Musicals 101: More Singular Sensations

Class 4 - Natasha, Pierre, and the Great Comet of 1812 (2012)
Book, Music, & Lyrics by Dave Malloy

MUSICAL THEATRE

Natasha, Pierre and the Great Comet
of 1812 (2012) - NOTE: Numbers with song

titles indicate scenes in the published libretto.

1. “Prologue”

PIERRE:

There’s a war going on
Out there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here
There’s a war going on
Out there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here

ALL:

There’s a war going on
Out there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here
There's a war going on
Out there somewhere
And Andrey isn’t here

CONDUCTOR: Ras dva tri!

ALL:

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

Da da da

Da da da

Da da da'

Natasha!

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

ALL:
She loves Andrey with all her heart

Natasha is young
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 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...

Anatole!

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

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
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HELENE:
Hélene is a slut
Anatole’s sister, married to Pierre

ALL:

Anatole’s sister, married to Pierre
Héléne 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 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

Minor characters!

BOLKONSKY:
Old Prince Bolkonsky is crazy

MARY: And Mary is plain

MARY & BOLKONSY:
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

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 obvious reason
That | can’t go on

Living as | am

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

| used to be better

CHORUS:

Oh Pierre! Our merry feasting crank

Our most dear, most kind, most smart and
eccentric

A warm-hearted Russian of the old school

His purse is always empty

Cuz it’s open to all

Oh Pierre

Just one of a hundred sad old men

Living out their final days in Moscow

PIERRE:

| drank too much

Right now, my friend fights and bleeds
And | sit at home and read
Hours at a time

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

We waste our lives
Drowning in wine

Prepared by Alan Teasley ® Page 2 of 8



Musicals 101: More Singular Sensations

Class 4 - Natasha, Pierre, and the Great Comet of 1812 (2012)
Book, Music, & Lyrics by Dave Malloy

| never thought that I’d end up like this
| used to better

And the women they all pity me

Cuz I’'m married

But not in love

Frozen at the center

WOMEN:
Il est charmant; il n’a pas de sexe
He is charming; he has no sex

CHORUS:

Oh Pierre! Our merry feasting crank

Our most dear, most kind, most smart and
eccentric

A warm-hearted Russian of the old school

His purse is always empty

Cuz it’s open to all

Oh Pierre

Just one of a hundred sad old men

Living out their final days in Moscow

PIERRE:

There’s a ringing in my head
There’s a sickness in the world
And everyone knows

But pretends that they don’t see
“Oh, I'll sort it out later”

But later never comes

PIERRE & MEN:

And how many men before
Good Russian men

Believing in goodness and truth

PIERRE:

Entered that door

With all their teeth and hair
And left it toothless and bald
You empty and stupid
Contented fellows

Satisfied with your place

I’m different from you

I'm different from you

| still want to do something
Or do you struggle too?

| pity you, | pity me, | pity you
| pity you, | pity me, | pity you

CHORUS: Ah . ..

6.“No One Else”

NATASHA:
The moon—

First time | heard your voice
Moonlight burst into the room
And | saw your eyes

And | saw your smile

And the world opened wide
And the world was inside of me

And | catch my breath
And | laugh and blush
And | hear guitars

You are so good for me

I love you | love you | love you | love you |
love you

Oh the moon

Oh the snow in the moonlight
And your childlike eyes

And your distant smile

I’ll never be this happy again
You and |

And no one else

We’ve 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?

There was never such a night before!

| feel like putting my arms round my knees
And squeezing tight as possible

And flying away

Like this . . .

Oh the moon

Oh the snow in the moonlight
And your childlike eyes

And your distant smile

I’ll never be this happy again
You and |
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You and |
You and |
And no one else

Maybe he’ll come today

Maybe he came already

And he’s sitting in the drawing room
And | simply forgot

7. “The Opera” [excerpt]

MARYA D.:

The opera, the operal!

Stop mooning and moaning, we’ll miss the
curtain!

SERVANT:
Ladies, welcome to the opera

SONYA:

Bare arms and shoulders
Brilliant uniforms

Pearls and silk

Glittering before our eyes
Feminine envy

A whole crowd of memories
Desires and emotions
Natasha, smooth your gown

CHORUS:
Natasha, smooth your gown

NATASHA:

Looking in the glass

| see | am pretty

Not a girl anymore

I’'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

Had not been seen in Moscow in many years

Everybody knew vaguely of Natasha’s
engagement

One of the finest matches in all of Russia

SONYA:
Look, there's Alexey, home from the war at
last

MARYA D.:

He has changed

Dear me, Michael Kirilovich has grown still
stouter!

CHORUS:

There's Boris and Julie, engaged

And Anna Mikhaylovna, what a headdress
she has on!

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

The men calming their jealousy

MARYA D.:
Now Natasha
The curtain rises

CHORUS: The curtain rises

NATASHA:

Everyone in the boxes and the stalls became
silent

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

All the women in the hall

With gems on their bare flesh

Turned their whole attention

With curiosity to the stage

[Two singers perform a scene from an avant-
garde opera. It is grotesque and amazing.]

NATASHA:
Grotesque and amazing
| cannot follow the opera
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Or even listen to the music 10. “Dust and Ashes”
| see painted cardboard
Queerly dressed actors PIERRE:
Moving and singing so strangely in the lights Is this how | die?
So false and unnatural Ridiculed and laughed at
And everyone else seems oblivious Is this how | die?
Yes everyone feigns delight Furious and reckless
Sick with booze
SONYA:
And feeling the flood of brilliant lights How did | live?
The warm perfumed air heated by the crowd | taste every wasted minute
Natasha little by little Every time | turned away
Began to pass into a state of intoxication From the things that might have healed me

How long have | been sleeping?
[Natasha joins the singers in the opera.]

Is this how | die?

NATASHA: Frightened like a child
Oh I’d tickle you all if | could Lazy and numb
Oh I’d tickle you all if | could Is this how | die?
Pretending and preposterous
SONYA: And dumb
And then
A rush of cold air How did | live?
Was | kind enough and good enough?
NATASHA & SONYA: Did | love enough?
An exceptionally handsome man walked in Did | ever look up
With a confident yet courteous air And see the moon
L. And the stars
HELENE: And the sky?
This was Héléne’s brother Oh why have | been sleeping?
Anatole Kuragin
He moved with a swagger They say we are asleep
Which would have been ridiculous Until we fall in love
Had he not been so good-looking We are children of dust and ashes
And though it was the middle of the act But when we fall in love we wake up
He walked right down the aisle And we are a God
His sword and spurs jangling And angels weep
His handsome perfumed head held high But if | die here tonight
And he looked right at Natasha | die in my sleep
ANATOLE: Mais charmante All of my life | spent searching the words
. Of poets and saints and prophets and kings
HELENE: And now at the end all | know that I've
And he took his place in the front row next to learned
Dolokhov Is that all that | know is | don’t know a thing
NATASHA: So easy to close off
How handsome he is Place the blame outside
How intoxicating Hiding in my room at night
So terrified
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All the things | could have been
But | never had the nerve

Life and love

| 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
| just don’t care
Nothing’s left

| looked everywhere

Is this how | die?

Was there ever any other way my life could
be?

Is this how | die?

Such a storm of feelings inside of me

But then why am | screaming?

Why am | shaking?

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

Was happiness within me the whole time

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 | die here tonight

| die in my sleep

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

To wake up now

| want to wake up

Don’t let me die while I’'m like this

| want to wake up

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

God don’t let me die while I’'m like this
I’'m ready

I’'m ready

To wake up

16. “Sonya Alone”

SONYA:

Hard as it is

In the coming days

| 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 at the window
And | listen at the door

Until one day
| see by the sad look on her face
That there is a dreadful plan in her heart

I know you are capable of anything
| know you so well my friend

| know you might just run away
What am | to do?

Who do | ask for help?

Is it all on me?

Is it all 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
| won’t see you disgraced

I will protect your name and your heart
Because | miss my friend

| know you’ve forgotten me

| know you so well my friend

| know you might just throw yourself over
But | won’t let you

| won’t let you

It's all on me

And | remember this family
| remember their kindness
And if | never sleep again

I will stand in the dark for you

I will hold you back by force

I will stand here right outside your door
| won?t see you disgraced

I will protect your name and your heart
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Because | miss my friend
Because | miss my friend
Because | miss you, my friend

26. “Pierre and Natasha”

PIERRE:

Natasha was standing

In the middle of the drawing room

With a pale yet steady face

When | appeared in the doorway

She grew flustered and | hurried to her

| 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 | should turn to you

PIERRE:

Pierre sniffed as he looked at her, but he
didn’t speak

Till 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, | will tell him to forgive you
But, he gave me your letters—

NATASHA:
No, | know that all is over
| know that it never can be

But still ’'m tormented by the wrongs I've
done him

Tell him that | beg him to forgive, forgive

Forgive me for everything

PIERRE

Yes | will tell him, tell him everything
But—

But | should like to know one thing
Did you love

Did you love that bad man?

NATASHA:
Don’t call him bad
But | don't know, | 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 | 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

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?
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[Music stops—the next lines are spoken.]

If | were not myself,

but the brightest, handsomest,

best man on earth,

and if | were free—

| would get down on my knees this minute
and ask you for your hand

and for your love.

[Music resumes. The next lines are sung.]

NATASHA:

And for the first time in many days
| weep tears of gratitude

Tears of tenderness

Tears of thanks

And glancing at Pierre

Oh Pierre

| leave the room smiling

PIERRE:

And restraining tears of tenderness
Tears of joy which choke me

| 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
And | get into my sleigh

27. “The Great Comet of 1812”

PIERRE

Where to now?
Where can | 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

CHORUS:
It was clear and cold
About the dirty streets

Above the black roofs
Stretched the dark starry sky

PIERRE:

This vast firmament
Open to my eyes
Wet with tears

CHORUS:

And there in the middle

Above Prechistensky Boulevard

Surrounded and sprinkled on all sides by
stars

Shines the Great Comet of 1812

The brilliant comet of 1812

PIERRE:

The comet said to portend
Untold horrors

And the end of the world

But for me
The comet brings no fear
No, | gaze joyfully

And this bright star

Having traced its parabola
With inexpressible speed
Through immeasurable space
Seems suddenly

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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