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Abstract

The purpose of this thesis is to investigate the
developnmnent of a narrative nersona in scelected works of

Viadimir Nabokov., Lelita, Pnin and Pale Fire are novels

which seem particularly well-suited to a study of this
nature because of the remarkable self-consciousness and
vitality of their resnective narrators. A chapter has

been devoted to each of these novels, and within each
chapter the imnlied relationships‘between the narrator and
those who act upon or react to his presence -- author, other

characters and reader — have been considered.



Preface

A prolific writer, Nabokov. In a career that
spanned over a half-century, he produced seventeen novels
(the first nine written in his native Russian, the remainder
in his adopted English), seven Russian plays, several col-
iections of short stories and poems, countless critical
and scholarly works, a nmnemoir, and an inpressive number of
articles on lepidoptera. This comprises only a sketchy
outline of the man's achievements. Nabokov's oeuvre is
so extensive that a thorough bibliography would run on for
many pages, and a compilation of‘his complete works would
£i1ll "between thirty and thirty-five ample volumes", accor-
ding to one critic's conservative estimate.l

he amplitude of Nabokov?s creative outnut alone is
staggering, and inhibits any comprehensive study of his work.
The purpose of this thesis is to investigate the development

of a narrative persona in selected works of Nabokov. VWayne

Bootli has observed in The Rhetoric of Fiction that:

In any reading experience there is

an implied dialogue among author,
narrator, the other characters, and
‘the reader. Each of the four can
range, in relation to each of the
others, [from identification to con-
plete opposition, on any axis of value,
moral, intellegtual, aesthetic, and
even nhysical.”

The implicit relationships between the narrator and those

who act upon or react to his presence nhave been nsed as the



structural dogma for each chapter of this thesis.
vhile almost any of Nabokov's novels would lend
themselves to a study of this nature, I have selected

Lolita, Pnin and Pale Fire3 as the works best suited to

an examination of the author's methods of creating a nar-
rative voice. In Nabokov!s earlier fiction there is a
tendency to "press matters of design in a fashion that
restrictively flattens the characters".LL The narrators of
tliese earlier woriks -- when they are dramatized, and often
they are not -- lack the vitality and human ceomplexity of
some of Nabokov'is later raconteurs. In the works that mark
the beginning of the "mature'" period of Nabokov's art, which

in Andrew Field's opinion includes Lolita, Pnin and Pale

Fire,D complexity of characterization becomes a consideration
as important as, though never quite separate from, the con-
cerns of form and obtrusive artifice which are ever-present

in Nabokowv'!s fiction. The dramatized narrators of Lolita,

Pnin and Pale Fire are multi-dimensional personalities whose
capricious and highl& self-conscious methods of telling a
story heighten the stylized artistry of the novels in which
they appear. They are artifiice personirfied, as indeed many

of Nabokov's narrators are, but they are also intensely Talive?
characters whose art is an appronriate expression of their

existence, not just a convenient or self-indulgent authorial

contrivance.
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Nabokov'!s mature art does not end with Pale Fire, of
course, and it is nerhaps necessary to account for the ex-

clusion of Ada, Transnarent Things and Lookk at the llarlequins

from this study. Although cach of these novels provides fer-

ct

ile ground Ifor an examination of narrative techniques, we
re-encounter in them the earlier problem of characterization-

-+

flattened-by-desizn that renders their senarate narrative
nersonae conparatively lifeless. Cliaracter and craft, the
narrator and the narrative, do not fuse as effectively in
these novels as in the preceding thre=.

Another, less rational explanation luriis behind my

selection of works for this thesis: Lolita, Pnin and Pale

Fire are pérsonal favourites. It may not be considered

sound scholarshin to admit that one has chosen tc write about
those novels for which one senses a sometimes inexnlicable
attraction, but as Nabokov himself has put it: "...you read
an artist'!s book not with your heart (the heart is a remarka-

bly stupid rcader), and not with your brain alone, but with

: . AT
your brain and spine't.

I am deenly grateful to Jr. Michael Ross for his
conscientious assistance throughout the preparaiion ol this
thesis, and to Dr. Linda llutchecon for being kind cnough‘to
read and comaent on the original manuscript. I should also

2

like to thank ny husband and famnily for their non-professional,

1

but no less valuable, help during the writing of the thesis.
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Note on eferences and Abbreviations

Nuotations in the tex

are followed by an abbreviation
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R

been used throughout the thesis:
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.
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Lolita: LO
Pnin: PN
Pale Fire: Pr

Full bibliographical information is provided in the
priate section.
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Chapter One -- "A Really Fascinating Lecturer?®

Pnin is less enigmatic and perhaps more readable than
those notoriously inscrutable novels which have gained Nabokov
the reputation of being a 'difficult?! writer. There is in
Pnin, as in all of Nabokov's fiction, a concern with artifice
--strategic word-play, a.maze of private allusions, and the
use of a variety of provocative narrative techniques -- all
of which require careful reading and deciphering; but inter-
pretative problems are to some extent mitigated in Pnin since
the narrative design is not additionally complicated by the
use of an unsound mind as reflector. Pnin's story is told by
a reasonable, if not entirely impartial, narrator, a narrator
who is in fact the author's fictional equivalent.

Pnin's biographer, by self-definition a "littérateur"
and a ¥really fascinating lecturer®, is, in terms of back-
ground and sensibility, a fair copy of Nabokov. Wwhile the
possibility of detecting a concomitant relationship between
author and narrator becomes progressively slimmer with Humbert,
whose esoteric compﬁlsions preclude complete identification
with N¥abokov, and with Kinbote, whose outright madness re-
moves him even further from the author's point of wview, the
conparatively lucid narrator of Pnin is not an unlikely author-
surrogate. Ille is, for the most part, a clear-eyed observer
whose vision is not blurred by any chronic obsession, Humbert-

style, or hopelessly obscured by a Kinbotish, deranged mind.

But because he is a dramatized narrator, a character in the



nevel rather than a transparent mediator, the narrative
persona in Pnin is not a bland or totally objective commen-
tator either. lie emerges as a colourful character in his own
right, and one whose personal opinicns and stylistic eccen-
tricities match, with surprising accuracy and consistency,
the author's.

Although Nabokov always ensures that his presence in
his art will be noticed, he rarely asserts that presence by
identifying himself too readily with a dramatized narrator.

In Pnin, however, Nabokov's well-publicized views on pet sub-
jects -~ psychoanalysis, current taste in literature, and the
study of lepidoptery -- are faithfully echoed by the narrator,
who denounces the teachings of Freud, condemns literary depart-
ments f[or "labor[ing} under the impressicn that Stendhal, Gals-
worthy, Dreiser, and Mann were great writers™ (PN, p. 107),

and delights in the pursuit of rare species of butterflies.
While it is not unusual for Nabokov to donate parts of himself
to even his most outrageous characters, the extent to which

the identities of author and narrator are blurred in Pnin is
worth noting. The most tantalizing clue to their equivalence
is found in the interest in butterflies common to both of them.
Nabokov is named directly in Chapter 5 of the novel, where
Professor Chateau, observing a pageant of small butterilies,
remarks to Pnin: "Pity Vladimir Vladimirovich is not here...
lfe would have told us all about these enchanting insects®

(PN, p. 3400). In the all-important concluding chapter of the
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novel, where "the vectors are removed and the fact of the
o . N S o .

fiction is underscored®, +the narrator reveals his own fasci-
nation with butterflies as he begins one reminiscence:

One afternoon, as in concentrated ecstasy

I was spreading, underside up, an excep-

tionally rare aberration of the Paphia

Fritillary, in which the silver stripes

ornamenting the lower surface of its

hindwings had fused into an even expanse

of metallic gloss... (PN, p. 460)
It is more than a casual coincidence that the 'absent?
Vladimir Vladimirovich of Chapter 5 and the unmasked nar-
rator of Chapter 7 enjov a mutual passion for butterflies.
Similarity is intended to suggest relationship: the narrator
tequals?® Vladimir Vladimirovich, and both 'equal! the author
who has been posing as himself.

The equivalent relationship between author and narra-
tor in Pnin requires some qualification, though. The narra-
tor may act as the authort!s second self, but that does not
mean that he is the author, a distinction that may initially

sound like mere tautology. The narrator is only Nabokov's

fictional counterpart, participating in and recounting a

fictional sect of events. lle speaxs for Nabokow, and certain-
P 3
1y like Nabokov, yet he does not speak as Naboxov. Only in

autobiography is it permissible to assume that the narrative
UIM gnpeaxs both for and as the author, In fiction, though,
a distance, however small or imperceptible, exists between
author and narrator, the real self and the projected self.

Certainly Pnin contains many startling instances of "auto-
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plagiarism" (Nabokov's term for the re-working of an element
of his personal life into art),2 but the totality of his
fictional double's exnerience remains just that: fictional.

he narrative persona enjoys a position of unusual
privilege in Pnin. As the ostensible author of Pnin's story,
he is the all-seeing, all-knowing deity who perceives and
records events in a way that mirrors the real author's
creative process. But the narrator is not only a narginal
omniscient presence in the novel; he is also a participant
in the action who descends with increasing frequency and in-
sistence into its core. The narrator's significance as a
character in the novel is not initially apparent, nor does
it really become so until the final stage of the story when
he is fully materialized. When the extent of the narrator's
involvement in Prinfs life is revealed, he becomes not the
"ynimportant figure" that Page Stegner perfunctorily dis-
misses,3 but a crucial presence in the novel whose relation-
ship to Pnin is finally as important as the very existence
of the central charécter.

The narrator plays a cat-and-mouse game with reader
throughout most of the novel. Occasionally he will breax
the snmooth, seemingly impartial flow of his narrative with
an unexpected (and often uncalled for) personal reference.
While describing Pnin's sordid preparations for journeying
to America, for instance, the narrator briefly mnentions

"the kind Russian lady (a relative of mine) who was so help-
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ful at the American Consulate™ (PN, p. 394). A relative of
whom? The narrator maxes a similar surprise appearance at

2 later point in the novel when he offhandedly remarks that
"This was the first time Pnin was coming to The Pines but I
had been there before™ (PN, p. 451). Again we wonder whom
the "I® refers to, and can only surmise from these and count-
less other personal intrusions that the narrator is a friend
of Pnin, although the nature of their acquaintance remains
mysteriously unexplained.

When the moment of revelation eventually arrives at
the end of the novel, we discover that the narrator and Pnin
had met on a couple of occasions during their Russian youth,
that the narrator had later had a brief affair with Liza
which ended in her precipitate marriage to Pnin, and that
it is the narrator who regretfully deposes Pnin from his
position as "assistant professor emeritus" at Waindell
College. This information permits us to fill in all the
blanks of the preceding narrative. A re-reading of earlier
passages in the noéel, such as the one in which the narrator
slyly alludes to a third party in Pnin's courtship of Liza,
can now prove illuminating:

Pnin wrote her a tremendous love letter
-- now safe in a private collection --

and she read it with tears of self-nity
while recovering from a pharmacopoeial

attempt at suicide because of a rather

silly affair with a litterateur who is

now -— But no matter. (PN, p. 392)

Althoupgh the narrator's critical involvement in Pnin's



life gives him access to some knowledze of his protagonist's
history, the bulk of his information about Pnin is gsained
indirectly, either through hearsay or 'deus ex machinations?.
Andrew Field has suggested that the narrator?!s chief infor-
mant for the first source is Professor Cockerell,4 whose
imitations of Pnin have become "the kind of fatal obsession
which substitutes its own victim for that of the initial
ridicule® (BN, p. 509). DBut the Pninian lore supplied by
Cockerell and other mutual acquaintances accounts for only
a very small and external part of the narrator'ts extensive
newledge of the central character. Vhatever else he knows
about Pnin stems from his privileged position of omniscience
which allows him to describe scenes from which he admits he
has been absent. In a typical narrative 'slip', the speaier
recounts Pnint's Cremona train ride in great detail but
hastens to add:

Thus he might have appeared to a

fellow passenger; but except for a

soldier at one cnd and two women ab-

sorbed in a baby at the other, Pnin

had the coach to himself. (PN, p. 363
Another indication of the narrator?s omniscient presence
occurs later when he comnents:

Presently all werc asleepn again., It

was a plty nobody saw the display in

the empty street, where the anroral

breeze wrinkled a large luminous puddle,

nalkking of the telephone wires reflected

in it illegible lines oi black zigzags.

(PN, pp. 4435-9)

For Xrug in 3end 3inister, a similar little puddle "vazuely
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evokes in him Nabokov's, link with him'. In a somewhat
different manner, the puddle to which none of the characters
in Pnin bear witness evoites a linik between narrator and
reader. Ve come to understand thut Pnints story is, in
effect, the narrator's story, and that artistic license per-
mits him a certain ubiquity.

Another way in wnich thie narrator exercises his
authorial freedom is by assuming an intimacy with Pnin to
which he would otherwise not be entitled. since circumstances
suggest that Iie and Pnin are actually on less than friendly“.
terms. Nevertheless, the dauntless narrator repeatedly re-
fers to his comnatriot as ™my friend" and plays the part of
self-appointed confidant to unsusnecting Pnin. The narrator
demonstrates more than just a healthy concern for his bio-
srapnical subject; he attempts to share in Pnin's every
thougzht and sensation. After Pnin's first heart seizure,
for example, the narrator moves in beside Pnin to puzzle
over the nature of this ominous paroxysm:

Was it a mysterious disease that none

of his doctors had yet detected? iy

friend wondered and I wonder too. (PN, p. 372)
The speaxer'!s interest in his hereo iIs so overwhelming at
times that he seems to taike possession of Puin, In the
narratorts inescapable srip, Pnin becomes an appurienance
to which the speaker claims exclusive title. Puin 'belongs?

to the narrator in the sense that any character is the



private property of his creator. Thus, the narrator, who
is responsible Ffor Pnin's existence in art, can be anything
and everything to "my poor Pnin®, including physician:

Was his seizure a heart attacik? I doubt

it. TFor the nonce I am his physician, and

let met repeat, I doubt it. (PN, p. 373)
The narrator therefore ta'kes hold of his patient, body and
soul, and does not relinquish that hold until the end of the
novel when Pnin is finally set free.

Despite the narrative persona'’s proclaimed friendship
and sympathy for Pnin, he is not as thoroughly indulgent of
his protagonist as he purports to be. The narrator is often
unsparing in revealing Pnin to us as comic or pathetic. His
hypothetical description of Pnin sporting a beard is a casé
in point: "...{(today only white bristles would sprout if he
did not shave —- poor Pnin, poor albino porcupine!)" (PN,

p. 392). A more subtle brand of humour is employed in the
passage recounting Pnin's circuitous journey to The Pines:
At times it might seem, to a less sym-
pathetic observer, that this pale blue,
egg-shaped two-door sedan, of uncertain
age and in mediocre condition, was manned
by an idiot. Actually its driver was
Professor Timofey Pnin, of Waindell
College. (PN, p. 447)
By adopting an alternative stance, that of "a less sympathetic
observer!", the speaker exonerates himself from possible

charges of condescension towards his hero. The narrator thus

manages to expose the preposterous side of Pnin's character



while supposedly commiserating with his hero.

The narrator?!s comic portrayal of Pnin is almost
always tempered by an underlying sense of affection for
his subject which finally enhances, rather than diminishes,
Pnin's humanity. There is something of "Everyman® in Pnin
wiiich the narrator summons when, explaining the rationale
behind Pnin's choice of dining snots, he describes The Eg
and We as "a recently inaugurated and not very successful
little restaurant which Pnin frequented from sheer sympathy
with failure® (PN, p. 384). Although the narrator reduces
Pnin to an abject Charlie Chaplin figure here, the portrait
seems more poignant than cruel.

Thelnarrator adopts an unambiguously serious tone
when he relates Pnin's pain at being severed from his
precious Russian past. Perhaps it is because he is himself
an exile that the speawxer can readily sympathize with Pnints
memories of M"a brilliant cosmos that seemed all the fresher
for having been abolished by one blow of history"™ (PN, p. 306).
The narrator's solemn, almost reverential, regard for a
kindred past is as genuine as lhis understanding of Pnin's
vagrant existence in a new world. It is for thiis reason
that the passames in the novel that concern Pnin's relation-
ship with Victor contain little hint of mockery. The nar-
rator allows Pnin the unqualified glory of acting as "water

father™ to Liza's child, who is homeless in a different
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sense. Victor's affection for his adopted father allows
Pnin to redeem the sense of self-worth which had dwindled
to "nofing" after Liza's disenchanting wvisit. DBut the

narrator permits Pnin one further moment of self-redemption

and unequivocal triumph. Pnin's apotheosis during the
croquet match at The Pines is clearly applauded by the
narrator, who marvels with the onlookers at the hero's
sudden transformation from addleheaded scholar to adept
gamesman. His description of Pnin at this point is unques-
tionably glowing and sincere, albeit humorous:

As soon as the pegs were driven in and

the game started, the man was transfigured.

From his habitual, slow, ponderous, rather

rigid self, he changed into a terrifically

mobile, scampering, mute, sly-visaged

hunchbacikk. It seemed to be always his

turn to play. (PN, p. 462)

There is a delicate blending of serious and comic
tones in the novel which Andrew Field fails to appreciate
fully when he develops the idea of "two distinct voices®
in Pnin, one of them sericus and the other "frivolous".6
A strict division of this sort does not allow for the subtle
balance of tones which is one the novel's main virtues. The
serious voice of the narrator is characteristically mingled
with gentle hurmour, and his comic voice moderated by a
deferential undertone.

When the compassionate attitude of the narrator

combines with his comic view of Pnin, the resulting charac-

terization can become grotesque. We react to Pnin with



nixed emotions when we read of his mournful parting with his

teeth:

It surprised him to realize how fond

he had been of his teeth. His tongue,

a fat sleek seal, used to flop and slide

so happily among the familiar rocks,

checking the contours of a battered but

still secure kingdom, plunging from cave

to cove, climbing this jag, nuzzling that

notch, finding a shred of sweet seaweed

in the same old cleft; but now not a land-

mark remained, and all there existed was

a dark wound, a terra incognita of gums

which dread and disgust forbade one to

investigate. (PN, p. 337)
This virtuoso description of toothless Pnin elicits simul-
taneously our pity and mild disdain for the sufferer, and
it is this combination of two seemingly incongruous reactions
that creates in Pnin a grotesque character. The fusion of
attractive and repulsive elements is peculiar to the gro-
tesque mode which involves "the co-presence of the laughable
and something which is incompatible with the laughable“.7
Pnin is conceived by the narrator and perceived by the reader
as a divided figure, capable of engaging our sympathetic
laughter and evoking at the same time a slight twinge of
disgust.

The narrator's avowed feelings of frieandship for Pnin
are in no way reciprocated by his recalcitrant character.
Puzzled by Pnin's refusal in the past to respond to his
congenial overtures, the narrator illustrates Pnin's un-

sociable behaviour by relating an incident that took place

one nizht at a Paris cafe:
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It was the custom among emigre writers

and artists to gather at the Three

Fountains after recitals or lectures

that were so popular among RQussian ex-

natriates; and it was on such an oc-

casion that, still lLicarse from my reading,

I tried not only to remind Pnin of former

meetings, but also to amuse him and other

people around us with the unusual lucidity

and strength of my memory. However, he

denied everything. (PN, ». 502)
While the narrator explains Pnin's unwillingness to endorse
his reminiscences as merely a reluctance to Mrecognize his
own past!, there is a more probable reason for Pnin's
choosing to regard the speaxer on this and one later occa-
sion as Ma dreadful inventor" (PN, p. 506). Pnin is never
disinclined to remember his nast, whichh he evokes continual-
ly in lectures, conversations, and moments of solitary con-
templation; but he is, perhaps, wary of acknowledging any
connection with the man who he knows or suspects was Liza's
lover. Then, too, it is possible that the narrator is in-
deed "a dreadful inventor!" whose reliability may seem ques-
tionable at this point.

In addition to the romantic rivalry which may have

turned Pnin against the narrator in the nast, there is now
2 more compelling reason for Pnin to consider the speaxer an
adversary, even though lie may not be aware of it. By maxing
Pnin the subject of his literary study, the narrator indulgzes

in the same act of prying that Pnin finds so disturbing in

the psychiatrist's tdissection'! of a patient:
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It is nothing but a microcosmos of
communism -~ all that psychiatry,?
rumbled Pnin, in his answer tc Chateau.
YiWhy not leave their private sorrows to
neople? Is sorrow not, one asks, the
only thing in the world peonle really
possess?’ (PN, p. 393)

lleedless of his character?s plea for nrivacy and his own
admission that "one of the main characteristics of life is
discreteness....Death is divestment, death is communion.,®
(PN, p. 372), the narrator violates every aspect of Pnin's
personal sanctity with a thoroughness that far surpasses
the transgressions of Liza or Eric Wind. It is this covert
antagonism between Pnin and his relentless biographer that
makes the narrative movement of the novel "the flight of a
character from his author'.

The ubiquitous narrator is not easily escapable,
thouzh. Like the "nypothetical observer™ in the watch
tower mentioned in Chapter 5, the narratér commands a view

of all the struggling creatures at ground level:
Our luckless car operator had by now
lost himself too thoroughly to be able
to go back to the highway,...his various
indecisions and gropings toox those bizarre
visual forms that an observer on tlie look-
out tower might have followed witihr a com-
nassionate eve; but there was no living
creature in that forlorn and listless upner
region except for an ant who had his own
troubles, having after hours of inept per-
serverance, sonehow reached the unper plat-
form of the balustrade (lLiis autostrada) and
was getting all bLothered and bharfled nuch
in the same way as that preposterous toy

car progressing below. (PN, p. 149)

Neither Pnin nor his 'fellow ant'! can clude the omnipresent



narratort!s gaze.

It is apparent that the narrator enjoys his position
of supremacy, so much so that he often flaunts the superior
x“nowledge it allows him. le seems to tate a perverse de-
light in exhibiting his greater nowers of observation to
the reader. While Pnin is contentedly loowing out the north
window of the railway coach that he supposes will take hin
to Cremona, the narrator stops the action to impart a Y“secreth
to the reader: "Professor Pnin was on the wrong train®
(PN, ». 363). Another pointed distinction between Pnin's
limited knowledge and the narrator's absolute knowledge
occuirs in the passage describing Pnin's attempts to make
over his rented room at the Clements?:

By now he had weeded out all trace of

its former occupant; or so he thought,

for he did not notice, and probably never

would, a funny face scrawled on the wall

just behind the headboard of the bed and

some half-erased height-level marks pen-—

ciled on the doorjamb, beginning from a

four-foot altitude in 1940. (PN, p. 403)
The narrator'ts word is therefore definitive, unchallengeable;
it is the assertion of an ultimate truth that his characters
can only partially perceive.

It is not surprising that a narrator so aware of his

status as primun mobile of the novel and so eager to display

1ls powers should insist on figuring prominently in the
narrative. The intrusive narrator of P’nin, not content to

let the facts speait for themselves, will frequently inject



his own unabashed wisdom into the novel. Ilis intrusions

tend to taxe the form of subjective commentary which draws
attention to the intricacies of his art. With unconventional
candor, e will point out that:

Technically speaking, the narrator's
art of integrating telephone conversa-
tions still lags far behind that of ren-
dering dialogues conducted from room to
room, or fron window to window across sone
ancient town with water so precious, and
the misery of donkeys, and rugs for sale,
and minarets, and foreigners and melons,
and the vibrant morning echoes. (PN, pp. 330-1)

The narrator blazes his authorial presence again when he
reveals to the reader his aesthetic distaste for happy endings:

Some people -- and I am one of them --
hate happy ends. We feel cheated. IHHarm
is the norm. Doom should not jam. The
avalanche stopping in its tracks a Tew
feet above the cowering wvillage behaves
notv only unnaturally but unethically.
Ifad I been reading about this mild old
man, instead of writing about him, I
would have preferred him to discover,
upon nis arrival te Cremona, that his
lecture was not this Friday but the
next. (PN, p. 377)

This passage contains an interesting mixture of subjectivity
and spurious objectivity in that the narrator indicates that
his personal nreferences will not interfere with the accurate
portrayal of events. Vhat hie fails to recognize, though, is
that despite hils ostensible Faithfulness to the facts, the
very act of intruding upon the narrative with contrary per-

sonal oninions causes it to lose some objectivitv. - In other

words, he cannot be considered a totally objective reporter



if he insists on letting his subjective wviews be known. In
the long run, however, we must accept the fact that the
narrator is botlhh a truthful and reliable cbserver whose
biases do not seriously impair his ability to be either.
That he allows Pnin's story to end happily, and more impor-
tant, that he includes both versions of Pnin's Cremona
lecture (wrong train, according to what he observes and
wrong lecture, according to Cockerell) sugcests that he
"can be trusted when, as in this instance, he indicates
that he is not to be trusted!.

It is sometimes difficult to determine where the
narratort!s 'helpful'! intrusions end and where Pnin's thoughts
begin. Distinctions between the narrator and his character
can be blurred to the point where the two sensibilities seem
to merge into ome. This confusion arises after Pnin's in-
terrupted account of Pushikin's death:

'But, ' exclaimed Pnin in triumph, The
died on quite, quite a different day!
lie died —--' The chair back against which
Pnin was vigorously leaning emitted an
ominous crack, and the class resolved a
pardonable tension in loud young laughter.
(Sometime, somewliere -- Petersburg?
Pracue? -- one of the two musical clowns
Hulled out the piano stocl from under the
othier, who remnained, however, playing on,
in a seated, thousgh scatless, position,
witii his rhapsody unimpaired. Vhere?
Circus Busch, Derlin!) (2N, »p. 411-12)

The parenthetical reverie could belong to either Pnin or

tiie narrative nersona, both of whose bacikgrounds might Liave



produced such a memory. A less ambiguous melding of Pnin's
thoughts with the narrator's occurs while Pnin is relatinzg
his experiences in "wonderful America to Victor over dinner.
'In the beginning I was greatly embarfassed —-1', Pnin starts
to tell Victor; "In the beginning Pnin was greatly embarrassed
by tie ease with which first names were bandied about in
Americaj ... (PN, p. 441), continues the narrator who nro-
ceeds to finish off Pnin's story in the third person. The
convergence of two separate consciousnesses, the narrator's
and Pnin'sg, emphasizes a certain affinity between them. The

nature of that affinity 1s best explained in terms of the

Hh

doubling motif of the novel.
Likze most of Nabokov's fiction, Pnin is a novel in
- B . - . -
whiel nearly every character is a mirror image of some other
character, or to borrow in a different context laduii's state-

ment in Bend Sinister, it is a novel in which all men are

anagrams of one another. Although Pnin pairs off most ob-
viously with Professors Wynn and Twynn, his indistinguishable
colleagues, or Jack Cockerell, his all too successful imita-
tor, it is also nossible to detect an occasional resemblance
between Pnin and the narrator. The narrative persona alnost
invites didentiflication with Pnin when he comments in regzard
to this wiwcle phenomenon of twin existences:

Pnin and I had long since accepted the
disturbing but seldom discussed {act that

on any given college staff one could find
not only a nerson who was uncommonly lice



one's dentist or the local postmaster,

but also a person who wad a twin within

he same professional group. (PN, p. 476)
In the final analysis, though, the narrator is only a partial,
and even then, imperfect reflection of his creation. Iie
speaks for Pnin far more than he speaiks like Pnin; and un-
like Cocxkerell, he has not become so entangled in his sub-
ject's personality that he has unconsciously forfeited his
own in the process of re-creating him. If the narrator has
any double, then, it is not his creation but his creator.

Douglas Fowler describes the equivalent in Nabokovls

Fiction as:

...—-=a character who is a male genius,

usually of LBuropean birth, and wihose

capabilities, humor and taste are such

that, as A, C. Bradley pointed out of

Prince ilamlet, he could have conceived

and written not only the work in which

ie appears but the rest of the canon as

well. In other words, Nabokov creates

in his fiction a characteiowho could

have created his fiction.
Certainly the narrator of Pnin is as careful and competent
a literary crafltsman as Nabokov, and he may very well have
claimed authorship to more than the work he putatively writes;
however, equating the narrator and Nabowxov 1in terms of style
raises a triciky question: to what extent can the narrator
of a worit of fiction be given credit for the literary gifts
of the author? It is usually thie author to whom nastery of

craift is attributed, and it goes without saying that if an

author writes in a particular fashion, then so must his nar-
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rator. Thus, the way in which the narrator of Pnin composes
the biogranhy must necessarily duplicate the way in which
Nabokov composes the novel.

In his critical study of Nikolai Gogol, Naboikov
indicates that one of the features of Gogol's writing that
he admires most is the "sudden slanting of a rational plane™,
an effect which is achieved through the combination of two
movenents: "a jerk and a glide'™. Nabokov explains this
artistic phenomenon further by way of analogy:

Imagine a trap-door that opens under your

feet with absurd suddenness and a lyrical

zust that sSweeps you up and then lets yOIil

fall with a bump intc the next traphole.
It is typical of Naboikov to favour in other authors those
qualities which are characteristic of his own writing |
style, and it is therefore not surprising that this same
Jerik and glidé movement is one that he has perfected in his
own fiction. Even less surprising is the fact that the
narrative persona in Pnin uses this trap-door effect with
equal proficiency and regularity in his 'own' art.

In Pnin, the narrator's (and Naboikov's) ability to
produce this jarring succession of movements usually depends
on the sudden focal shift from reality to illusion. The
rapid alternation of rational and irrational elements is
apparent in the passages of the novel that deal with Victor's
sonorific fantasies. After hearing Joan Clements' shrill

Twarning yelp™ at the end of Chapnter 3, we enter tiie misty



interior regions of Victor'!s "mild fancies™" in Chapter 4.

For a short time we drift in a fairy-tale world wher

Victor'!s father is a king in a far-off revolutionary state

e

which bears a striking resemblance to Xinbote'ls Zembla.
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Aabruptly we are returned to reality when the narrator inter-

runpts this reverie to comment:

Actually, Victor's father was a cranky

refugee doctor, whom the lad had never

much liked and had not seen now for
almost two years. (PN, p. 424)

But jerk is again followed by glide as we slide immediately

hack into that distant kingdom in Victor's mind where his

roval father

zglanced at a desik photograph of a
beautiftul dead woman, at those great
blue eves, that carmine mouth (it was
a colored photo, not fit for a king,
but no matter). (PN, p. 425)

The inclusion of the last bit of realistic qualification

shatters the illusion as thoroughly as the narrator!?

minder that:

0f course, Victor's mother was not
really dead; she had left his everyday
father, Dr. Eric Wind (now in South
America), and was about to be married
to a man named Church. (PN, p. 423

Under Nabokov!s tutelage, the narrator deftly slants

rational and irrational planes so that we continually slide

o

off one and Tall onte the other, already tilting sur

3 re-

both

face.

But it is not only the reader who 1s Jjolted by this nrocess;
o) ] . J

the characters, and especially Pnin, are also susceptible
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to its effects. While Pnin is reviving the delicate memory
of "a Daltic summer Resort, and the sounds, and the smells,

and the sadness —--" (PN, p. 148), his thoughts are crudely

interrupted by the appearance of a Yhairy-armed attendant?
at his car window, whose perfunctory weather report, "Xind
of muggy, dispels the charm of Pnin's romantic reflection.
This grinding transformation from the exotic to the mundane,
from old world to new, is typical of the narrator's use of
the jerk and glide movement in Pnin.

- 13 .. :

The narrauthor's sxill at reproducing speech patterns
maxes for a very concisce and effective characterization of
Pnin. Ile will often clue the reader in to the peculiarities
of Pnin's snoken English and then provide a brief example of
the trait he describes. After informing us that "Efninjdid
not possess (nor was he aware of this lack) any long co: all
he could nwuster when called upcen to utter Tnoon' was the lax
vowel of tiie German 'nun', Pnin's voice is summoned to il-
lustrate this deficiency: "(I have no classes in afternun
on Tuesday. Today is Tuesday.?')"™ (DN, p. 410). The same
format is used for describing Pnin's "“trick of triplicating
the simple nezative ('May I give you a 1ift, lir. Pnin??
t¥o-no-no, I have only two paces from here.')"™ (PN, p. 110).

allowed

o

e 1

0

But Pnin is as effectively characterized when |

being

n

to sneax for himself, without any preliminary glos

provided. nint's tragic declaration to Joan Clements, "I
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search for the viscous and sawdust" (PN, p. 445), or his
"Russian 'okh-oihi-okh' sigh' requires no narrative comment;
Pnin characterizes himself with every utterance. Our ability
to appreciate Pnin's unique charm may depend on our willing-
ness to agree to some extent with Laurence Clements'? belief
that "his mispronunciations are mythopoeic. Iliis slips of
tongue are oracular"™ (PN, ». 491). Althouzh Pnin is no
orophet, his "verbal vagaries' do often reveal a very singu-
lar wisdomn,

Pnin's uniqueness may be self-evident, but the narrator
ma.ies it even more apparent by labeling certain of his charac-
teristics specifically "Pninian®. VWhen the speaker refers
to "y special Pninian craving® or Ya Pninian quandary™ (DX,
D. 3690), the use of Pnin's name in adjective form to describe
wihat Pnin senses is a pardonable redundancy, since it under-
scores the distinctiveness of his nature. Similarly, when
the narrator describes his hero "Pninizing his new quarters®
(PM, »n. 384), the whole process of settling into the Clemenﬁs
hone is made to seem as if Pnin is imposing his identity on
an alien environment. The narrator, who is engaged in an
act of '"Pninizing Pnin', transiorms the central character
into a one-of-a-kind curio, in one sense; in another sense,
though, the narrator also manages to turn Pnin into an in-
stitution, a handy frame of reference to whicir both narrator
and reader can relate. Thus, when the narrator alludes to

things Pninian, he relies on a set of common associations to
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disclose theilr meaning.

Throughout the novel, the narrator operates on the
tacit assumption that the reader will recogniie and respond
to Pninian behaviour in the same way that the speaicer com-
nrenends this phenomenon. Ile clearly maikkes the reader a

party to his judgment when he ponders with his audience over

T

now fwe should Y“diagnose [&nin‘sj sad case" (P¥, p. 367) or
what "our poor friend™ is to do after missing his bus to
Cremona. Granted, the use of the first person plural in
hese instances may only be a rhetorical touch, but even
this raetorical involvement of the reader in the narrative
indicates the speaker's awareness of his audience.

Although the narrator seems rTenerally content to re-
sard the projected reader as his'partner and partisan, he
occasionally doubts the intelligence, and especially the
cosnopolitanism, of his audience. Decause the speaker does
not trust the reader to come up with the correct mental
pronunciation for the name of "the once famous revolutionary
Unmov", he adds for his edification that it rlumes with 'zoom-
off1 (2&, n. 3 4). The narrator'!s more solemn suspicion that
thie rcader is being inattentive to important details is con-
firmed when he catches him forgetting Pnints birthday. Vell
avare of the fact that "Tie author maies his readers, just
as he nakes iiis characters",14 the narrator of Pnin takes

tite occasional liberty of wmaling his readershin a comnliant

and careless bunch, easily led and easily fooled.
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The projected readerts knowledge of what taces place
in the novel is circumscribed by what the narrator wants hin
to tnow. Dy the same token, though, the narrator'!s knowledge
is limited by the authort'!s intentions. As far as both the
fictional reader (that is, the reader imagined by the nar-
rator) and the fictional narrator are concerned, then, Pnin's
story ends when his blue sedan, "free at last?, recedes into
the distance where "there was simply no saying what miracle
might happen® (PN, p. 511). DBut as the real reader and the
real author are aware, Pnin has not totally diappeared from
view. Ille is resurrected in Pale Fire as a full professor
emeritus strolling through a new college camﬁus, and he
makes one more notable appearance in a letter to Alfred Appel
where, in true Pninian form, he denounces the art of his
creator:

Mo, esteamd Professeur Apple, I can not

see what I can truely writ about my

"friend" of who the Russian books I can 1<
not finnish them or his english understand. >



Chapter Two -- "The Refuge of Apt®

It is not the artistic aptitudes

that are secondary sexual characters

as some shams and shamans have said,

it is the other way around: sex is

but the ancilla of art. (LO, p. 261)
Had more of Nabokov!s censorious early readers looked far
enough into Lolita (in terms of pages and profundity)1 they
would have realized that their outrase was unfounded, that
this novel, considered unprintable in America and surrepti-
tiously published in Paris, was not about "so-called sex',
but about the infinitely more powerful seductions of art.
Had those same literal-minded readers also been able to
disentangle the inventive artist from his artistic invention,
the sins and attendant traumas of Humbert Humbert might
never have been conferred upon the aguthor by prudish pedants,
whom Nabokov later reminded that "there are many thinsgs,

-

besides nymphets, in which I disagree with LHumbertj".

1

wWhile the distance between author and narrator in

Pnin is slim, almost to the point of being unrecognizable,
in Lolita that gap is appreciably wider. The creation of

the narrative persona in Pnin is, in a sense, an act of
artistic solipsism: Nabokov lias only to impersonate him-
self in order to invent his fictional equivalent. But
Nabokov must reach beyond the limits of his own identity
and venture into unfamiliar mental ground in Lolita when

he hazards an impersonation of a Ydemented diarist™ and his
appallingly sane commentator as well. Neither ilumbert

e
«D



Hunbert nor "suave John Ray"™ can be considered stand-ins for
£ thor in ) o sav thnt Print's anonsT 3ig- nhep
the author in the same way that Pnin's anonymous biosrapher

acted as an alter-Nabokow. Despite the occasional overlan-

ning of sensibilities, the consciousnesses of iHumbert and

i p
A =

>

Ray remain essentially separate from that of the author,
who, in tihis novel, becomes more divinely inaccessible than
in the Hreviously examined wori.
In his article "Lolita: The Springboard of Parody™,

Alfred appel has noted that:

arody 1is in Lolita the najor means
by which Nabokov breaks tiie circuit
of reader-character identilication

one associates with the conventional
novel.

It is parodf, and an ingenicusly subtle form of it, that
should alert the reader to the clap-trap that underlies
Joiin Ray's glib Foreword to Humbert'!s memoir. Rary's intro-
ductory comments are a parodic version of those morally in-

Kl
structive prefaces that often accompany controversial works. "
As a scientist evaluating Lolita as "a tempest in a test
tube" and a moralist who extracts from this docuuent a
valuable lesson for "narcnts, sccial workers, cducators® to
sxercise greater caution in "the task of bringing up a bet-
ter generation in a saler world™ (LO, p. 3), Ray is a laugh-
able Udizure. Nabol:ov's intolerance for thwose who tamper
witli others' nsyches and his contempt for commonnlace mora-
lity {(both srudges are clearly spelled in Naboiov's Alterword,

T a Booie Entitled Lolita™) maric the essential diiferences



between the author's viewpoint and that of the pompous Dr.
s . R .

Ray. In addition to "breax[lngj the circuit of reader-

character identification, then, parody also severs a pos-

sible connectiocon between author and narrator.

Ray ceases to he a figure of fun when his clinical
and moral aplomb is replaced by fleeting aesthetic insights.
Ile speaks less like a psychologist and more like an artist
(1ike Nabokov, in fact) when he scornfully satisfies the
curiosity of the "old-~fashioned readers who wish to follow
the destinies of the 'real!' peonle beyond the 'true'! story"
(LO, p. 6) by filling in what eventually became of the sur-
viving characters. Ray's contempt for the truth, hardly in
keeping with the scientist's interest in facts, recalls
Nabokov!s statement that:

It is strange, the morbid inclination

we have to derive satisfaction from

the fact (generally false and always

irrelevant) that a work of art is

traceable to a 'true! story.?>
Equally inconsistent is Ray's ability to appreciate the
artistry of a madman whose morality he deplores:

lie is abnormal. He is not a gentleman.

But how magically his singing violin

can conjure up a tendress;, a compassion

for Lolita that makes us entranced with

the book while abhorring its author! (L0, p. 7)
This "rap in the texture of Ray'!s rhetoric reveals the voice
of his maker”,6 and suggests that even a pedagosue lilke Ray

is capable of exneriencing and expressing the state of

"aesthetic bliss" where, according to Naboxov, "art (curio-



28

sity, tenderness, kindness, ecstasy) is the norm".

Just as John Ray is a parody of the rational, public-
minded man, so llumbert Ilumbert is a tongue-in-cheeic version
of a crazed criminal. Taking a closer loock at the question
of Ilumbert's insanity first, it is apparent that if he is
indeed a madman (one wonders sometimes), he is an extraor-
dinarily lucid and clever one, capable of recognizing and
diagnosing his own symptoms as efficiently as any squinting
nsychologist. VWhether one chooses to regard llumbert as an
unconventional madman, or simply as an unconventional man,
his insatiable cravings for nymphet flesh and his tendency
to "merely lcsﬂez contact with reality" certainly fall with-
out the scope of nrescribed normal behaviour, not to say out-
side the author's personal experience. Humbert's reactions
to his criminal impulses -- contrition, self-loathing, fear
—— fit the conventional moral codes more snugly, although
they bring him no closer to the sensibility of his creator,
Humbert is no psychopath; his definitions of right and
wrong are as clear as his knowledge of having transgressed
those boundaries. Yet Humbert's awareness of mores and
morals is not necessarily Nabokov's, as one interviewer
discovered when, in answer to his question about the author's
evident sense of guilt about llumbert's illicit relationship
with Lolita, he received a sharp reply:

No, it 1s not ny sense of the in-

rmorality of the lumbert Humbert-
Lolita relationship that is strong;
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it is liumbert's sense. le cares,

I do not. I do not give a damn

for public_morals in America, or

elsewhere.®

In the same way that Naboikov and John Ray find common

ground in "aesthetic bliss!', so the author and ilumbert seern
to merge mentally when art is the order of contemplation.
when art rather than sex becomes Humbert'!s aphrodisiac, when
"to fix once and for all the perilous magic of nymphets"
beconmes more crucial than the physical attainment of Lolita
or her coevals, then obsession is purified into an artistic

abstraction which both author and narrator can comprehend.

It is through articulate art, that "very local palliative!,

that the creator and the creation -- llumbert and Lolita,
Naboizov and his Lolita -- are united in a quest for "curio-

sity, tenderness, kindness, ecstasy", and perhaps above all,
immortality.

While art draws the real author and the fictional
one together in Lolita, artifice tends to divide them again.
Nabokov is not one .to let the reader forget that he is the
rrandmaster of his fiction, that his characters are "galley
slaves"9 and that the novel as a whole is navigated by
himself. Nabokov'!s divine touch is most conspicuous in
"those dazzling coincidences that logicians loaths and poets
love™ (LO, p. 33). Dazzling, indeed, is the 'coincidence®
of finding Naboiiov's nane in anagrammatic form in the ex-~

cerpt from Vho's who in the Limelight which Humbert dutifully
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reproduces in his memodir. Although Humbert very astutely
notices those fortuitous references to Clare Quilty, Lolita
and the patterns of the past that are suggested in the re-
pertoire of titles, he naturally fails to discern in the
name Vivian Darxbloom his maker's watermark on the page.
Nabokov also gains an authorial advantage over Humbert by
allowing his unwitting narrator tc make mistawxes of which
only the author can be aware. Several times during his
narrative, lumbert carelessly observes the author's signa-
ture flitting across the page in the form of a butterfly.
That Humbert is certainly no lepidonterist is apparent in
his indifference to "some gaudy moth or butterfly still
alive, safely pinned to thé wall' of Camp (Q's headquarters
{(LO, p. 112). Considering Humbert's "incapacity to differen-
. - 10 . .
tiate between Rhopalocera and lieterocera®, it is not sur-
prising that hie is later unable to identify those "creeping
white flies"™ that swarm around yvucca blossoms (LQ, 0. 158)
as "the biologically fascinating little moths of the genus
Pronuba",ll or that he is ignorant of the fact that "the
sray hummingbirds in the dusk, probing the throats of dim
flowers" (LQ, . 150) are actually "IlHawkmoths which do move
exactly like hﬁmmingbirds (which are neitlher gray nor noc-
turnal)".lz
Naboikov'!s assecrtion of the divine right of authorship
supersecdes, but does not totally efface, lumbert's assertion

of that same right within his fictional limits. VWhile



Nabokov is the author of the novel in its larger sense,
[lumbert is the putative author of the memoir, and as such,
Iumbert himself wields a certain attributed discretionary
power in his writing. In a manner that often resembles the
way the real author insinuates himself into the novel, then,
Humbert overtly demonstrates his own control of the narra-

o5

tive through the use of artifice made manifest.

Because he is, like the author, Yespecially suscep-
tible to the magic of games" (LO, p. 235), Humbert cannot
resist the temptation to have some fun with his narrative.
Given the necessity of Tchanging the names to protect the
innocent!', llumbert carefullyexercises his prerogative to
choose pseudonyms. lle may deny any attempt at verisimili-
tude by conferring upon a character or institution names
which are functionally descriptive; thus, the old maid who
lives across from the ilaze home becones lMiss Onposite, and
the school that Lolita is to attend in the fall is appro-
priately dubbed St. Algebra. The selection of the names
Miss Lester and Miés Fabian for the cohabitant school teachers
down the block is more suggestive, considering the effect of
splicing together their respective first and last syllables.
But Humbert is capable of using his nomenclatory privileges
for malicious, as well as playful, purposes. After cata-
lozuing the names of Lolita's girl friends, for instance,
Hlumbert adds that "save one, all thesc names are approxima-

tions, of course™ (L0, p. 192). Alfred Appel has noted that



the one 'real’ name must be lona Dahl, whose identity ilum-
bert discloses out of revenge for her part in the Lolita-
Quilty deceit.l3 A decidedly Nabokovian gesture, this
tangential meeting of an internal, fictional existence
with an external 'reality?'.
Humbertt!s style, his artifice, is never more plainly
he product of his creator than when he is indulging in
the only pastime left to him. "Oh my Lolita, I have only
words to play with" (LO, p. 341), Humbert moans at one point,
lamenting his past losses and present confinement; but it is
through words that Humbert can recreate that earlier time
and bend the bars of his prison cell. VWords being an in-
finitely preciocus commodity to IHumbert, he uses them to
the fullest advantage of his art. Sound patterns, impro-
bable juxtapositions, intrigue him:
', ..llowever -- would there be a spare
cot in 49, Mr. Swine?!
'I think it went to the Swoons,?' said
Swine, the initial old clown. (LO, p. 120)
Word variations, especially plays on Lolita's chameleon name,
are used inventively Dby IIumbert, who describes his nymphet
as M"my dolorous and hazy darling'" (LO, p. 55}, and later
comes un with such 'Tcutesy'! phrases as "summer haze hung
about my little Ilaze™ (LO, p. 61) or "There was no Lo to
behold™ (LO, p. 225). The occasional portmanteau also
enlivens Humbert'!s narrative: Dby crossing "honeymoon! with
Maionsoon, he begets thoneymonscon'™, a coinage which adds

an extra twist to nhis description of John Farlow's romantic



sojourn in India with his young Spanish bride. (LO, p. 2068),

The deftness with which Humbert telescones two werds into
one matches his skill for spliitting a single word intoc two.
It is the latter talent which Humbert demounstrates when he
observes that the psychotherapist and the rapist possess
the same wisdom in diagnosing a case of "backfisch foolery™
(LO, p. 115). The rareflication process which Humbert uses
to discern the frapist" in "psychotherapist® is, according
to Appel, reminiscent of Nabokov's breakdown of "semantic

constitutents in Despair, when he poses a sensible question:

4
v . - . . . . . . r
tWhat is the jest in majesty? This ass in passion?!'™.

It is to be expected, of course, that Humbert's
facility with words will match the author's. If Lolita is
the record of Nabokowv's love affair with the English lan-
guage,ls then Humbert's menoir must bear out this sane
"elegant formula™. O0ddly enough, though, IHumbert's stylis-
tic affections are not always an accurate reflection of the
way in which Nabokov, speaking as Nabokov, would express
nimself. In fact,-Nabokov has invested Humbert with a style
distinctly his own, a preciosity that exceceds even Naboiov's
somewhat pretentious prosc. When Nabokov bezman a written
complaint to the editor of Playboy magazine with: "I am
extremely distrait (as Hwabert Humbert would have put it in
his affected manncr)...",l6 he assumed the artiificial in-
flections of his character while clearly attempting to deny

the likeness between them. Nabokov's implied disavowal



of any stylistic correspondence between himself and Humbert
is not entirely convincing, however. There is an appreciable

distinction between them, but it is one of degree rather than

Vhat one notices immediately about IHumbert's style is
its t'baroque' quality. Highly ornamental and crammed with
nomutilitarian flourishes, Humbert's old-world rhetoric seems
particularly overdon: in conparison to Lolita's clipped Ameri-
can dialect. "Speak English®, Lolita impatiently tells IHum-
hert at one point when, ironically, he is taxing pains to
speak Lolita's tongue" (LO, p. 151). But Humbert'!s poetic
pretensions will not often permit him to express in a few
simple words what could be said eloquently using many. Ilium-
bert's description of his pre-bedtime rambles at the En-
chanted !unters reveals this tendency to speak, as well as
prowl, circuitously:

I wandered through various public

rooms, glory below, gloom above:

for the lookk of lust always is gloomy;

Just is never quite sure -- even when

the velvety victim is locked up in

one's dungeon -~ that some rival devil

or influential god may still not a-

bolish one's prepared triumph. In

common parlance, I nceded a dringg

but there was no barrocom in that

venerable place full of persniring

shilistines and period objects. (LO, p. 127)
ilumbert will often undercut his own eloquence by offering

thie rcader a Ttranslation'! of what he is saying, by re-

verting to "common narlance!, as he has in the above passage.



But his awareness of his inflated style is expressed more
directly when his strong sense of self-irony comes into nlayw.
In the middle of delivering his polished opening remarks to
the Jjury, for example, Humbert bluntly interrupnts himself
te comment: "You can always count on a murderer for a fancy
srose style” (LO, p. 11). A similar act of sudden self-
denizration occurs again when iumbert is whimsically descri-
bing his background:

My very photogenic mother died in a freak

accident (picnic, lightning) when I was

three, and, save for a pocket of warmth

in the darkest past, nothing of her sub-

sists within the hollows and dells of

memory, over which, if you can still stand

my style (I am writing under observation),

the sun of my infancy had set:... (LO, n. 12)
lumbertt's recognition of his stylistic extravagance in these
instances indicates that he is a highly self-conscious nar-
rator who scrutinizes his own motives and mannerisms as
carefully as any hanging judge would.

Humbert's acute self-consciousness, prompted by hnis
awareness that his memoir will be read and possibly used to
incriminate him, results in his assiduous attempts to act
as a reliable narrator. Realizing that the writing of a
memoir is apt to be a rather subjective process, llumbert
very deliberately tries to restrict himself to the objcctive
facts ~-- with questionable success. That he prides himself

on presenting a truthful, plausible version of his story is

anparent when iie remarks:



tThe orange blossom would have

scarcely withered on the grave,!

as a poct wight have said. DBut I

am no noet. I am only a very con-

scientiocus recorder. (LG, p. 74)
Jt is diifficult to believe Humbert's assertion that he is
strictly a M"conscientious rccorder®™, especially in view of
the rather odd fact that he has just demonstrated that he
is a poet, albeit of guestionable talent. Iliumbert's attemnts

to appear conscientious also back-fire when, after infor-

ming the reader that "Iy lawyer has suggested I gzive a clear,

. ) - . . . [ .
franik account of the itinerary we an and Lolita !l rollowed"
(LO, ». 155), he admits shortly afterwards that he is "exag-

serating a little' in his description of the wilds of America.
(LO, ». 170) Ille alsc concedes to heing uncertain about the
facts when outlining his travels with Rita:

I have sonelhow mixed up two events, ny
visit with Rita to 3riceland on our way
to Cantrip, and our nassing throuch
Briceland on our way back to New York,
but such suffusions of swimming colors
are not to be disdained by the artist
in recollection. (LO, ». 203)

But by admitting the Fallibility of memory, lHumbert, like
the narrator of Pnin "indicates that he can be trusted when,

as in this instance, he indicates that he 1s not to be

trustcd”.l/

ilumbert's acute awareness oif what is expeccted oif hiim
as a narrator -- reliability, for one thing -- allows iiim to
ocl the story-telling conventions wiilch hie uses so brilliant-
hiteentii-

iy. lls story taites the parodic form of a racy ed:

- >



century novel or Gothic romance, which fails to live up to
some of its titillative expectations. It becinsg with the
inevitable recounting of thic hero's background, his ideally
happy childliood and his ill-fated romnance with "innocent,
elegant Annabel?, in consequence of which he Cinds himself
eternally enchanted with nymphets. laving nrowvided the
necessary raticnale for his present affliction, and in so
doing, fulfilled the reader's expectation of an explanation
for 'how it all happened?, Ilumbert then directs his efforts
to frustrating the reader's hopes. ile tempts us into be-
lieving that events will conform to a probable pattern where-
by his lechercous impulses will lead him to mufder the mother
of liis child—love, seduce the helnless orphan and eventually
shoot iils unfaithfgl mistress. Dut Charlotte manages to
zget herself clumsily killed by a car swerving to miss a dog,
Lolita winds up playing the wvamp to Tinnocentt Humbert, and
the wvictim of lumbert’s nmurderous rcvenge at the end of the

novel 1s not Lolita (Yas some have thought”) but Nuilty.

Perhaps the bhiggest disanpointment of all for some recaders
is the absence ol staric sexual scenes in the novel. J\ilter
walting with growing imnatience for the crucial rmoment when
Humbert will acquire his nymohet prize, we are cruelly
surpriscd to Lfind that ilumbert ciicoses "not to bore [hisj
lLearned readers with a detailed account of Lolita's Hre-

ey }
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foster false impressions, to trip up his reader. This
tendency is perhaps best described by ilumbert himself when
iie remaris:

As greater authors than I have put
it: 'Let the reader imagine?! etc.
On second thought, I may as well
give those imaginations a «kick in
the pants. (LO, p. 67)

Imagination receives yet another xind of "kick in the pant
with Iumbert'!s unveiling of the mechanics which move his
narrative. Iumbert does not shy away from revealing the
methods that go into the making of his art; quite the con-
trary, he will graciously impart to the reader what he is
doing and why. Towards the end of the novel, when it is

discovered that Quilty was Lolita's elusive lover, Humbert

informs the reader:
Quietly the fusion toolk place, and
everything fell into order, into the
pattern of branches that I have woven
throughout this memoir with the express
purpose of having the ripe fruit fall
at the right nmoment; yes, with the ex-
press and perverse purpose of rendering
- :Lolitq; was talking but I sat mel-
ting in my golden peace -- of rendering
that golden and nonstrous peace through
the satisfaction of logical recognition,
which mv nost inimical reader should
experience now. (LO, p. 274)

ilumbert's ability to provide explanations of his
narrative techniques within the narrative indicates that
he has achieved a certain critical distance from his wor:w.

There are two Humberts, one existing in the past tense and

38
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he other writing in the present about his earlier self.
It is iHlumbert, the author of the memoir, who reccegnizes
retrospectively what llumbert, the character acting out the
original set of events, can not. As the superior version
of himself, Humbert the author is canable of disengaging
himself sufficiently from his autcbiographical counterpart
to write about him, and the whole process of enmeshing him
in art, with detachment.

It is a stunningly dispassionate ilumbert who puts
artistic concerns before emotional ones when describing
Charlotte'?s timely death. Iumbert's pre-eminent concern
over how to render the scene of the accident most effective-
1y inspires the following passage:

I have to put the impact of an instan-

taneocus vision into a sequence ol words;

their physical accumulation in the page

impairs the actual flash, the sharp unity

of impression: Rug-heap, car, old man-

doll, Miss O.'s nurse running with a

rustle, a half-empty tumbler in her

vand, ... (LO, p. 99)
IHumbert is chiefly .preoccupied here with ensuring that the
scene be properly visualized. The effect is cinematic
rather than novelistic. The nage is converted into a novie
screen upon wihiich Humbert »nroiects his mental images.
Humbertts cinematic nerception and projection of his past
is made possible by the detachmment that retrosgnective self-
descrintion permits him. Given the tenporal distance bhe-

tween Iumbert past and lumbert present, what the latter is



doing, in effect, is replaying earlier scenes, and attemp-
ting to reproduce in these the impact of not only "instan-
taneous vision" but immediate vision. This is llumbert's
xnlicit objective when he prefaces one such 'showing? with:
I want ny learned readers tc partici-
pate in the scene I am about to renlay;
T want them to examine its every detail
and see for themselves how careful, how
chaste, the whole wine-sweet event is if
viewed with what my lawyer has called,
in a private talik we have had, 'impartial
sympathy.?! So let us get started. I
have a difficuit job before me. (LO, »n. 59)
By simulating a cinematic replay of that incriminating
Sunday morning iie spent alone with Lolita, Ilumbert pro-
vides visual nroof (albeit spurious) of his probity. The
t7ilm' is introduced as evidence into the imaginary court-
room where he is being tried.
Wnile llumbert's projiection-room antics are used in
some instances to verify the past, they also anticipate
the future conversion of his bookt into film form. Ambitious
Humbert, in addition to writing this "portentous volumel, is
also composing a screen play. The latter concern is apparent
when Humbert, describing himself examining the "rogues gal-
lery" of posters on the wall of the post office, advises a
prospective scrint-writer: "II you want to mace a movie
out of my book, have one of these faces zently melt into my
wn while I loow™ (LO, p. 22.4). Ironically, oi course, a

Cilm version of Lolita was produced in 1y60; but llunbert's

sursestion was apparently ignored by the author of the script.

(¥4
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The Humbert who calmly moderates the movements of his
Ffumbling earlier self does not always maintain hiis detached
composure. Tliere are occasions when his authorial aplomb
dissolves and the jubilant or sufllering individual who
lurks behind the suave writer is revealed. The vividness
with which IIumbert depicts episodes of past pleasure can
revive in him the same ecstasy which attended the original
experience. (Indeed, his motive for writing the memoir may
be in part retrospective voyeurism). Vhen a particularly
nprovocative scene is being portrayed, Humbert may tempora-
rily lose control of the narrative, allowing it to trail off
into specchless ranture. Describing "the honey of a spasm®
he secretly steals from unsuspecting Lolita, he concludes:
miv heart seemed everywhere at once. ~Never in my life --
not even when fondling my child-love in France -- never -—--%
(L0, p. 406). DBut the process of recollection can restore
anguish, as well as ambrosia, to ilumbert. Supposedly over-
cone by the strain of writing the memoir, Humbert experiences
a breakdown in Chapter 26:

This daily headache in the opaque air of
this tombal jail is disturbing, but I
must nersevere. llave written rore than
a hundred pages and not got anvwhere yet.
My calendar is getting confused. That
must have been around August 15, 1947.
Don't think I can go on. Illeart, head

—-— cverything. Lolita, Lolita, Lolita,
Lolita, Lolita, Lolita, Lolita, Lolita,
Lolita. Rewneat till the page is tfull,

printer. (LO, »n. 111)

Despite the somehow studied quality of lumbert's stirring
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outbursts, it seems that when the narrative reaches the peak
points of pleasure and pain, the distance between the two
ilumberts, narrator and character, decreases, and the two
are emotionally unified.

Iumbert's perception of himself as a character is
just as ambiguous as the reader's perception of him as a
narrator. Ilumbert reacts to himself with the same gro-
tesque mixture of delight and disgust that is likely to
characterize the readeris response to nim., Ilis remarkable
candor and self-awareness are never more obvious than when
e is pointing out, for the reader'!s convenience as well as
his own grim satisfaction, certain inconsistencies about his

maxe-up. ile prides himself on being a physically handsone

nan:
I have all the characteristics which,
according to writers on the sex interests
of children, start the responses stirring
in a little girl: clean-cut jaw, muscu-
lar hand, deep sonorous voice, broad
shoulder. Iorcover, I am said to re-
scmble some crooner or aclor chigp on
whom Lo has a crush. (Lo, ». 15

Yet only a »nage later we find him despising his "movie-
land male®™ appearance for the fiendish inner 1life it conceals:
...1 am lanky, big-boned, wooly-
chested llumbert llumbert, with thick
black eyebrows and a queer accent, and
a cesspoolful of rotting monsters be-
hind his slow bovish smile. (LO, p. 40)
Humbert also obligingly points out that he is "an artist

and a madman, a creature of infinite melancholy, with a

e o . .
bubble of hot poison in |his; loins" (LO, p. 19). The
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lurid exaggeration in these passages becomes self-indulgent,
and we begin to suspect that lHumbert thorousghly enjoys the
pen-lashing he gives himself.

There is also a strong elemnent of self-dramatization
in the names Ilumbert bestows upon himseli when he drops into
his third-person narrative voice. lle sympathizes with "Hum-
bert le 3el® having his picture snapped Sy a doting Charlotte,
orr "ilumbert the Humble® who "beat{FJ 2 gloomy retreat" after
being spurned by Lolita, and he is indulgent of "Jean-
Jacques llumbert? with his "old-fashioned, old-world way',
But he is hyperbolically disdainful of scheming and dreaming
Hllumbert the Cubus® and "IHumbert, the popular butcher® of
zirl-children wearing "prim cotton »Hyjamas in popular
butcher-hoy style (LO, p. 110).

The way in which Humbert sees hiimself in relation to
other characters also tends towards ambiguity. ilis Euronean

refinements, his "inherent sensc of the comme il faut" (LO,

D. 24G) give him a certain advantaze over mundane middle-

class America -- or so he thinks. One is inclined to agree
with IIumbert!s tasteiul assessuent of the poshlust ran-

nant in the ultra-bourgeois lloze home. Charlotte's dubious
decorating talents, and llumbert's initial horror at the
prospect of settling among such depressing surroundings are

revealed when ilumbert comments in the middle of his house-

Zut there was no question of my settling
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there. I could not be happy in that type
of household with bedraggled magazines on
every chair and a liind of horrible hybridi-
zation between the comedy of so-called
functional modern furniture'! and the tra-
gedy of decrepit rockers and rickety lamp
tables with dead lamps. I was led up-
stairs, and to the left -- into 'my! room.
I inspected it through the mist of my utter
rejection of it; but I did discern above
'Tmy? bed Rene Prinet's 'Kreutzer Sonata.?
(LO, pp. 39-40)

= 1 . " -

Somewhat less offensive to lumbert's haut gout is the ple-
bianism of little llaze. DBut while vulzarity is an essen-

tial part of the nymphet's sexual charms, its unattractive

side does 1ot go unncticed by llumbert when he remarks:
_Lolitaiit was to whom ads were dedicated:
the ideal consumer, the subject and ‘object
of every foul poster. And she attempted
~— unsuccessfully -- to patronize only
those restaurants where the holy spirit
of IHuncan Dines had descended upon the
cute paper napkins and cottage-cheese
crested salads. (LO, p. 150)

As desirable as Lolita may be in some respects, then,
Humbert must admit that "entally, I found her to be a dis-
gustingly conventional little girl"™ (LO, p. 150).

Humbert may shinc in matters of taste and breeding,
but his moral conduct leaves him open to self-reproach. lle
comes to regret very deeply his carlier insensitivity to
Lolita "and her sobs in the night -- every night, every
nizght -- the moment {he: feigned sleep® (LO, ». 178). What

also hunibles hiim with hindsight i1s the realization that ¥it

l- 3 ! - LY - - -
was always | his! habit and method to ignore Lolita's states

of mind while comforting his own base self™ (L0, p. 2:30).



Ilumbert's smug sense of intellectual superiority to Lolita
would not allow him to consider, with any seriousness, the
mind of his gum-chewing, nose-~piciking concubine. But after
overhearing Lolita comment to a friend that "whattl!s so

dreadful about dying is that you are completely on your own',
IIumbert is struck by the thought that:

...l simply did not know a thing about
my darling's mind and that quite nossi-
bly, behind the awful juvenile cliches,
there was in her a zarden and a twilight,
and a palace gate -~ dim and adorable
regions whicl happened to be lucidly and
absolutely forbidden te me, in my pollu-
ted rags and miserable convulsions...
(L_Q_s Pe 256)

Desnising himself for his insensitivity to Lolita, for his

g

moral sins against her and for those intellectual preten-

sions that caused him to speak condescendingly to her in

—
H .
i P

{

his

— -1

"on artificial tone of voice that set | teeth on edge™

1.

)

(LO, ». 286), Humbert can only conclude that he is far less
worthy of Lolita than is her unkempt, uncouth husband:

ile was a lamb. le had cupped her Floren-
tine bhreasts. Ilis fingernails were black

and broken, but the phalanges, the whole
carpus, the strong shapely wrist were far,
far finer than mine: I have hurt too much
too nany bodies with my twisted v»oor hands

to be praud of them. Freunch epitheis, a
Dorset yoikel's knuckles, an Austrian tailor's
Flat finger tips -- that's Illumbert iiumbert.
(LO, p. 270)

It is not only in relation to wwrefined Dicik Schiller
J
that lumbert senses lils own inferiority; plagued by what he

himsell terms a "hersecution mania®, llumbert secs himselfl
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throughout the novel as a victim, embroiled in the obscure
designs of "gnarled lcTate", or Gustave Trapp or Clare
Quilty (the three become almost indistinguishabhle in Hum=-
bert!s muddled mind). Initially, fate is a pleasant ab-
straction, a M"synchronizing phantom™, that conveniently dis-
poses of Charlotte and makes possible Humbert's subsequent
arrangenent with Lolita. DBut as Illumbert becomes nore deeply
entangled in licFate's web, he begins to feel the influence
of "a kind of secondary fate (McFate's inent secretary, so
to speak) pettily interfering with the boss's generous magni-
ficent plan® (LO, ». 115). This "secondary fate" eventually
materializes as Clare Quilty, ilumbert’s fiendisii counterpart

r T -
{Humbertj and [his!

who "succeéd&ﬂ in thoroughly enmeshing
thrashing anguish in his demoniacal game™ (LO, p. 251).
Quilty also succeeds in spiriting away Humbert's nymphean
prize, leaving the underdog ulterly defeated in this contest
caged by fate.

There are a number of instances in Lolita when Ilum-
bert!'s rclationship to his co-characters shifts so that he
is writing directly to them, rather than about them. Ilis
nredilection {or addressing tie other characters as an
audience is evident in the occasional parenthetical Tasides?
that crop up in his narrative. After relating Jean Farlow's:
narting words to a newly-widowed lHumbert, in which she re-
veals ner furtive attraction to hiim, lie adds: "(Jean, what-

ever, wherever jyou are, in ninus space-time or plus sounl-



time, forgive me all this, parenthesis included)" (LO,

p. 104). while HHumbert is appropriately sober when addres-
sing certain deceased parties, his tone becones playful

when e acinowledges the nresence of those characters who
will be future readers of the memoir. IHumbert is trans-
formed into a gregarious showman when he shouts a cheerful
creeting to the kind doctor who treated Lelita for bronchitis:

Around Christmas she caught a bad chill

and was examnined by a friend of HMiss

Lester, a Dr. Ilse Tristramson (hi, Ilse,

vou were a dear, uninquisitive soul, and

yvou touched my dove very gently)}. (LO, »n. 200)

Iumbert later waves a similar fond hello to Rita, his post-

Lolita fling:

There is no earthly reason why I should
dally with her in the margin of this
sinister memoir, but let me say (hi, Rita
-- wherever you are, drunik or hangoverish,
Rita, hi?!) that she was the nost soothing,
the nost comprehending companion that I
ever had, and certainly saved me from the
nadhouse. (LO, p. 261)

Ilumbert's awaréness of his audience, his creation of
that audience in fact, is almost immediately cvident in the
novel. A conversation between himsell and liis supposed
reader is simulated when he adopts a question-and-answer

format early in his confession:
Did she have a precursor? She did,
indeed she did. In point of fact,
there mirsht have been no Lolita at
all had I not loved, onec surumer, a
certain initial girl-child. In a
princedom by the sea. UOh when? About
as many years before Lolita was born
as my age was that suwmmer. (LO, p. 11)
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Ilumbert then proceeds to draw the reader physically into
his narrative by handing hin sore pictures to peruse: I am

moing to pass around in a ninute some lovely gloss-blue
20

Jeie

cture postcards™ (L0, ». 11).

e

Conversation becomes cross-examination when Humbert's
variocus legal interrogators are introduced into his narrative.
At times, he envisions himself as "llumbert Iumbert sweating in
the fierce white light, and howled at, and trodden upon By
sweating policemen™ (LO, p. 72). Ilumbert's sense of being
nounded by a relentless team of detectives is also evident
in a later nassage:

Sometines...Come on, how often exactly,
Bert? Can you recall four, five, more
such occasions? Or would no human heart

have survived two or three? Sometimes
(I have nothing to say in reply to wvour

v

question)... (LO, p. 194)
Having possibly experienced a version of this gruelling in-
quisition after being apprehended by the police, Humbert
inserts these scenes to represent impressionistic flash-
backs to the recent past.

At the time of writing his confession, Humbert has
not yet appeared before the court; all references to his
indomitable jury are therefore flash-forwards to a notional
future. Althouzh Humbert tells us at the end of the novel
that he had decided in mid-composition against using his
notes as part of his legal defense, remarks directed to

judge and jurymen remain intact throughout the narrative.
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It serves Humbert's rhetorical style well to plead his case
before a hypothetical panel of jurists. His confessicn is
made to acquire a sense of urgency when he appeals to his
inflexible listeners: "Gentlemen of the jury! DBear with
me! Allow me to take just a tiny bit of your preciocus time!
(Lo, p. 125). The suspect truths he relates seem more
credible somehow when he is able to anticipate the tempera-
ments and doubts of his judges:

Frigid gentlewomen of the jury?! I

had thoughts that months, perhaps

years, would elapse before I dared

to reveal myself to UVolores Haze;

but by six she was wide awake, and

by six fifteen we were technically

lovers. I am going to tell you some-

thing very strange: it was she who

seduced me. (LO, p. 134)
Realizing that it is the "frigid gentlewomen' in the audience
who are least likely to understand or believe this scandalous
statement, he directs his remarks specifically to them, not
so much to solicit their favour, perhaps, as to shock them.
Humbert is, after all, something of an exhibitionist, who
writes this memoir to flaunt, as well as atone for, his past
sins.

In preparing his defense, lumbert considers not only
the presumed reactions of those who sit in judgment on him,
but the advice of the lawyer who assists his cause. Aware
that his notes will be checiked over scrupulously by his

attorney ("Clarence -Choate Clark, Esq., now of the District

of Columbia bar™, John Ray kindly informs us), llumbert



directs him not to alter a fortuitous error in the manu-
script: "(I notice the slip of my pen in the preceding
paragraph, but please do not correct it, Clarence)}™ (LO,
5. 34). Humbert later apologizes to Clarence for any in-
accuracies in his account of the route he and Lolita fol-
lowed during their grand tour of America:

(this is not too clear I am afraid,
Clarence, but I did not xeep any notes,
and have at my disposal only an atro-
ciously crippled tour bocock in three
volumes, almost a symbol of my torn and
tattered past, in which to check these
recollections)... (LO, p. 156)

Apparently, Humbert is attempting to be "a very conscien-
tious recorder” to benefit his position at trial.

That liumbert is concerned with vindicating, or at
least lessening, his guilt as a sexual offender is clear.
Citing a few pertinent precedents, he reminds us that:

After all, Dante fell madly in love with
his Beatrice when she was nine, a spark-
ling girleen, painted and lovely, and be-
jeweled, in a crimson frock, and this was
in 1274, in Florence, at a private feast
in the merry month of May. And when
Petrarch fell madly in love with his
Laureen, she was a fair-haired nymphet

of twelve running in the wind, in the
pollen and dust, a flower in flight, in
the beautiful plain as descried from the
hills of Vaucluse. (LO, p. 21)

Unfortunately for Humbert, he has managed to mingle fact

with wishful thinking in his account of these two 1mmortal

love affairs: there was no romance between the nine year-

cld Dante and Beatrice, age eight; and Petrarch was twenty-



three when he met Laura, whosc age has never been deter-

. 21 . , ) b .
mined. Humbert's tendency to alter the historical, and
even geographical, facts to Favour his own position is also
apparent in his trumped-up account of the 'laws?!, ancient
and recent, which support his innocence:

The stipulation of the Roman law,
according to which a girl may marry at
twelve, was adopted by the Church, and
is still preserved, rather tacitly, in
some of the United States. And fifteen
is lawful everywhere. There is nothing
wrong, say both hemispheres, when a brute
of forty, blessed by the local priest and
bloated with drink, sheds his sweat-
drenched finery and thrusts himself up
to the hilt into his youthful bride._ 'In
such stimulating temperate climates ! says
an o0ld magazine in this prison library. as
St. Lcuis, Chicago and Cincinnati, girls
mature about the end of their twelfth
yvear.?! Dolores laze was born less than
three hundred miles from stimulating Cincin~
nati. I have but followed nature. (LO, p. 137)

Humbert arrives at his conclusion, that he has "but followed

nature®, by what is for him a typical route: he begins with

fact, noves on to lascivious fancy and then indulges in sone

syllogistic reasoning that leaves neither the reader nor

likely himsell convinced that he has behaved admirably.
Whether lumbert could manage to sway a stodgy jury

is doubtful; he finds a morec receptive audience, however,

in his ideal reader, whom he prefers to visualize as a

thlond-bearded scholar with rosy lips sucking la pomme de

a canne as he quaffs my manuscript!" (LO, p. 225). The

"satient reader whose meek temper Lolita ouzht to have
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copied™ (LO, p. 141) will indeed be willing to sympathize

1

with Hlumbert's situation. It is mainly this compliant
audience that llumbert addresses with great show of fami-
liarity when he comments:

The reader will regret to learn that
soon after my return to civilization
I had another bout with insanity (if
to melancholia and a sense of insuf-
ferable oppression that cruel term
nust be appliied). (LO, p. 36)

or:
The reader knows what importance I at-
tached to having a bevy of page girls,
censclation prize nymphets, around my
Lolita. (LO, p. 192)

or:

Imagine me, reader, with my shyness,
my distaste for ostentation, my inherent
sense of the comme il faut, imagine ne
masiking the frenzy of my grief with a
trembling ingratiating smile while devi-
sing some casual pretext to f£lip through
the hotel register... (LO, pp. 249-350)

But IHumbert realizes that not all his readers will
be as appreciative of his predicament as he would hope.
‘here is bound to be a portion of his audience who will
bear a greater resemblance to the "learned reader (whose
eyebrows, I suspect, have by now traveled all the way to
the back of his bald head)" (L0, ». 50) than to the "blond-
bearded scholar™. he censorious reader is the one who

—_ =

. . g . . ; n
will be nmore inclined to "sivzle [ llumbert: to death than

understand his whims or nod in agreenent when Humbert claims

to have a Y"distaste for ostentation?®,



while Illumbert is usually attuned to those aspects
of his confession which are apt to shocit some of his ob-
servers, occasionally he will grossly misinterpret his
reader's response to an incident he relates, and unwittingly
hang himnself in the process. In the course of describing
how it was his onractice to bribe Lolita for sexual favours
and later wrencih the coins she had earned from her clenched
fist, he remarks:

0 Reader! Laugh not, as you imagine me,
on the very rack of joy noisily emitting
dimes and quarters, and great big silver
dollars like some sonorous, Jjingly and
wholly demented machine vomiting riches;
and in the margin of that leaping epilep-
sy she would firmly clutch a handful of
coins in her little fist, which, anyway,

"I used to pry open afterwards unless she
save me the slip, scrambling away to hide
her loot. (LO, p. 189)

Laugh! Little does lHumbert realize here that we are more
inclined to loathe him than laugh at him. It might also
disconcert the reader to hear Humbert blithely wvoice his

anxiety over Lolita's welfare:

My cherce Dolores! I want to protect
you, dear, from all the horrors that hap-
pen to little girls in coal sheds and alley
ways, and, alas, comme vous le savez tron
bien, ma gentille, in the blue-berry woods
during the bluest of summers. (L0, p. 1351)

For the conventional "prudent papa™, this concern for the
safety of his child would bhe approvable; for ilumbert iHumbert,
daughter-debaucher, the sentiment is overdone to the point

of self-parody. liumbert is {lozging himself with the irony

=i
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hat he has done more prolonged damage to Lolita than any
one incident in a coal shed or alley way could inflict, and
he fairly invites the recader's disapproval by maiking such
sanctimonious statements.

In the [inal analysis, the reader (at least this
reader) of Ifumbert'?!s story will not be so repelled by its
"denented diarist™ that he cannot feel some pity for him
as well. Although Nabokov considers Humbert "a vain and

22
cruel wretch who manages to appear ‘touching''h, the as-
sessment seems overly narsh. Throughout most of the novel
Ilumbert is as nasty as Nabokov claims; yet we cannot help
feeling the occasional twinge of genuine sympathy for "iHum-
bert the Hound, he sad-cyed degenerate cur clasping the boot
that would nresently «ick him away" (LG, p. 62). Illumbert's
canine devotion to an insouciant Lolita is truiy touching.
When Lolita is hospitalized in Elphinstone, his insistence
that he be allowed "to spend the night on a 'welcome' mat in
a corner of their damn hospital'™ {LO, p. 242) indicates the
extent of his devotion to his mistress. "Who can say what
heartbreaiks are caused in a dog by discontinuing a romp?!
(Lo, ». 240), Humbert wonders after Lolita abandons a play-
ful pup in mid-frolic. Perhaps no one is in a better nosi-
tion than [umbert to answer that question after Lolita
deserts him in similar fashion.

It is in the final nazes of Lolita that our wavering

comnassion for llumbert is solidilied. Before llumbert de-
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scribes how he talkes his long-awaited revenge on Quilty

he undergoes an extended moment of truth in which his
serious voice finally manages to ovérride his derisive one.
ilis inglorious epiphany amounts to his confessing both to
himself and the reader the disquieting knowledge that he
had>previously zlossed over: hat Lolita's "dreamy-sweet
radiance” which he cherished so highly was never directed
towards him, that she had never considered him a person

at all, but "just two eyes and a foot of engorged brawn”
(LO, p. 285). What intensifies lumbert'!s anguish is the
fact that déspite Lolita's utter indifference to him in the
past, and her now "ruined looks and adult, rope-veined nar-
row hands and lier goose-flesh white arms and her shallow
ears, and her unkempdt armpits® (L0, n. 279), Humbert is yet
able to say with absolute certainty that "I loved her more
than anything I had ever seen or imagined on earth, or hoped
for anywhere else'™ (LO, p. 279). These crucial and painful
admissions represent l[lumbert's confession-within-a-confession.
With no archness, no irony, no defenses whatsoever separating
lHumbert from the reader, he becomes wholly pitiable.

m

The hisghest tribute the reader can offer Humbert is

L]
not pity, not forgiveness, but immortality. This is pre-
cisely what Humbert offers Lolita when he concludes:

I am thinking of aurochs and angels, the
secret of durable nigments, prophetic
sonnets, the refurge of art. And this

is the only immortality you and I navw
share, 1y Lolita. (LU, p. 311)



All we need do to ensure llumbert'!s continued existence in

"the refuge of art™ is conply with a request made implicitly

-

by any character in & worik of fiction: "Imagine me; I shall

not exist if you do not imagine me" (LO, p. 131).



Chapter Three -- "Plexed Artistry®

...this centaur-work of Nabokov, half poen,

half prose, this merman of the deep, is a

creature of perfect beauty, symmetry, strange-

ness, originality, and moral truth. Preten-

ding to be a curio, it cannot disguise the

fact that it is one of the very great works

of art of this century, the modern novel

that v g thought ead an at was

that everyone thought dead d that

only playing possum.
This is how Mary McCarthy appraised Nabokov'!s controversial
fourteenth novel in an early article on Pale Fire. Iller extra-
vagant claims for the novel were not endorsed by other re-
viewers, though. Nabokov's more astringent critics tended to.
express qualilified disfavour for the book or, as in Dwight
Macdonaldts case, flatly denounce it as "high-class doodling
...as boring as any exhibition of wvirtuosity disconnected
o . 2 s . .
from feeling and thought!. Divisions of opinion over the
literary merits of Pale Fire persist; too esoteric to achieve
a consensus of greatness and far too ingenious ever to be
shelved and forgetten, Pale Fire continues to please some

readers, pique others, and inspire a seesaw combination of

both reactions in an irresolute many.

\

The novel is composed of four unequal parts: a 999~
line poem by the beloved American poet-scholar John Shade

and, enclosing and engulfing this unfinished magnum opus, a

foreword, commentary, and index by Shade's crackpot collecague
Charles Kinbote. This is both the method and the matter of
Pale Fire. The way in which the novel is structured, an aca-

demic ratio of one part Shade to three parts Kinbote, denotes

(W
~l



the concept of exegetical thievery which is the ground-level
theme of Pale Fire. The novel is a tour de farce version of
a frenetic, self-indulgent editor's supererogatory perfor-
mance of his duties. In a characteristically Nabokovian in-
version of the commonplace, the creative artist loses his
place in the spotlight to his parasitic annotator in this
simulated edition of a prodigicus literary worik and its con-
tentious commentary.
It has been suggested by Page Stegner that the in-

subordinate Dr. Kinbote dominates the novel even more than
is readily apparent; Xinbote has authored "Pale Fire™ as well
as its surrounding text, submits Stegner.3 Refuting this
theory and feversing it, Andrew Field proposes that it is
John Shade who has written both the poem and the gloss, and
that:

Positing Kinbote as the prime author (in

addition to the fact that it contradicts

all the many secret notes left throughout

the novel) is, in a sense, just as confu-

sing as the apparently obvious idea that

Kinbote and Shade are quite separ'ate.4
Both hypotheses are unprovable and unnecessary. Stegner'ts
belief that a sane, sensible poem like "Pale Fire" could have
sprung from the warped mind of an institutionalized Kinbote
seems especially ludicrous; a lunatic could not have sustained
the €GO lines-worth of luciditly that went into the composition

of this poem, nor could he have consistently misinterpreted

his own creation in the acconmnpanyving commentary. IField’'s
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idea is slightly more workable in that, as he himself points
out, it is easier to conceive of a mentally balanced person

-
inventing an imbalanced persona.D (Indeced, Nabokov has en-
gineered precisely this feat in Lolita and the novel at hand.)
Yet there is insuifficient evidence to support Field's notion
that Kinbote and his commentary are Shade's fabrications.
ilad Yabokov intended such a subterfuge, he would have supplied
clearly marked signposts to aid in the detection of the 'truef

-4

author, as he does in Transparent Things, a detective novel

of sorts in which the reader is required to determine the
identity of the elusive narrator on the basis of strategic,
but ultimately obviocus clues. Although Field states that
there are ''secret notes™ scattered throughout Pale Fire which
verify Shade's prime authorship, he does not elaborate on
where these are to be found, and without his help, tlhese seen
too well-hidden to be detected. The Mapparently obvious idea™
may very well ring truest since, as Rebert Alter points ocut:

This novel is not a Jamesian experiment in

reliability of narrative point-of-view, anu

there is no reason to doubt the existence

of the basic fictional data -- the Poem and

its author, on the one hand, and the mad

Commentary and its perpetrator on the other,

inverted left hand.V

Naboitov casually cxperiunented with the concept of

double narration in Lolita, where he first cmnloyed a comnmen-—
tary-versus-text Lormnat. ‘he relationshiip between John Ray

Jr. and Humberi Humbert was not of major importance to Lolita,

althougihh it did serve as an interesting sidelight. In Pale
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Fire, however, the interconnection between the commentary and
the text proves far more essential to the narrative design,
nartly becausce the role-balance between the two narrators has
been significantly altered. The commentator?s role in Pale
Fire is expanded considerably and the creative artist's
status reduced to accommo&ﬁn the resulting encroachment on

1is territory. Rather than merely supplying explanatory notes

beed

to the main text, as duty-bound John Ray did, Kinbote facti-
ticusly becomes an integral part of that text. Another type
of shift in balance is also worth noting: the combination of’
stolidly sane commentator and madman artist produced in
Lolita is qp—ended in Pale Fire where a madman conmnmentator

and a sane ({(but not stolid) artist are jarringly juxtaposed.

When asiked in an interview for 3BC Television where
he exists in his fiction, Nabokov replied:

...l think I'm always there; there's no
difficulty about that. Of course, there

is a certain type of critic who when re-~
viewing a work of fiction keeps dotting

all the i's with the author's head. Re-
cently one anonynous clown, writing on Pale
Fire in a XNew Yorik book review, mistook all
the declarations of my invented commentator
in the book for my own. It is also true that
somne of mt responsible characters are given
some of ny own ideas. There is John Shade
in Pale Fire, the poet. lle does borrow

some of my own opinions. There is one pas-
sage of his poem which is part of tihc booi,
where he savs sonmething I think I can en-
dorse...: *T loathe such things as jazz,

the white-hosed moron torturing a black bull,
rayed with red, abstractist bric-a-brac,
prinitivist folk-masks, progressive schools,
nusic in supermaricets, swimming pools, brutes,
bores, class-conscious philistines, Freud,
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tlarx, fake thinkers, puffed-up noets,
frauds and shariks'®.’/

Nabowov's remarks confirm what is probably self-evident:
there is an observable affinity Dhetween himsellf and his more
"responsible narrator. Exactly what Nabokov neans by "re-
sponsible™ involves some guess-work. Sound of mind, perhaps.
Of Naboxov's turn of mind, more likely.
It is unusual for Habokov to clhicose as his raisonneur
a homely native American poet. Nabokov more commonly im-
- . . . 5 . . Id .y ,
niants his wit and wisdom in suave emigrc types like the
narrator of Pnin, whose background corresponds more closely
to his own. DBut John Shade is the son of ornithologists, a
life-long resident of New Wye, aAppalachia, and an aging poet
who is often likened to Robert Irost, and whose works, like
Frost's, are read by all the school children of America.
Given this brief dossier of Shade's private life and public
inage, 1t is debatable whether hiec could come up with such
cosmopolitan statements as:
'T have never aclknowledged printed praise
though sometimes I longed to embrace the
slowing image of this or that paragon of
discernment; and I have never bothered to
lean out or my window and empty my scoramis
on some poor hacii's pate. I regard both
the demolishnent and the rave with like
detachment. ' (PF, p. 111)
Shade's improbable urbanity is apparent also in his couversa-
tion with Kinbote on "the subject orf teaching siiakespeare at
college level':

'First ol all, dismiss idcas, and social
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background and train the freshman to
shiver, to get drunic on the poetry of
Hamlet or Lear, to read with his spine
and not with his sikull.' (inbote: ‘'You
appreciate particularly the purple nas-
sages??! Shade: "Yes, my dear Charles,
I roll upon them as a grateful mongrel
on a spot of turf fouled by a Great
Dane.! (PF, p. 112)

It is possible that Kinbote has touched up Shade's language

in these passages which appear in the commentary; if

so, the
failure to fuse voice with character is understandable. In
Shade's noem, which supposedly has not suffered directly from
Jr. Kinbote's editorial tampering, the level of diction is
simpler, more colloquial, and therefore more suited to the
speaxer.

While Nabokov expressly confers most of his own ideas
on the distinguished poet, Jolin Shade, he does toss an occa-
sional bone to his ignominious commentator as well. Kinbote
sneaiks for his creator when he expresses his beliefl 1in

...the basic fact that "reality" is nelther

the subject nor the object of true art

which creates its own special reality having

nothing to do with average "reality" per-

ceived by the communal eye. (PF, p. 94)
This is something that Nabowov could have, and in {act has,
undorscd.d Similarly, the concept of the artist as conjuror
witich Rinbote invoices wiien he conments that "shade's poenm is,
indeed, that sudden f{lourish of magic: mnmy gray-haired friend,

iy beleved old conjuror, put a pacs of index cards into his

i.ut -- and shoo out a poem™ (PF, p. 13) is reminiscent of
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Naboicovts familiar image of himself as a "native-illusionist.
“pac-tails flying”.9 'In his more lucid moments, Kinbhote
maes a far more plausible raisonneur than does John Shade.
Nabokov!s words seem more adaptable to this Zemblan psycho-
nomd whose foreign swanlk and florid elocution bring hin
closer to Nabokov's sensibility than the esteemed author
would probably have cared to admit.

Kinbote is a madman, though, an obsessive paranociac,
a fancier of faunlets, and a campus joke. Add to this list
of disagreeable features the fact that Kinbote has bad breath
and you have a character whose ludicrousness precludes serious
identification with Nabokow.

As if Nabokov's existence in his art were not con-
spicuous enough, the author inserts a few of "those dazzling

10

coincidences that logicians loathe and poets love"® to point

¢irectly to his presence beyond the [iction. Nabokov's pup-
peteer strings suddenly become visible when a pregnant re-
ference to "lurricane Lolita' appears in Shade's Poem (11. 670~
50). A provocative name for a tempest, the full force of
which is not felt by Shade, who benignly goes on to report
that Mlars clowed. Shahs marricd. Gloemy Russiuns spiced®
|

(1. G81). XHaboizov's espionasge is noorly concecaled, and de-~

liberately so. llec clearly invites detection when he has

r

shade exclaim a curious endecarment teo lils wirfe: ™Iy dark
Vanessa, crimson-barred, ny blest/ !y Admirable Butterfly"
. .
¢

(11. 270-1). It has already been noted in the discussions

¥
o
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of I’'nin and Lolité that the mere nmention of a butterfly in
Haboxov'!s art woris 1like a magic wand tapped agalnst a table-
top: the auther instantly appears through a puff of smoke.

A nmore dimportant consideration than the narratorst
relationship with the author in Pale Fire is the connection
between the narrators themselves. A ey to the nature of

their conscciation can be found by consulting the source from

whichh Shade borrowed the title ""Pale Fire". The relevant

passage anpears in Timen of Athens, Act IV, Scene 3:
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction
Robs the vast sea; the moon'!s an arrant thief
And her nale fire she snatches from the sun.

These lines can be related directly to Winbote's literal and
academic appropriation of Shade's manuscript. The co-presence
- . . . . .o .
of a daylight radiance and its lunar reflection, this dazzling
synthesis of sun and star"™ in John Shade's prophetic words, is
an appropriate paradigm for the Shade-Kinbote relaticonship.

Kinbote'!s obliviousness to. the posthunious wrong he has commit-
ted against Shade is emphasized by the commentator'!s {ruit-
less efforts to find any mention of M"pale fire™ in his Uncle
Conmalts Zemblan translation of Shalkesneare which Kinbote
re-translates into English:

The sun is a thief: she lures the sca

and robs it. The moon is a thief:

he steals his silvery lisht rfrom the sun.

The sea is a thieif: it dissclves thie moon.

(PF, 5. 38)

It is more than likely that even with the passage nroperly

disnlayed before him, Jinbete would not have appreciated its



ulterior significance.

Sunremely Dlest, the title of Shade's critical study

or the woriis of Alexander Powne, derives from a nassage in

Aan Issay on Man which also has direct bearing on the relation-

©

siiin between noet and paraphrast in Pale Fire:

See the beggar dance, the cripple sing,

The sot a hero, lunatic a ing;

The starving chenist in his golden views

Supremely blest, the noet in his Huse.

(2:267-70)
The combination of lunatic king and supremely blest poet is,
of course, the structural basis of the novel. It should be
noted, however, and it already has been by Robert Alter, that
what unites the two thematically is a reference to the al-
chemist, who persistently attempts to change base metals inte
zold., Alter suggest that what this represents in terms of
Pale TFire is the noet who "deludes himself by imagining he
can transform the death-sodden mire of existence into a pel-
: EI = e LT 11 ll ™ 41 - 1

lucid artifice of eternity®. Put another way, the alche-
nist's pursuits are a metaphor for KXinbote's efforts to ecn-
lhance the Ffundamental product of Shade's creativity by giving
it greater personal value.

The ouvening lines ol "Pale Fire™ place an additional
construction on the relationship between Shade anda Kinbote:
"T was the shadow of the waxwing slain/ Dy the Cfalse azure in
the windowpane® (11. 1-2). Critics have already expended a

creat deal of exegetical energy on the significance of this

counlet, in which are found the scenariec and circumstances
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of Pale Fire. It conjures up a mental picture of John Shade

reating his verse autobiozgranhy (his shadow) and XKinbote

surrentitiously watching the nrocess through the windownane

which reflects and distorts Shade's activities intec a Yzem—
blance?! of Xinbote's fabulous nast. ‘his is the second level

s

of interpretation in lPale Fire, the piano nobile according to

HeCarthy, “hat Kinbote nerceives in "the false azure

.

of the windowpane” is his private reality, a far more exotic

b

reality than life in New VWye can offer him. Ilie fancies him-

1]

self the exiled King of Zembla (significantly vthe land o

mirrors") wlho is being pursued half-way around the world by an

A

inent nolitical assassin. Convinced that this thrilling per-
sonal histofy which he has related many times over to Shade
is the inspniration for the poet's present project, Xinbote
manages to synchronize the events of the poem with what is
transpiring in his own mental cosmos. "Pale Fire® has pre-
cicus little to do with Zemblan alfairs, of course,13 and
Kinbote's attempts to attach his highly individualized
meanings to this otherwise straightforward poem rail when
considered in terms of the "'reality! perceived by tihe com-
mmnal eye”, Lilte the crystal of snow that setties on the
crystal of Shade's watch, Xinbote's rragile fantuasies dis-
solve alter prolonged ceontact with the more durable reality
of Shade's pocn (

What the poem and its antithetical comnmentary are

" 4 . .o . 7
'reall? about is Mliants life as a commentary to abstruse/



unfinished poem™ -~ the relationship between life and art, in

otlier words (PF, ». 48). The implications of this "Note Ior

't -

further use" are later develoned more fully Dy Shade as he

draws the noem to a climactic conclusion:

But 2ll at once it dawned on me that this
wWas the real point, the contrapuntal theme;
Just this: not text, but texture; not the dreanm
But topsy-turvical coincidence,
Not [linsy nonsense, but a web of sense.
Tes! It sulficed that I in 1ife could find
Serme xind of link-and-bobolink, some kind
of correlated nattern in the game,
Plexed artistry, and sometiiing of the sane
Pleasure in it as theyr who nlaved it rfound.
(i1. 8006-13)

L1y

Ustensibly, Shade has craciked the code of his existence in
this passage; bult he exercised greater powers of insight than
e can appreciate, for he has also revealed the complex
mechanism of the entire novel. With Nabokov's help, Shade
has mapped out here thie precise meeting »noint of two nlanets .
in this "game of worlds": Jfembla and New Wye.

The oracular messages that Naboicov has distributed
throughout Shade's nortion of the narrative inform the reader
of what has happened or is about to hanpen in Pale Fire (the
ver tense can be vériod to suit the reading order: poenm
rollowed by commentary if we nroceed according to habditb;

~

commentary Uirst, if we follow Kinbote's instructions). XKin-

P

bote's more than ample share of the narrative represents the

obscurum ner obscurius device in the novel. llis commentary

reads like an extended dramatic monologue, anad like Jobert

Srouning's more memorable nersonae, Kinbote is a psycholo-
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sically complex character who reveals himself indirectly,
14

ironically, through his own words.  ~ i

Wiat he says cannot be
talien at face value, nor can his descant be dismissed as the
nonsensical ravings of a 'mere'! madman. It is left largely
to the reader to weigh Kinbote's words, to sift Tact Zrom
fable and to understand the artful interweaving of the two.
The narrative design of Pale Fire can be described
15

as "the flizht of an author from his editor®™,. John Shade's

HElight", unlike Pnints, is really quite passive since he is
most artistically caged® by an unscrupulous commentator who
has taken advantage of his death and his widow's griel [first
to steal and later to pervert his manuscript. HNevertheless,
it is apparént that even before Shadel!s death, Kinbote was in
hot pursuit of his reticent subject, with whom he assumed a
sreater intimacy than that subject was willing to reciprocate.
{inbote prides himself{ on having been Shadel's "discrcet com-
saniont and "an intimate friend of his"™ in the same way that
tie narrator of Pnin falsely represented himself as being a
fast friend of his demurring hero.

Wnile Xinbote is already overstating the closeness
tiiat existed between himself and Shade, he cannot help wishing

Il

hat there had been nore betwecen them than sinply [riendshin.

b

In the recesses of untrammeled imagination, Xinbote conjures

»

11 scenes hie would lite to have acted ot with shade:

what would I not have given for the poet's
suifering another heart attack (see line
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691 and note) leading to my being called
over to their house, all windows ablaze,

in the middle of the night, in a great

warm burst of sympathy, coffee, telephone
calls. Zemblan herbal receipts (they worx
wonders!), and a resurrected Shade weeping
in ny arms ("There, there, John'). But on
those rMarch nights their house was as blacik
as a coffin. And when physical exhaustion

i
1

and the sepulchral cold drove me at last
unstairs to ny solitary double bed, I would
lie awake and breathless -- as if only now
living consciously through those perilous
nights in my country, where at any moment,
a company of jittery revolutionists might
enter and hustle me off to a moonlit wall.
(PE, ». 70)

linbote'ls desire to enter the Shade home {(a luxury often
forbidden to him by the poet's "jealous" wife), and to hold

Siiade at a tender moment is indicative of his covetous urge

L=

to usurp Sybil's place in the poet?s life. Denied this en-

chianting nossibility, Ninbote, like a dutiful Freudian sub-

iject, retreats to his "solitary double bed" where he trans-

fers his thwarted aspirations to the continuation of his
more accessible fantasy life. A more blatant suggestion of
{inbote's homosexual interest in Shade occurs when {inbote,
after neceting Sybil on her way to town, proceeds to "nursetd;
some hones for the evening’, by which he ucans spend some time
alone with John. ®I grant you," dinbote adds Lor the John
Xays in the audience, "I wvery much resembled a lean wary lover
taking advantage of a young husband's being alone in the
iwousel!™ (PP, p. 203). DBut since «inbote can not have his

lover, e claims the product of their union instead: the
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ncem which he supposes he has inspired Shade to write. The

realization that he has no real part in this manuscript, that

in fact it 1s Sybil who

P

g
LS

igures promninently in this autobio-
graphy, does not prompt Xinbote to desﬁroy it, iedda Gabler
fashion, but to comfortably distort it into a testimonial to
the creative alliance between the poet and himself.

3ecause Kinbote considers himself the raison dletre
for "Pale Fire"™ despite all evidence to the contrary, he must
rationalize his anparent absence in the pnoen:

although I realize only too clearly, alas,
that the result, in its pale and diaphanous
phase, cannot be regarded as a direct echo
of my narrative (of which, incidentally,
only a few fragments are given in my notes
" —— mainly to Canto One), one can hardly
doubt that the sunset glow of the story
acted as a catalytic agent upon the very
arocess of the sustained creative effer-
vescence that enabled Shade to nroduce a
1000-1line noem in three weeks. (PF, p. 58)

st s

ot content to let only the "sunset glow™ of his story reside

b

in the poen, and only an incidental part of himself dwell in
Shade, Kinbote attemnts to strengthen the connection between
them. That Xinbote perceives himself as Shade's living
counterynart, his double, becomes increasingly evident as he

siotices lhiimsell "unconsciously aping the prose style of his

—

own .Shade's} critical essays" (PF, pp. 53-9) and sharing
Shadets peculiar nreoccupations:

My friend could not evowe the image or
his [ather. Similarly the Ning, who also
was not quite three when his father, {ing
Alfin, dled, was unable to recall his {ace...
(.‘l?_, p. 73
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3v pointing out that he and Shade are of a similar mental
nake-up, it is ecasier for Jinbote to nretend that he has the
noett!s inplied benediction fTor whatever oronocuncements lhe
maikes on the manuscrint. Kinbote can confidently assume that:

...our noet would hrave understocod his
annotator'ts temptation to synchronize
a certain fateful fact, the departure
from Zembla of the would-be-regicide
Gradus, with that date {when "Pale
Fire" was begun, . (BE, pp. 53-4)

Kinbote'!s invocation of Shade's pnresence as a partisan to his
Judgment makes the poet seem like a collaborator in absentia

to the commentary.

4

Linbote is also aware that there are asnects of his
commentairy whichh would not meet Shade's approval:

Let me state that without niy notes Shade's
text simnly has no human reality at all
since the human reality of such a poem as
his (beinsz too skittish and reticent for
an autobilographical wor'c), with the omis-
sion of many »nithy liunes carelessly re=
jected by him, has to depend entirely on
the reality of its author and its surroun-
ding attachments and so forth, a reality
that only my notes can provide. To this
statement my dear noet would »robably not
have subscribed, but, {or better or worse,
it is the commentator who has the last word.
(PF, pp. 18-19)

As Hdinbote observes with an implied shrusz, i1t hardly nmatters
whether Shade would dispute this noint or any other; the

g}

situation is now entirely out of sShade's control. The reali-

i

zation Lhat he has free rein with Shade's poen pernmits Kin-
bote a sense of nower which iie exercises to excess. ile mind-

mizes the signiidicance of the onrimary text while placiung in-
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ordinate imnortance on hiis notes, which he advises the reader
to consult first "and then study the poem with their help,

rereading them of course as ae goes through its text, and

41 ..
vaem a

perhaps, aiter having done with the poem, consulting
third time so as to complete the picture™ (PF, p. 18). Kin-
iote not only does Shade's poem a disservice by effectively
iznoring it, he also attempts to tarnish the sterling image
of its celebrated author by pointing to his spiritual de-
linquency:
I am also obliged to observe that I

stronzly disapprove of the flippancy with

which our poet treats, in this canto, cer-

tain aspects of spiritual hope which re-

lizion alone can fulfill (see also note to

5‘-1-9)- (RI_?_: Do 159)

e note to line 549 contains a dialogue between Shade and
Ninbote, the agnostic versus the believer, in which Xinbote
nredictably humbles his irreverent colleaguc with a dazzling
display of philosophical cant. Kinbote also subtly denigrates
Shade on the basis of the latter's graceless physical appea-
rance. ninbote smugly recalls one of thelr perinatetic dis-~
cussicns in which Shade's "discrect companion kept trying in
vain to adapt the swinsg of a long-linbed galt to the dishe-
veled old »oet's jerky shulfle™ (PF, p. 8). TFascinated with
the way "the harmonics hiving in tiae man' clashed with Shade's
ohivsical shortcomings, Xinbote cormnents:

IIis misshapen body, that zray mop of

abundant hair, the yellow nails of his
pudoy [ingers, the bags under his luster-
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less eves, were only intelligible if re-
carded as the waste oroducts eliminated
from his intrinsic self by the same forces
of nerfection which purified and chiseled
his verse. lie was hils own cancellation.
(PF, ». 17)

Jinbote is also "his own cancellation by the reverse token

[

1e is physically well-assembled, but his mind is a col-

tihat
lage of madness.

Before "Pale Fire" fell intc Xinbote'!s hands by sonme
trick of combinétional fate, it was John Shade who had "the
iast word!" and Kinbote who was powerless to disnute it. It
was a CJar humbler Xinbote in those days who ikept a stealthy
watch over the nrogress of "his" poem. DBefore he adonted
the swagger of a triumphant commentator, Kinbote was a skul-

iking, shadowy Tfigure who shameclessly prowled around the Shade

(=3
home:

...the urge to find out what he was doing
with all the live, glamorous, palpitating,
shimmering material I had lavished upon him,
the itching desire to see him at work (even
if the fruit of his work was denied me),
mroved to be utterly agonizing and unicontrol-
lable and led ne to indulge in an orcgy of
spying winich no considerations of pride

could stop. (PF, p. 03)

Zinbote recalls how "hysterically, intenscly, uncontrollably

curiocus |(he was to know what portion ecxactly of the JLemblan

[ Snum |

ing's adventures he | Shade

had comnleted...™ (DPF, o. 121).

~

Having Yinally acquired the precious poem cruclly withheld
rom nim, Kinbote mates it and Shade teep time to hiis own

. . 13
"weird rhythms'™.
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Kinbote manipulates the other characters in the novel
in similar fashion. sAs Kinbote tells it, he is a likeable
fellow whose winning nersonality impresses itself immediately
upon iis Wordsmith colleagues. <Kinbote remembers how he
Tcharmed! his listeners the first time Shade invited hiim to
lunch at the faculty club:

I was invited to join him and four or

five other eminent professors at his

usual table, under an enlarged photograph
of Wordsmith College as it was, stunned and
shabby, on a remarikably gloomy summer day
in 1¢03. Iis laconic suggestion that I
try the porix' amused me. I am a strict
vegetarian, and I like to cooir my own meals.
Consuming soniething that had been handlied by
a fellow creature was, I explained to the
rubicund convives, as repulsive to me as
ecating any creature, and that would in-
clude -- lowering my voice -- the »ulpous
nony-tailed girl student who served us and
liciked. her pencil. Moreover, I had already
finished the fruit brought with me in my
briefcase, so I would content myself, I
said, with a bottle of good college ale.

Hy free and sinple demeanor set everybody
at ecase. (PF, ». 13)

Kinbote admits that there were times when the acadenic
community was less taken with his "free and simple demeanor™:
"Your snicker, my dear Mrs. C, did not escapc our notice as
I was helning the tired old noet to [ind his galoshes alter
that dreary get-together party at your house" (PF, p. 13).
linbote attributes such unkimddness to ™the thici venom ol

envy (that' began squirting at mne as

o0on as academic subuprbia

()]

rezlized that Joun Shade valued my society above that ol all

other people! (PF, ». 15). althoush Kinbote is surprisingly
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innerviocus to the nostilities operating against him, he is
dismnayed to find himself the victim of "at least one evil
nractical jorer':

Vell did I “tnow that among certain vouth-
ful instructors whose advances I had re-
Jjected there was at least one evil prac-
tical joker; I inew it ever since the tine

I came home from a wvery enjovable and suc-
cessful meeting of students and teachers (at
whichh T had exuberantly <thrown off my coat
and shown several willing pupils a few of
the amusing holds emnloyed by Zemblan wrest-
lers) and found in my coat pocket a brutal
anonynous note saying: 'You have hal.. . ..s
real bad, chunm,! meaning evidently thallu-
cinations,! although a malevolent critic
might infer from the insufficient number

of dashes that little Mr. Anon., despite
teaching Freshnan English, could hardly
spell. (PF, pn. 71)

Kinbote is the most obviously self-conscious of
Nabokov's narrators. To a greater extent than either Humbert
or the narrator of Pnin, Kinbote is precccupied with his crea-
tion of and participation in a woric of art. le openly dis-
cusses the problems that plague a scrupulous commentator
during the f{ulfilment of his duties: "It is not easy to
describe lucidly in-short notes to a poem the various ap-
asroaches to a fortified castle’, Kinbote reminds the reader
(zﬁ, n. 77). DBut having anticipated the nresent difficulty
even while ”Paie Fire" was being written, {inbote provided

~

or Shade "a handsonmely drawn plan of the grounds oif the

Onhiava Palace™ which, i ever Yound, siiould be rcturned,

"well-pacited, mariked 'not to be bent'! on the wrapper, and by

reTistered mail to [ hiis  publisher for reproduction in later



ditions of this wori" (PF, pp. 77-4). Xinbote, in addition

¢

to coping with a lack of such wvital resource worik, is also
oblired to handlé a sunerfluity of non-cssential material.
Although he is reluctant to enter into tedious explanations
of Ilazel Shadels "psvciowxinetic®™® experiences. {inbote does
not woid his responsibilities. DBracing hinmself lor the tire-
scrie tas:, Kinbote stoically recites his commentator'!s code
of honour: "...a .comaentator'!s obligaﬁion cannot be shirked,
however dull the informaticen hie must collect and convey.
llence this note" (DPF, ». 118). Dedication to his duties
nsroves to be a strain even when Kinbote's Zemblan super-nlot
is being minutely related. While tracing Gradus' westward
nrogress throush Europe, Kinbote halts himself in mid-note to
announce: "I defy anyvbody to find in the annals of plot and
counterplot anything more inept and boring than the scene
that cccupies the rest of this conscientious note™ (PF, p. 127).
Kinbote comnleins of the constraints that a prudent

comnentator nmust cope witlh, yct he is privileged with the
scope of an unfettered artist -- but an artist in the sensc
that {dunbote himsell best descrives:

I do not consider nyself a true artist,

save in one matter: I can do what only

a true artist can do —-- pounce upon the

forgotten buttertly of revelation, wean

nyscell abruptly Lrom the habit of things,

see the web of tihe world, and the warn and

i

weift of that web. (PF, p. 20.)

Lie the narrator of Inin, Xinbote enjors the double situation



of being a character in the novel and an omniscient »nresence

overlocikiing it. Jiis wnowledge of John Shade and family 1is

acquired through channels accessible to a fellow character,

cspecially one who puts to practical use the dictum that

wlindows, as well known, have been the solace of first-

nerson literature throughout the ages™ (PF, p. 063). But

for dinbotec to Maccompany Gradus in constant thoutht as he

makes Dhiis way from distant Zembla to green appalachia’ (PF,

. 36), and to synchronize the regicidets movements with his

woet'!s labours, Kinbote nust o from voyeur to visionary.

It is the latter role that Kinbote relishes since it arffords

him more power, more anusement, than a mere commentator playing

second string to a orominent poet could hope for. With an

awareness of his omniscient capabilities that Dborders on self-
arody, he remariis:

"rom ny_ rented clowdlet I contemplate

ZGradusj with quiet surprise: here lLe

is, this crecature ready to commit a

monstrous act —-- and coarsely enjoying
a coarse mcall! (PF, p. 10d-3)

bt

Xinbote presses his powers even {urther when hie takes the

rcader on a rmided tour of Gradus! srotesque Hhysical in-

Ve see, rather suddenly, his humid {lesh.
We can even nmakze out (as, head-on but quite
safely, “dqwtom—l‘”= we pass throurh hidnm,
throushr the shiimmering oropeller of lils
flyving macn*ne: throuri the delegza

waving and ~rinning at us) his magenta

and mulberry insides, and the strane, not
so rood seca swell undulatinzg in his en-
trails. (I2F, n. 103)

3 (' D
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{inbote's knowledze of his subject is so complete that it
becones absurd -- and offensive. Nhilé the more conventional
breed of omnniscient narrators shies away from the indeli-
cacy of entrails. Jinbote takes nerverse nride in displaying
nis too-thorcough acquaintance with his character.

It is typical of Nabokov!s narrators to assune that
they have the full support and admiration of their readers,
and Kinbote is no exception. Kinbote is a showman, a braga-
doccio, who entertains himself by presuming he entertains
othiers. Ie keeps a wary eye on his audience, wiose favour
he attempts to enlist when he cordially remarks: "I trust
tihe rcader has enjoyed this note" (PF, p. 109) after de-
scribing tﬁe Kingts brilliant escane {rom the »nalace. Kin-
bote secems more insistent that the reader aciknowledge his
el forts when, after observing the resemblance between Sibil
Shade (as she is M"idealized and stylized™ in "Pale Fire™) and
Queen Disa, he comments:

I trust the reader appreciates the strange-
ness of this, becouse if he does not, there
is no sense in writing poens, or notes to
noens, or anything at all. (PF, p. 148)

Xinbote would have the rcader believe tLhat hic is a
reliable commentator whosec opinions are worth trusting. He
is thereforc understandably indignant to find that one
"srofessed Shadean® has made scurillous attempts to denigrate

Shadets poem "not so much to deplore the state in which a

sreac poettis work was interrupted by death as to asperse the



conpetence, and nerhaps honesty, of its oresent editor and

i
commentatort (PF, n. 8). The discreditable charges that
K{inbote manifests against himsell. unjustifiable as he may
find them, are actually a conservative evaluation of Kin-
botet's nerformance of his editorial functions. ‘Yhile Xin-
bote envisions himself as a model commentator -- well-in-
formed, thorough, impartial -- his notes are crammed with
blatant errors, indefensible oversights, and »nrejudicial
truths. Despite his authoritative claim that there is a
"vivid misprint' in line ¢8 of Shade's poem, there is in
fact only a vivid misreading on Kinbote'!s nart. The nassage
in question itemizes the trivia accumulated in Aunt Maud's
room:
.. .the paperweight

Of convex glass enclosing a lagoon,

The verse book open at the Index (liocon,

liconrise, lloor, Moral), the forlorn guitar,

The hwman skull; and from the local "Star®

A curioc: led Sox Beat Yanks 5-4

"On Chapman's llomer', thumbtacked to tlie door.

(11. 91-8)

Accerding to Kinbote's less than learned notes, the "reference
te the title of Keats! Ffamous sonnet (oflten quoted in Anerica)
..., owinys to a printer's abscnt-mindedness, has been drolly
transposecd, [rom some other article, into the account ol a
sports event” (PF, ». 84). Xinbote commits another "howler"
when, In his notes to My dara Vanessa’™, he announces:

It is so like the heart of a scholar

in scarch of a fond name to nile a

e

butterily menus upon an ornhiic divinity
on top ol the inevitable allusion to



PR, n. 123)

il

Vanhonmrigh. Esther! (
Xinbote's original sin of misinterpretation or overinternre-
tation of what is better left alone is compounded by lLils
failure to provide adequate comment on aspects of the poen

which require explication. Ilis inability to locate the title

of Shade's noem in his bastardized version of Timon of Athens

to recall the Ponean line from which Shade borrowed the

2.

11

)

title Sunremely Blest are not strictly intentional oversights;

it is the resources as well as the proper concern which are
laciking. Xinbote does dodge his duties more deliberately
however, when he declines to comment on the reference to "a
story in the magazine about Mrs. Z" (11l. 747-8) and offers
only the skimpy rationalization that:

Anybody having access to a good library

could, no doubt, easily trace that story

to its source and find the name of the

lady; but such hundrum notterings are

bencath true scholarship. (BF, p. 1381)
While it is certainly a commentator's prerogative to deter-
aine what asnects of his text deserve attention, Kinbote
arrives al lLils decisions by overly subjcctive standards. iie
sees in Shade's noem only what lie wants to sce, what his
sersonal oreoccunations predisnose hiw to observe. It is
thereiore nossiblie, incvitable, for dinbote to detect "the
cloaii—and-dagier Liilut-rlint in 'svelte stilettos!? and the
shadow of rezicide in the rhythm of Shade's noem (£F, p. 57).

inbotets extreme subiectivity jfeonardizes lils clains to

Lwonesty. As 1t Decomes increasingly clear thiat {inbote
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cannot be trusted, we consider the »nossibility that the un-

numbered lines that he finds in Shade's manuscrinst mav have
LDeen contributed Ly the canny commentater rather than the

rigzihtful poet:

There are events, strange happenings, that strice
The nmind as emblematic. They are like

Lost siniles adrift without a string,

Attached to nothinz. Thus that northern xing,
Whose desnerate escape from orison was

Brought off successfully only because

Some forty of his followers that night

Impersonated him and aped his £light -- (PF, p. 72)

it is not improbable that Kinbote could have written this
assage and atiributed it to Shade; Kinbote proves he is
canable of suclhh deceit when he later refers to an "admirable
liage in a recent poem by LEdsel Ford", a familiar name, but
not one that is commonly associated with poetry (PF, p. 136).
Kinbote is a dangerously clever madman whose per-
centivity is easily underestimated. lie is not as obtusely
unaware of what is going on in his commentary as he invites
us to believe. The ironic truths that he obligingly uncovers
indicate that there is in Kinbote at iecast a subliminal con-
sciousness or his own chicanery. Larly in his commentary, hie
srovides a lengtiwy note on the "Goldswortih: castle™ and the
banal history of 1its on-lecave occupants, whici: he concludes:
But cnouzh of this. Let us turn to our

noet'ts windows. I have no desire to twist
an unambiguous anparatus criticus into the

\

monstrous semblance of a novel. (P, 5. 02)

How as the recader is well aware, and as Xinbote is nerhaps

only subcensclously aware, "a monstrous semblance of a novel™



is precisely what the conscientious commentator creates,
using iiis own palace and sensational history for its frame-
worik. A mnore remariiable instance of ironic revelation occurs
as Jinbote is wrapping up his commentary by envisioning fu-
ture prospects for himself:

I may join forces with Odon in a new
e

motion »nicture: Cscape from JZemblav
(ball in the nalace, bomb in the palace
square). I may pander to the simple
tastes of theatrical critics and cook upn
a stage »nlay, an old-fashiocned melodrana
with three principles: a lunatic who in-
tends to ziil an imaginary king. and a

distinguished old poet whé stumbles by

chance into the line of fire, and perishes

in the clash between the two figments. Oh,

I may do many things! (PF, »n. 212)
Linbote's inadvertent summary of Pale Tire, if indeed it is
inadvertent, is too effective a demonstration of the nos-
sibiiities of dramatic irony to Le believable. It is aes-
thetically nore satisfying to regard Xinbote's remariis as an
involuted confession that hie lias finally comnrehended “the
y and weft" of the novel as it may anpear to an artist
who has indeed fweancd himself abrupntly from the habit of
things?.

The demarcation bhetween consciousness and unconscious-

ness can never be determined with any certainty and it is
esnecially difficult in {inbotec's complicated case to come

to any firm decision on this issue. ‘hether {inbote is

the inconsistencies lLie presents, wihether he deli-

tn

awairre O

berately raises these inconsistencles, is sonething we nust
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constantly question. Ile writes a tale of romance and in-
trisue which he posits as the 'true story'! behind "Pale Firef;
yet e ailows everyday reality to tear through the delicate
weave of fantasy and destroy it. It is tihrouzh Xinbote that
the true story veyond the 'true story? is permitted to sur-
face in fragments that can be nieced together nuzzle-like:
Kinbote 1is actually Professor Jotikin, a nember of Words-
mith's Russian Denartment who Mhappily...is not subordinated
to that grotesque 'perfectionist' Professor Panin (PF, »n. 112);
Dotin's delusion that he is the ruler of "a wild, misty,
almost legendary Zembla" (PF, p. 150) is common knowledge on

o

he camnus, but only John Shade disnlays any sympathy for

Ci‘

this harmless character who "deliberately peels off a drab

and unhanpy past and repnlaces it with a brilliant invention”

addd

4

(P2, p. 169); and Shade's killer is Jacx Grey, an escapee

)

‘rom the State Asylum who mistakes the pecet [or his looi-

-

alite Judge Goldsworth and shoots him out ot revenge for the

judgets having committed him to an institution ror life.

¢

oT.

tJ

in, alias Xinbote, sunplics this last picce of informa-

ion early in the novel when he notices in Goldsworth's

t

phwoto collection of condemned men the close-set merciless
eyes of a honicidal maniac {somewhat rescmblins. I admit,

he late Jacques dlarsus)™ (PF, »n. 50). There is a rational
exnlanation for cach Jacet of Xinbote's far-fetched inventions,

and Kinbote has not ventured so far [(rou evervday reality that

e can not precognize hwow hiis glorious concoction will even-



84

tually be blasted:

I do not doubt that many of the state-
ments made in this work will be brushed
aside by the guilty parties when it is
out. Mrs. sShade will not remember having
been shown by her husband who 'showed her
everything! one or two of the »recious
variants. The three students lying on
the grass will turn out to be totally
amnesic. The desk girl at the Library
will not recall (will have been told not
to recall) anybody asking for Dr. Kinbote
on the day of the murder. And I am sure
that Mr. Emerald will interrupt briefly
his investigation of some mammate stu-
dent?!s resilient charms to deny with the
vigor of roused virility that he ever
zave anybody a 1lift to my house that
evening. In other words, everything will
be done to cut off my perscn completely
from my dear friend's fate. (PF, p. 210)

Like the cheval glass fashioned by Sudarg of Bokay
(Jakob Gradus, if read in a "kindly mirror®), Pale Fire is
tych of bottemless light, a really fantastic mirror®
(PF, p. 81). It is made up of three reflecting surfaces,
each of which represents a sceparate reality. There is life
in llew Wye as John Shade understands it, the pre-exile life
of Charles the Beloved as Kinbote imagines it, and a more
conprehensive reality grasped by the impartial reader who
perceives a pedantic madman named Botiin inventing his kingly
exploits and trying to pass them off as the prime matter of
both Shade's poem and the novel.

The narrator of one oi Nabokov's earlier novels once

commented:

Remember that what you are told is really



threefold: shaped by the teller, re-
shaped by the listener, concealed_grom
both by the dead man of the tale.*/

Although this observation is particularly pertinent to the
relative realities encountered in Pale Fire, it is generally
applicablie to any of Naboxov's novels. The prismatic inter-
play of multiple reflecting and refracting surfaces is ne-
culiar to Nabokov's Uplexed artistry”. There is not defini-
tive reality in Nabokov's art; reality is an unknown and
uninowable quality which no one, not even the author himself,
can ever adequately explain:

Reality is a very subjective affair. I

can only define it as a wind of gradual

accunulation of informaticn; and as

specializaticn...¥You can get nearer and

nearer, so0 to speak, to reality; but you

never get near enough because reality is

an infinite succession of steps, levels

of percepntion, false bottom_sé and hence
unquenchable, unattainable.l



Afterword

Cvery character in a novel is to some.degree an exten-
sicn of his author. le is moulded out of his maker's experience,
shaped by forces uniquely felt and translated intec art by that
maker. But in the creation of fiction, an author does not
necessarily reproduce in his characters an exact or even im-
pressionistic version of himself. While autobiography aims
at the truthful reconstruction of an authorial self, the
writing of fiction involves the apocryphal refraction of
self into an invented, and in some cases, "faintly absurd
character™.

The absurdity of Nabokov's narrative persona may vary
in accordance with the amount of author-narrator identification
that is detectable in the fiction. The narrator of Pnin, de-
spite his somewhat capricious methods of story-telling, is
a reasonable raconteur who owes his sanity, in part, to the
blurring of authorial and narrative voices in that novel. 1In
Lolita, where the sensibilities of author and narrator are not
so readily confused, lHumbert'!s independent erotic and esoteric
fixations are vermitted to degenerate into a <ind of madness.
The contrapuntal narration of Pale Fire, then, completes the
promised pattern1 by conjeining John Shade, Naboxov's "res-
nonsible" raisonneur, and Charles Kinbote, his antithetical
nersona.,

Despite the varyinzg amount of self that Nabowxov in-

36
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vests in his narrative personae, the author's existence in his
fiction is always patently clear. lle speaks through his
characters, he speaxs [or them, and he speaks beyond them -~
and it is Nabokov'!s unique ability to permeate his art so
thoroughly that maikes him "the only artist of major stature

who appears in Nabokov's work!. 2
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Nabokov replied: "In ncither of those two writers can I
£ind anyvthing that I would care to have written myself'.
Later in the same interview (p. 44), Nabokov chose as his
favorite writers Robbe~Grillet and Borzes, both of whose
art is far more comparable to Naboxov's own works.

2 v v .oy . . -
lJJe551e Thomas Loxkrantz, The Underside of the leave:
Some Stylistic Devices Used by Vladimir Nabotov (sweden:
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Rotobeckman, 1973), p. 21. Lokrantz uses this coinage to
siznify the melding of thie narrator's and the author's voice
in Pnin.

K , . . .

ldllenry Janes quoted by Jayne Dooth in the epigraph
of The Rhetoric of Fiction (Chiicago: University of Chicago
Press, 1v05).

1551fred Appel and Charles MNewman, eds., Naboiov:
Criticism, lQeminiscences, Translations and Tributes (London:
Jeidenfeld and Nicolson, 1¢71), p. 360.

Chaanter Two

lis Nabokov indicates in his Afterword, early readers
and prospective publishers of Lolita either failed to finish
the book, or n»nronounced it boring if they did manage to read
it through. See "On a Dook Entitled Lolita™ in Alfred Appel,.
ed., The Annotated Lolita (New York: MeGraw-iIill Book Company,
1?70), n. 310,

Ibid., p. 317.

9Alfred Appel, "Lolita: The Springboard of Parcdy™,
. Dembo, ed., Nabokov: The Man and lis Work (lladison:
ity of Wisconsin Press, 1907), p. 117.

“See Russell Trainer, The Lolita Comnlex (New Yori:
Panerbacx Library, Inc., 1966). This is a book-length study
of Mlolitaism" -- "a current sexual problem for thousands of
peonle, and [bne which] will undoubtedly be, many therapists
claim, a factor in society's total development!”., Trainer's
real~life instructive commentary on this socio~psychological
shenomenon of adult-male, child-female sexual love makes
John Ray's fictional foreword to Lolita scem feebly parodic in
conparison,

S\V ’

Naboikov, MNikolal Gomol, p. 40.

Yipnel, The Annotated Lolita, p. 371.
‘Ibid., p. 317.
Nabokov, Strons Oninions, ». 18.
Ibid., p. 93.
lUAQpel, The Aunotated Lolita, »n. 371.
il

Ihid., p. 323.
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lzIbid., n. 384.

Brpid., p. 393.

1
*1hid., p. 372.

15this is Nabokov's implied re-wording of an American
critic's suggestion that "lolita was the record of[ﬁabokov?éﬁ
love arffair with the romantic novel". See p. 315 of The -
Annotated Lolita where Nabokov remarxs in the Afterword: "The
substitution of 'English language! for !romantic novel! would

-l-fr.

malke this elegant formula more correct

lONabokov, Strong Oninions, p. 211.

)

17rield, Nabokov: ilis Life in Art, p. 135. C
Pnin chapter, p. 16.

13, . . .
The screenplay of Lolita was written by Nabokov
and published in 1974. The scene which Humbert suggests
appears nowvhere in the movie version.

Oarmre . . .. .
19 abokowv explains poshlust in Nikolai Gogol when

he remarks:-

English words expressing several, al-
though by no means all aspects of posh-
lust, are for instance: "cheap, shan,
comnmon, smutty, pink-and-blue, high
falutin?®, in bad taste.”™ (p. 641)

20, . . - .. ..
This same ploy is used by Nabokov in his own
memoir, Speak, Memory, where he too shows his almost tangi-
ble reader few colourful photographs of his wvouth.

a
21455el, The Annotated Lolita, p. 342.

22Xabokov, Strong Oninions, p. Yd4.

Chiapter Three
lHary McCarthy, "Vladimir Nabokov's Pale Fire',

Encounter, XIX{ (October 19062), 84.

2/ - 3 v

“Dwisht Macdonald, "Virtuosity Qewarded or Jr.
Dr. Kinbote's Revenge!, Partisan RQeview, XXIX (summer 1602),
1

.
39.
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3Stegner, Escape Into Aesthetics, pn. 129.

]
+Ficld, Naboiov: Ilis Life in .rt, -». 318,

“Alter, Partial lagic, p. 185.
7 s .
Nabokowv, Strong Oninions, pn. 18.

8

IThid., »p. 10-11.

Sy

Yaobolzov, "On a Dook Entitled Lolita®, in Appel, ed.,
The sanngtated uol*ta, n., 310.

1

1 - 1 . - . 1 v -
10Nabokov, Lolita, in Appel, ed., The Annotated Lolita,
». 33. Cf. Lolita chapter, p. 20.

alter, Partial llagic, »n. 100.

D Pl 1 : LN 3 ] - — —
1“Jcba”thv, "Vladimir Naboxov'?s Pale rire’™, 7d4.

e . . . .
+~J33hade does mention JZembla once in "Pale Fire'™ but
he is referring to Pope's Jembla in An Essay on ian:

e

Asli where's the Forth? at York tis on the Iweed,
In Scotiand at the Orcades, and there
AT Greenland, Jdembla, or the Lord “&no

WS re.
(2:222

wiie
2-4)
his nassaze points to the relativity of vperceptieon, a con-
cent ‘hlch is central to the narrative method used in Pale
Fire.

14, . .. , . , . .
udUOKOV, Strong Oninions, ». 12. Nabokov indi-
cates hiere thalt Browning was amony the writers he read as a
hor. For references to Browning in Pale Fire see p. 133 and
n. 103%. Also note p. 247 of Lolita.

15pield, Nabolov: ilis Life in .irt, n. 132.
oricinal nhrasc quox;cd in the Pnin Chanter is “the flight o
a chiaracter i‘rom his author'.

l)\.”d(lllllx Naboikov, Niolai Go<ol, »n. 3.1. Xaboiov
uses this phrase in a slightly dififerent context here to de-
note the occasionally uneven quality ol Gozol's writing
Somethings ol this unevenness is apparent in 2aie Fire, es-
necially in Winbote'™s erratic narrative.

'L/v “ LR TP m1 ey 1 [ oA 3

Viadinmir Naboliov, The leal Life of Sebastian
Inicht (New Yorii: Mew Dircctions Publishing Corporation,




1959), p.

Aftervord

52.

18\7,

1g

2

Py

ee third footnote to

Preface.

ppel, The Annotated Lolita, p.

Nabokov, Strong Uninions, pp. 10-11.

1vi.
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