBC miniseries.

ep? Only look how glorious

ke up, Sonyal’ she said
ever, never was

(44) “‘Oh, how can you sle
it is! Ah, how glorious! Do wa
almost with tears in her voice. ‘There n
such a lovely night pefore!’

me reluctant reply.

‘Do just come and see what a moon! . . . Oh, how lovely!
Come here. . .. Darling, sweetheart, come here! There,
you see? | feel like sitting down on my heels, putting my
arms round my knees like this, straining tight, as tight

as possible, and flying away! Like this...” (Vol. 2, PL.

3,Ch.2)

Sonya made SO

ng counterpoint the “Bollywood
Kronos Quartet has an amazing
album of Bollywood music with Asha Bhosle that
features a lot of these kind of slidey chromatic unison
string melodies; | think The Beatles' “Within You
Without You” was probably sliding around in my head

here t00.

(45) | call the stri
strings” here. . . .

5 N N I : ’
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And your childlike eyes
And your distant smile

I'll never be this happy again (4¢)
Youand I

You and ]
Youand]
And no one else

Maybe he’ll come today

Maybe he came already .
And he’s sitting in the drawing room
And I simply forgot (47)

. PART II

The next night Natasha is introduced to decadent
Moscow society at “The Opera”; there she Mmeets

Anatole, g young officer and notorious rogue
“Natasha & Anatole”

. Natasha feels confuse
love for Andrey (“Natasha Lost™).

. ichAPTER 3
ZTHEOPERA.

MARYA D,
The opera, the opera! :
Hold up your dresses and jump out quickly
SERVANT
Ladies (45

Welcome t6 the opera

ONYA :

Bare armg and shoulders

r-' liant uniformg

€arls and i)

_ 'tFering_ before our eyes

“Minine envy

whole crowd of memories

€s and emotiong
dtash,

L ); after their interaction

» Smooth yoyr gown

d, and tries to remember her_

(46) The immersive staging of the show wa
an add-on gimmick; it tame from the nove|
Tolstoy's embrace of all of humanity, ojg an(
rich and poor, from the lowliest troika driver
himself. So the audience itself ig an essent;
taging the action amid the aug
We get a cast as huge as Tolstoy's. This is g
moment to watch the audience; often there

love through such different eyes,

(47) “But perhaps he'll come today, will come

immediately, Perhaps he hag come and is sittj
drawing room.

8uitar, and
the drawing room.” (Vol. 2, Pt 4, Ch. 10)
I pretty much always cry on these lines. It's gn
those astonishing Tolstoyian moments, that m
to convey so simply and perplexingly so much ¢
humor, sadness, naiveté, and profound depth ¢
his most beautify and paradoxical characters,

(48) For some reason there is a bit of “Marian
Librarian” going on harmonically here, Which dg
quite make sense, though this section does fee
old-school—musical to me, & la the “Ascot Gavo
scene in My Fajr Lady.

OrprosiTE: Dence Benzon.
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TWHE GAEAT COMEY

CHORUS
Natasha, smooth your gown

NATASHA

Looking in the glass

I see I am pretty

Not a girl anymore . .
‘T've never felt like this before

Hundreds of eyes

Looking at my bare arms
My bare arms and neck

My bare arms and shoulders

The e kably pretty girls
he two remarkably pre :
;az not been seen in Moscow in many years

One of the finest matches in all of Russia

NYA
igok there’s Alexey, home from the war at last

MARYA D.
He has changed

CHOR!JS . ‘ e

X};Zr(;\snizrl}\sfl?lﬁgajyﬁt;l:l gvhit a headdress
she has on! (49)

HELENE

And is that Natasha

CHORUS

And is that Natasha
And is that Natasha

NATASHA

They are looking at me |
They are talking about me:
They all like me so much
“The women envious N

The men calming their jealousy

) |41 ¢

Everybody knew vaguely of Natasha’s engagement

. te
Dear me, Michael Kirilovich has grown still stou .

VHE ANNORRYED ScAipy

i~
|
|

—E——

. | h
0 4 [ ‘l’
SERVANT . .
Announcing Fedya Dolokhoy . f
He dominates Moscow’s )
He stands in full view ;

Well aware he’s attracting attention

(49) These are a|| oth

er wonderfy| characte'[s
3 novel; Boris was Nata

sha’s childhood crush;

(50) Dolokhoy also onc
she turns him dow

most brilliant young men

42 Vgl

€ proposed to Sonya; y

n, he gets so maq that he s
Count Rostoy out of g

: II'of his money in a poke
: e ¥ nearly ruining the family; Brittain Ashford and |
y - Yetas much at ease ag though he were in his own room H Choksi typically hint at this by sharing a deligig
& R MARYA D bitter little look here.
Dolokhov was in the Caucasus (52) When I was performing in the show, these
And he killed the Shah’s brother! " favorite fines to sing. it
Now all the Moscow ladies are mad about him (52) Harmonically there's 3 fittje hint of “Charm
Dolokhov the assassin! (50) here. L
" SERVANT

* ‘Announcing Countess Hélene Bezukhova-
The queen of societ

' Beautiful,_barely clothed
- Plump bare shoulders, and much exposed neck
* Round which she wears a double strin
., CHORUS . i
‘Héléne and Dolokhov, arm in arm i
‘Pierre the cuckold sits at home
-IEPif:rre the cuckold sits at home
‘The poor man
L
PIERRE
No, I am enjoying myself at home this
NATASHA
Oh; that neck
Oh, those pearls
HELENE
0 beautify]
Yhat 2 charming young girl
) el;lchanting (52)
ATASHA
tush scarler
RYA p,
Otess Bezukhova, Pierre’s wife
g you been here long?
>‘ Where i dear Pierrep

g of pearls

\
i

evening (51)

AR

S
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1€ - * u
r used to forget us ) ) ’
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/ AR I
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. NATASHA

They all like me so much

CHORUS
Natasha, smooth your gown

NATASHA

Looking in the glass

I'see I am pretty
Not a girl ahymore

T've never felt like this before
Hundreds of eyes’

Looking at my bare arms

My bare arms and neck

My bare arms and shoulders
CHORUS

The two remarkably pretty girls
I}—:Iad not been seen in Moscow in many years
Overybody knew vaguely of Natasha’s engagem

ne of the finest matches in all of Russia i

SONYA -
Look, there’s Alexey, home from the war at last
MARYA D. |
He has changed

d

Dea ; c
r me, Michael Kirilovich has grown still stouter!

CHORUS

;l;here’s Boris and Julie, engaged
nsc;l ?}r}l;aoll/l!lﬁ};?ylovna, what a headdress

HELENE

And is that Natasha

CHORUS

And is that Natasha

And is that Natasha

They are looking at me
They are talking about me!

The women envious
The men calming their jealousy

THE AMNOWARYED SCHIPK

ing Fedya Dolokhov -
minates Moscow’s most brilliant young men

ods in full view
aware he’s attracting attention

be much at ease &
YAD.
Skhov was in the Caucasus
d he killed the Shah’s brother!
w all the Moscow ladies are mad about him
slokhov the assassin! (50)

JERVANT

A nnouncing Countess
he queen of society

Beautiful, barely clothed

plump bare shoulders, an

Round which she 'wears a doub

Hélene Bezukhova’

d much ei(poscd neck
le string of pearls.

'CHORUS
Hélene and Dolokhov, arm in arm
Pierre the cuckold sits at home
?ier-re the cuckold sits at home
The poor man
\
' PIERRE
‘No, T amt enjoying mysel
NATASHA -
Oh, that neck
/Oh, those pearls
HELENE
So beautiful
What a charming young girl
- So enchanting (52)

£ at home this evening (51)

"~ NATASHA

1 blush scarlet

MARYA D.

Countess Bezukhova, Pierre’s wife
Have you been here long?

And where is dear Pierre?

He never used to forget us

s though he were in his own reom

- B I

o sl

B SR

Il other wonderful characters in the

(49) These are @
Natasha’s childhood crush.

novel; Boris was

(50) Dolokhov also once proposed t0 Sonya; when
she turns him down, he gets SO mad that he swindles
Count Rostov out of all of his money ina poker game,
nearly ruining the family; Brittain Ashford and Nick
Choksi typically hint at this by sharing a deliciously

pitter little look here.

(51) When | was performing in the show, these were

my favorite lines to sing.

(52) Harmonically there’s a little hint of “Charming”

here.




(53) Major props to Gelsey Bell and Paul Pinto; they
are two amazing avant-garde vocalists, and we worked
this section out together, taking full advantage of their
supernatural voices. We tried very hard to make this
scene work simultaneously as a parody of opera (as
Tolstoy writes) and an actually amazing extended vocal
technigue moment, inspired by the vocal works of
Ligeti, Crumb, Joan La Barbara, Meredith Monk, and

Phil Minton.

(54) Again, Tolstoy hated opera, and his description
of it is hilarious: “The floor of the stage consisted

of smooth boards, at the sides was some painted
cardboard representing trees, and at the back was a
cloth stretched over boards. In the center of the stage
sat some girls in red bodices and white skirts. One very
fat girl in a white silk dress sat apart on a low bench,
to the back of which a piece of green cardboard was

glued. They all sang something. When they had finished

their song the girl in white went up to the prompter’s
box and a man with tight silk trousers over his stout

legs, and holding a plume and a dagger, went up to her
and began singing, waving his arms about. . . . After her

life in the country, and in her present serious mood, all
this seemed grotesque and amazing to Natasha. She

could not follow the opera nor even listen to the music;

she saw only the painted cardboard and the queerly

dressed men and women who moved, spoke, and sang

so strangely in that brilliant light. . . . And feeling the
bright light that flooded the whole place and the warm

air heated by the crowd, Natasha little by little began to
pass into a state of intoxication she had not experienced
for a long while . . . the idea occurred to her ... to lean

over to Héléne and tickle her.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 9)

OO

e

THE GAEAR GCOMEW

s

NATASHA
Yes Pierre, that good man
A little sad, a little stout

(Natasha joins the singers in the opera.)
NATASHA o
Oh I'd tickle you all if T could

He must come visit us o N
HELENE h I'd tickle you all if T could
Twill impldrg him to do so i SONYA :
MARYA D . ~And then
’ . A ]
There’s a woman one should stay far away from rush of cold air (s6)
Now Natasha 3 XATASHA & SONYA
.. n exceptionally h
The curtain rises i ptionally handsome : .
. With a confident yet court man.walked in
CHORUS HELENE €ous air (57)
The curtain rises | This was Héléne’s brother
NATASHA Anatole Kuragin

He moved with 3 s

= | wagger

I\jIVhlch would have been ridiculous
Had he not been so good-lookin

And thou h M
- gh it was the middle of
_He walked right down the aiseié) ‘the act

Everyone in the boxes and the stalls became silent

All the men, old and young, in uniform and
evening dress

All the wornen in the hall

With gems on their bare flesh

v

Turned their whole attention L His sword and ;
3 s .

With curiosity to the stage His handsome P}; lrl;: IJ: ;dgii:agd I

(Tawo singers perform a scene from an avant-garde opera And he looked right at Natasha eld high

It is grotesque and amazing.) (53) / A_‘NAIO LE

NATASHA - Aais charmante

Grotesque and amazing

I cannot follow the opera (54) ad he took his place ; '

Or even listen to the music Dolokhoy Place in the front row next to
Eae plaircllted cgdboard TASH A

ueerly dressed actors L W L .
Moving and singing so strangely in the lights = s and.som.e he is
J intoxicatin
So false and unnatural N YA g

T'm ashamed and amused
" And everyone else seems oblivious (55)
Yes everyone feigns delight

SONYA
" And feeling the flood of brilliant lights

The warm perfumed air heated by the crows

Natasha little by little .
Began to pass into a state of intoxication .

the sec :
.[ho ond act there were tombstones
3 on over the footlights

. and contrabass

€& cloaks and 4 i

,«_SHA' aggers in their hands
I aro; Q0]

3 :und. 4gain and our eyes meet
"4 :stralght into my eyes .
g cing about me

WHE AMMOWAYED scqipw

) 145 ¢

~
Al

£55) Once in rehears
And everyone else S
and my all time favor

al Pippa blank :

ed here, an
CEMS to get it!”; one of R:
ite mangled lyrics.

: (5
6) DUI /“g the entr acte a Vth’ of CO/d air ca .
m

N Héléne’s
box, the door opened, and Anatole ente
!

stooping and try
ving n 3
‘ 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 10) g not to brush against anyone,”

Anatole's entrance i
nce is the fir
show: ; st use of Iy
| didv:/{’thf(ia erally electrifies the room?elzi?rgmca'
L the electrgo nrlec OLlJt this dramaturgical justiﬁcata,'?s
: written: Origin;l ;Tpepts until much of the scoré?v
S rivate and Inti it

beats in it too, but those got remorceacge e hag

The el i

i ofe“c;irgrrlgzi ezzt;tle'aves when Anatole doeg af

Ve I ole,” trailing out over “Nats

Andythle nafhzh:léist:oeffects of his involve(rer:er'l\‘taa:?es

s n:c. cataclysm at the
omet of 1812” js not Anatole, buterr:tjhsz-ti

Comet. Or Pierre
.Or
Or Something. Natasha. Or Napoleon, Or Go

"

(57) “Natasha
: ... Saw .
adjutant approac an exceptionally handsome

- ching their box with '
I- o _ a self-
= ;th,l,sat;za;mtg.. This was Anatole Kurafgjssxzi%y'
He e moad ao lceq long ago at the ball in Peteréb
B e o kn adjutant’s uniform with one epa':t"m
e not. He moved with a restrained |
e wog/d have been ridiculous had he n
S 0oking gnd had his handsome face :n‘
eyt :L);p;essmn of good-humored comp/ab;
ol wa/ked.de/ib gh the performance was proceediﬁ
e ol Serately.down the carpeted gangwa]g:
et purs sl{ghtly Jjingling and his hands i
ead held high, Having looked at Natasf?éml

a N
pproached his sister, laid his well 8loved hand on thy
[

edge
ge of her box, nodded to her, and leaning forward

asked a question, wj
, With a moti
charmante!”” (Vol. 2, pt. 5 Oél,:)n;)oward Natasha. ‘Ma

e St

i S
i o i
g

OrrosiTE: Payl Pinto, AR.T, 2015



Major props to Gelsey Bell and Paul Pinto; they
wo gmazmg avant-garde vocalists, and we’worked
Iasectlon out_together, taking full advantage of their
rnatural yonces. We tried very hard to make this
e, wor.k simultaneously as a parody of opera (as
.tc:)_._y writes) and an actually amazing extended vocal
glqc;,le moment, inspired by the vocal works of :
Mjn{::?b’ Joan La Barbara, Meredith Monk, and

I.A__ggln,.Tolstoy hated opera, and his descriptio

IS hilarious: “The floor of the stage consistez "

nqoth boards, at the sides was some painted

Ibc?ard representing trees, and at the back was a

: stretc.hed' over boards. In the center of the stage

ﬁﬂe girls in re_d bodices and white skirts. One very

i r n a white 'Sllk dress sat apart on a low bench

S_L;;ck of which a piece of green cardboard was‘

|'§0n gejg haél gs:;ﬁ ?ﬂtla’:';vtzthingi When they had finished
went up to th i

?n:d a mar7 with tight silk trougers ofeﬁr);oi;ng:s;s

Bapd ho{dmg a plume and a dagger, went up to her

Degan singing, waving his arms about. . . . After h

3_ ‘the country, and in her present serious }nood a;r

;gemed grotesque and amazing to Natasha Sh'e

‘ pot follow the opera nor even listen to the.m ic;

:ayv only the painted cardboard and the queer;lslc'

.’?d men. and women who moved, spoke, and sy

ﬁ:’?ggni’{ ';ntt?’at brilliant light. . . . And feéling th: e

tl at flooded the whole place and th

2ated by the crowd, Natasha i j bedan ¢

;2 . ittle by little b

:’Ig,t,og iv Zsla;e of tlzto%'cation she had not exp:rgiaezggd

fong ... the idea occu

to Héléne and tickle her.” (V(;Ir.eg,tgthg Ch tg)lean

FHE GAEAT COMET

]

NATASHA
Yes Pierre, that good man
A little sad, a little stout
j . He must come visit us
HELENE
T will impldr(\i him to do so
MARYA D.
There’s a woman one should stay far away.fr
Now Natasha ’ "

The curtain rises

CHORUS
The curtain rises

NATASHA

4

All the men, old in-uni

R and young, inuniform and
All the wornen in the hall
With gems on their bare flesh
Turned their whole attention
§ With curiosity to tfle stage

r

It is grotesque and amazing. ) (53)

Eb NATASHA -

Grotesque and amazing

I cannot follow the opera (54)
Or even listen to the music

I see painted cardboard
Queerly dressed actors

So false and unnatural

. I’m ashamed and amused
And everyone else seems oblivious (55)
Yes everyone feigns delight

SONYA
And feeling the flood of brilliant lights

The warm perfumed ai
r heated b
Natasha little by little - th? croe

Began to pass into a state of intoxication

i Everyone in the boxes and the stalls became sile‘-

Moving and singing so strangely in the lights

-

Two si .
(Two singers perform a scene from an avant-garde opera..

" His handsome perfumed hea

RHE ANMOTANED SCHIPK

! ' Joins the singers in the opera-. ) ‘
SHA
4 ickle you al
4 tickle you al
YA
i then
wch of cold air (56)
\TASHA & SONYA
1 ‘.cxcep'tionaﬂy han
ith a confident yet
HELENE
This was Hélene's brother

Anatole Kuragin
He moved with a swagget
hich would have been’ ridiculous

Tad he not been s0 good—looking
And though it was the middle of the act
He walked right down the aisle
His sword and spurs jangling '
d held high

: ﬁnd he looked right at Natasha

ANATOLE
. Mais charmante
HELENE
And he took his place in the fro
Dolokhov

NATASHA
How handsome he is
How intoxicating

SONYA .
In the second act there
The moon over the footlights
Horns and contrabass

Black cloaks and daggers in t

NATASHA
1 turn around again and ou

He gazes straight into my eyes
. He is talking about me

1if 1 could
1if I could

dsome man walked in
courteous air (87)

nt row next to

were tombstones

heir hands

T eyes meet

here, and sang

(55) Once in rehearsal Pippa blanked
e of Rachel's

«And everyone else seems to get it!"; on
and ry all time favorite mangled lyrics.

te a whiff of cold air came into

d, and Anatole entered,
" (Vol.

(56) “During the entr'ac
Hélene's box, the door opene
stooping and trying not to prush against anyone.

2, Pt. 5, Ch. 10)
Anatole’s entrance

show: he literally &
| didn't figure outt

is the first use of electronica in the
lectrifies the room (and Natasha).
his dramaturgical justification of
the electronic elements until much of the score was
written; originally «private and Intimate Life” had some
peats in it too, but those got removed.

ica also leaves when Anatole does at the
e, trailing out over “Natasha
his involvement aré felt.
lysm at the end of “The
tole, but rather the
oleon. Or God.

The electron
end of “Pierre & Anatol
very IIl" as the 1ast effects of
And then the electronic catac
Great Comet of 1812" is not Ana
Comet. Or Pierre. Or Natasha. Or Nap

Or Something.

(57) “Natasha .. .saw an exceptionally handsome
adjutant approaching their box with a self-assured yet
courteous bearing. This was Anatole Kuragin whom she
had seen and noticed long ago at the ball in Petersburg.
He was now in an adjutant’s uniform with oné epaulet
and a shoulder knot. He moved with @ restrained
swagger which would have been ridiculous had he not
been sO good-looking and had his handsome face not
worn such an expression of good-humored complacency
and gaiety. Though the performanceé was proceeding,
he walked deliberately down the carpeted gangway,
his sword and spurs slightly jingling and his handsome
perfumed head held high. Having looked at Natasha he
approached his sister, laid his well gloved hand on the
edge of her box, nodded to her, and leaning forward
asked a guestion, with a motion toward Natasha. ‘Mais

charmante!” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5,Ch. 9)

OpposiTE: Paul Pinto, A.R.T, 2015.




olstoy made writing the music for this section
2asy! The orchestra is indeed playing an

\}lsed storm of chromatic scales and diminished
rds.

he style | used to set a lot of the more
ersational or novelistic text is highly influenced by
tradition called “vocalese,” in which lyrics are
'n;for famous jazz solos, resulting in these very
orm melodies (Lambert, Hendricks & Ross are my
te purveyors of the style). Again, thank you, Gerry
rak!
e the basic beat for this tune working on my
D on a bus, coming home from a writing retreat
ich | felt like | hadn’t gotten enough work done.
's also a fun game going on between Anatole and
ano; the piano player tries to follow Anatole’s
ly as closely as possible, with any small rhythmic
ions in the actor's performance creating a loose,
ophonic sound (which is further complicated by
hythmic piano loop that also plays in the track).

o;fw%
Hei looking
"* a/%
T2 or
;&

)
*e

SITE: Lucas Steele, A.R.T., 2015.

FHE GAEAT COMET

SONYA
Candles burning
A crimson throne
The Tsar wails a mournful tune
They all wave their arms
And everybody cheers
““Bravo, bravo!”

NATASHA

Every time I look at him
He’s looking at me
Every time I look at him
He’s looking at me
Every time I look at him
SONYA

A terrible noise, a clatter in the crowd

A storm of chromatic scales and diminished
sevenths (58)

With rapturous faces everyone was shouting’

Screaming and shouting, “Bravo!”

CHORUS

Bravo, bravo
Bravo, bravo
Bravo, bravo

SONYA

And then

A rush of cold air

And Anatole entered the box

CHAPTER 4 |
8. NATASHA & ANATOLE (ss)

_ANATOLE

I have long wished to have this happiness
Ever since the Naryshkins’ ball

Where I had the well-remembered pleasure of
seeing you

How do you like the performance?
Last week Semenova fell down on the stage
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THE GAEAT COMET

"Cheerful and good-natured

NATASHA -

He is sensible and simple
Bold and natural

So strange and agreeal?le
There is nothing formidable
His smile is most naive

I feel so terribly ﬁear

ANATOLE

And he’s as handsome up close as at a d%stancz
And he’s as handsome up close as at a dlstancl

ANATOLE Natach

atasha
And do you know, )
We are having a costume tourna'ment 500
You ought to come, please come!

Ce sont les jolies fermes
Isn’t that.so?

Do come to the costum
Do come! (60)

You will be the prettiest there
NATASHA " Do come, dear Countess
Oh— as a pledge
ANATOLE ' We are speaking of most ordina
You ought to come, please come! * NATASHA
NATASHA ' Yet I feel cloger to
Oh I— other man
ANATOLE

No one else is here (61)
No one else can see us
Your eyes

;___Y()ur eyes

Aour eyes

h your eyes

ANATOLE
1t’s a]] ri
It’s al] r;
RATASHA

And I never remove my smiling iyes .
From your face, your neck, your a;:

And I never remove my smiling ;); o
From your face, your neck, your

NATASHA '

I know for certain that he is taken by I:;Z "
I know for certain that he is enraptured Dy

I feel him looking at my shoulders

My face, my neck, my bare arms .

E o:nqar to me )
ANATOL . e
And T look you in the eye .THng .
. .
‘ OLE or
NATASIH Ak& 2\? ﬁthhe eye J ’fl_e_.ar o me
And I look y PHINg hetweep g
NATASHA . k-
'And looking into his eyes o
I am frightened

ere g nothing between us

i modesty nazo),
There’s not that barrier of Bt og7e, )

T've always felt with men

[ fear that he may seize me from behind
And kiss me on the neck

How do you like Moscow?

- At first I did not like i much

Because what makes 2 town pleasant

But now I like it very much indéed

€ tournament Countess

" You will be the prettiest there

» and give me this flower

you than I've ever felt with any

ght, Natasha, P'm here
ght, N atasha, I'm here

VHE AMNORRTED Scqipy

: (60) The weird little
favorite thing in this

celli counterpoint here is my

¥ song, and Probably has a pjt of
. “I Am the Walrus” going on.

(61) This is where
from; it can be ver
creating all sorts

the chorus of “No One Else” came
Y neat to write things out of order,
of cool foreshadowings and echoes
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NATASHA -

He is sensible and simple
Bold and natural

So strange and agreeable
There is nothing formidable
His smile is most naive
"Cheerful and good-natured
And he’s as handsprne up close as at a distance
And he’s as handsome up close as at a distance

ANATOLE

And do you know, Natasha

We are having a costume tournament soon
You ought to come, please come!

NATASHA
Oh—

ANATOLE
You ought to come, please come!

NATASHA
OhI—

ANATOLE

And I never remove my smiling eyes
Fram your face, your neck, your bare arms
And I never remove my smiling eyes
From your face, your neck, your bare arms

NATASHA

I know for certain that he is taken by me

I know for certain that he is enraptured by me
I feel him looking at my shoulders

My face, my neck, my bare arms

ANATOLE
And I look you in the eye

'NATASHA & ANATOLE
And I look you in the eye

'NATASHA

And looking into his eyes

I am frightened

There’s not that barrier of modesty
T've always felt with men

) |40 €

* Your eyes
- Oh your eyes

RHE ANMOTATED SCAIPR

- \
60) The weird little ce
?avorite thing in this song, and probably h

“| Am the Walrus” going on.

) terribly near
at he may Se1z€ me
iss me on the neck

do you like Moscow?

from behind

where the chorus of (
pe very neat to write thm'
f cool foreshadowings

(61) This is
from; it can
creating all sorts 0

\TOLE B o
et 1 did not like it muc
ause what makes a towh pleasant

li counterpoint here is my

“No One Else” came
gs out of order,

as a bit of

and echoes.

ot les jolies femmes

that.so? (P

'+ now 1 like it very much mdee‘d LT
come to the costume tournament Loun

0 CULL \

Yo come! (60) :
7ou will be the prettiest there
: : ttiest there
ou will be the pre . ' 5
Do come, dear Countess, and give me this flow

1 ﬁ 1855, /o’w a

ATASHA -3 ' .
Vet I feel closer to you than T've ever felt withany | E!

. other man 3 ‘A
No one else is here (61)

No one else can see us

Your eyes

Your eyes

'ANATOLE :
It’s all right, Natasha, 'm here . .
1t’s all right, Natasha, I'm here ; | Q

NATASHA
- So near to me . ~ :

Nothing between us :

'BOTH . B .

So near to me g

Nothing between us

Smile at me
There is nothing between us

. (Anatole leaves. )

=T
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And yet it was like th
No veil, no modesty
Just his face and strong hands

His glittering eyes

And his tender smile :

That bold handsome man who pressed my arm

9. NATASHA LOST e2)

NATASHA
I smile, I shake .
the opera continues .
jf:ﬁj I'm qiite submissive to the world I am in |
L . |
My previous life is shpp1i1g away from m
My distant past is gone, is gon.e

€re was nothing between yg

PART IIT

And the rest of the night ) ' Anatole, his friend Dolokhov, and Pierre go out
I can'’t take my eyes from him drinking; they are met by Héléne (Pierre’s wife and
His glittering eyes

Anatole’s sister), who taunts Pierre. Anatole declares
And his tender smile

his intention to have Natashq, although he himself
isalready married. Pierre finds
with Dolokhov offensive and challenges him to aduel,
almost getting himself killed (“The-Duel"). Afterward,
Pierre reflects on his life (“Dust and Ashes™). Natashgq

and her family go to church (“Sunday Morning”); later,
" Héléne arrives and invites Natq
E night(“Charming"

And as I am leaving
Flushed and nervous
He touches my arm
And I turn around
And he’s looking at me
With his glittering eyes
And his tender smile

O God! I am lost! (63)

his wife's familiarity

. (“The Ball”).
1d I let him? . k-
I]E_‘,I\?;:yctc})llilng is dark, obscure, and terrible CHAPTER 5
I don’t understancli this 10, TH E DU EL (65)
O God! I am lost! e
oL ull of lights ANATOLE
\B;;k mg;z:?jcjz;ed about in tinsel jaCketspture "SGood evening Pierre
ere o « I” in rapturl Studying?
i 1d men cried “bravo e Cying
Young girls and o

There it all seemed simple

PIERRE )
But now, alone

Yes. How vag the opera?
-
tortured T
Iam ay at my heart " | |
My conscience gnaws away & -

i or Andrey’s love or not?
: gri?ll csfno lslzgtfle myself with irony: (64)
Nothing! It was nothing
1 didn’t lead him on at all
No one will ever knova
I'll never see him again

atalya Rostova was there
PIERRE

h, oh dcar Andrey’s betrothed?
Hve known her family for years

80d long ¢ affection for her

NATOLE
. d I
thing has happene . roe
}N\gd Ar%drey can love me still 3 g
isn't he here?
o O God, why isn't
ABovE: Denée Benton and Lucas Steele, AR.T, 2 l

h

) |50 ¢

PP e

et

e

VHE ANMOWRRED Scqipy

T

IR Ty

(62) This Song came oy

t of nowhere, almost full
formed; | foung the ope

ning chord Progression|y
Playing around on an analc
ended up improvising mos
The synth harp here is a tir

synth patch, ang then
the song in one take.
to Les Misérables.

(63) “0 Gog! | am lost!’ she sajig to herself ‘How C
I'let him?’ She sat for a long time hiding her flushe

face in her hangs trying to realize what had happei

to her, but was unable either to understang what h

happened or what she felt, Everything seemed darl
obscure, and terrible,

There in that enorm
the bare-legged Dup

(64) Sometimes during rehearsal Pi

Ppa would sing,
“Oh I can soothe myseif with ironin

8. here instead,

(65) This is one of the biggest changes from the ridi
the duel actually takes place many years earlier (Vbi.
2,Pt. 1, ch. 4-5), but | transplanted it here sg that
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9.NAIASHALOSTw$

NATASHA
I smile, I shake
And the opera continues

And I'm quite submissive .
-My previous life is slippinéoazt;y“f{f;ld I .
My distant past is gone, is gone T
And the rest of the night . E
I ean’t take my eyes from him
His glittering eyes

And his tender smile

And as I am leaving

Flushed and nervous

He touches my arm

And 1 turn around

And he’s looking at me

With his glittering eyes ;
And his tender smile |
O God! I am lost! (63)

How could I let him?

Everything is dark, obscure, and terrible

I don’t understand this
O God! I am lost!

5;/101{ in the theater, full of lights

YOl}llre;re ter;ors jumped about in tinsel jackets

Therg'glr s and old men cried “bravo!” in rapture
e it all seemed simple

But now, alone

I'am tortured

My conscience
i gnaws away at my heart
‘ g? I spoiled for Andrey’s love o}; not?
I can soothe myself with irony: (64)
Nothing! It was nothing

F:, I didn’t lead him on at all
Y gk -No one will ever know
— I'll never see him again
Nothing has happened

And Andrey can love me still

OVE: 7
WE: Denée Benton and Lucas Steele, AR.T., 2015
O God, why isn’t he here?

vet it was like there was nothing between us

¢il, no modesty
js face and strong hands

glittering €yes

:,l this tender smile_
ot bold handsome man who pressed my arm

nn’tole,'his friend Dolokhov, and Pierre goout
drinking; they are met by Héléne (Pierre’s wife and
, who taunts Pierre. Anatole declares

Anatole’s sister)
ithough he himself

his intention to have Natasha, a
lis already married. pierre finds his wife’s familiarity

" with Dolokhov offensive and challenges himtoa duel,
almost getting himself killed (“TheDuel"). Afterward,
\Pierre reflects on his life (“Dust and Ashes”). Natasha
and her family.go to church (*Sunday Morning’); later,
'iHéléne arrives and invites Natasha to the ball that

-~ night (“Charming"), where Anatole seduces Natasha

' (“The Ball”).

. : CHAI_’TER 5

. 10. THE DUEL ¢e3)

. ANATOLE

Good evening Pierre
Studying?

PIERRE

Yes. How was the opera?

ANATOLE
Lovely
Natalya Rostova was there

PIERRE
Oh, oh dear Andrey’s betrothed?

1 have known her family for years
And long carried affection for her

ANATOLE
Yes, charming

YT

f

T

B s s i T

YHE ANNOWRTED SCAIPY

s e e

podeis = A

e —— S SRS

(62) This song came out of nowhere, almost fully
formed; | found the opening chord progression while
listening to Bjork and playing around on an analog
synth patch, and then ended up improvising most of
the song in one take. The synth harp here is a tiny nod

to Les Misérables.

(63) “O God! | am lost!’ she said to herself. ‘How could
| let him?’ She sat for @ long time hiding her flushed
face in her hands trying to realize what had happened
to her, but was unable either to understand what had
happened or what she felt. Everything seemed dark,

obscure, and terrible.

us, illuminated theater where

the bare-legged Duport, in a tinsel-decorated jacket,
jumped about to the music on wet poards, and young
girls and old men, and the nearly naked Hélene with
her proud, calm smile, rapturously cried ‘bravol’—
there in the presence of that Hélene it had all seemed
clear and simple; but now, alone by herself, it was
incomprehensible." (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 10)

There in that enormo

g rehearsal Pippa would sing,

(64) Sometimes durin
If with ironing,” here instead.

“Oh | can soothe myse

(65) This is one of the biggest changes from the novel;
the duel actually takes place many years earlier (Vol.
2,Pt. 1, Ch. 4-5), but | transplanted it here so that
Pierre could have a bit more action in Act 1. Actually
the first draft of the show did not have the duel here,
put instead had another scene from early in the book,
where Pierre et al. get roaring drunk and end up tying
a bear to a policeman and dumping them into the river.
We actually did 2 workshop with this, using a large
stuffed bear. This idea did not survive that workshop.
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Look, Dolokhov"s coming round and we are off
to the Club o '
Will you come old man?

PIERRE
I will come

ANATOLE
Lend me fifty rubles?

(Dolokhov arrives with many bottles of vodka.)

DOLOKHOV
Drink drink
Gonna drink tonight

Gonna drink tonight X (66) Rachel likes to call this “the moment when we
. A break the play”; indeed, when the strobe lights and
Gonna drink ro throbbing bass kick in here, and our glorious cast
Gonna drink LB comes in screaming in outrageous punk outfits,
Gonna drink tonight . | Fhe Qewilderment and delight in _the audience is

Gonna drink tonight

Gonna drink tonight . LR including Squarepusher, Amon Tobin, Richie Hawtin,
N Gonna : Autechre, and Photek; other electronic influences on

. the score include James Blake and Matthew Dear,
*D_OLOKHOV, ANATOLE & PIERRE
Drink drink .
.‘-,'.G_(‘mna drink tonight . urning down Moscow and then freezing.

- Gonn: H : : And geekily they are also a slight homage to
7 na drink tomght . . George R. R, Martin.

(68) This is another choice bit from Chapter 1 (the
7 . . . ! basis for “Pierre”): “Though the doctors warned him
.gonna drmk tomght : that with his corpulence wine was dangerous for him,
Gonna dr ink tonight he drank a great deal. He was only quite at ease when
Gonna dri nk ton ight : having poured several glasses of wine mechanicaily
4 : into his large mouth he felt a pleasant warmth in
They drini and dance.) (66) . , his body, an amiability toward ay his fellows, and
- ’ { a readiness to respond superficially to every idea
ALL } without probing it deeply.”

Drink wich me my love (67)
Sor there’s fire iy, the sky
ind there’s jce on the ground

€T Way my sou] wil] dje
¥Vihoa, | .
IERRE
i ;e doctors warn me
h Bt with my corpulence
82 and wine 40 dangerous for me (68)

[

OrrostTE: Lucas Steele, Kazino, 2013,
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(69) Pierre is probably in his early 30s, but life

expectancy was pretty grim in Russia back then

(averaging from 28 to 32 years). Plus Pierre is just a

crank, so Anatole and his friends tease him. We futzed

with the approximate ages of the characters a bit to {
suit our needs, and were never super-precious about i
it; but if pressed, Rachel and | would say their ages

are: Natasha ~19; Sonya ~21; Anatole, Dolkhov, mid-

20s; Hélene, Mary, late 20s; Pierre, Andrey, early 30s;

Marya D., early 50s; Bolkonsky, 60s; Balaga, probably

a few miilennia into immortal.

(70) This section used to happen after the duel; it got
moved when “Dust and Ashes” was added, and we
needed to stay focused on Pierre in the aftermath.
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But I drink a great deal

Only quite at ease

After pouring several glasses
Mechanically into my large mouth

ALL

‘Thenl feel .
A pleasant warmth in my body .
A sentimental attachment to my fellow men

(Hélene arrives and sidles up to Dolokhov.)
HELENE
Keep drinking old man (69)

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
Keep drinking old man

HELENE, ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
Drink the whole night through’
Keep drinking old man

ALL

Keep drinking old man

Drink the whole night through
Keep drinking old man

(Pierre continues to drink, too much.)

DOLOKHOV

Now Anatole

What women tonight?
Moscow ladies

Or Gypsy girls?
French actresses?
ANATOLE

Natasha, Natasha
Her arms, her shoulders

- Her neck, her feet -
HELENE
The air of a connoisseur

ANATOLE
T will make love to her

) 154«

DOLOKHoV
- Better not, monsieur : )
- She’s first-rate |
But nothing but trouble
ALL .
‘ Better wait il she’s married (70)
DOLOKHov
Anatole is a married man
A fact' known only to his intimates
A Polish landowner of some sm’ali m
Had forced him to marry his dau‘g.;hteerans
ANATOLE
Nevermind about that now
It doesn’t matter, T don’t give a damn

- Just as a duck is made to swim in water
God has made me as ] am .

AlLT care for is gaiety and women

g And there’s no dishonor in that ~
és long as there’s money and vodk
] =I'H keep a feather in my hat '
ALL

f Whoa . . .

\PIERRE

L used to [ove

' I‘-used to love

Tused o be better

CHORUSS

Keep drinking old man

HELENE

€8 drink dr; i

tmk drink (rilj;r?l:mk

g; to.think I married 4 man [j
RRE

: 't ?’peak to me, wife

_1 ‘e 18 something inside me
ENE

, .
lokh o
V Pour me another

ke you

< AAAA
B OO0 B 0000
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39) Pierre is probably in his early 30s, but life
Xpectancy was pretty grim in Russia back then
veraging from 28 to 32 years). Plus Pierre is just a
ank, so Anatole and his friends tease him. We futzed
ith the approximate ages of the characters a bit to
Jlit our needs, and were never super-precious about
 but if pressed, Rachel and | would say their ages

e: Natasha ~19; Sonya ~21; Anatole, Dolkhov, mid-
Js; Hélene, Mary, late 20s; Pierre, Andrey, early 30s;
arya D., early 50s; Bolkonsky, 60s; Balaga, probably
few millennia into immortal.

0) This section used to happen after the duel; it got
oved when “Dust and Ashes” was added, and we
eded to stay fccused on Pierre in the aftermath.
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0] HOV

¢ not, monsieur
s first-rate :
nothing but trouble . !

But I drink a great deal
Only quite at ease
After pouring several glasses
Mechanically into my large mouth
ALL
‘Then feel ..
A pleasant warmth in my body .WT
A sentimental attachment to my fellow men

T

; er wait 'til she’s married (70)
JLOKHOV

natole is 2 married man . |
fact known only to his intimates . ;
A §Polish landowner of some small means

Had forced him to marry his daughter

(Héléne arrives and sidles up to Dolokhov.)
HELENE
Keep drinking old man (e9)

'ANATOLE b.
ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV Nevermind about that now !
Keep drinking old man ; t doesn’t matter, I don't give 2 damn

Tust as a duck is made to swim in water
'God has made me as I am

HELENE, ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
Drink the whole night through'

Keep drinking old man Al I care for is gaiety an.d womet
ALL . " And there’s no dishonor in that i
Keep drinking old man s long as thercs moﬂeyharid o .
= her in my ha
Drink the whole night through Tl keep a feather in my
Keep drinking old man ALL
(Pierre continues to drink, too much.) : Whoa o
RRE
DOLOKHOV .:F[’lE d to love
Now Anatole j5e0 1o

1 used to love
What women tonight?

M ladi 1 used to be better
oscow ladies .

Or Gypsy girls? CHORU? |

French actresses? Keep drinking old man
ANATOLE . HELENE | .
Natasha, Natasha . Yes drink drmk. drin
Her arms, her shoulders ' Drink drink drink

Her neck, her feet - God, to think I married a man like you

HELENE PIER,RE -
The air of a connoisseur Don't speak o e, g

There is something inside me
ANATOLE

HELENE

I will make love to her :
Dolokhov pour me another
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(71) Nick Choksi singing this section makes me i ANATOLE . shqrte reading an audience membper's prograr
xtremely happy. Also he does a very bizarre hopping PIERRE Just wait *til you’ 1 . . F o ;N ich Dolokhov then rippeg out of his hands, e
zance here, that is just the right combination of gleeful Something terrible and monstrous You'l }’. r.e Close enough E E d?iri:o‘?l ﬁare you takt_a it! / You can't have it!" T
and psychotic. ow i never hit him from for ty paces £ H o on strobe light madness, Maybe two
P HOV audience members ‘
DOLOK ) | DOLOKHOY i » EVer, understood what was
(72) In the novel, the duel is instigated by Dolokhov } Here’s to the health of married women! , ] >PRosed to be happening. . . | really don't kn
taking a leaflet out of Pierre’s hands: . And a smile lurks at the corner of my mouth Well let’s begin! : ' : What we were thinking! i
I’ sai . . M Te 3 1.1
“Well, now to the health of hzr;isrgggo\gognuinms; f Here’s to the health of married women, and their } Thls is child’s play (74) , 5 (73) 1 love Lucas Steele o much,
Dolokhov, and with a serious : : . . \ . . i
smile lurking at the corners of his mouth, he turned with lovers! ' SERVANT (D,EN.IS 0V) (75) : (74) There's a little Hamiiton Easter egg here noy
his glass to Pierre. v women. Peterkin—and u DOLOKHOV & CHORUS 4 As the adversaries have refused a reconciliation, t sg:;ci: ””Sg T TN, with oo 0ve to Li
A ,Hirers t(')’ t,:,::;:é? of lovely wi ) . | Here's to the health of married women! (72) - \ i we shall please proceed with the due] [ 2 at Broadway would become such 3 duelfe
their lovers! . . : . . i . . ] .
Pierre, with downcast eyes, drank out of his glass Here’s to the health of married women, and their Ready your pistols, and on the count of tri, B (75) Denisov, a military officer ang friend to Nata
without I,ooking at Dolokhov or answering him. The , : be in to a dvance ' H prother Nikolai, is probably my favarns s
footman, who was distributing leaflets with Kutuzov's : lovers! ed women! i In the book that isn’t in the show; he has a speag
cantata, laid one before Pierre as one of the principal Here’s to the health of marrie Wi : _ ALL @ impediment that js transliterated in varioys ways
guests. He was just going to take it when Dolokho, Here’s to the health of married women, and their Raz! Dva! Trj1 ¢ by different transiators, usually as a lisp: “4s the
leaning across, snatched it from his hand qnd began " : advewsawies have we fused a weconciliation
reading it. Pierre looked at Dolokhov and his eyesh © hag overs. | (T/.’Jey start toward eq b other ) _We actually tried having Paul do this for a while, by
dropped, the something terrible and monstrous tha o PIERRE . ] it was s out of Je ft field that it kind of detracto8
tormented him all dinnertime rose and took possheSfl%f; 0 Ve 1 rouch her? ANATOLE . . you know, the duyel, |
. ; the table. ou tou ! . -
him. He leaned h/i zl;oilti ,rr;lzs:;v:ulzggy acrgi?okhov | How dare y Pierre, hold your fire P;‘U' holds a gong during these lines, playing it on:
‘How dare you ta . — 3 I . “Trit . . . r
Iook:d at Pierre with clear, mirthful, cruel eyes, an£7 It_f;af DOLOKHOV - ., Pierre, hold your fire . i maybe s esérfiﬁcﬁg;aisg?aﬁiztmo 'tr‘]”as a "ftt'e thin
” ) is i ike!’ ) D ! ; er; when we fj ta
smile of his which s?evad tq e Ah!tIThls = et You can't love her (72) P 1erre, not yet! . = 0 this scene for our Much larger version at A lﬁ‘t Stalu
‘You shan’t have it!” he said distinctly. . ‘ RE ¥ . i rehearsing in the beautiful a { Col
Pale, with quivering lips, Pierre snatched the copy. } PIER (Pierre fires carly; Dotokhow s pis, ' ] .
‘You’ !'you . .. scoundrel! | challenge you!’ f;e [ Enough! . f
o i 1 ir, he rose from 1
ejaculz’teg.((\alr;?, zpusf;'”lg g?r’lcﬁ ;”5 chair, fe i You bully, you scoundrel! 2 ;g’l:OKH ov
the table. -4, PLAL LN '
. ou!
Hilariously we actually tried this thing with the Ieaf(ljet I challenge y ] Shot by 4 foo]
at Ars Nova; Pierre stumbled into the audience an : DOLOKHOV :
¢ n PIERRE
X P CAA A I LA - Oh, a duel' y No w 't
> R . . . No wait—
g s, this is what I like o e
(2 Ye ’ I dldn t—
x| Lo .
HELENE D
5 . DoL
& He will kill you! .'ie':Kll:jov
. S 0ld man
« tupid husband! 3
3 Stup My turn
3 PIERRE | PIE
> . IER
So I shall be kilted! M t:t‘ ‘ i
.. ly tur
What is it to you! y n
~ Anatole, my guns NATULE
ANATOLE “EITe, stand back!
is i ibly stupid (73) (Lierre o) L
Oh! This is horribly stup Bt ks toward Dolokhov with pi chest exposed,
PIERRE L0 shoots, Pierre ;5 unbarmed,)
Just show me where to go OLOKHOV
And tell me when to shoot fissed -
115 ed OOOOOAKIIT
ABOVE: Dave Malloy, Ars Nova,
== OProsITE: Nick Choksi, A R.T., 2015.
» |ii ¢ } 157 «




(71) Nick Choksi singing this section makes me
extremely happy. Also he does a very bizarre hopping
dance here, that is just the right combination of gleeful
and psychotic.

(72) In the novel, the duel is instigated by Dolokhov
taking a leaflet out of Pierre's hands:

“Well, now to the health of handsome women!’ said
Dolokhov, and with a serious expression, but with a
smile lurking at the corners of his mouth, he turned with
his glass to Pierre.

‘Here’s to the health of lovely women, Peterkin—and
their lovers!’ he added.

Pierre, with downcast eyes, drank out of his glass
without looking at Dolokhov or answering him. The
footman, who was distributing leaflets with Kutuzov's
cantata, laid one before Pierre as one of the principal
guests. He was just going to take it when Dolokhov,
leaning across, snatched it from his hand and began
reading it. Pierre looked at Dolokhov and his eyes
dropped, the something terrible and monstrous that had
tormented him all dinnertime rose and took possession of
‘H]m. He leaned his whole massive body across the table.

" ‘How dare you take it?’ he shouted. . . . Dolokhov
looked at Pierre with clear, mirthful, cruel eyes, and that
Smile of his which seemed to say, ‘Ah! This is what [ like!’

‘You shan’t have it!" he said distinctly.

Pale, with quivering lips, Pierre snatched the copy.
~ You...lyou...scoundrell | challenge you!” he
gjaculated, and, pushing back his chair, he rose from
the table.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 1, Ch. 4)

I-!_ilariously we actually tried this thing with the leaflet
Iat Ars Nova; Pierre stumbled into the audience and

SOOOSOOOOOOOOOOOOOH OISO

b ———

OO

WHE GAEAT COMEW

14 PIERRE
' Something terrible and monstrous
DOLOKHOV

lovers!

DOLOKHOV & CHORUS

Here’s to the health of married women! (71) -
Here’s to the health of married women, and their

lovers!

Here’s to the health of married women!
Here’s to the health of married women, and thej

lovers!

PIERRE
How dare you touch her?

DOLOKHOV
You can't love her (72)

PIERRE

Enough!

You bully, you scoundrel!
I challenge you!

DOLOKHOV

Oh, a duel!

Yes, this is what I like
HELENE

He will kill you!
Stupid husband!

PIERRE

: So I shall be killed!

5 ‘ What is it to you!
Anatole, my guns
ANATOLE

_Oh! This is horribly stupid (73)
PIERRE

Just show me where to go
And tell me when to shoot
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Here’s to the health of married women!
And a smile lurks at the corner of my mouth
‘Here’s to the‘health of married women, and'th

RHE ANNOYATED SCAIPR

ATOLE ,
) re close enough

i
wait til you

. it hi aces
L1l never hit him from forty p

JLOKHOV
ell let’s begin!
fhis is child’s play (74)
RVANT (DENISOV) (75) o
‘ "Rt‘}’:: adversaries have refused a reconciliation,
' s-v;re shall please proceed with .the duel .
Ré'ady your pistols, and on the count of tri,
begin to advance
ALL
Raz! Doal! Tri!

- (They start toward each other.)

ANATOLE .

Pierre, hold your fire

Pierre, hold your fire
: Pierre, not yet!

4 (Pierre fires early; Dolokhow is bit.)

‘ DOLOKHOV

. No''....
Shot by a fool
PIERRE
No wait—
1 didn't—
DOLOKHOV
Quiet old man
My turn

PIERRE
My turn

ANATOLE
Pierre, stand back!

(Pierre walks toward

Dolokhov Qith his chest. exposed.

Dolokhov shoots. Pierre is unbarmed.)

DOLOKHOV
Missed
Missed

e P L T

o e

i ' am
an audience membe.r s program,
which Dolokhov then ripped out of rj;shh?/gc:'i'" l$2i<1$|ng
itl / You can'tha !

to “How dare you take i e o

i isht madness. Maybe
during full-on strobe lig
audiegnce members, ever, understood w(rj\a:\ '\:I?(?]ow
supposed to be happening. . - - | really do
what we were thinking!

started reading

(73) | love Lucas Steele so much.

a little Hamilton Easter egg here now,

(7a) There s h love to Lin. Who

added during the A.RT. run, with mucu
knew that Broadway would become S

ry officer and friend to Natasha's
prother Nikolai, is probably m:l‘ f:vc;‘r:i gl;a;a;;t:ém
isn’'t in the show;
in the book that isn tin ‘ . . o
i i ted in various way
impediment that is translitera arious
|t;‘;llziifferent translators, usuallyas a hs;; :s th"e
advewsawies have wefus‘eDd a| v(;'ect%riwsm;;oar |: w.hilé ot
tually tried having Pau 'o . , |
\i/:il?N:: S0 gut of left field that it Kind of detracted from
duel.
you Know, the o
i lines, playing it on
ds a gong during thesg ‘ . ‘
5#:""'10‘ at P%'s Nova and Kazino it was a h:itrl:tﬂs\ggéd
Joe st i in diameter; when we
aybe seven inches in diam ' .
E:;\ig scene for our much' Ia|rgerd v;r:;z?vztol‘\&RéTo;omm
earsing in the peautiful an
rTehr:aater, gr Matias and | look.ed at each"other and
said, “We're gonna need a bigger gong.

ch a duelfest!

(75) Denisov, a milita

HOLFOOOO,
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AsovE: Dave Malloy, Ars Nowa.

OvposiTE: Nick Choksi, A.R.T, 2015.
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Asove: Amber Gray and Lucas Steele, Kazino, 2013.

TWHE GAEAT COMER

1

Oh my mother, my ange

My ac{ored angel mother! (76)
HELENE

Take him away

SERVANT (DENlSOV)

-The sun is rising

The duel is at an end . .
And Pierre Bezukhov is the winner

PIERRE
Winner?
HELENE
You are a fool

(Two club-goers laugh at Pierre as they leave.)

ANATOLE
Well sweet sister (77) .
You certainly bring out the beast in men

HELENE
What can I say?

It’s a gift

ANATOLE

dore you .

%\iil?;oi ask Natasha to the ball tonight?
HELENE

Of course

Dear brother

(She leaves. Anatole turns to Pierre.)

ANATOLE

Come on old man
Let’s get you home
PIERRE

In a2 moment

ANATOLE

Sleep it off

And be happy

We live to love another day

1. DUST AND ASHES (75,
PIERRE
Is this how I dje?
Ridiculed and laughed at
Wearing clown shoes (79)
Is this how I djep
Furious and reckless
Sick with booze

How did T live?

I taste every wasted minute

Every time I turned away

From the things that might have healed m
How long have I been sleeping? '
Is this how I dje?

Frightened like a child

Lazy and numb
Is this how I dje?

Pretending and Preposterous
And dumb

| How did I ljve?
- Was I kind enough and good enough?
DidI Jove enough?
Did I ever look up
And see the moon (80)
And the stars
“ And the sky?

- Oh why have I been sleeping?

- They Say we are asleep
'Until we fall in love (81)

- ¥¥e are children of dust and ashes

12Ut when we fa]] i love we wake up
ind we are 4 God

And angeg weep

But if | dje here tonight

die in my sleep

of my life | Spent searching the words

x POets and saints apng prophets and kings

=0 now at the end all I know that I've learned
S that a]] ¢, |

e

y

r

know is T don’t know a thing (s2)
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(76) Pierre used to have
/ Missed / Such a stor
got turned into the nex

an echo of thijg here: “M'
m of feelings.” But those |
t song, “Dust ang Ashes.f

{(77) In the novel, it's implied that An
have an incestuou
there. . . .

atole and Hg
5 relationship. We hint at it here

(78) The biggest change goin
this song. In retrospect | can’
show for so long without it; th
legacy, and divinity is an esse
Jjourney that was only hinted g

g into A.R.T. was add|
t believe we digd the

is rumination on suici
ntial part of Pierre’s
t before. A ot of not .

(79) Rachel and | often t
clown”: having the najve
weighed down ang heartbroken by ali the

plant that image a bit more firmly.

(80) A little touch of Natasha . . .

it is said by Denisov as he is writing a lo
early in the novej (Vol. 1, Pt. 2, ch. 4):
fwiend,” he said, ‘we sleep when we don
childwen of the dust. .. but one falls in

a God, one js pua’ as on the first day of cweation. . . i

Just like with “No One Else,” writing this song later
let me do some fun echoing; the chord progression
of the chorus is the Same as the “And this bright
star. . ." section of “The Great Comet of 1812,
making that song seem to call back to this one,
even though “Comet” was written first! A simiiar
chord progression also appears in “Pierre” and

the end of “The Duel.”

ve letter, very
“You see, my!

't love. We arg
love and one is

(82) “Nothing has been found out, nothing discovered,!
Pierre again said to himself. ‘All we can know is that we

know nothing. And that’s the height of human wisdom,’””
(Vol. 2, Pt. 2, Ch.1)
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Oh my mother, my angel
My adored angel mother! (76)
HELENE
Take him away
SERVANT (DENISOV)
-The sun is rising
The duel is at an end
And Pierre Bezukhov is the winner
PIERRE
Winner?
HELENE
You are a fool

(Two club-goers laugh at Pierre as they leave.)
ANATOLE |
Well sweet sister (77)
Y?u certainly bring out the beast in men
HELENE
What can I say?
It’s a gift
ANATOLE
I adore you
Will you aslf Natasha to the ball tonight?
HELENE
Of course
Dear brother

(She leaves. z_fnato/e turns to Pierre.)
ANATOLE

Come on old man
Let's get you home
PIERRE

In a moment

ANATOLE

Sleep it off

And be happy

We live to love another day

DUST AND ASHES co)

this how 1 die?
diculed and laughed at
é-a_'r-ing clown shoes (79)
5 this how 1 die?
rious and reckless
Sick with booze
How did' live?
1 taste every wasted minute
Every time 1 turned away

THE ANNOWARYED SCAIPY

1

[From the things that might have healed me

“How long have 1 been sleeping?

Ts this how I die?
Frightened like a child

| Lazy and numb

Is this how I die?

. Pretending and preposterous

And dumb

' How did I live?

Was I kind enough and good enough?
Did love enough?

Did I ever look up

And see the moon (80)

And the stars

And the sky?

Oh why have 1 been sleeping?

They say we are asleep

Until we fall in love (81)

We are children of dust and ashes
But when we fall in love we wake up
And we are 2 God

And angels weep

But if T die here tonight

1 die in my sleep

All of my life I spent searching the words

Of poets and saints and prophets and kings

And now at the end all T know that I've learned
Is that all that T know is 1 dor’t know a thing (82)

(76) Pierre used to have an echo of this here: “Missed
/ Missed / such a storm of feelings.” But those lines
got turned into the next song, «Dust and Ashes.”

it's implied that Anatole and Hélene

(77) In the novel,
hip. We hint at it here and

have an incestuous relations
there. . . .

(78) The biggest change going into A.RT. was adding
this song. In retrospect | can't believe we did the
show for so long without it; this rumination on suicide,
legacy, and divinity is an essential part of Pierre’s
journey that was only hinted at pefore. A lot of not
realizing this sooner was probably just my own actor
shyness, and not wanting to make Pierre's part involve

too much “acting,” which terrifies me . . . (see page 63
for more).

(79) Rachel and | often talked about Pierre as 2 “sad
clown”; having the naive innocence of a child, but
weighed down and heartbroken by all the experiences
life has thrown at him. So this seemed a nice place to
plant that image a bit more firmly.

(80) A little touch of Natasha . . .

(81) This is one of the most famous quotes from War
& Peace, but it actually doesn’'t come from this section
of the novel, or even from any of Comet’s characters;
it is said by Denisov as he is writing a love letter, very
early in the novel (Vol. 1, Pt. 2, Ch. 4): “You see, My
fwiend,’ he said, ‘we sleep when we don't love. We aré
childwen of the dust . .. butone falls in love and one is
a God, one is pua’ as on the first day of cweation. . .."

Just like with “No One Else,” writing this song later
let me do some fun echoing; the chord progression
of the chorus is the same as the “And this bright
star . . .7 section of “The Great Comet of 1812,"
making that song seem to call back to this one,
even though «Comet” was written first! A similar
chord progression also appears in “pierre” and
the end of “The Duel.”

(82) “Nothing has been found out, nothing discovered,’
pierre again said to himself. ‘All we can know is that we
know nothing. And that's the height of human wisdom.”

(Vol. 2, Pt. 2, ch.i)

i




(83) Originally the lyric here was “Shoot me in the
head or gut / | just don't care,” but that felt a little too
on the nose, so then it became “Bury me or forget me
| just don’t care”; and then one night in a practice
room that inexplicably morphed into “Bury me in
burgundy / And comb my hair” . . . which | still kind
of love, but seemed just a little too Dylan-surreal for
this particular moment; so we settled on this hybrid.
(“Burgundy” refers to both the color, symbolizing
aristocracy and pretension, and the wine.)
84) Some of the ideas in this song are loosely adapted
from scenes much later in the novel, in which Pierre
IS taken prisoner by the French and has yet another
spiritual transformation (he does that a lot!) after many
talks with a fellow prisoner, Karataev. This culminates
in, Vol. 4, Pt. 3, Ch. 12: “While imprisoned in the shed
Pierre had learned not with his intellect but with his whole
being, by life itself, that man is created for happiness,
that happiness is within him, in the satisfaction of simple
human needs, and that all unhappiness arises not from
rivation but from superfluity.”
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OPPOSITE: Jush Groban, Broadway, 2016.

THE GAEAY COMET

So easy to close off

Place the blame outside

Hiding in my room at night

So terrified

All the things I could have been
But I never-had the nerve
"Life and love

I don’t deserve

So all right, all right

I've had my time

Close my eyes

Let the death bells chime

Bury me in burgundy
I just don’t care (83)
Nothing’s left
I'looked everywhere

Is this how I die? K
Was there ever any other way my life could be?
Is this how I die?

Such a storm of feelings inside of me?

But then why am I screaming?

Why am I shaking?

Oh God, was there something that I missed?
Did I squander my divinity?

Was happiness within me the whole time? (84)

They say we are asleep

Until we fall in love

We are children of dust and ashes
But when we fall in love we wake up
And we are a God '
And angels weep

But if I die here tonight

I die in my sleep

They say we are asleep
Until we fall in love
And I'm so ready

To wake up now

I want to wake up
Don’t let me die while I'm like this
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4 |
14 MARYA D.. j (87) The knock s actually Hélene playing a wag
! . . 0 ; as she enters in her Jabba's palace Luke SkyWei
nt to wake up . . Sunday morning! . i - €
" R.T. run; after “Dust Twa ) die while I'm like this T 12, b g’ i Jedirobe. . . . At Ars Nova, when we were much
(85) Another addition for the A.R. tay a bit more God don’t let me lme Ior church! (sg) i scrappier and leaner, we actually did not haye
and Ashes,” the mood needed“to " y. " a bit quicker ' Please let me wake up now . . : _ ASH g a dedicated pit drummer; the actors did all the
e had to get to “Charming : ie while 'm like this ol NATASHA : drumming, including Amber, who piayeq f
somber, and we a clarify some imagery in God don’t let me die while . - ¢ N irumming, Ing Amber, who playe drums (f
... 50 | used this rewrite to this old Russian tradition r 0 I'suffer more now than before g first timel) on “Private ang Intimate Life,” ang ro
Act 2's "'-e“eés'n.br)é?sn?;li:ﬁ Natasha and Senya do . I'm ready 3 The theater and Anatole : the house.
of candles and mirrors, 12) : B “h h . . 3 N )
o Vol. 2, Pt. 4, Ch. ; ; - 3 That man who aroused such terrible feehngs (88) Writing this tune was actually a h truggl
earlier in the novel. ( ! .I'm read . . A ; : ually a huge struggl
beautiful bit here, which | y . I'don’t understand : had never really written anything so “pop” in my|
ve a - X . : f - vy
(86) Sonya used to ha “Dust and Ashes,” again to To wake up ) 1 Have T broken faith with Ag drey? It took me a while to set aside my tog cool-for-sct
got cut after we added it's still on the Original . R NN . 3 inhibitions and embrace My inner Beyonce The pi
keep the momentum up. But it's s‘t reminds me of 0y : AmI guilty: : line came first, followeq by the kick and snare, wh
Cast Recording, and | love |t,t apd i CHAPTER 6 SONYA ' Owe a heavy debt to Prince’s “Housequake.”
] dparents’: 5
hristmas at my gran ) .
¢ 12. SUNDAY MORNI NG After church, Marya left for Prince Bolkonsky’s (89) “Oh, my enchantresst she cried to the blushir
SONYA ) ndavs ; . Natasha, ‘Charming! No, this Is really beyond an thi
Dmitryevna likes Sunday: ythi
Marya how to keep them SONYA . MARYA D. my dear count,’ said she to Count Rostov who had/
And Knows has been scrubbed and cleaned Iv Sun day mornil'lg . ] The rudeness of that man! followed her i, ‘How can you Jive in Moscow angd £o
The whole house has been s . Early d in the mirror (85) - . e ! 5
and suckling pig d I lit a candle, looked in _ . T'll straighten hj out! nowhere?’. . . She fooked at Natasha’s dresses ang
Roazt go:)rs\sses with gleo Natasha an A _ vHalghten him out! praised them, as well as a pew dress of her own ma
) u ; .
Fille :ar holiday dresses } NATASHA . A [ NATASHA . of ‘metallic gauze which she had r.ece./ved from P.?r{
We w ika to church o , & Th. bl 1d Pri ) 4 and advised Natasha to have one like it. ‘Byt anythin
Travel by troi ] Isee my face . E at terrible o rince ] 1 Suits you, my charmer?’ she remarked.” (Vol. 2, pt. 5,
MARYA D. ] SONYA . Ican't bear to think of it ' ] ,f Ch. 12) y
God is everywhere ‘ ) £ . _ ¢ 3 ‘
§ Don't be silly Il shut myself in my room . { (90) Natasha used to have a wonderfy| little bit her
And try on new dresses ' i but we removed it to make the song a proper star S
They say you can see your future for Hélene: |
1 In the long row of candles X _SON YA i NATASHA
| Stretching back and back and bac _ And just after Marya lefe 4 i A smile of pleasure never left my face /
Into the depths of the mirror - There was a knock at the door (87) 4 This grand dame of the opera 4
n . i
) nfused last square Natasha had Just turned her head to the glass i Who seemed S0 Unapproachable -
; In the dim co Wh he heard ice th de-her flush ‘ And seemed so important
! You'll see a coffin or a man v Aen she heard a voice that made her flus Now she seems
: { To like me
{ Everyone sees a man , ]3. CHARM'NG a8 i !
I TASHA . ( ) (91) “How she blushes, how she blushes, my pretty!?
i NA dl HELENE said Hélene. ‘You must certainly come. If you Jove
| I see the candles Oh my . h l o o Somebody, my charmer, that is not 5 reason to shut
: Stretching back Oh Y enc dfltr €ss _(89) /W vyourself up. Even if you are engaged, | am sure your
‘ So far away 0 you beautifiy] thing | fiance would wish you to go into society rather than |
: ° athe e ors Sharming, charming . o \ W » e bored to death.” (ibig)
see ( . .
I see a shape in the darkness Oh, this i really beyond anything
e Th .
1 Si him or is it— thSe dresse's suit you
“ls1 Tk « o 11: »
He's lying down o h: iy me;;ﬂhc gauze
is he lying down: SRt from Parig
Oh Sonya why is el - .
: Im so ﬁ?; ghtened! ﬂythmg SUILs you, my charmer (90)
5 . e h. .
Andrey will nevefr com 1o me before he d how she blushes, how she blushes,
Or something will happe Y pretty! (91)
! -
3
} 153 ¢ U
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(85) Another addition for th
e A.R.T. run; after “D !
and Ashes,” ’ r “Dust {
g andtx: rr]r;c:jotclongci;icled g; stay a bit more ' I want to wake up , .
i ! o “Charming” a bit quicker GOd d ), .
on't let i : . RYA D.
me die while I'm like this YA orning! ‘ ‘ i
pflay m ; ‘ Jedi robe. . . . At Ars Nova, when we were much
scrappier and leaner, we actually did not have
a dedicated pit drummer; the actors did all the

... so | used this rewrite to clari i

g -sol 5 ify some imagery i
2?12 sdI Letters, .by enacting this old Russiaﬁ trr);(Ij?tion
of candles and mirrors, which Natasha and Sonya do

We wear holiday dresses

Iearlier in the novel. (Vol. 2, Pt. 4, Ch. 12) i
. I’m read y
86 . -
(86) Sonya used to have a beautiful bit here, which o y 4 I
got cut after we added N guffer more .
Keep the ed “Dust and Ashes,” again to mready . ; sutt i
et Recg:girgngurglun. But it's still on the Original To wak : ! he theater and Anatole : _
Christmas at m' r: dlove It’ a’nd it reminds me of axetp , Fhat man who aroused such terrible feelings 4 (88) Writing this tune was actually a huge struggle; |
: y grandparents” ‘ h"o'n’t understand { % had never really written anything S0 “pop” in My life.
jl SONYA CHA ' ] «th with A drey? o it took me a while to set aside my too-cool-for-school
| raéya Dmitryevna likes Sundays PTER 6 3 Have | bx_‘oken faith with Andrey ! inhibitions and embrace My inner Beyoncé. The piano
R an knows how to keep them 3 Am 1 guilty? : & jine came first, followed by the kick and snare, which
w ;he whole house has been scrubbed and cleaned ]2- SUNDAY MORNING : %‘ owe a heavy debt to Prince’s “Housequake”
| Fi‘ﬂiff goose and suckling pig SONYA _giONYA ' , i ) , . .
| our noses with glee After church, Marya left for Prince Bolkonsky’s | (89) “Oh, my en(‘:hantress!' spe cried to the blushing
Early Sund ' : Natasha. ‘Ch I No, th lly beyond anythin
' Travel by troika t ay morning WMARYA D . a Zs a. atrmm.g(i :, ! :zls reiaRy tey ; ahyd g,
oika to church . my dear coun . said she to Coun ostov who ha
! MARYA D. i NA ] followed her in. ‘How can you live in Moscow and g0
God TASHA 3 R A nowhere?’ ... She fooked at Natasha's dresses and
j| Godls everywhere | Tl straighten him out! > made
¢ I see my face % of ‘metallic gauze,’ whi
§ SONYA i .NATASH‘_\ . ¢ and advised Natasha to have one like it. ‘But anything
l t Don’t be sill That terrible old Prince 3 suits you, my charmer!’ she remarked.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5,
Th Y . T can’t bear to think of it : & ch. 12)
e s . !
y say you can see your future - T'll shut myself in my room (90) Natasha used to have a wonderful little bit here,
And try on new dresses but we removed it to make the song @ proper star solo
‘ for Héléne:
" NATASHA

prmenep

Please let me wake up now
God don't let me die while I'm like this

Natasha and I lit a candle, looked in the mirror (8

In the long row of candles
Stretching back and back and back

ime for church! (86)

ATASHA
ow than before

" The rudeness of that man!

SONYA

%—-’ ‘
.
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(87) The knock is actually Hélene playing a woodblock,
as she enters in her Jabba's palace Luke Skywalker

er, who played drums (for the

drumming, including Amb
d Intimate Life,” and rocked

first time!) on “Private an
the house.

praised them, as well as a new dress of her own
ch she had received from Paris,

A smile of pleasure never left my face

This grand dame of the opera

L : Into the de
ths i .
] 1 In the dimi fOf tcklle m1rror : And just after Marya left
! on . .
b You'll see a . ff}lse last square There was a knock at the door (87)
{ co ' . : :
3 X Eve 1 oraman Natasha had just turned her head to the glass ‘2"‘: Seeme;’ 5°_““apef°2°hab‘e
i ryone sees a man ‘ . flush nd seemed so importan
[ NA When she heard a voice that made-her tlus Now she seems
B. i . SeTAtiHA ; : E To like me > . % e
¥ ethec
r St hi aq les 13' CHARMlNG (88) 3 (91) “How she blushes, how she blushes, my pretty!’
3 retching back HELENE i said Hélene. ‘You must certainly come. If you fove .
E So far away i somebody, my charmer, that is not a reason to shut i
| I see the mirror : Oh my enchantress (89) l. $e yourself up. Even if you are engaged, | am sure your e . ¥
s = Oh you beautiful thing 1k fiancé would wish you to go into society rather than L
. . . N 7 (1bid. a
Charming, charming . i be bored to death (Ibid.) . . ™

T T T D ——
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I see a shape in the darkness
“Is it him or is it—

He’s lying down

O7h Sonya why is he lying down?
I'm so frightened!

Andrey will never come

Or something will happen to me before he does

) Ihi ¢

Oh, this is really beyond anything

These dresses suit you

This one, “metallic gauze”
Straight from Paris
Anything suits you, my c
Oh how she blushes, how she blushes,

my pretty! (91)

harmer (90)




(92) It's true, Héléne does not know how to pronounce
“charmante”! (Though the chorus does, in “Pierre,”
and Anatole does, in “The Opera.”) This very sly and
subtle character touch was originally a result of my
not having done very well in high school French . . .
and then later liking the supercool rhythm of the
melody too much to change it. And Hélene is bitof a
dilettante, and it's actually pretty hilarious to me that
she is so confidently butchering the French in the
chorus of her big song, so . . . in the end this works
for me!

Rachel will also tell you that | actually mispronounce
English words in my shows on a semiregular basis.
Most notably “particu-LAR-ily” (in Three Pianos). And

in “Preparations,” | kept insisting that Anatole say
“dwadling” (which just sounds more like the word to
me) . . . and in between Kazino and A.R.T. we decided
to change our pronunciation of “Moscow” to the proper
one (Mos-co), correcting my midwestern diphthong
(Mos-COW).

(93) Héléne actually says this amazing line to
Natasha's father, earlier, at the opera: “How is it you're
not ashamed to bury such pearls in the country?”

(94) “My brother dined with me yesterday—we nearly
died of laughter—he ate nothing and kept sighing for
you, my charmer! He is madly, quite madly, in love with
you, my dear.

Natasha blushed scarlet when she heard this.” (Vol. 2,
Pt. 5, Ch. 12)

(95) This is the place where in performance Amber
Gray magically becomes the only person in the room,
or indeed in all of existence, and you giddily submit to
this sublime ascendancy and realize that all is right
with the world.
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Oh how she-blushes, how she blushes, my pretty!
Charmante, charmante! (92) :
You are such a lovely thing

Oh where have you been

It's such a shame to bury pearls in the country (93)

Charmante, charmante, charming

Now if you have a dress . -

You must wear it out

How can you live in Moscow and not go nowhere?

So you love somebody, charming
But that’s no reason to shut yourself in
Even if you're engaged
You must wear your dress out somewhere
My brother dined with me yesterday (94)
But he didn’t eat a thing
Cuz he was thinking "bout you-
He kept sighing about you .
Oh how she blushes, how she blushes, my pretty!
Oh how she blushes, how she blushes, my pretty!
Charmante, charmante!
You are such a lovely thing
Oh where have you been
It’s'such a shame to bury pearls in the country
Charmante, charmante, charming ‘

Now a woman with a dress

Is a frightening and powerful thing
You are not a child :
When you're draped in scarlet and lace
Your fiancé would want you to have fun

Rather than be bored to death - !

Alliez dans la monde
Plutit que de dépérir d'ennui!

*

‘ My brother is quite 'rnadly in love .
He is quite madly in love with you, my dear (95}

“Oh how she blushes, how she blushes, my pré

Oh how she blushes, how she blushes, my pres
Charmante, charmante! _ '
You are such a lovely thing
Oh where have you been

It’s such a shame to
Charmante, charma

It’s such
a shame to byr i
Y peatls in the co
Charmante, charmante, charming 5

Such a shame ¢

(o} bury pearls in th
Charmante, charmante, Charming country
NATASHA

I\\/JVhat once seemed so terrible (96) .
Ow seems simple and natural
She knows that I'm engaged
An.d still she talks so frankly
So it must be all right!
HELENE
There is a ball at my
You must come
Oh your wide-o )
. pen, wonderin es!
You will be the prettiest there’g e
How the thought of :
You must come

NATASHA
I WIH come

bury pearls in the country
nte, charming

house tonight

throwing them together amuses me!

,
s

CHAPTER 7
*]4.THEBALL~

“ANATOLE
’-:-VVa.iting at the door
| "Yaiting at the door
Waiting
Wa.it.ing at the door
aIting at the dooyr
aiting
§WI adore Tittle girls
ey lose thejr heads at once

{ "]:' .

| he bal begins; they dancé.) ( 97)
NATASH A
i

dm seized

; feeli .
erc is no b)’ eelings of vanity and fear (9g)

arrier between ug

e R e

‘-""5‘”5""“‘?‘"%&9%% ereeL
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(96) The weird |j i
(o€ ittle high synth sounds here are'gaI

ed on bowed glas
S, and
show as Anatole’s “Seductioire used throughout {

sound”: -
P&E;st:g;;hé Ozghout his entrance inm“jThfah(e){):re 3
: natole,” a ) ra, i
culminating in the ks nd all through “The Ball,"

S (which us .
synth sounds and Jive wineglass::) ? combination

(97) Thi
RUS)Siar:]lsc'r:Se:_)dy was heavily influenced by lots of
ical music, Specifically Tchaikovsky:5a'

Borodin (whose strj

) string quar

string quartets in the “?o”d;ets are my second-favo
N !

(98) In the novel. thi
h » this seducti . |
a recital by a French yop. uction actually begins at

e : ;
{whom Anatole is of coyr o5 Mademoiselie George

g;;én / - - Mademoiselle George Jo
Frenl:’; }:/ :rt the audie.nf:e and began reciting some :
ses describing her 8uilty love for her son.. ..

LR

‘Adorable! divine! deljcj
. ! delicious!’ y
Natasha looked at the fut acwas heard from every side.,

heard nor understood anythi
her. She only felt herself aga
into this Strange senseless
old world—a worlg in which
what was good or pad reas
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, ch. 13)'

oked sternly ang |

tress, but neither saw nor|
ng of what went on before
In completely borne away |
M‘/orld—so remote from her

it was impossible to know
onable or senseless,”
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)2) It's true, Hélene does not know how
I:t_]armante"! (Though the chorus does, int(zF?izre??:l"mce
r}q Anatole does, in “The Opera.”) This very sly a'nd
ubtle gharacter touch was originally a result of m
ot_- having done very well in high school French ’
nd then later liking the supercool rhythm of thé B
!g:_lody too much to change it. And Héléne is bit of a
!Igtf(ante, and it's actually pretty hilarious to me that
:g is so confiQentIy butchering the French in the
;:?r::l:! of her big song, so . . . in the end this works

1

g__(_:r_lel will also tell you that | actually mispronounce
pgllsh words in my shows on a semiregular basis

I_czl_st notably “particu-LAR-ily” (in Three Pianos) Ar;d
,.::Prepar"atlons,” | kept insisting that Anatole s.ay
2\_qadlmg {which just sounds more like the word to

nz) ... and in between Kazino and A.R.T. we decided
Eﬂghﬂge our pronunciation of “Moscow” to the proper
Im s(-c((,)s\‘/v (;?)' correcting my midwestern diphthong

I' H

3:;!() Hélfzne actually says this amazing line to
La.t:asha s father, earlier, at the opera: “How is it you're i
ot ashamed to bury such pearls in the country?” 1

V.

?:J . fl\;1y brother dined with me yesterday—we nearly
E aughter—he a.)te nothing and kept sighing for

u, my charmer! He is madly, quite madly, in love with i
?y, my dear.’ ’

atasha blushed sca 1
t o o rlet when she heard this.” (Vol. 2,

R
95) ThIS.IS the place where in performance Amber
ray magically becomes the only person in the room

rindeed in all of existence, and iddi
d , you giddily submit to
;1_1_5 sublime ascendancy and realize that all is right 1
ll_th the world. .
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Oh how she-blushes, h | A

, how she bl nv o
Charmante, charmante! (92) UShesr'mY- :
You are such a lovely thing
Oh where have you been
It’s such a shame to bur i

y pearls in th ntr

Charmante, charmante, charming " .

~

Now if you have a dress
You must wear it out

How can you live in Moscow and not go nowhe
So you love somebody, charming i

?

But tl?at s no reason to shut yourself in
Even if you're engaged
You must wear your dress out somewhere

My brother dined with me

esterd:
But he didn’t eat a thing ’ v
Cuz he was thinking "bout you-
He kept sighing about you ‘

Oh how she blushes, how she blushes, my prétty! .

Oh how she blushes, how sh

, e blush '
Charmante, charmante! o Y et
You are such a lovely thing
Oh where have you been
It’s'such a shame to bury pearls in the country
Charmante, charmante, charming

Now a woman with a dress

Is a frightening and powerful thing
You are not a child :
When you're draped in scarlet and lace
Your fiancé would want you to have fun
Rather than be bored to death
Alliez dans la monde

Plutit que de dépérir d'ennui!

My 'brother is quite -rnadly in love
He is quite madly in love with you, my dear (95)

8: EOW sEe lk))lushes, how she blushes, my pretty!

ow she blushes, how she blush ' '
Charmante, charmante! uenes, myprery
You are such a lovely thing
Oh where have you been

) |64 ¢

such a shame t0 bury pearls in th
armante, charmante, charming

" uch a shame
L armante, char

4h a shame tO
harmante, charmante, charming

{ATASHA )
What once seemed 50 terrible (96)
Now seems simple and natural

S ‘_e:knov.vs that I'm engaged

And still she talks so frankly

So it must be all right!
HELENE

‘There isa ball at my house tonight

You must come

/Oh your wide-open, wondering eyes!
You will be the prettiest there!
" How the thought of throwing t
" You must come

" NATASHA
T will come

mante, charming

- CHAPTER?
14. THE BALL |

ANATOLE
Wiaiting at the door
Waiting at the door
Waiting
Waiting at the door
Wiaiting at the door
Waiting
How I adore little girls
They lose their heads at once

(The ball begins; they dance. ) (97)

NATASHA |
1 am seized by feelings of va
There is no barrier between us

e country
to bury pearls in the country

bury pearls in the country

hem together amuses me!
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(96) The weird little hi
pased on bowed glass
show as Anatole's “s€

present throughout his e

“Natasha & Anatole,”

synth sounds and live

(97) This melody was

Russian classical mu

Borodin (whose string quartets are m
string quartets in the world).

(98) In the novel, thi
a recital by @ French
{(whom Anatole is of
was the origina
Anatole's duet woul
recited/sang some
eventually it seeme

go straight to the dancing, and have a

pall, both gesturing toa
peace (when Natasha an

giving our amazing
place to flex his da

“Anatole was at the

the Rostovs. {mmediate
went up to Natasha an

saw him she was s

had at the opera—grati
her and fear at the absence 0
them. ... Mademoiselle Ge
gloomily at the audience an
French verses descri
‘Adorable! divine! delici
Natasha looked at the
heard nor understood any

her. She only felt

into this strange sense
old world—a world in whic
what was good or bad, reasonabl

(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch

nity and fear (98)
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gh synth sounds here are all

culminating in the kiss (whic

| plan for the show too; Natasha and

d happen while Gelsey (our Mary)
haunting creepy French verses. But
d simpler and more dramatic 10

, and are used throughout the
duction sound”; they are also
ntrance in “The Opera,” in
and all through “The Ball,”

h uses a combination of

wineglasses).

heavily influenced by lots of
sic, specifically Tchaikovsky and
y second-favorite

s seduction actually begins at
actress, Mademoiselle George
course sleeping with). That

proper Russian
n iconic moment in War &

d Andrey first dance) and
choreographer, Sam Pinkleton, a

rk sexy uminati baliroom muscles.

door, evidently on the lookout for

fy after greeting the count he

d followed her. As soon as she
eized by the sameé feeling she had
fied vanity at his admiration of
f a moral barrier between
orge looked sternly and

d began reciting some

hing her guilty love for herson. ..
jous!" was heard from every side.
fat actress, but neither saw nor
thing of what went o before
herself again completely borne away
less world—so remote from her
h it was impossible to know
e or senseless.”
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Whispers and Moans and ringing in my ear
There is no barrier betweenus. ©~
Divine, delicious

But I do not see or hear anything

I'm borne away to a senseless world

So strange, so remote

I'don’t know good from bad

Anatole "

Anatole

I'm so frightened

ANATOLE
You are enchanting

NATASHA
And as we danced he pressed my waist and hand (99)
And told me I was

NATASHA & ANATOLE
Bewitching

" ANATOLE
And I love you

NATASHA & ANATOLE
Béwitching
ANATOLE
And I Jove you
NATASHA
And during the ecossaise, (100) he
NATASHA (s ANATOLE)
‘Gazed/ (Gaze) in my eyes
NATASHA
And said nothing, just
ATASHA (5 ANATOLE)
"8zed/(Gaze) ip, my eyes
NATASHA
My frightened eyes

“ confident tenderness

ould no¢ say what I had to say

(99) “Anatole asked Natashg for a valse ang a
danced he pressed her wajst and hand ang tol

her eyes.

‘Don’t say such things to me. | am betrothed
love another,” she saig rapidly. . . . She glanced|a

Anatole was not upset or pained by what she
said.

‘Don't speak to me of that! What can | do?’ s¢
‘I'tell you | am madly, madly, in love with you! Is it
fault that you are enchanting?’ (Ibid.)

(100) This is my favorite word in the show (it's a
French line dance).

.Loixt‘ﬂ't")@

@%l‘&ﬂ@ alJa
m@we/ew

world
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OrPosITE: Denée Benton and Lucas Steele,
ART, 2015



(101) | call the strings here and at the very end of the
song the “Strings of Doom.”

(102) “I cannot come to visit you but is it possible
that | shall never see you? | love you madly. Can |
never . . . ?" and, blocking her path, he brought his
face close to hers.

His large, glittering, masculine eyes were so close to
hers that she saw nothing but them.

‘Natalie?’ he whispered inquiringly while she felt her
hands being painfully pressed. ‘Natalie?’

‘| don’t understand. | have nothing to say,” her eyes
replied.

Burning lips were pressed to hers, and at the same
instant she felt herseif released, and Héléne’s footsteps
and the rustle of her dress were heard in the room.”
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 13)

(103) The use of wineglasses here was inspired by
my absolute favorite string quartet, George Crumb’s
incredible “Biack Angels.” All of the actors and
musicians play a glass here; the last one to stop is
Héléne.

(104) For me, a composer who started out doing
avant-garde free jazz and experimental, DIY black

box theater, writing this show was like taking a huge
master class in Broadway musicals, and figuring out
what the formal structure of the best shows is, and
then following that structure even when my avant-
garde cool wanted to subvert it (see above notes on
“Prologue”). This song follows a tried and true piece
of musical theater wisdom, that Act 1 should end with
all of your characters in extreme jeopardy, so that
the audience will want to, you know, come back. My
favorite example of this is West Side Story, which ends
Act 1 with “The Rumble” and the death of Bernardo
and Riff.
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ANATOLE

Don’t lower your eyes

I'love you

I am in love dear

Taminlove
'Gaze in my eyes

1 love you B -
You are bewitching

What can I do ) i
Darling what can I do '

NATASHA

Don't say such things
T am betrothed

I love another

i ANATOLE

Don'’t speak to me of that! _
f When I tell you that I am madly, madly, in love with b
11 you! ) F
| Is it my fault that you're enchanting?

NATASHA
I'm so frightened
I don’t understand anything tonight

ANATOLE
i I'm here now

(Natasha breaks away.) (101)

| ANATOLE
Natalie! (202)

NATASHA
I can feel your eyes upon me

ANATOLE E
- Blocking her path, I bring her face close to mine

NATASHA

His large, glittering, masculine eyes are sO
mine

That I see nothing else

close!

ANATOLE .
Is it possible that T
T'love you madly!
Can I never?
Natalie?
NATASHA
You press my arm
You press my arm
ANATOLE
Natalie?
NATASHA
You're hurting my hands
ANATOLE
Natalie?
NATASHA
I don’t understand
. Thave nothing to say
(They kiss.) (103)

NATASHA

hould never see you again?-

. Burning lips pressed to mine

. Tell:me what just happened
f:I'm trembling
So frightening

Andrey

But I love you

:Qf that there is no doubt
..:How else could all of this
-if‘low else could we have k
_-_t Mmeans that I have loved
Lt means thye you are kind

And [ coylq

have happened?
issed?

’ nOble, and :
not help loving you splendid

j ’W;H love you Anatole
- 0 anything for you
PjATdASHA & ANATOLE ‘
© anything for you (104)

) 158 ¢
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01) | call the strings here and at the very end of the
ng the “Strings of Doom.”

02) “I cannot come to visit you but is it possible
at | shall never see you? | love you madly. Can |
wver . .. 2’ and, blocking her path, he brought his
ce close to hers.

His large, glittering, masculine eyes were so close to
rs that she saw nothing but them.

‘Natalie?” he whispered inquiringly while she felt her
inds being painfully pressed. ‘Natalie?”
~ ‘I don't understand. | have nothing to say,” her eyes
plied.

Burning lips were pressed to hers, and at the same
stant she felt herself released, and Héléne’s footsteps
1d the rustle of her dress were heard in the room.”

ol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 13)

03) The use of wineglasses here was inspired by
fy-‘absolute favorite string quartet, George Crumb's
credible “Black Angels.” All of the actors and
usicians play a glass here; the last one to stop is
aléne.

04) For me, a composer who started out doing
/ant-garde free jazz and experimental, DIY black

)x theater, writing this show was like taking a huge
aster class in Broadway musicals, and figuring out
hat the formal structure of the best shows is, and
en following that structure even when my avant-
arde cool wanted to subvert it (see above notes on
rologue”). This song follows a tried and true piece

f musical theater wisdom, that Act 1 should end with
|iof your characters in extreme jeopardy, so that
;g‘audience will want to, you know, come back. My
vorite example of this is West Side Story, which ends
ct'1 with “The Rumble” and the death of Bernardo
nd Riff.
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| ANATOLE
! Don’t lower your eyes
I love you
i I am in love dear
) I am in love

Gazein m}; eyes
I'love you \

You are bewitching
What can I do

Darling what can I do

NATASHA

Don’t say such things
I am betrothed

I love another

b ANATOLE
Don't speak to me of that! _
When I tell you that I am madly, madly, in love with
¢ you! o
Is it my fault that you're enchanting?
NATASHA

I'm so frightened

I don’t understand anything tonight

ANATOLE
I'm here now

umasm———

(Natasha breaks away.) (101)

ANATOLE

Natalie! (102)

i NATASHA

] I can feel your eyes upon me

ANATOLE
- Blocking her path, I bring her face close to mine

NATASHA
_ His large, glittering, masculine eyes are so close to
i mine
‘ That I see nothing else

T e

YHE ANMOFRTED SCAIPE

ATOLE
it possible
{ove you madly!
an I never?
Nd t’alie?
NATASHA
You press my arm
You press my arm
ANATOLE
Natalie?
'NATASHA
You're hurting my hands

'ANATOLE
Natalie?
NATASHA

1 don’t understand
1 have nothing to say

(They kiss.) (103)

NATASHA .
Burning lips pressed to mine
Tellme what just happened‘

that I should never see you again?”

I'm trembling
So frightening

Andrey

But I love you
Of that there is no doubt N
How else could all of this have happened:

How else could we have kissed?
Tt means that I have loved you from the first N
It means that you are kind, noble, and splendi

And T could not help loving you
1 \;Vill love you Anatole
T'll do anything for you

NATASHA & ANATOLE
Tl do anything'for you (104)

» 158«

Asove: Denée Benton and Lucas Steele, ART, 2015.
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(105) This tune was inspired by the tripI%d tc:céa;/:nvs
melodies of Funkadelic, and a |yr:[C fdrgrrrongs (aﬁd '
i a
v rk Yet”; | wrote it under he 2
dlzgglli)nae) in a blazing hot Brooklyn apargme?iéwélre _
my future wife was running around packing e sl
m)c(wing in together at the end of tht?t gliﬁ:;aiie o
hriekin

ers the sound of me s ' .y

;\fg;riz?" as | recorded myself doing all the harmonie

Also, | love funky harpsichord.

j i in the
(106) There is a bit of Dirty Projectors going on in t
choral hocketing here.

h
a-il

THE GAEAR COMET

PART IV

;atashu and Anatole make plans to eI(.)phe',Aar;c:e '
Natasha breaks off her engagement wnl: nnd y
(“Letters”). Sonya finds out aboujc th:e plan a&
realizes it will mean Natasha’s ruin (*Sonya

t
Natasha”); she determines to stop her at any co|s.kh
(*Sonya Alone™). That evening Anatole and Do; ov
arations™) and call on
t (“Preparations™) an
ian for the elopemen > catlon
fheir trusted troika driver, “Balaga,” to take

to Natasha’s house. However, “The Abduction” is
o
thwarted at the last moment by Marya D.

CHAPTER 8
15. LETTERS (0s)

ALL . .

In nineteenth century Russia we write letters
‘We write letters

We put down in writing ‘

What is happening in our minds

Once it’s on the paper we feel better
We feel better .

It’s like some kind of clarity '
When the letter’s done and signed

PIERRE
Dear Andrey
Dear old friend ;

e wart '
gzvzvgiliz:?h on the French splend1dly?
Do our cannons crack and ny? >
Do our bullets whistle and sn;g.

Does the air reek with smoke:

I wish I were there
With death at my heels

) ) 6
Dolokhov is recovering (10

He will be all right the good man
And Natasha is in town .

Y(ilur bride-to-be, so full of life and m

I should visit

ischief '

1
i
‘\
{
i
i
i

3

L hear she is more beautiful than ever

How I €nvy you and your happiness

Here at home

I drink and read and drink and read and drink
But I think I finally found jt ‘
What my heart has needed

For I've been studying the Kaba]
And T've calculated the number of the beast
Itis Napoleon )
Six hundred three score and six (107)
And T will kill him one day
He’s no great man
None of us are great men
We're caught in the w
Nothing matters
Everything matters
It’s all the same

ave of history (108)

. OhifonlyI could not see it
k- This dreadful, terrible it! (109) _

- ALL

In nineteenth cent
“ We write letters

We put down in writing

ury Russia we write letters

'_ What is happening in our minds

NATASHA
Dear Andrey—

| What niore can I write
After all that has happened?
What am 1 to do if T Io
_ViMustI break it off?
These terriple questions
"J;NATASHA & PIERRE
-_-‘S'ee nothing but the ca
- No visiong of the future
90 lost apq alone (110)
NATASHA

And why, of Princess Mary—

ndle in the mirror

ve him and the other one too?

ZEINAT \‘lvl—/\'"lv[_/L’vJ—/ﬁ\vjj

§
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e
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(107) | snuck this
the pace of thig se
nod to the insane
Pierre goes on later in the book. .. A

e Besuhof”) _1

as a call for'--n
e devil, Napoleon, (Vol. 3, Pt. 1, ¢
M

(108) This is an incredibly abridged reduction of

Tolstoy's many musings on “history” throughout ti
novel, €specially the Epilogue, |

, which he interprets
assassinate th

(109) From the last line of Chapter 1;
trivial, and nothing is important, it's all
to save oneself from it as pest one can
‘Only not to see it, that dreadful iti””

i

“Nothing is ;

the Same—c¢
" thought Pie

only interaction in the
scene; | had imagined that the

(110) Pierre ang Natasha's
show until thejr final

e
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?f-’) This tune was inspired by the tri

lodies of Funkadelic, and a I{'ric frt(r)lr:):%%gcl;ar:n'

p_t- l.)arkaet"; | wrote it under headphones (a?,ld as

;agllne) ina blazing hot Brooklyn apartment, whil

_‘[.utur_e wife was running around packing (w'e wer?e

:;?E t’|2r'fsotghether at the end of that August); she still
embe e sound of me shrieking “ i i

talie!” as | recorded myself doing agll tﬁgtﬁgsmNoa;glse

0, | fove funky harpsichord.

)8) There is a bit of Dirty Proj i
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p_r_al hooketig fere. y Projectors going on in the
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‘ Does the air reek with smoke?

-Dolokhov is recovering (106)

Natasha and Anatole make plans to elope. .'

l\iatasha breaks off her engagement w(')l':)he', (']

( Le.tters"). Sonya finds out about the ll -

realizes it will mean Natasha’s ruin (“Sl:) ] ?P
. l\iatasha"); shg determines to stop her art‘ya’i&"'*

(“Sonya Alone”). That evening Anatole 0::1}’[;!

| ’ :
fhan for the elopement (“Preparations”) and cal
. . . a .'I
eir trusted troika driver, “Balaga,” to tak tﬁ
’ e em

t ,
o Natasha’s house. However, “The Abduction”
thwarted at the last moment by Marya D k

CHAPTER 8
15. LETTERS (105)

ALL
In nineteen
enth century Russi i
teen ia we write let ’
We write letters “
We put down in writing
What is happening in our minds

Once it’s on the
paper we feel b
We feel better ! e
It’s like some kind of clarity
When the letter’s done and signed

PIERRE

Dear AndreyA
Dear old friend
How goes the war?
Do we march on the French splendidly?
Do our cannons crack and cry? .
Do our bullets whistle and sing?

I wish I were there
With death at my heels

He will be all righ

ght the good
And Natasha is in towng o
Your bride-to-be, so full of li ischi
Jourbrde s of life and mischief

hear she 1 MO
ow 1 envy you an
Jere at home
[ drink and rea
3yt 1 think I finally found it
Vhat my heart has needed
or I'v
And 've calculate
Tt is Napoleon
Gix hundred three score and
Andl will kill him one day
'He's no great man
None of us are great men

We're caught in the wave of history (108)

' Nothing matters
Everything matters
It’s all the same

. Ohif only 1 could not see if
" This dreadful, terrible it} (109)

ALL

In nineteenth
We \write letters

We put down in writing

What is happening 1n our

NATASHA
Dear Andrey—

What more can 1 write

After all that has happened.
What am 1 to do ifTloveh

Must I break it off?

These terrible questions

NATASHA & PIERRE

I see nothing but the can

No visions of the future
So lost and alone (110)

NATASHA

r‘e beautiful than ever
d your happin'ess

d and drink and read and .d.r'mk

« been studying the Kabal
d the number of the beast

THE ANNOFANED SCHIPT

(20N ! snuck this little line in for AR.T., both to make
N . : ; the pace of this section a litttle more frantic, and to

nod to the insane Kabbatistic numerology bender
Pierre goes on later in the book. . . . Assigning a
number to each jetter, he adds up the values of his
and Napoleon's names, trying different combinations
in Russian and Erench until he finds versions
(“LEmpereur Napoleon” and “Lrusse Besuhof”) that
add up to 666, which he interprets as @ call for him to
assassinate the devil, Napoleon. (Vol. 3,Pt. 1, ch. 19)

(108) This is an incredibly abridged reduction of
Tolstoy's many musings on “nistory” throughout the

novel, especially the Epilogue.

ast line of Chapter 1: “Nothing is
trivial, and nothing is important, it's all the same—only
to save oneself from it as best oné can,’ thought pierre.

‘Only not to see it, that dreadful it"”

six (107)
' (209) From the |

(110) Pierre and Natasha's only interaction in the
show until their final scene; | had imagined that they
would both be singing this in their own little worlds,
but Rachel gave this moment some extra-dream-world
Kick by having them lock eyes and sing directly at each

other. Hot!

century Russia we write letters

minds
riae?

S
im and the other one too?

dle in the mirror

And what of Princess Mary—

)y 173 ¢
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) 174 ¢

MARY
Dear Natasha

I am in deep despair at the misunderstanding there is

between us

Whatever my father’s feelings might be

I beg you to believe that I cannot help. loving you
"He’s a tired old man and must be forgiven

Please, come see us again

NATASHA
Dear Princess Mary—

Oh what am I to-write!
How do I choose

What do I do

I shall never be happy again

PIERRE '
These terrible questions

MARY
I’'m so alone here

NATASHA & PIERRE
So alone in here

MARY
And I see nothing
RY

NATASHA, PIERRE & MA ' .
I see nothing but the candle in the mirror
No visions of the future

So lost and alone

ALL _ - |

In nineteenth century Russia we write letters
We write letters

We put down in writing .

What is happening in our minds
ANATOLE

Dear Natalie

A love letter

A love letter

A love letter

NATASHA

love:
A letter from him, from the man that I love:

- Co - - AN
B> 3

DOLOKHOV
A letter which I composed
ALL

A love letter
A love letter . . .

ANATOLE

Natalie Natalie Natalie
I' must love you or dje
Natalie Natalie Natalje
If you love me say yes

And T will come and steal you away
Steal you out of the dark
Natalie Natalie Natalje

I want nothing more

Natalie Natalie Natalje

I'must love you or die

Natalie Natalje Natalje

L If you love me say yes .

- And T will come and steal you away
Steal you out of the dark .
Natalie Natalje Natalie
I'want nothing more
Just say yes

Just say yes

Just say yes
NATASHA

Yes, yes, T love him!

How else could T have

Iread it twenty times

Thirty times, forty times!
ach and every word

Tlove him, T love him-

'CHAPTER o
16. SoNya & NATASHA (1.,
SONYA

_IEIOW Was it I noticed nothing?
20w could it g0 so far?

his letter in my hand? (114,

Natashq sleeps. Sonya arrives ang reads Anatole’s etter,)

Y175 ¢
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(111) This incredible mg

ment of love-blind teen),
always gets a big laugh. |

(112) Formally this son,
of Bruce Springsteen’s

lines of dialogue from the novel,
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MARY
Dear Natasha

between us

Whatever my father’s feelings might be

He's a ti
e’s a tired old man and must be forgiven
Please, come see us again ’

NATASHA
Dear Princess Mary—

Oh what am I to-write!
How do I choose

What do I do

1 shall never be happy again

PIERRE
These terrible questions

MARY
T'm so alone here

NATASHA & PIERRE
So alone in here

MARY
And I see nothing

NATASHA, PIERRE & MARY

1 see 'n.othing but the candle in the mirror
No visions of the future

So lost and alone

ALL

In nine'teenth century Russia we write letters
We write letters ‘

We put down in writing

What is happening in our minds

ANATOLE '

Dear Natalie

A love letter

A love letter

A love letter

NATASHA
A letter from him, from the man that I love

) 174 ¢

I am in deep despair at the misunderstanding
L1

1 beg you to believe that I cannot help loving y :
o

! _(_JLOKHOV

A letter which 1 composed

‘ALL
"A love letter

‘A love letter . . -
s 'ANATOLE
‘Natalie Natalie Natalie
1 must love you of die
Natalie Natalie Natalie

' Ifyou love me say Y
And 1 will come and steal you away

~ Steal you out of the dark

. Natalie Natalie Natalie
1 want nothing more

|- Natalie Natalie Natalie

T must love you ot die

Natalie Natalie Natalie

.~ Ifyou love me say yes .
* And I will come and steal you away

Steal you out of the dark
Natalie Natalie Natalie
1 want nothing more

]ust\say yes
Just say yes
Just say yes

NATASHA
Yes, yes; 1 love him!
How else could 1 have his letter i
1 read it twenty times
Thirty times, forty times!
Each and every word
1 love him, I love him-

(Natasha sleeps. Sonya arrives 4

n my hand? (311)

nd reads Anatole’s letter. )

CHAPTER 9
16. SONYA & NATASHA (12

SONYA
How was it 1 noticed nothing?

How could it go so far?

A7

T
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(114) This incredible moment of love-blind teen logic

always gets @ big laugh.

(112) Formally this song was written in the mold

of Bruce Springsteen’s sprawling 70s epics, €.8.
“Rosalita” and “jungleland.” gomething about the rock
organ just seemed to suit the melodrama and youthful
spunk of the scene very well. This song has also
undergone a lot of little changes and snips over the
years; has been a constant palancing act of trying to
stay true to the weird ebb and flow of an actual fight,
while still keeping the momentum driving to the finish
line the whole time. Most of the lyrics nhere are direct

lines of dialogue from the novel.
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(113) Denée is such an amazing brat here.
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ABovE: Brittain Ashford, AR.T,, 2015.

PHE GAEAR GOMEW

Tt can’t be that she loves him

It can’t be
Natasha

(Natasha awakes and sees Sonya.)

NATASHA - .
-Sonya, you're bac
Anc{ wi}t’h the tender resolve that often comes
at the moment of awakening

I embraced my friend
Bfl?noticing Sonya’s look of embarrassment

My face expressed confusion
And suspicion

S
Sonya, you've read the letter:

SONYA
Yes

NATASHA
Oh Sonya, I'm glad

I can’t hide it any longer! |
Now you know, we love one another!
Oh Sonya, he writes, he writes

He writes, he writes, he writes

SONYA
And Andrey?

ATASHA '
z)h Sonya, if you only knew how hajppy I am!
You don’t know what love is

SONYA
But Natasha, can that all be over?

NATASHA |
I do not grasp the question

SONYA ' X
Are you refusing Prince Andrey:

NATASHA .
"Oh, you don’t understand anything!

Don't talk nonsense, just listen (113)

SONYA ’ i
But I can’t believe it, I don’t understan

) |76 €

- Thave confided in you

~ Why doesn’t he come to ¢

e M

VHE ANNORRYED Scaipy

K

How you loved one man a whole year
And suddenly— o
You've only known him three days!
Natasha, you're joking!

NATASHA

Three days?

It seems to me T've loved him 4 hundred years
It seems to me I've never loved before

I'had heard that j¢ happens like this
And you must have heard it too’
But it’s only now

That I feel such love

It’s not the same as before

He’s my master and I am his s]aye (114)
What can I do?

Sonya, what can I dop
I'm so happy
And so frightened

" Why can't you understand?

I'love him!
SONYA

E: Tﬁqn I'won't let it come to that, I shall tel]!

Bursting into tears

NATASHA

What do you mean?

For God’s sake, if you tell, yo
You want me to be miserable
You want to tear s apart -

For God’s sake, Sonya, don’t tel] anyone,
don’t torture me

U are my enemy!

SONYA
What has ha

ppened between you?
at has he said to you?

he house and openly ask for

‘Why this secrecy?

lave yoy thought what his secret reasons may be?

anyone to say about 3 relationship. At A.RT we kept
the line in, but it's definitely still an open question

for me (as of August 2016). Denée and Rachel are
amazing collaborators, and the three of us are still
talking it through, discussing the pros and cons of the
line, getting feedback from other artists and audience
members, trying out alternatives, and in general
working together to try to unravel all the complexities
and find a solution that serves the contexts of both
the original Tolstoy and our contemporary adaptation.
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.
fm) Denée is such an amazing brat here.

SOOOOOUOOOL-OOL

?chz-wc"x. <

:ABOVE: Brittain Ashford, A.R.T, 2015

It can’t be that she loves him
n a whole year

It can’t be
Natasha

(Natasha awakes and sees Sonya.)

Jow you loved one ma
And suddenly— ,
Vou've only known him three days!
atasha, you're joking!

JATASHA

Three days?

t seems to Me Tve
lt seems to me I've v

ﬁl had heard that it happens like this

" And you must have heard it too

.~ Butit’s only now ‘
That I feel such love

Jt’s not the same as before

He’s my master and 1 am his slave (114)

NATASHA .
-Sonya, you're back y
And with the tender resolve that often come

at the moment of awakening i
I embraced my friend ]
But noticing Sonya’s look of embarrassment.
My face expressed confusion
And suspicion

loved him a hundred years
ever loved before

Sonya, you've read the letter?

SONYA
Yes What can 1 do?
NATASHA Sonya, what can 1 do?
Oh Sonva. I’ T'm so happy :
I can't h)i,;’e tm glald And so frightened
Now you k it any longer: " Why can’t you understand?
you know, we love one another! 1 love him!
I?Ih Sonya, he writes, he writes ’
e writes, he writes, he writ SONYA
SONYA © Tﬁe\n 1 won't let it come to that, T shall tefl!
And Andrey? Bursting into tears
NATASHA NATASHA
What do you mean?

For God’s sake, if you tell, you are my enemy!
You want me to be miserable
You want to tear us apart

Oh Sonya, if you only knew how happy I am!

?,
You don’t know what love is

SONYA
But Natasha, can that all be over? For God’s sake, Sonya, don’t tell anyone,
NATASHA ‘ don’t torture me
I do not grasp the question 1 have confided in you
SONYA SONYA '
Are you refusing Prince Andrey? What has happt'aned between you?
NATASHA What has h,e said to you?
Oh, you don't understand anything! Why doesn’t he come to the house and ope‘nly ask for
Don't talk nonsense, just list : your hand?

» Just listen (113) Why this secrecy?

secret reasons may be?

SONYA Have you thought what his

ButI can’ ieve i
can’t believe it, I don’t understand

-

THE ANNOWRYED SCAIPY

ey TR RA DB

e erima st aea

» 177 ¢

(114) Rachel and | are both committed to diverse
casting, to totally embracing the idea that people
of any race can play any character in a show that
is not explicitly about race; but it's also important
1o us to stay fully awake to the added layers of
meaning that diverse casting can create, and to
realize that sometimes these layers can take the
audience out of the story you are trying to tell. This
line is a direct quote from the Tolstoy (Vol. 2, Pt
5, Ch. 15)—{“'As soon as | saw him | felt he was my
master and | his slave, and that | could not help loving
him. Yes, his slave! Whatever he orders | shall do. You
don't understand that. What can | do? What can I do,
Sonya?'")——vivid|y and shockingly depicting Natasha's
ecstatic and reckless state of mind. When Denée
joined us as Natasha, this line took on a new and
unintentional connotation: a black woman singing this
line about a white man in twenty-first-century America
will inevitably cause the audience 10 think of American
slavery. | reached out to both Denée and Rachel, and
found that all three of us had a similar experience
upon hearing this line with our new casting: an initial
flinch, followed by a contextualization, and a realization
that this is just a profoundly messed-up thing for
anyone to say about a relationship. At A.R.T. we kept
the line in, but it's definitely still an open question
for me (as of August 2016). Denée and Rachel are
amazing collaborators, and the three of us aré still
talking it through, discussing the pros and cons of the
line, getting feedback from other artists and audience
members, trying out alternatives, and in general
working together to try 1o unravel all the complexities
and find a solution that serves the contexts of both
the original Tolstoy and our contemporary adaptation.
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(115) Sometimes during rehearsal Brittain will sing “|

burst into flames” here instead.

o Ay,

?tm; am/coﬁfz (17

Jorrow S as z'ﬁazwz/; as

jtm; an/.coflnf&ej'ﬁm

—LEeo ToLsToy, War AND PEACE

T
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e '..
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| OrrosiTE: Denée Benton and Brittain Ashford, ~ *

ART, 2015. LK
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NATASHA

I don’t know what the reasons are
But there must be reasons!
Sonya, one can’t doubt him!

SONYA
‘Does he love you?

NATASHA

Does he love me?’
Why, you've read his letter, you've seen him -« °
I can’t live without him

SONYA
Natasha, think of our family
And think of Prince Andrey

NATASHA
Andrey said I was free to refuse him

SONYA
But you haven’t refused him, or have you?

NATASHA
Perhaps I have

Perhaps all is over between me and Bolkonsky
Would you think so badly of me?

SONYA
I won’t succumb to your tender tone Natasha
I don’t trust him, Natasha!

I'm afraid for you, Natasha!
Afraid you are going to your ruin

NATASHA . i
Then I'll go to my ruin, yes I will, as soon as possible!. .
But it’s not your business! '
It won’t be you, it’ll be me, who'll suffer
Leave me alone, yes leave me alone!
I hate you Sonya!
I hate you Sonya!
I hate you, I hate you!

“You're my enemy forever!

SONYA
I burst into sobs (115)

(Natasha runs out of the room.)

fr ~
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116) Brittain Ashford is a singer/songwriter i L
(116) ger/song : NATASHA I know you might just throw yourself over (118) In th
) ’ n the novel Pierre actually runs in
] ) to Anatol
his way to Marya D.'s, after the botched abductic:)r?!}e

The description of Anatole is pretty hilarious here: I

i

I've known for years. Some of her songs about And without a moment’s reflection . '- But I won't let you .
: : !

heartbreakingly fierce loyalty and !ove reminded me of X ; 4
Sonya; specifically a gorgeous tune called “Brooklyn I wrote the answer to Princess Mary 3 . I'won'tlet you f

“In a sleigh drawn by two gra i

| . y trotting-horses that wer

‘ . 4 . bespatterin, j o

All our misunderstandings are at an end i . And T remember this-family ' i Congfa”f Cogn?:n?:: ’/:’L'):ka;q WC/it . ;HOW, e ana

 th ; | on; : rin dashed past. va
I remember thels kmdness . i sitting upright in the classic pose of mliJ/itaryA;:rSZi'ZsW%

Iqwer part Qf his face hidden by his beaver collar am'i'
his head slightly bent. His face was fresh and rosy, his

signed on, | wrote “Sonya Alone” specifically for her, in I will . .
will stand in the dark for you . white-plumed hat, tilted to one side, disclosed his curle
; and pomaded hair besprinkled with powdery snow.

a freezing cold rehearsal room in Helsinki. 17. So NYA ALO N E (116) 7 I will hold LR
Structurally this song owes a huge debt to Eponine’s | : ' you bac orce Lk Voo i 5
u y " € A g' h P 1 SONYA { I will stand h . y . . !- i Yes, indeed, that's a true sage,’ thought Pi
On My Own” from Les Misérables; the huge stand here rlght outside your door Py ‘He sees nothing beyond the pl ' ierre.
heartbreaking ballad at the top of Act 2 sung by a Hard as it is (117) I won't see di i nothing troubles hi € pieasure of the moment,
character that seemed somewhat inconsequential in y In th ine d p I you disgraced sati f'g ; roubles him and so he is always cheerful,
n the coming days will atisfied, and serene. What 't gi o
B ' - protect your name and your heart him!" he thought envious/ya.," X/%lljldzn tPItggectg bfgl;ke

Act 1.
BB I watch my friend 3 - Because I miss my friend

(117) “Hard as it was for Sonya, she watched her friend In her strange unnatural state Because I miss my friend

and did not let her out of her sight. The day before the Don’t let h £ ioh ) ‘ B X
count was to return, Sonya noticed that Natasha sat by ont let her out of my sight ! ecause I miss you, my friend
She trails off - f .

i |

Lullaby,” from her aloum there, but for you, go i. Brittain : T'd been unable to write all morning F It’sall on me
hadn't done theater since high school, so it took a ¥ '

few beers to convince her to come do a workshop for
this new show | was writing (she and Gelsey are the Forget evefything and forgive me
only two performers who have been in the show from : , L0 ,

that first workshop all the way to Broadway); once she But I can’t be Andrey’s wife - Andif1 never sleep again

Rl A

(Pierre runs into Anatole on the street. Pierre is drunk, .
Anatole in a hurry.) ’ i

o

i
1
™

Until one day PIERRE

the drawingroom window all the morning as if expecting
something. . . . Natasha was in a strange and unnatural Stares at nothin i
state. She answered questions at random, began L gh at fan do%n . CHAPTER 10 i £
sentences she did not finish, and laughed at everything. ] augns 2 E . PN
After tea Sonya noticed a housemaid at Natasha’s { And the letters come ' . : 18. PREPARATI ONS - '} AWM
door timidly waiting to let her pass. She let the girl go ! . . : — -
in, and then listening at the door learned that another { She waits by the window
letter had been delivered. And I listen at the door
Then suddenly it became clear to Sonya that Y v
Natasha had some dreadful plan for that evening. Sonya ‘ | € &ﬂ@& j/ i
knocked at her door. Natasha did not let her in. I sée by the sad look on her face K Ah A | ! - \y !
‘She will run away with him!” thought Sonya. ‘She is 3 There is a dreadful plan in her heart ' : 3 , Anatole! Where are you off too? (118)- . -
capable of anything. There was something particularly ‘ ere 1s a dreaaful plan in her hear o " ANATOLE . F -~ "
pathetic and resolute in her face today. She cried as ¥ . b h .
she said good-by to Uncle,” Sonya remembered. ‘Yes, ; i llznow you are Caﬁable f?f arg,thmg ] ~ Pierre, good man . € lJ/(//L 1734
s i ith hi now you so well my Irien ; I :
that s?{t, she means to elope with hlm{ but what am ! I y _ i y ) . TOnlght-I g0 away, on an adventure .1
to do?’ thought she, recalling all the signs that clearly 1 know you mlght just run away ‘ “You'll not b R } b
indicated that Natasha had some terrible intention. What am I to do? : I € seeing me for some time /7 ‘e N
‘The count is away. What am | to do? Write to Kuragin 3 ' : - Lve found a new pleasure \ (/j/ 74) |
demanding an explanation? But what is there to oblige | Who do I ask for help? _ : And I'm ¢ aking her aw .
him to reply? Write to Pierre, as Prince Andrew asked Is it all P T ay
s it all on me: I'll send you 3 |
me to in case of some misfortune? . . . But perhaps she : Is it all 5. 4 . you a letter from Poland -
really has already refused Bolkonsky—she sent a letter s 1tall on me: r . PIERRE i . w
to Princess Mary yesterday. And Uncle is away. ... To I will stand in the dark for you 4 Ha! A ' 0@
tell Marya Dmitryevna who had such faith in Natasha ’ A Kk by f _ a4 An ClOpement! 1 f
seemed to Sonya terrible. ‘Well, anyway,’ thought Sonya ! I will hold you back by torce Fool, you are married already! |
as she stood in the dark passage, ‘now or never | must T will stand here right outside your door y. ’ANA y: { g - W
prove that | remember the family's goodness to me and g 1 won't see you dis grace d | - TOLE
that | love Nichplas. Yes! If | dontt sleep for three nights : -I 11 nd vour heart 3 . JDOn’t talk to me of that!
I'll not leave this passage and will hold her back by force ; will protect your name anay JWiII not deny: v
and will and not let the family be disgraced,’ thought : Because I miss my friend _ : Tonionor eprive myself of this one!
she.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 15) ’ by night! I take her tonight! ;
| I know you've forgotten r.ne ‘ F Lend me f fty rubles?
I know you so well my friend _

) 1HE ¢ % .
} 1Bl ¢




THE GAEAT

~ (116) Brittain Ashford is a singer/songwriter

I've known for years. Some of her songs about
heartbreakingly fierce loyalty and love reminded me of
Sonya; specifically a gorgeous tune called “Brooklyn
Lullaby,” from her album there, but for you, go i. Brittain
hadn't done theater since high school, so it took a

. few beers to convince her to come do a workshop for
this new show | was writing (she and Gelsey are the
only two performers who have been in the show from

| that first workshop all the way to Broadway); once she
signed on, | wrote “Sonya Alone” specifically for her, in
a freezing cold rehearsal room in Helsinki.

Structurally this song owes a huge debt to Eponine’s
“On My Own” from Les Misérables; the huge
heartbreaking ballad at the top of Act 2 sung by a

- character that seemed somewhat inconsequential in
| Act 1.

(117) “Hard as it was for Sonya, she watched her friend
and did not let her out of her sight. The day before the
. count was to return, Sonya noticed that Natasha sat by {
h the drawingroom window all the morning as if expecting
something. . . . Natasha was in a strange and unnatural
state. She answered questions at random, began
sentences she did not finish, and laughed at everything.
After tea Sonya noticed a housemaid at Natasha's
. door timidly waiting to let her pass. She let the girl go
in, and then listening at the door learned that another
~ letter had been delivered.
Then suddenly it became clear to Sonya that
'j Natasha had some dreadful plan for that evening. Sonya
knocked at her door. Natasha did not let her in.
‘She will run away with him!’ thought Sonya. ‘She is
capable of anything. There was something particularly £
| pathetic and resolute in her face today. She cried as
- she said good-by to Uncle,’ Sonya remembered. ‘Yes,
that’s it, she means to elope with him, but what am |
to do?’ thought she, recalling all the signs that clearly i
’ ~ Indicated that Natasha had some terrible intention. ’
: ‘The count is away. What am | to do? Write to Kuragin
~ demanding an explanation? But what is there to oblige
| him to reply? Write to Pierre, as Prince Andrew asked
. me to in case of some misfortune? . .. But perhaps she
| really has already refused Bolkonsky—she sent a letter
to Princess Mary yesterday. And Uncle is away. ...’ To
[ tell Marya Dmitryevna who had such faith in Natasha
l. seemed to Sonya terrible. ‘Well, anyway,’ thought Sonya
|| as she stood in the dark passage, ‘now or never | must
. prove that | remember the family’s goodness to me and
that | love Nicholas. Yes! If | don't sleep for three nights
I'll not leave this passage and will hold her back by force

" and will and not let the family be disgraced,” thought
she.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 15)
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NATASHA
And without a moment’s reflection

I wrote the answer to Princess Mary
I’d been unable to write all morning

All our misunderstandings are at an end

Forget everjlt\hing and forgive me
But I can’t be Andrey’s wife

17. SONYA ALONE (116

SONYA

Hard as it is (117)

In the coming days

I watch my friend

In her strange unnatural state
Don't let her out of my sight
She trails off

Stares at nothing

Laughs at random

And the letters come

She waits by the window
And I listen at the door

Until one day
I see by the sad look on her face
There is a dreadful plan in her heart

I know you are capable of anything
I know you so well my friend

I know you might just run away
What am I to do?

Who do I ask for help?

Is it all on me?

Isitall on me? -

. I'will stand in the dark for you

I will hold you back by force
I will stand here right outside your door

I won't see you disgraced

I will protect your name and your heart
Because I miss my friend

I know you've forgotten me
I know you so well my friend

5 .

ﬁnow you migfxt just throw you’rself over
gut 1 won't let you .

[won't let you

Tt's all on me

And 1 remember this- family

1 remember their k'mdnc.zss

And if I never sleep again

[ will stand in the dark for you
1 will hold you back by forc.e .
1 will stand here right omét&de your door
't see you disgrace

4 %vvr/(:lrll prote};t your name and your heart
. Because 1 miss my friend

~ Because I miss my friend

Because 1 miss you, my friend

CHAPTER10 ’
. 18. PREPARATIONS -

(Pierre runs into Anatole on the street. Pierre 15 drunk,

Anatole in a bw‘ry-)

PIERRE |
Ah. Anatole! Where are you off too? (118)

ANATOLE

Pierre, good man

Tonight I go away, on an adventur-e
You'll not be seeing me for some time
T've found a new pleasure

And I'm taking her away

I'll send you a letter from Poland

PIERRE
Ha! An elopement!
Fool, you are married already!

ANATOLE

Don't tatk to me of that!

1 will not deprive myself of this one!
Tonight! 1 take her tonight!

Lend me fifty rubles?
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| Pierre actually runs into Anatple on
D.’s, after the botched abduction.
Anatole is pretty hilarious here:

y two gray trotting-horses that were
shboard with snow, Anatole and his
Makarin dashed past. Anatolfe was
lassic pose of military dandies, the
hidden by his beaver collar and‘
his head slightly bent. His face w.as frgsh anddr’(:issy,c Zﬁed
white-plumed hat, tilted to one sn.ie, disclose e
and pomaded hair besprinkled with ’powdery Z . "e.

‘Yes, indeed, that's a true sage,’ thought Pie e.m
‘He sees nothing beyond the plegsure of thﬁ mc;Ln’ .
nothing troubles him and so he is a!way§ c teebre ”,k .
satisfied, and serene. What wouldn't | glveC% o)
him!" he thought enviously.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch.

(148) In the nove
his way to Marya
The description of

“In a sleigh drawn b
bespattering the da
constant companion
sitting upright inthec
lower part of his face
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He waii by
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(119) In which Dolokhov reveals that he somehow
has omniscient narrator status when it comes to the
actions of the woman he once loved and proposed to.
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ABovE: Nick Choksi, A R.T, 2015.

THE GAEAT COMETW

PIERRE
Ah, that’s a true sage
Living in the moment

What I wouldn't give to be like him!

DOLOKHOV

"The plan for Natalie Rostova’s abduction
Had all been arranged and the preparations made
On the day that Sonya decided to save her (119)
That was the day that the game was to be played
Natasha was to be on her back porch at ten
Anatole and his troika would scoop her up and then
They’d ride forty miles to the village of Kamenka

Where an unfrocked priest was to make 'em get wed

Then back into the troika off they’d go
Take the Poland highroad to the wedding bed

ANATOLE
Passports, horses, ten thousand rubles I have

taken from my sister
And another ten thousand raised with
Dolokhov’s help

DOLOKHOV

We were gathered in my study drinking up some tea

Just Anatole the two wedding witnesses and me
An abacus and paper money strewn on the desk
Persian rugs and bearskins hanging grotesque

Anatole was walking with his uniform unbuttoned' =

Wialking to and fro
To and fro
To and fro -

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
To and fro
To and fro
To and fro
To and fro

DOLOKHOV
"Now wait!

You better
Just

Give it up now

Why dontcha

- ANATOLE
' ansense, nonsense!

While there’s stiil time!

You'd really better drop it all
Give it up now!

While there’s still time!

Do you know?

ANATOLE

What, teasing again?

Fool don't talk nonsenge!

Go to the devill Eh?

Really this is no time for your stupid jokes
DOLOKHoOV

I am not joking, I am talking sense
This is serious business, a dangerous business
Come here, come here, come here Anatole!
Why would I joke about it? .
Me of all people
Who found the priest, raised the mon
passports, got the horseg?
ANATOLE
And well T thank you for it
Do you think I am not grateful?
DOLOKHoOV
And now you'll carry
there? '
You haven’t thought this throy
carep
Now listen to me
They will take yo
your crime

Alre, i : |
Dorr(::;dy married and you're Playing with a little girl
you know, don'’t you think, don’t you knows?

ey, got the

her away but wil] they let it stop

gh or do you just don’t

tell it to you one last time
u to the court and convict you for

I'm scowling
Didn’t I expl
DOLOKHOY

and grimacing
An it to you, didn’t I, what?

Ar}d here Anatole
With the stubborn attach

People have ment small-minded

) 183«
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(119) In yvh_ich Dolokhov reveals that he somehow
has omniscient narrator status when it comes to the

actions of the woman he once loved and proposed to.
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ABOVE: Nick Choksi, A.R.T,, 2015.

FHE GAEAT COMET

__ PIERRE

3 Ah, that’s a true sage

1 Living in the moment
What I wouldn't give to be like him!
DOLOKHOV N

_The plan for Natalie Rostova’s abduction
Had all been arranged and the prepﬁrations~m .
On the day that Sonya decided to save her'(:l_1.:l 1
That was the day that the game was to be pla e)zd
Natasha was to be on her back porch at terf) 5
Anatole and his troika would scoop her up and th
They’d ride forty miles to the village of Kamenl'{a?
Where an unfrocked priest was to make 'em get wed
Then back into the troika off they’d go i e
Take the Poland highroad to the wedding bed :

ANATOLE
Passports, horses, ten thousand rubles ] have .
taken from my sister

And another ten thousand raised with
Dolokhov’s help

DOLOKHOV

Just Anatole the two wedding witnesses and me
An abacus and paper money strewn on the desk
Persian rugs and bearskins hanging grotesque
Anatole was walking with his uniform unbuttoned
Walking to and fro

To and fro

To and fro -

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
To and fro
To and fro
'To and fro
To and fro

DOLOKHOV
"Now wait!

You better
Just

Give it up now
Why dontcha

Vou'd really better drop it all

Give it up now!

While there’s still time! X
‘Do you know? : ¥

' ANATOLE

Fool don’t talk nonsense!
‘Go to the devil! Eh?

- “This is serious business,

- Why would I joke about it?

ANATOLE

We were gathered in my study drinking up some tea” =

THE ANNOWAYED SCAIPY
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Thile there’s still time!

at, teasing again? .

Really this is no time for your stupid jokes
DOLOKHOV '

1 am not joking, I am talking sense
a dangerous business 3

Come here, come here, come here Anatole! £

Me of all people
Who found the priest, raised t
passports, got the horses?

he money, got the

And well T thank you for it
Do you think I am not grateful?

DOLOKHOV
And now you'll
there?
You haven't

care?
Now listen to me tell it to

They will take you to the
your crime
Already married
Don’t you know,

ANATOLE

Nonsense, nonsense!

T'm scowling and grimacing
Didn’t I explain it to you, di
DOLOKHOV

And here Anatole

With the stubborn attac
people have

carry her away but will they let it stop

thought this through or do you just don’t

you one last time
court and convict you for

and you're playing w-ith a little girl
don'’t you think, don’t you know?

dn’t I, what?

hment small-minded

([ AmAﬁ

AgovE: Lucas Steele, ART.
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(120) This is one of my favorite Tolst_oyian ins@?’;sdm
the novel: “And Anatole, with the partiality duII;]wrd 2
people have for any conclusion they have rea';: i 0 y
their own reasoning, repeated the ar.gume"nil :a had
already put to Dolokhov a hundred times.” (Vol. 2, Pt.
5, Ch. 16)

(121) Anatole is totally into feet.

(122) “Balaga,” and indeed the staging of the enrtiltr:
show, was inspired by a trip | took to Café Marga.tself.
in Moscow (see page 12). Tf;efso:ai tri(?:al\llzli ::]r?'zz 1“m0ré
the Tolstoy is so musical and fan stic, w e more
once” refrain built into these incredibly vivi
gi]:r?ettes depicting Balaga's supem'atural é)ovl(?rtsr;al:nd
this is one of my favorite mornents in the oct>h', e
Tolstoy interrupts the plot to introduce us to |Is(,a v
and wonderful character is such a great examp o
the novel's all-encompassing embrace of humanity.

Also Paul Pinto is just the greatest.
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THE GAEAT COMET

oy

For conclusions they've worked out for themselves
Repeated his argument to me for the
hundredth time (120)

ANATOLE .
If this marriage isn’t valid

Then I'm off the hook

But if it is valid, it really doesn’t mntter! -
No one abroad is gonna know a thing about it
Isn’t that so now don’t you know?

Don't talk to me, don’t don’t what what

Ah go to hell now

Pm clutching my hair!

It’s the very devil!

Here, feel how it beats!

(He presses Dolokhov's hand to his heart. A light comes up

on Natasha across the room.)

Ab mon cher, mon cher

uel pied, quel regard!
\%Vhat a foot she has, (121) what a glance!
A goddess!

And my handsome lips
Mutter something tender to myself

It’s time!

It’s time! , .
Now then! Nearly ready? You're dawdling!
The driver is here

The driver is here

Balaga is here!

19. BALAGA (22 | .

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
"Hey Balaga )

Ho Balaga

Hey hey ho Balaga
‘Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver

Hey Balaga

Ho Balaga

Hey hey hey Balaga

Hey hey Balaga o ‘
The famous troika driver

BALAGA

Who’s that madman flying at full
Street (123)

Who’s that madman knocking people over
Running people down

While his fine gentlemen

Hold on to their seats

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
It’s Balaga!

BALAGA

Driving mad at twelve miles an hour

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV

Balaga!

BALAGA

Comin’ straight at you .

Get out my way, get out my way
ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV

Balaga!

BALAGA

Lashin’ my whip at horses and peasants
ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV

Balaga!
BALAGA '
Risking skin and life twenty times a year
For my fine fine gentlemen '
Yessir hey ho yessir

gallop'down the

- Yessir yessir yessir ' '

‘{\NATOLE & DOLOKHOV
ore than once!

BALAGA

From Tula (124) to Moscow and back in Just one night

ANATOLE & poLokHOy
“Yore than once!

} 185 «
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(123) “More than once when Anatole’s regiment was
Stationed at Tver he had taken him from Tver inthel
evening, brought him to Moscow by daybreak, and

driven him back again the next night. More than once

had enabled Dolokhov to escape when pursued, Mor_'éI

than once he had driven them through the town withLJ'
Gypsies ang ‘ladykins’ as h

e called the cocottes. More
than once in their service he had run over pedestrians
and upset vehicles in the streets of Moscow and had!
always been protected from the consequences by ’my';
gentlemen’ as he calleqd them. He had ruined more tha
one horse in theijr service. More than once they had 'i
beaten him, and more than once they had made him
drunk on champagne and Madeira, which he loved; anc
he knew more than one thing about each of them whl_clI
would long ago have sent an ordinary man to Siberia,

They often called Balaga into their orgies and made him
drink and dance at the

Gypsies’, and more than one
thousand rubles of their money had passed through |
his hands. In their service he risked his skin and his

life twenty times a year, and in their service had lost I
more horses than the money he had from them would

Iy
buy. But he liked them; liked that mad driving at twelve
miles an hour, liked ups

etting a driver or running down,a
pedestrian, and flying at full &allop through the Moscovy;
streets. He liked to hear those wild, tipsy shouts behind
him: ‘Get on! Get onr’ when it was impossible to goanyl
faster.” (Vol. 2, pt. 5, Ch. 16)

(124) In the novel jt's “Tver,” but that word is hard to
Sing; so [ substituted Tula, the town where Tolstoy's |

estate, Yasnaya Polyana (where he wrote War &
Peace), is located.,
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R S(:.:O) Thi.s“is one of my favorite Tolstoyian insights in
nlovel. ‘And Anatole, with the partiality dull-witted
. ;t)':eqp e have for apy conclusion they have reached by
| alreé; gwn rte?sc;)mng, repeated the argument he had
ly put to Dolokhov a hund i "
R o i red times.” (Vol. 2, Pt.

- (121) Anatole is totally into feet.

|
}’i
I'gﬁz) “Balz.aga,". and indeed the staging of the entire
I ° Mw, was inspired by a trip | took to Café Margarita
o Toscow (see page.12). The song really wrote itself;
. the olstO)"l is so_musmal and fantastic, with the “mor;a
i;‘Vi::e(t)tr::sedég.fr?.ln bEL;iIt into these incredibly vivid little
icting Balaga's supernatural pow
Jvicne ‘ ers.
‘:[r:I;t'zyqnf of my favorite moments in the t?ook' tha/:nd
| interrupts the plot to introduce is wi
and wonderful character is e bl of
' such a great example of
the novel’s all-encompassing embrace of hum[;nity.

Also Paul Pinto is just the greatest.
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THE GAEAT COMET

For conclusions they’ -5 '
y've worked out f : p ‘
Reieatsd 1;1; argument to me foruth eor themsely - Hey l;ley }l;e)I Balaga , ‘
undredth time (120) Hey hey alaga .

ANATOLE The famous troika driver

If this marriage isn’t valid 'BALAGA
"Then I'm off the hook Who's that madman flying at full gallop'down the

street (123) . k

~\Who's that madman knocking people over

Running people down
‘While his fine gentlemen
Hold on to their seats

Ilzlu'c if it is valid, it really doesn’t matter!
1 0 one abroad is gonna know a thing about it !
sn't that so now don’t you know? |
Don'’t talk to me, don’t don’t what what
Ah go to hell now

o

%tr,n Cﬁumhing my hair! ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
s the very devill It’s Balaga!
Here, feel how it beats!
(He pr : BALAGA
e presses Dolokhov'’s hand to his heart. A light com Driving mad at twelve miles an hour

on Natasha across the room.) és up

’ ; ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
Ab mon cher, mon cher Balaga!

BALAGA

QZIEI flfa, guellégtU a.
’ )

Comin’ straight at you ’
Get out my way, get out my way

Andmyh :
Moo and;‘,’me lips ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
itter something tender to myself Balaga!
It’s time! }
It’s time! :AL}?GA b b d
ashin’ mhy w ip at horses an peasants

¥ ow then! Nearly ready? You're dawdling!

he driver is here . ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
The driver is here ' - Balaga!
Balaga is here! BALAGA

Risking skin and life twenty times a year

19. BALAGA (122 k. For my fine fine gentlemen
ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV ' 8 | Yessir hey ho yessir .
"Hey Balaga : : ; Yessir yessir yessir
Ho Balaga e ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
_ E:Y Eey }];OIBalaga e More than once!
y hey balaga BALAGA
o F?om Tula (124) to Moscow and back in just on

The famous troika driver
ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV

Hey Balaga
More than once!

Ho Balaga

I
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(123) “More than once when Anatole’s regiment was
stationed at Tver he had taken him from Tver in the
evening, brought him to Moscow by daybreak, and
driven him back again the next night. More than once he
had enabled Dolokhov to escape when pursued. More
than once he had driven them through the town with
Gypsies and ‘Jadykins' as he called the cocottes. More
than once in their service he had run over pedestrians
and upset vehicles in the streets of Moscow and had
always been protected from the consequences by ‘my
gentlemen’ as he called them. He had ruined more than
one horse in their service. More than onceé they had
beaten him, and more than once they had made him
drunk on champagne and Madeira, which he loved; and
he knew more than oné thing about each of them which
would long ago have sent an ordinary man to Siberia.
They often called Balaga into their orgies and made him
psies’, and more than one

drink and dance at the Gy
thousand rubles of their money had passed through
he risked his skin and his

his hands. In their service
life twenty times a year, and in their service had lost
more harses than the money he had from them would

buy. But he liked them; liked that mad driving at twelve
miles an hour, liked upsetting a driver or running down a
pedestrian, and flying at full gallop through the Moscow
streets. He liked to hear those wild, tipsy shouts behind
him: ‘Get on! Get on!’ when it was impossible to g0 any

faster.” (Vol. 2, PL. 5, Ch. 16)

(124) In the novel it's “Tver,” but that word is hard to
sing; so | substituted Tula, the town where Tolstoy's
estate, Yasnaya Polyana {where he wrote War &

peace), is located.
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BALAGA
A narrow escape from a wild Cossack fight

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
More than once!

BALAGA
They've beaten me and slapped me with their gloves

ANATOLE & DOLOKHOV
More than once!

BALAGA' :
Made me drunk on champagne, which I love!

ALL

Hey Balaga

Ho Balaga

Hey hey ho Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver

. Hey Balaga

Ho Balaga

Hey hey hey Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

T}ie\ tamous troika driver
ANATOLE

Who's tHat slowpoke ‘we abuse with wild
and tipsy shouts

BALAGA
Who kriows things that would get you sent

straight to Siberia
Ifanyone found out

ALL

. Its Balaga!
. BALAGA

D'riving mad at twelve miles an hour
ALL

Balaga!

BALAGA

Comip’ straight at you

Get out My way, get out my way

W AN
j.' =1

OrrosiTE: Payl/ Pinto, AR.T, 2015.




(125) The preferred term for Romani living in Russia;
this was changed from “Gypsies” . . . see note 127.

(126) There used to be a hilarious little vaudeville
exchange between Anatole and Balaga here, pu.IIed
straight from the novel, but it got cut for length:

ANATOLE .
What horses have you come with? Eh?

BALAGA
Your special beasts

ANATOLE
Well, listen, Balaga! _
Drive all three to death and get me there in three

hours, eh?

BALAGA .
And when they are dead, then what shall | drive?

ANATOLE _
Mind, I'll smash your face in! Don't make jokes!

BALAGA
Then as fast as ever the horses can galiop,
so fast we'll go!

ANATOLE
Ah! Well, sit down

BALAGA -
I'll stand, Anatole Vasilyevich

ANATOLE .
Sit down; nonsense! Have a drmk!.
And a large glass of Madeira for him!

BALAGA ' _
My eyes sparkle at the sight of the wine

DOLOKHOV

That's the way, that's the way
That's the way, that's the way
That's the way, hey hey!
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ALL
Balaga!

BALAGA .
i Drinking and dancing with my Ruska Roma (125)

ALL .

-Balaga! N
BALAGA _
Riding my horses into the ground
For my fine fine gentlemen
Yessir hey ho yessir
Yessir yessir yessir

ALL
More than once!

BALAGA .
Driven you round with ladies on your laps

ALL
i More than once!

BALAGA
Taken you places not on any maps

ALL
More than once!

BALAGA ;
Galloped faster than ordinary men would dare

ALL
- More than once!

BALAGA .
Jumped my troika right into the air

Jm———_—

And I never ask for rubles

Except maybe once a year
-1 don’t do this for rubles

I do it cuz I like 'em!

ALL
And we like Balaga too!

ANATOLE

Whoa... ’ ‘I'.-

THE ANNOWAYED SoAIPN *

Everyone rajse a glass! Whoa! : E

WEell, comrades
We've had our fun
Lived, laughed and loved . : 8
Friends of my youth

When shall we meet again?
I'm going abroad

Goodbye my Gypsy lovers (127
All my revels here are over
Well, goodbye, Matryosha
Kiss me one last time, whoa
Remember me to Steshka )
There, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye ¥ g
Wish me luck my Gypsy lovers -
Now goodbye, goodbye, goodbye .
ALL
Goodbye my Gypsy lovers
All my revels here are over ‘ ' 13
Well, goé)dbye, Matryosha
Kiss me one last time, whoa
Remember me to Steshka
There, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye
Wish me luck my Gypsylovers
Now goodbye, goodbye, goodbye
Hurrah!

e Ty Ty

e

s

- Smash the glasses on the floor! (128)

(They dance. ) (129)

Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!
Hey ! Hey! Hey! Hey!

( They dance more. Pierre drunkenly

raises a glyss. ) (130)

el

ALL . F ?
Whoa . . . (126 C ) | _.

[
20.THEABDUCHON e B
ANATOLE

(127) “Gypsy” is a controversial word;
a racial slur by many Romani and non-
and should not be used by non-Roman;i people to
refer to a person’s ethnic identity, unless that per;s'c
explicitly desires to be called such. That said, the['e"
are many people who do self-identify as Gypsy, and
many Romani musicians who use the term to descri
themselves and their music; and the word has a Idn]
history on Broadway (via Styne/Sondheim and the
Gypsy Robe tradition) with definition that is detach
from its ethnic etymology. It’s also the best transiati
of the word used by Tolstoy (upiran, or Tsygan). | |
agonized about this word quite a bit, but in the end
it in for this moment {while changing it in some othgr'
places) because of both the historical context and th
purely positive way in which Anatole is using it. It is|. |
my hope that using the word in this positive way (as
many Romani musicians do) can in some small way.
have a positive effect on the perception of a group
that is quite demonized and persecuted. For a more.
thorough discussion, complete with lots of links, see
My annotation on genius.com.

itis considel
Romani peap

|
(128) This phrase is actually from Dostoyevsky, The]

Brothers Karamazov. | love this phrase, and have '
put it in two other shows of mine (Three Pianos and Ly
Preludes), and dream of the day when the budget and
Equity and general safety concerns will somehow I'\

let me actually do a show with lots and lots of glass !
breaking.

(129) This big dance break was added for A.R.T.,
where Sam Pinkleton really went nuts in the best [
possible way. The band plays little bits of “Prologue,
“Letters,” and a vaguely Russian-sounding melody that
is slightly inspired by Pink Floyd's “The Trial” here.

(130) Pierre isn't really there, but at this moment

in the show it's pretty much a free-for-all jamboree;
Natasha and Sonya are here dancing too (Natasha
brings Anatole his violin), and Marya is playing a giant.
floor tom throughout.
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{?:l.izssv?’;:ehpreferred term for Romani living in Russia; 1
F‘ changed from “Gypsies” . . . see note 127.
.
(126) There used to be a hilari i
(: ilarious [ j
,_q;(ch_ange between Anatole and Balle:gzlzeh\g:dxllllzd l
.s i ) i :
g raight from the novel, but it got cut for length: H
P ANATOLE £ -
| What horses have you come with? Eh? |
' BALAGA j!
Your special beasts 1,
ANATOLE i
Well, listen, Balaga! {4
Drive all three to death and i |
hours. ah? get me there in three i
BALAGA
And when they are dead, then what shall | drive? ‘
ANATOLE |
Mind, I'll smash your face in! Don't make jokes!
BALAGA .
4]

Then as fast as ever th
e horses ¢
so fast we'll go! paas

ANATOLE
Ah! Well, sit down
BALAGA
I'lt stand, Anatole Vasilyevich
ANATOLE i
Sit down; nonsense! Have a drink! ’
And a large glass of Madeira for him! !
BALAGA |
My eyes sparkle at the sight of the wine
DOLOKHOV
~ That' !
at’s the way, that's the way i:

That:s the way, that's the way
That’s the way, hey hey!

e ity il

X -,’,_,s'

4

ALL
Balagal
BALAGA 3
Drinking and dancing wi ‘
g with my Ruska R 12
ALL ‘ T
- Balaga! .
BALAGA
Riding my horses into the gro{md
For my fine fine gentlemen
Yessir hey ho yessir
Yessir yessir yessir

ALL
More than once!
BALAGA
Driven you round with ladies on your laps
ALL .
More than once!
BALAGA
Taken you places not on any maps
ALL
More than once!
BALAGA
Galloped faster than ordinary men would dare
ALL
More than once!
BALAGA
Jumped my troika right into the air .

And I never ask for rubles
Except maybe once a year

I don’t do this for rubles

I do it cuz I like ’em!

ALL

-And we like Balaga too!
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ANATOLE
Whoa...

20. THE ABDUCTION

ANATOLE
~_Everyone raise a glass! Whoa!

Well, comrades
~ We've had our fun
Lived, langhed and loved
Friends of my youth
When shall we meet again?
I'm going abroad
Goodbye my Gypsy lovers (127)
All my revels here are over
Well, goodbye, Matryosha
Kiss me one last time, whoa
Remember me to Steshka )
There, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye
Wish me luck my Gypsy lovers
Now goodbye, goodbye, goodbye
ALL
Goodbye my Gypsy lovers
All my revels here are over
Well, g‘o‘odbye, Matryosha
Kiss me one last time, whoa
Remember me to Steshka
There, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye
Wish me luck my Gypsy lovers
Now goodbye, goodbye, goodbye

Hurrah!
Smash the glasses on the floor! (128)

( They dance. ) (129)

Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!

Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!

(They dance more. Pierre drunkenly
raises a glass.) (130)

THE ANNORAWED SCHIPY
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(127) “Gypsy” is @ controversial word; it is considered

a racial slur by many Romani and non-Romani people,

and should not be used by non-Romani people to

refer to a person’s ethnic identity, unless that person

explicitly desires to be called such. That said, there

are many people who do self-identify as GypsY, and
many Romani musicians who use the term to describe
themselves and their music; and the word has a long
history on Broadway (via Styne/Sondheim and the
Gypsy Robe tradition) with @ definition that is detached
from its ethnic etymology. It's also the best translation
of the word used by Tolstoy (umirag, of Tsygan). |
agonized about this word quite a bit, put in the end left
it in for this moment {(while changing it in some other
places) because of both the historical context and the
purely positive way in which Anatole is using it. ltis
my hope that using the word in this positive way {as
many Romani musicians do) can in some small way
have a positive effect on the perception of a group
that is quite demonized and persecuted. For a more
thorough discussion, complete with lots of links, see
my annotation on genius.com.

(128) This phrase is actually from Dostoyevsky, The
Brothers Karamazov. | love this phrase, and have

put it in two other shows of mine (Three Pianos and
Preludes), and dream of the day when the budget and
Equity and general safety concerns will somehow

let me actually do a show with lots and lots of glass

breaking.

(129) This big dance break was added for AR.T.,
where Sam Pinkleton really went nuts in the best
possible way. The band plays little bits of “Prologue,”

“ etters,” and a vaguely Russian-sounding melody that
is slightly inspired by Pink Floyd's “The Trial” here.

(130) Pierre isn't really there, put at this moment

in the show it's pretty much a free-for-all jamboree;
Natasha and Sonya are here dancing too (Natasha
brings Anatole his violin), and Marya is playing a giant
floor tom throughout.
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(131) This is a small nod to Levin's amazing mowing
scene from Anna Karenina.

(132) This (and the drops of wine) is an actual toast

a Russian might give before a journey, graciously
supplied by a Russian director, Andrei Boitenko. It very
loosely translates as “Good luck! A toast for the road!
Let's go!”

(133) One of my favorite things in the show is when a
group of Russians in the audience exclaims, “It's true,
it's true!” at this moment.

(134) This duet used to be between Dolokhov and
the orchestra violist, and was written for our original
violist, Pinky Weitzman, a dear friend. After Pinky
left the show, it was always a delight to see the look
on the new viola players’ faces when they were told
about their big “acting moment.” At A.R.T., we added
a dedicated quartet (now a septet for Broadway) of
roving actor-musicians, so this part is now played

by the awesome Pearl Rhein (who coincidentally has
the soundboard-holes of a violin tattooed on her
stomach!).

(135) There's a bit of Les Misérables going on here.
Also, fun fact: Nick Choksi can’t whistle; so either
Andrey (who's been rocking out in the pit during this
section) or our music director Or does it.
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Whoa!

Here’s to happiness, freedom, and life!

May your travel be swift as a scythe cuts through -
the grass! (131) ;

May your sorrows be counted and numbered as many

"As drops of wine and vodka that stay in my glass!

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok : s
Poekhali (132) i

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

ALL

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

Na pososhok!
Poethali!

Come on, let’s go!...

(They start to leave.)

ANATOLE

No, wait!

Shut the door!

First we have to sit down!
That’s the way

It’s a Russian custom (133)
o They shut the door and all sit down for a moment)
All right
" (They start to leave.)

DOLOKHOV
Wait, wait, wait!
Where’s the fur cloak? (134)

* ALL

I ha’vc heard what elop‘eménts are like
She %1 rush out more dead than.alive
{?st in the things she is wearing
tyou delay at all, there’ll be te d “Papa”
e ars an gpa
And she’s frozen in a minute and must go back
~But you wrap the fur cloak round her®

And you carry her to the sleigh
That’s the way

That’s the way
ALL

That’s the way
That’s the way

BALAGA
Let’s get outta here!

And the troika tore down Nikitski 'Boulevard
Whoa! Giddyup, now! Whoa! Whoa!
Hey Balaga

Ho Balaga

Hey hey ho Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver

Hey Balz{ga .

Ho Balaga -

Hey hey hey Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver’

DOLOKHOV '
When they reached the gate Dolokhov

whistled (13s) ;

The whistle was answered, and a maidservant

— -ran out

MAIDSERVANT

' ome’in through the courtyard or you'll be seen;
she’ll come out directly ’

‘DOLOKHoy
Dolokhoy stayed by the gate
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131) This is a small nod to Levin's amazing mowing
cene from Anna Karenina.

132) This (and the drops of wine) is an actual toast

| Russian might give before a journey, graciously
upplied by a Russian director, Andrei Boltenko. It very
posely translates as “Good luck! A toast for the road!
et's go!”

133) One of my favorite things in the show is when a
roup of Russians in the audience exclaims, “it's true,
L's true!” at this moment.

134) This duet used to be between Dolokhov and
he orchestra violist, and was written for our original
iolist, Pinky Weitzman, a dear friend. After Pinky

eft the show, it was always a delight to see the look
In|the new viola players’ faces when they were told
bout their big “acting moment.” At A.R.T., we added
| dedicated quartet (now a septet for Broadway) of
oving actor-musicians, so this part is now played

)y the awesome Pearl Rhein (who coincidentally has
he soundboard-holes of a violin tattooed on her
tomach!).

135) There's a bit of Les Misérables going on here.
\Iso, fun fact: Nick Choksi can't whistle; so either
\ndrey (who's been rocking out in the pit during this
ection) or our music director Or does it.
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PIERRE
Whoa!
Here’s to happiness, freedom, and life!

May your travel be swift as a scythe cuts thro
the grass! (131)

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Pocekhali (132)

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

ALL

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

Vsego horoshego
Na pososhok
Poekhali

Na pososhok!
Poekhali!

Come on, let’s go!...
(They start to leave.)

ANATOLE

No, wait!

Shut the door!

First we have to sit down!
That’s the way

It’s a Russian custom (133)

(They shut the door and all sit down for a moment.)
All right

(They start to leave.)

DOLOKHOV
Wait, wait, wait!
Where’s the fur cloak? (134)

ugh
May your sorrows be counted and numbered as man
"As drops of wine and vodka that stay in my glassl

T have heard what elopements are.like ‘
" Ghe'll rush out more dead thgn.ahve
J jUSt in the things she is wearing o
i3 you delay at all, there'll be tears and Papa

and “Mama”

And she’s frozen in a minute and must go back
- But you wrap the fur cloak round her

And you carry her to the sleigh

That'’s the way
That’s the way

ALL
That’s the way
That’s the way

BALAGA
Let’s get outta here!

And the troika tore down Nikitski Boulevard
Whoa! Giddyup, now! Whoa! Whoa!

- ALL

Hey Balaga
Ho Balaga

Hey hey ho Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver
Hey Balaga

Ho Balaga

Hey hey hey Balaga

Hey hey Balaga

The famous troika driver

DOLOKHOV
When they reached the gate Dolokhov .

whistled (135) . t
The whistle was answered, and a maidservan

.ran out
MAIDSERVANT ’ .
Come in through the courtyard or you 11 be seen;
she’ll come out directly

DOLOKHOV
Dolokhov stayed by the gate
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(136) So thankful that | am here on Earth during the
same time Grace MclLean is visiting.

“You shameless good-for-nothing! . . . A nice girl! Very
nice!’ said Marya Dmitrievna. ‘Arranging meetings with
lovers in my house! It's no use pretending: you listen
when | speak to you!” And Marya Dmitrievna touched
her arm. ‘Listen when when | speak! You've disgraced
yourself like the lowest of hussies. I'd treat you
differently, but I'm sorry for your father, so | will
conceal it.’

body heaved with noiseless, convulsive sobs which
choked her. Marya Dmitrievna glanced round at Sonya
and seated herself on the sofa beside Natasha.

‘It's lucky for him that he escaped me; but I'lf find
him!’ she said in her rough voice. ‘Do you hear what |
am saying or not?’ she added.

She put her large hand under Natasha's face and

cheeks sunken.

muttered, wrenching herself from Marya Dmitrievna’s

her former position.
‘Natalie!’ said Marya Dmitrievna. *. . . when your

Again Natasha's body shook with sobs.
‘Suppose he finds out, and your brother, and your

betrothed?’
‘I have no betrothed: | have refused him!’ cried

Natasha.

him . . . if he challenges him to a duel will that be all
right? Eh?’

Why? Who asked you to?’ shouted Natasha, raising
herself on the sofa and looking malignantly at Marya
Dmitrievna.

‘But what did you want?’ cried Marya Dmitrievna,
growing angry again. ‘Were you kept under lock
and key? Who hindered his coming to the house?
Why carry you off as if you were some Gypsy singing

or your betrothed? And he's a scoundrel, a wretch—
that's a fact!’
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Natasha did not change her position, but her whole

turned it toward her. Both Marya Dmitrievna and Sonya

were amazed when they saw how Natasha looked. Her

eyes were dry and glistening, her lips compressed, her
‘Let me bel ... What is it to me?. .. | shall die!’ she

hands with a vicious effort and sinking down again into

father comes back tomorrow what am | to tell him? Eh?’

‘That's all the same,’ continued Dmitrievna. ‘If they
hear of this, will they let it pass? He, your father, | know

‘Oh, let me be! Why have you interfered at all? Why?

girl? . .. Well, if he had carried you off . . . do you think
they wouldn’t have found him? Your father, or brother,

AL/ MRS
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Anatole followed the maid into the courtyard i
Turned the corner, ran up to the porch ' |

(Anatole is stopped by Marya D.) : 13
MARYA D. : |
You will not enter my house, scoundrel! : 4 |
'DOLOKHOV " ] e |
Anatole, come back! : R

Betrayed! Betrayed!

Betrayed, Anatole! Betrayed!

Come back!

Betrayed, Anatole! Betrayed! Betrayed!

(Dolokhov rushes in and rescues Anatole. They flee.)

After scolding a grief-stricken Natasha (*In My
House”), Marya D. sends out A Call to Pierre,”
asking him to help handle the crisis. Pierre kicks
Anatole out of Moscow (“Find Anatole”/”Pierre &
Anatole”); Natasha poisons herself (“Natasha Very
111”). Andrey returns. Pierre explains the scandal to
him and asks him to be compassionate, but Andrey
isunable toforgive (*Pierre & Andrey”). Finally,
Pierre visits Natasha (“Pierre & Natasha™). After
their meeting, Pierre experiences a moment of
enlightenment while seeing “The Great Comet of
1812" in the night sky.

CHAPTER 11
21. IN MY HOUSE (136

'MARYAD.
You shameless good-for-nothing
You vile, shameless girl
In my house
In my house
A nice girl! Very nice!

¢
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You dirty nasty wench of a thing

Now don’t you say one word . ‘
In my house

In my house

Horrid girl, hussy!

‘ IF’s lucky for him he escaped, but I'll find him
Now you listen to me when I speak to you!

Now you listen to me when I
k ]
In my house! R

In my house! :
Do you hear what I am saying or.not?
SONYA
Natasha’s whole body shook (137)
With noiseless, convulsive sobs
Marya touched her hand to her face
NATASHA |
Don’t touch me!
Let me be! What is it to me? I shall die!
MARYA D. '
What are we to tell your father? Eh?
In.my house!
In my house!
What are we to tell Prince Andrey? Eh?
Oh what do we tell your betrothed?
NATASHA ‘
I have no betrothed, I have refused him!
SONYA
Natasha, come here, kiss me
Press your wet face to mine
NATASHA
Don'’t touch me! : l ‘

MARYA .

Why didn’t he come to the house?

Why didn'’t he openly ask for your hand?

COu were not kept underlock and key!

Aarr}.rl‘ng you off like some Gypsy girl! (138)

And if he had carried you off, don’t you think your

' : father would have found him?
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‘He is better than a ’ i D
getting up. ‘If you hadn g}/{n(;gg:é; TCIaI(;’r,;ed NﬁaS"l‘aj
What is it all> What is it? Sonya, why? G,g}; OUI';I' |
And she byrst into sobs with the de'as';;airingway'
;/:he;nence with which people bewail disasters they. fe

€y have themselves occasioned. Marya Dmitrievna
was’to Speak again but Natasha cried out: a |

Go away! Go away! You all hate and d;espise mel’

and she threw h » ;
ch. 16) erself back on the sofa.” (Vol. 2, Pt.,5l

(137) There is a bit of “While M i
gompon S y Guitar Gently Weep

.(138) The one time in the show where “Gypsy” is
indeed used as a slur; Marya is at her ugliest here.




(136) So thankful that | am here on Earth during the
'same time Grace McLean is visiting.

- “You shameless good-for-nothing! . . . A nice girl! Very
nice!’ said Marya Dmitrievna. ‘Arranging meetings with
lovers in my house! It's no use pretending: you listen
when [ speak to you!’ And Marya Dmitrievna touched

~her arm. ‘Listen when when | speak! You've disgraced
yourself like the lowest of hussies. I'd treat you

 differently, but I'm sorry for your father, so | will
conceal it

Natasha did not change her position, but her whole

~body heaved with noiseless, convulsive sobs which

- choked her. Marya Dmitrievna glanced round at Sonya

- and seated herself on the sofa beside Natasha.

‘It's lucky for him that he escaped me; but I'll find
*him!’ she said in her rough voice. ‘Do you hear what |

.am saying or not?’ she added.

She put her large hand under Natasha'’s face and

turned it toward her. Both Marya Dmitrievna and Sonya
‘were amazed when they saw how Natasha looked. Her

- eyes were dry and glistening, her lips compressed, her

- cheeks sunken.

' ‘Let me be! ... What is it to me? . .. | shall die!’ she

muttered, wrenching herself from Marya Dmitrievna’s

“hands with a vicious effort and sinking down again into
‘her former position.

‘Natalie!’ said Marya Dmitrievna. ‘. . . when your

~ father comes back tomorrow what am | to tell him? Eh?’

Again Natasha’s body shook with sobs.

‘Suppose he finds out, and your brother, and your

~ betrothed?’

‘' have no betrothed: | have refused him!’ cried
\Natasha.

‘That's all the same,” continued Dmitrievna. ‘If they
lhear of this, will they let it pass? He, your father, | know
thim . . . if he challenges him to a duel will that be all
right? Eh?’
~ 'Oh, let me be! Why have you interfered at all? Why?
\Why? Who asked you to?’ shouted Natasha, raising
‘herself on the sofa and looking malignantly at Marya
'Dmitrievna.

‘But what did you want?’ cried Marya Dmitrievna,

.~ growing angry again. ‘Were you kept under lock

- and key? Who hindered his coming to the house?
Why carry you off as if you were some Gypsy singing
girl?.... Well, if he had carried you off . . . do you think

- they wouldn't have found him? Your father or brother,

- or your betrothed? And he’s a scoundrel, a wretch—
that’s a fact!’
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Anatole followed the maid into the courtyard
Turned the corner, ran up to the porch

(Anatole is stopped by Marya D.)

MARYA D.
You will not enter my house, scoundrel!

"DOLOKHOV '

Anatole, come back!
Betrayed! Betrayed!
Betrayed, Anatole! Betrayed!
Come back!

Betrayed, Anatole! Betrayed! Betrayed!
(Dolokhov rushes in and rescues Anatole. They flee.)

PART V¥

After scolding a grief-stricken Natasha (“In My
House™), Marya D. sends out “A Call to Pierre,”
asking him to help handle the crisis. Pierre kicks
Anatole out of Moscow (“Find Anatole™/"Pierre &
Anatole”); Natasha poisons herself (“Natasha Very
III"). Andrey returns. Pierre explains the scandal to
him and asks him to be compassionate, but Andrey
isunable toforgive (“Pierre & Andrey”). Finally,
Pierre visits Natasha (“Pierre & Natasha”). After
their meeting, Pierre experiences a moment of
enlightenment while seeing “The Great Comet of
1812 in the night sky.

CHAPTER 11
21. IN MY HOUSE (136

MARYA D.
You shameless good-for-nothing
You vile, shameless girl

In my house

In my house
A nice girl! Very nice!
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You dirty nasty wench ofa thmg
Now don't you say one word

In my house

In my house

Horrid girl, hussy!
It’s lucky for him he escaped, but I'll find him

“Now you listen to me when I speak to you!

Now you listen to me when I speak to you!
In my house!

In my house!

Do you hear what I am saying or.not?

SONYA

Natasha’s whole body shook (137)
With noiseless, convulsive sobs
Marya touched her hand to her face

NATASHA
Don’t touch me!
Let me be! What is it to me? I shall die!

MARYA D.

What are we to tell your father? Eh?
In.my house!

In my house!

What are we to tell Prince Andrey? Eh?
Oh what do we tell your betrothed?

NATASHA
I have no betrothed, I have refused him!

SONYA
Natasha, come here, kiss me
Press your wet face to mine

NATASHA
Don't touch me!

MARYA D.

Why didn’t he come to the house?

Why didn't he openly ask for your hand?

You were not kept under lock and key!

Carrying you off like some Gypsy girl! (138)

And if he had carried you off, don’t you think your
father would have found him?
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‘He is better than any of you!’ exclaimed Natasha
getting up. ‘If you hadn't interfered . . . Oh, my God!
What is it all? What is it? Sonya, why? ... Go away!’

And she burst into sobs with the despairing
vehemence with which people bewail disasters they feel
they have themselves occasioned. Marya Dmitrievna
was to speak again but Natasha cried out:

‘Go away! Go away! You all hate and despise me!’
and she threw herself back on the sofa.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5,
Ch. 16)

(137) There is a bit of “While My Guitar Gently Weeps”
going on here.

(138) The one time in the show where “Gypsy” is
indeed used as a slur; Marya is at her ugliest here.
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{139) The melody here was originally written a third
lower; Pippa one day casually asked if she could “try
taking it up a little.” Thanks, Pippal

(140) The first time Natasha refers to herself in

‘the third person. | was pretty loose and instinctual
about the rules for how and when people narrate
themselves, and whether they use first or third person;
in this moment | think the device portrays how cracked
and outside of herself Natasha is, setting us up for her
;attempted suicide a couple of songs later.
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Your father, I know him _
He will challenge him to a duel and what then? ¥
that be all right? Eh?

He’s a scoundrel, he’s a wretch! That’s a fact!

NATASHA
‘He is better than any of you I say

He is better than any of you I say 5
Why did you interfere! Oh God, what is it all?!
What is it?!

Who are you to tell me anything?!

Sonya, why?!

Go away!

Everyone, go away!

Marya Dmitryevna tried to speak again but Natasha * 3
cried out : )
Go away! Go away! You all hate and
despise me! (139)
And she threw herself down on the sofa

MARYA D.
Natasha!

Natalya . ..

I put a pillow under her head
Covered her with two quilts
Brought her a glass of lime-flower water
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But Natasha did not respond
Well, let her sleep
Let her sleep

(Marya D. leaves.)

NATASHA
But Natasha was not asleep (140)
Her face was pale

All that night she did not sleep or weep
She sat at the window
Wiaiting for him
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(144) This was by far the hardest song to write; it
went through tons of versions. Originally it was actually
quite slow and stodgy, as it’s between two older
characters . . . but it was always a slog; there’s just so
much info that has to happen here, and | was getting
very bogged down. So then one night in frustration
(while in rehearsal for Kazino), | tried to mentally trick
myself, and decided to just make it the coolest song in
the show, taking elements of Marya's “In My House”
beat and the gossiping choral hocketing and 19"
century harpsichord from “Letters,” having the chorus
just scream a lot, and adding more fun “What?!"s for
me to sing. Which surprisingly kind of worked!

(142) Sometimes during rehearsal | would sing “| have
been snorkeling” here instead.

(143) Marya D. as quest-giver, as she is at the end

of “Moscow” (which originally contained a more direct
echo of this, “You must go to Bald Hills™). There is a
bit of Obi-Wan's “You must go to the Dagobah system”
going on here.
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22. A CALL TO PIERRE (141

(A servant hands a letter to Pierre.) .

SERVANT .

A letter from Marya Dmitryevna asking you
to come and visit her

On a matter of great importance , -

Relating to Andrey Bolkonsky and his betrothed

PIERRE .
\]Vhﬂ.t> LN . i
What can they want with me? A 5

(He arrives at Marya D.’s.)

MARYA D.
Pierre, old friend I'm sorry it’s late
I'm sorry I haven’t seen you about .
Where have you been? .
Where have you been? ' .

PIERRE
1 have been studying (142)

MARYA D.

Pierre old friend we need your help
Pierre old friend the family name
We need your help

We need your help

There’s ruin 4t the door

PIERRE
Marya?»
MARYA D. ,
Natasha has let down the family

PIERRE
- What?

MARYA D.
Natasha has broken with Andrey

PIERRE
What?

MARYA D.
Natasha has tried to elope

PIERRE
What?
MARYA D.
Natasha and Anatole Kuragin!
PIERRE )
. V_Vhat?
MARYA D.
We need your help
We needyour help
There’s ruin at the door
PIERRE
Natasha, that charming girl?
I can’t believe my ears
So I 'am not the only man
Chained to a bad woman
And Anatole, that stupid child
They’ll lock him up for years
For Anatole is a married man!
MARYA D.
Married? He’s married?
PIERRE
Yes
MARYA D.
Oh wait 'til T tell her

PIERRE
Poor Aridrey
MARYA D.

And when Andrey comes home
He will challenge Anatole to a due]

- And get himself killed

And all will be ruined

Xou Mmust go see your brother-in-law (143
nd tell him that he must leave Moscow

And not dare to let me set my e

PIERRE
At once

yes on him,again

POCOOOOK OO

ABOVE: Scot? Stangland, A.R.T,, 2015,




(141) This was by far the hardest song to write; it

went through tons of versions. Originally it was actually
_quite slow and stodgy, as it's between two older

characters . . . but it was always a slog; there's just so
“much info that has to happen here, and | was getting

very bogged down. So then one night in frustration
(while in rehearsal for Kazino), | tried to mentally trick
-myself, and decided to just make it the coolest song in
the show, taking elements of Marya's “In My House"
_beat and the gossiping choral hocketing and 19"
_century harpsichord from “Letters,” having the chorus
just scream a lot, and adding more fun “What?!"s for
‘me to sing. Which surprisingly kind of worked!

(142) Sometimes during rehearsal | would sing “I have
‘been snorkeling” here instead.

| (143) Marya D. as quest-giver, as she is at the end
of “Moscqw" (which originally contained a more direct
- echo of this, “You must go to Bald Hills”). There is a

A : re b
i _l?lt of Obi-Wan's “You must go to the Dagobah system”
:_'going on here.
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22. A CALL TO PIERRE (141

(A servant hands a letter to Pierre.)

SERVANT

A letter from Marya Dmitryevna asking you
to come and visit her
On a matter of great importance

Relating to Andrey Bolkonsky and his betrothed

PIERRE
What?

What can they want with me?
(He arrives at Marya D.’s.)

MARYA D.

Pierre, old friend I'm sorry it’s late
I'm sorry I haven’t seen you about
Where have you been?

Where have you been?

PIERRE

I have been studying (142)

MARYA D.

Pierre old friend we need your help
Pierre old friend the family name
We need your help

We need your help

There’s ruin at the door

PIERRE

Marya?

MARYA D. ,
Natasha has let down the family
PIERRE

- What?

MARYA D.
Natasha has broken with Andrey

PIERRE

What?

MARYA D.
Natasha has tried to elope
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PIERRE

. What?

MARYA D.
Natasha and Anatole Kuragin!

PIERRE

What?

MARYA D.

We need your help

We need your help
There’s ruin at the door

PIERRE

Natasha, that charming girl?

1 can’t believe my ears

So I am not the only man
Chained to a bad woman

And Anatole, that stupid child
They'll lock him up for years

. For Anatole is a married man!

MARYA D.

Married? He’s married?
PIERRE

Yes -

MARYA D.
Oh wait 'til I tell her

PIERRE
Poor Andrey

MARYA D.

And when Andrey comes home

He will challenge Anatole to a duel
And get himself killed ‘
And all will be ruined

You must go see your brother-in-law (143)

THE ANNOTRYED SCAIPT

And tell him that he must leave Moscow

And not dare to let me set my eyes on him again

PIERRE
At once

ey
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CHAPTER 12
23. FIND ANATOLE

PIERRE
Anatole, find Anatole
Anatole, find Anatole
"The blood rushes to my heart
It’s difficult to breathe
Anatole, find Anatole
Anatole, find Anatole
Not at the ice hills (144)
Not at Matreshka’s
Not at Komoneno’s
Anatole, find Anatole
Anatole, find Anatole
fu To the Club

And at the Club all is going on as usual
The members eat their dinners

And gossip in small groups

PIERRE & CHORUS

i Have I heard of Kuragin’s abduction?

i Is it true Natasha is ruined?

PIERRE
Nonsense, nonsense
Nothing has happened
Everything is fine
t;' % .)w =T i (Pierre’s house.)
T ANATOLE

Natasha

Natasha

It is essential that I see Natasha
How can I see her? .

HELENE

Anatole, come Anatole
- Anatole, hush Anatole

(Marya D.s house. )

™ <% NATASHA (145)
L4 » ! ) What? What?
] :
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I don't believe tHat he is married
I don'’t believe you

And I stare like a hunted wounded animal
He can’t be married! '

(Pierre’s house.)

- SERVANT (%0 Pierre)
Good evening sir
Prince Anatole is in the drawing room with
the Countess (146)
HELENE
Ah, Pierre
Sweet husband )
You don’t know what a plight our Anatole
has had (147
PIERRE
Be quiet
I'will not greet you

At this moment you are more répulsive to me
than ever '

. .

Anatole, come Anatole
Anatole, must speak to you
ANATOLE

Anatole followed with his usual jaunty ste}.)
But his face betrayed anxiety

PIERRE

Pierre closed the door and addressed Anatole without
looking at him (148)

24. PIERRE & ANATOLE (145,

(. During this scene, Natasha preparesto poison /yerseé.{ )

PIERRE

You promised Countess Rostova to marry her and
were about to elope, is that so?

ANATOLE

Mon cher

I'don’t consider myself bound to answer questions
put to me in that tone
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(144) ! have no idea what “the ice hills” are (it's
taken directly from the book), but | do know that !
want to go there,

|

(145) This section used to be in the slow, bad version
of “A Call to Pierre.” But intercutting the multiple
locations seemed to help drive this section much,
much better.

(146) The Servant plays the little triangle bit here. 1
Back at Ars Nova, when | was Pierre and also the MD |
and piano player, Paul (our Assistant MD back then)
played piano in this song (and the rest of the show),
and so had to jump up for this line; that’s why the
piano drops out for the rest of the song (which actually
makes it spare and scarier), i

(147) Héleéne used to have another really juicy line ]
here, taken from the novel: “Héléne stopped / Seeing|
in the forward thrust of her husband's head / in his
glowing eyes and resolute gait / the terrible rage h
and strength/which | knew so well.” But, you know,
momentum.

(148) We stage this moment with Pierre looking
directly at Anatole. It is HOT.

(149) The opening beats of this song are a little battle
between the acoustic orchestra and the electronica
track, setting the stage for the battle between
acoustic Pierre and electronica Anatole.
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CHAPTER 12
23. FIND ANATOLE

PIERRE
Anatole, find Anatole
~Anatole, find Anatole
The blood rushes to my heart
It’s difficult to breathe
Anatole, find Anatole
Anatole, find Anatole
Not at the ice hills (144)
Not at Matreshka’s
Bl Not at Komoneno’s
Anatole, find Anatole
| Anatole, find Anatole
i To the Club

| And at the Club all is going on.as usual
; The members eat their dinners
! And gossip in small groups

g PIERRE & CHORUS
1

ot arauinttati

DAt

Have I heard of Kuragin’s abduction?
Is it true Natasha is ruined?

PIERRE
Nonsense, nonsense

Nothing has happened
Everything is fine
(Pierre’s house.)
§ ANATOLE
‘ Natasha
Natasha
It is essential that I see Natasha
~How can I see her? .
HELENE
i Anatole, come Anatole
| - Anatole, hush Anatole

‘ (Marya D.’s house.)

A ——
f

. NATASHA (145)
N What? What?
.
]
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I don't believe that he is married

"1 don't believe you .

And T stare like 2 hunted wounded animal
He can’t be married! '

(Pierre’s house.)

_SERVANT (to Pierre)

Good evening sir
Prince Anatole is in the drawing room with

the Countess (146)
HELENE
Ah, Pierre

Sweet husband )
You don’t know what a plight our Anatole

has had (147

PIERRE

Be quiet

1 will not greet you .

At this moment you are more repulsive to me

than ever

Anatole, come Anatole
Anatole, must speak to you

ANATOLE :

Anatole followed with his usual jaunty step

But his face betrayed anxiety

PIERRE .

Pierre closed the door and addressed Anatole without

looking at him (148)

24. PIERRE & ANATOLE ()
(During this scene, Natasha preparesto poison berself. )

PIERRE
You promised Countess Rostova to marry her and

were about to elope, is that so?

ANATOLE

Mon cher )
1 don’t consider myself bound to answer questions

put to me in that tone
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(144) | have no idea what “the ice hills” are (it's
taken directly from the book), but | do know that |
want to go there.

S

(145) This section used to be in the slow, bad version
: of “A Call to Pierre.” But intercutting the multiple
| locations seemed to help drive this section much, |

much better.

(146) The Servant plays the little triangle bit here.
Back at Ars Nova, when | was Pierre and also the MD
! and piano player, Paul (our Assistant MD back then)
played piano in this song (and the rest of the show),
and so had to jump up for this line; that's why the
piano drops out for the rest of the song (which actually
makes it spare and scarier).

e

(147) Héléne used to have another really juicy line
here, taken from the novel: “Hélene stopped / Seeing
in the forward thrust of her husband's head / in his
glowing eyes and resolute gait / the terrible rage

and strength/which | knew so well.” But, you know,
momentum.

(148) We stage this moment with Pierre looking
directly at Anatole. It is HOT.

(149) The opening beats of this song are a little battle

between the acoustic orchestra and the electronica I
track, setting the stage for the battle between

acoustic Pierre and electronica Anatole.
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(150) We actually use a stool from the audience
instead of a paperweight here. This was always a great
moment for me to work out any stress | was feeling
during previews (sorry, Lucas!)

(151) This bizarre numbering of objectives comes
straight from the novel:

“I shan't be violent, don’t be afraid!’ said Pierre in
answer to a frightened gesture of Anatole’s. ‘First, the
letters,” said he, as if repeating a lesson to himself.
‘Secondly,” he continued after a short pause, again
rising and again pacing the room, ‘tomorrow you must
get out of Moscow.’

‘Buthowcanl?. ..

‘Thirdly,” Pierre continued without listening to him,
‘you must never breathe a word of what has passed
between you and Countess Rostova. | know | can’t
prevent your doing so, but if you have a spark of
conscience . ..’ Pierre paced the room several times
in silence.

Anatole sat at a table frowning and biting his lips.”
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 20)

Most of the rest of this song is word-for-word Tolstoy.

’

(152) There's a heartbreaking little touch in the novel
here, where Pierre sees that a button on Anatole’s
coat is loose, causing him to offer the money. |

tried to squeeze it in but couldn’t quite make it work
dramatically.

"When I tell you I must talk to you! 1

THE GAEAT COMET

PIERRE

My face, already pale

Becomes distorted by fury .
I seize you by the collar with my big big hands . .
And I shake you from side to side

Until your face shows a sufficient degree of terror

ANATOLE - .
Come now, this is stupid! . . . |
What what don'’t don't! ' & |
PIERRE

You're a scoundrel and a blackguard

And I don’t know what deprives me of the pleasure .
Of smashing your head in with this! R }

(He takes a heavy paperweight and lifts it threateningly, g !
but at once puts it back in its place.) (150) '

Did you promise to marry her?

ANATOLE
I didn’t think of it. I never promised, because—

PIERRE
Have you any letters of hers?
Any letters?

I shan't be violent, don’t be afraid
(Anatole hands Pierre a pack of letters.)

First, the letters (151)
Second, tomorrow you must get out of Moscow

ANATOLE
But how can I? '

PIERRE

Third . i

You must never breathe a word of what has happened = |
between you and the Countess

Now I know I can’t prevent your doing so

But if you have a spark of conscience—

Pierre paces the room several times in silence

THE ANMOWRWED SCAIPY M

ANATOLE

Anatole sits at a table frowning and biting his lips

PIERRE

After all, you must understand

That besides your pleasure

There is such a thing as other people, and their
* happiness and peace

And that you are ruining a whole life

For the sake of amusing yourself!

Amuse yourself with women like my wife

With them you're within your rights

But to promise a young girl to marry her
To deceive, to kidnap

Don’t you understand that that’s as crue]
As beating an old man or a child?
ANATOLE

Well I don’t know about that, eh?

I don’t know that and I don’t want to
But you have used such words to me
“Scoundrel” and so on '

Which as a man of honor

I will not allow anyone to use

PIERRE

Is it satisfaction you want?

ANATOLE

You could at least take back your v&ords, eh?
If you want me to do as you wish?

(Natasha drinks the poison.)

PIERRE

Fine I take them back, I take them back!

And T ask you to forgive me '

And if you require money for your journey— (152)
ANATOLE

Anatole smiled

The reflection of that base and cringing smile
Which Pierre knew so well in his wife
Revolted him
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(150) We actually use a stool from the audience
instead of a paperweight here. This was always a great
moment for me to work out any stress | was feeling
during previews (sorry, Lucas!)

(151) This bizarre numbering of objectives comes
straight from the novel:

“| shan't be violent, don't be afraid!” said Pierre in
answer to a frightened gesture of Anatole’s. ‘First, the
letters,’ said he, as if repeating a lesson to himself.
‘Secondly,’ he continued after a short pause, again
rising and again pacing the room, ‘tomorrow you must
get out of Moscow.’

‘Buthowcani?...

‘Thirdly,” Pierre continued without listening to him,
‘you must never breathe a word of what has passed
between you and Countess Rostova. | know | can't
prevent your doing so, but if you have a spark of
conscience . . ." Pierre paced the room several times
in silence.

Anatole sat at a table frowning and biting his lips.”
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 20)

Most of the rest of this song is word-for-word Tolstoy.

(152) There's a heartbreaking little touch in the novel
here,.where Pierre sees that a button on Anatole’s
coat is loose, causing him to offer the money. |

tried to squeeze it in but couldn’t quite make it work
dramatically.
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PIERRE
My face, already pale
Becomes distorted by fury
I seize you by the collar with my big big hands
And 1 shake you from side to side '
Until your face shows a sufficient degree of terror
"When I tell you I must talk to you!
ANATOLE .
Come now, this is stupid!
What what don’t don’t!
PIERRE
You're a scoundrel and a blackguard
And I don’t know what deprives me of the pleasure
Of smashing your head in with this!

(He takes a heavy paperweight and lifts it threateningly,
but at once puts it back in its placé. ) (150)

Did you promise to marry her?

ANATOLE

I didn’t think of it. I never promised, because—

PIERRE
Have you any letters of hers?
Any letters?

I shan’t be violent, don'’t be afraid

(Anatole hands Pierre a pack of letters.)

First, the letters (151) : b
Second, tomorrow you must get out of Moscow

ANATOLE 3
But how can I? '

PIERRE ‘ ‘

_Third

You must never breathe a word of what has happened . =
between you and the Countess :

‘Now I know I can’t prevent your doing so

But if you have a spark of conscience—

Pierre paces the room several times in silence

3

ANATOLE -

.

Anatole sits at a table frowning and biting his lips

PIERRE

After all, you must understand

That besides your pleasure

There is such a thing as other people, and their '
" happiness and peace

And that you are ruining a whole life

For the sake of amusing yourself!’

Amuse yourself with women like my wife

With them you're within your rights

But to promise a young girl to marry her

To deceive, to kidnap

Don’t you understand that that’s as cruel
As beating an old man or a child?

ANATOLE

Well T don’t know about that, eh?

1 don’t know that and I don’t want to
But you have used such words to me
“§coundrel” and so on

Which as a man of honor

1 will not allow anyone to use
PIERRE

Is it satisfaction you want?

ANATOLE ,
You could at least take back your words, eh?

If you want me to do as you wish?
(Natasha drinks the poison. )

PIERRE

Fine I take them back, I take them, back}

And 1 ask you to forgive me

And if you require money for your journey— (152)

ANATOLE

Anatole smiled

The reflection of that base and cringing smile
Which Pierre knew so well in his wife
Revolted him
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153) | love this line, because it evokes the famous
X-Men villains, the Brood.

(154) | wrote this last note (a high C#) as a joke, in

a spastic moment of composer frustration with not
knowing how to end the song. | actually had forgotten
hat | had even written it, and then at rehearsal Lucas
got to itand just . .. did ... THAT.

(155) There is a bit of Radiohead going on in this song.
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Orros1TE: Nicholas Belton, A.R.T., 2015.

THE GAEAT COMER

PIERRE
Oh, vile and heartless brood! (153)

ANATOLE
Next day Anatole left
For Petersburg! (154)

'CHAPTER 13
25. NATASHA VERY ILL (155

SONYA

Natasha very ill .

The whole house

A state of alarm and commotion
Natasha very ill

Having poisoned herself

With a bit of arsenic .
She woke me in the middle of the night
And told me what she had done
And the doctors

And the antidotes

And now she is out of danger
But still so weak

And Andrey is to return
We wait with dread

26. PlEhRE & ANDREY

(Andrey visits Pierre.)
ANDREY

Well, how are you?
Still getting stouter?

PIERRE
There’s a new wrinkle

" On your forehead old friend

ANDREY

It’s good to see you
I've been away too long
PIERRE

My friend, you are in need
Your face is gloomy

Y @

1

N

N

¥

YT

e

At

SRR EEE]
pe— —. o .

N

—

z&» v::.‘v' 5 S

N

/7

o
FAAN

TR EE R SEALER X EREANE
v

3

|

e oy

2l

A

4
A
/4 y
Sas

FEALTEEALE

a3

EEREE)
2/,
H

Iy

WA GaN. 7 . .:"T‘

Q N,
il
o

AN

YXEEIIR])

y Y
[ 258

42
S

»

7\
\’

O

TEY

%

._A\—

» l'-l:~;d-1

¢

S\

-—A—

T

A

FEeevel
7
y

\,)
= |

4

/."4\

N

¢

N

Ty
>

P 2NN
di

o

4

@WJ

~ /N

o

L bt =23 At

o

2/,

NG

f
£

=

<

—JL\-—-—-

b 'I;J

o
J I
g —td
i)

=

p

K2

AN

/@ALER-PE/.L\:W/E'J/\LEMJAE%VEJAMAQ



THE GAEAT COMET

(156) | love the way Blake Del.ong sings this line ANDREY

on the original recording, and reminds us all of how No. I am well

actually petty all of this has been. { i .

{ There’s a war going on (156)
(157) We actually originally had two different actors
playing the two Bolkonskys (Andrey was perhaps going
to be one of the cellists from the orchestra), but then
this line indicated the much cooler choice of having
the roles double-cast.

{ . Forgive me for troubling you

sought her hand
Or something of that kind
Is this true?

PIERRE
Something of that kind

ANDREY
Here are her letters
Please give them to the Countess

. PIERRE
Natasha is ill
She has been at death’s door

ANDREY
I much regret her il.lness

PIERRE
And he smiled like his father (157)

Coldly, maliciously

ANDREY
Well, it doesn’t matter

PIERRE
You told me once
A fallen woman should be forgiven

ANDREY

T can't

- Yes, ask her hand again
Be magnanimous, and so on
Yes, that would be very noble
.But I can’t be that man
If you wish to be my friend
Never speak of that again

Well, goodbye
(Pierre takes the letters to Natasha.)
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I have received a refusal from Countess Rostova .
And have heard reports of your brother-in-law having

But I didn't say that I could forgivé

-

o

r
3
u

i

FHE ANNORATED SCAIPT K

€HAPTER 14

27. PIERRE & NATASHA (155,

PIERRE
Natasha was standing
In the middle of the drawing room
- With a pale yet steady face
When I appeared in the doorway -
She grew flustered and I hurried to her
I thought that she would give me her hand
But instead she stopped '
Breathing heavily
Her thin arms hanging lifelessly
Just in the very pose
She used to stand in as a young girl
When she went to the middle of the ballroom to sing
But the look on her face was quite different

NATASHA

- Peter Kirilovich—

PIERRE
Pierre

NATASHA

Prince Bolkonsky was your friend—

He is your friend '

He once told me that I should turn to you
PIERRE '

Pierre sniffed as he looked at her, but he didn’t speak

"Til then he had reproached her, and tried to
despise her '

But now he felt such pity for her

That there was no room in his soul for reproach .

NATASHA , ‘

H_e is here now

Tell him to—tell him to forgive me

PIERRE

Yes, I will tell him to forgive you

But, he gave me your letters—

NATASHA

No, I know that all is over
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_(158) This is another song that | wrote mostly througﬁr
improvisation, recording myself singing the libretto at'
the piano. The text is almost all word-for-word Tolstoy!':-
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch, 22) '
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(;.56) | love the way Blake DelLong sings this line
on the original recording, and reminds us all of how
Iactually petty all of this has been.

[1_57) We actually originally had two different actors
nlaying the two Bolkonskys (Andrey was perhaps going
tq be one of the cellists from the orchestra), but then
this line indicated the much cooler choice of having
the roles double-cast.
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ANDREY
No, I am well
There’s a war going on (156)

Forgive me for troubling you
I have received a refusal from Countess Rostova
.And have heard reports of your brother-in-law having
sought her hand i

Or something of that kind

Is this true?

PIERRE

Something of that kind

ANDREY

Here are her letters

Please give them to the Countess
PIERRE

Natasha is ill

She has been at death’s door
ANDREY

I much regret her illness

PIERRE
And he smiled like his father (157)
Coldly, maliciously

ANDREY
Well, it doesn’t matter

PIERRE

You told me once

A fallen woman should be forgiven
ANDREY

But I didn't say that I could forgivé
I can’t '

- Yes, ask her hand again

Be magnanimous, and so on
Yes, that would be very noble

.But I can’t be that man

If you wish to be my friend
Never speak of that again

Well, goodbye
(Pierre takes the letters to Natasha.)
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CHAPTER 14 .
27. PIERRE & NATASHA (ss)
PIERRE ‘

Natasha was standing
In the middle of the drawing room

_With a pale yet steady face

When I appeared in the doorway -

She grew flustered and I hurried to her

I thought that she would give me her hand

But instead she stopped '

Breathing heavily

Her thin arms hanging lifelessly

Just in the very pose

She used to stand in as a young girl

When she went to the middle of the ballroom to sing
But the look on her face was quite different

NATASHA

. Peter Kirilovich—

PIERRE
Pierre

NATASHA

Prince Bolkonsky was your friend—

He is your friend '

He once told me that I should turn to you

PIERRE .
Pierre sniffed as he looked at her, but he didn't speak

T4l then he had reproached her, and tried to
despise her

But now he felt such pity for her

That there was no room in his soul for reproach .

NATASHA
He is here now
Tell him to—tell him to forgive me

PIERRE
Yes, I will tell him to forgive you
But, he gave me your letters—

NATASHA
~ No, T know that all is over
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(158) This is another song that | wrote mostly through
improvisation, recording myself singing the libretto at

the piano. The text is aimost all word-for-word Tolstoy.
(Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 22)
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(159) My favorite tiny thing in this song is the
“confused” piano part here.

(160) A common piece of musical theater wisdom is
that characters “sing when their emotions become too
great for speech to contain them”; but that theory has
always struck me as a bit narrow. Thus this deliberate
inversion.
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I know that it never can be

But still 'm tormented by the wrongs I've done him
Tell him that I beg him to forgive, forgive

Forgive me for everything

PIERRE

Yes I will téll\ him, tell him everything

But— .
But I should like to know one thing

Did you love— . .
Did you love that bad man? '

NATASHA
Don’t call him bad
But I don’t know, I don’t know at all

PIERRE

She began to cry

And a greater sense of pity, tenderness, and love
overflowed Pierre’s heart ,’

He felt the tears begin to trickle underneath his
spectacles

And he hoped that-no one would see

We won't speak of it anymore

We won't speak of it, my dear

But one thing I beg of you, consider me your friend

And if you ever need help, or simply to open your
heart to someone

Not now, but when your mind is clear

Think of me—
Pierre grew confused (159)

NATASHA
Don’t speak to me like that
I am not worth it!

PIERRE
Stop, stop, stop!
You have your whole life before you—

NATASHA
Before me? No, all is over for me!

PIERRE
All over?

(Music stops.) (160)

If T were not myself,

but the brightest, handsomest,

best man on earth,

and if T were free— -

I'would get down on my knees this minute
and ask you for your hand

and for your love.

(Music resumes.)

NATASHA

And for the first time in many d'fiys
I'weep tears of gratitude

Tears of tenderness

Tears of thanks

And glancing at Pierre

Oh Pierre

I leave the room smiling

PIERRE

And restraining tears of tenderness
Tears of joy which choke me

I throw my fur coat on my shoulders
Unable to find the sleeves

Outside, my great broad chest
Breathes in deep the air with joy
Despite the ten degrees of frost

AndlI get into my sleigh

28. THE GREAT COMET OF 1812 (164,

PIERRE

Where to now?

Where can I go now?

Not to the Club

Not to pay calls

Mankind seems so pitiful

So poor

Compared to that softened, grateful, last glance
She gave me through her tears
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(161) This song was inspired by both Angelo

Badalamenti's music at the end of Twin Peaks: Fire|
Walk with Me and The Singers Unlimited's Christmas
an amazing vocal jazz album that plays at my house
pretty much nonstop every December. Harmonically,
the song is almost identical to “Pierre,” except that it
resolves to D-major as opposed to E-minor. ‘ 1

I still can't read this final paragraph of Tolstoy's
without weeping. Even in translation, this beautiful
and ambiguous depiction of the comet transcends
language, evoking such a vast and complicated feel[nI
of terror, hope, insignificance, and rebirth. . . . It is.tﬁ
pinnacle of the sublime in art for me. Here it is in ité:
entirety:

“Where to now, your excellency?’ asked the coachmaﬁ
‘Where to?’ Pierre asked himself. ‘Where can I gal
now? Surely not to the Club or to pay calls?’ All men
seemed so pitiful, so poor, in comparison with this
feeling of tenderness and love he experienced: in
comparison with that softened, grateful, last look she
had given him through her tears. |
‘Home!” said Pierre, and despite twenty-two degree
of frost Fahrenheit he threw open the bearskin cloak|
from his broad chest and inhaled the air with joy. |
It was clear and frosty. Above the dirty, ill-lit streets
above the black roofs, stretched the dark starry sky. "‘
Only looking up at the sky did Pierre cease to feel J
how sordid and humiliating were all mundane things
compared with the heights to which his soul had just l
been raised. At the entrance to the Arbat Square
an immense expanse of dark starry sky presented ]
itself to his eyes. Almost in the center of it, above the
Prechistenka Boulevard, surrounded and sprinkled on:'ff]
all sides by stars but distinguished from them all by |
its nearness to the earth, its white light, and its long |
uplifted tail, shone the enormous and brilliant comet of
1812—the comet which was said to portend all kinds' .
of woes and the end of the world. In Pierre, however, |
that comet with its long luminous tail aroused no feelin
of fear. On the contrary he gazed joyfully, his eyes
moist with tears, at this bright comet which, having
traveled in its orbit with inconceivable velocity through
immeasurable space, seemed suddenly—like an arrow
piercing the earth—to remain fixed in a chosen spot,
vigorously holding its tail erect, shining and displaying
its white light amid countless other scintillating stars.
It seemed to Pierre that this comet fully responded to
what was passing in his own softened and uplifted soul,
now blossoming into a new life.” (Vol. 2, Pt. 5, Ch. 22)
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’ It was clear and cold ® '
Above the dirty streets @
} Above the black roofs . |
) Stretched the dark starry sky ‘ /\\0/
. PIERRE &
! This vast firmament .
i Open to my eyes .

% 5 N {4l Wet with tears .
R /NN ) N 1 CHORUS
o g And there in the middle
% . ﬁ/ ' Above Prechistensky Boulevard
27 %Y . Surrounded and sprinkled on all sides by stars

Shines the Great Comet of 1812

X

A ]L/ I i The Brilliant Comet of 1812 @
nantery, ) PIERRE %
4
o 1 The comet said to portend i
@’\ f—// H Untold horrors \0/\/‘

786/2/ 0/@ \6%64& : And the end of the world "
g | But for me ) 1 %‘
W i i The comet brings no fear : ‘\
(L eats No, I gaze joytully A

And this bright star

Having traced its parabola
With inexpressible speed

TR O

¢

h Through immeasurable space 1 2
1 Seems suddenly \
1 To have stopped
Like an arrow piercing the earth <‘>
Stopped for me '

It seems to me
. That this comet
Feels me
Feels my softened and uplifted soul
And my newly melted heart
Now blossoming
Into a new life
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OprosiTE: Dave Malloy, Kazino, 2013.
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