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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Vladimir Nabokov was born in St Petersburg in 1899, the elder son of an aristocratic, cultured, politically liberal family. When the Bolsheviks seized power the family left Russia and moved first to London, then to Berlin, where Nabokov rejoined them in 1922, after having completed his studies at Trinity College, Cambridge. Between 1923 and 1940 he published novels, short stories, plays, poems and translations in the Russian language and was recognized as one of the outstanding writers of the emigration. In 1940 he and his wife and son moved to America, where he was a lecturer at Wellesley College from 1941 to 1948. He was then Professor of Russian Literature at Cornell University until he retired from teaching in 1959. His first novel written in English, The Real Life of Sebastian Knight, was published in 1941 and his best-known novel Lolita brought him worldwide fame. In 1973 he was awarded the American National Medal for Literature. He died in 1977 in Montreux, Switzerland.

His works include, from the Russian novels, The Luzhin Defense and The Gift; from the English novels, Lolita, Pnin, Pale Fire and Ada or Ardor; the autobiographical Speak, Memory; translations of Alice in Wonderland into Russian and Eugene Onegin into English; and lectures on literature. All of the fiction and Speak, Memory are published in Penguin.

Nabokov is one of the great writers of the twentieth century. As Martin Amis has written, ‘the variety, force and richness of Nabokov’s perceptions have not even the palest rival in modern fiction. To read him in full flight is to experience stimulation that is at once intellectual, imaginative and aesthetic, the nearest thing to pure sensual pleasure that prose can offer.’
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‘The variety, force and richness of Nabokov’s perceptions have not even the palest rival in modern fiction … the nearest thing to pure sensual pleasure that prose can offer’ Martin Amis

‘He did us all an honour by electing to use, and transform, our language’ Anthony Burgess

‘The power of the imagination is not apt soon to find another champion of such vigour’ John Updike

‘He has moulded and manipulated the language with greater dexterity, wit and invention than any author since Shakespeare’ Daily Mail

‘A real magician’ Paul Bailey

‘The butterflies of his mind made earthworks of his contemporaries’ Sunday Times

‘One of the most original and creative novelists of our time’ Financial Times

‘He has mastered all the technical tricks of the novel, and he has invented a few of his own’ Peter Ackroyd

‘Besides his gift of translating a subject into sharp-cut visual images, Nabokov has also an extravagant sense of humour, a grasp of the absurd behind the tragic’ Observer
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Author’s Note Onefn1


The first little throb of Lolita went through me late in 1939 or early in 1940fn2 in Paris, at a time when I was laid up with a severe attack of intercostal neuralgia. As far as I can recall, the initial shiver of inspiration was somehow prompted by a newspaper story about an ape in the Jardin des Plantes who, after months of coaxing by a scientist, produced the first drawing ever charcoaled by an animal: this sketch showed the bars of the poor creature’s cage. The impulse I record had no textual connection with the ensuing train of thought, which resulted, however, in a prototype of my present novel, a short story some thirty pages long.fn3 I wrote it in Russian, the language in which I had been writing novels since 1924 (the best of these are not translated into English,fn4 and all are prohibited for political reasons in Russiafn5). The man was a central European, the anonymous nymphet was French, and the loci were Paris and Provence. [A brief synopsis of the plot follows, wherein Nabokov names the protagonist: he thought of him as Arthur, a name that may have appeared in some long-lost draft but is mentioned nowhere in the only known manuscript.] I read the story one blue-paperedfn6 wartime night to a group of friends – Mark Aldanov, two social revolutionaries,fn7 and a woman doctorfn8; but I was not pleased with the thing and destroyed it sometime after moving to America in 1940.

Around 1949, in Ithaca, upstate New York, the throbbing, which had never quite ceased, began to plague me again. Combination joined inspiration with fresh zest and involved me in a new treatment of the theme, this time in English – the language of my first governess in St Petersburg, circa 1903, a Miss Rachel Home. The nymphet, now with a dash of Irish blood, was really much the same lass, and the basic marrying-her-mother idea also subsisted; but otherwise the thing was new and had grown in secret the claws and wings of a novel.

VLADIMIR NABOKOV
 1956








Author’s Note Twofn1

As I explained in my essay appended to Lolita, I had written a kind of pre-Lolita novella in the autumn of 1939 in Paris. I was sure I had destroyed it long ago but today, as Véra and I were collecting some additional material to give to the Library of Congress, a single copy of the story turned up. My first movement was to deposit it (and a batch of index cards with unused Lolita material) at the L. of C., but then something else occurred to me.

The thing is a story of fifty-five typewritten pages in Russian, entitled Volshebnik (‘The Enchanter’). Now that my creative connection with Lolita is broken, I have reread Volshebnik with considerably more pleasure than I experienced when recalling it as a dead scrap during my work on Lolita. It is a beautiful piece of Russian prose, precise and lucid, and with a little care could be done into English by the Nabokovs.

VLADIMIR NABOKOV
 1959








Translator’s Note

In the interest of clarifying certain concentrated images (some of which originally stumped me too), and of providing the curious reader with a few informative side-lights, I have prepared a short commentary. In the interest of letting the reader get on with the story, I have placed my comments at the end and have, with one exception, avoided the distraction of footnotes in the text itself.








 



‘How can I come to terms with myself?’ he thought, when he did any thinking at all. ‘This cannot be lechery. Coarse carnality is omnivorous; the subtle kind presupposes eventual satiation. So what if I did have five or six normal affairs – how can one compare their insipid randomness with my unique flame? What is the answer? It certainly isn’t like the arithmetic of Oriental debauchery, where the tenderness of the prey is inversely proportional to its age. Oh, no, to me it’s not a degree of a generic whole, but something totally divorced from the generic, something that is not more valuable but invaluable. What is it then? Sickness, criminality? And is it compatible with conscience and shame, with squeamishness and fear, with self-control and sensitivity? For I cannot even consider the thought of causing pain or provoking unforgettable revulsion. Nonsense – I’m no ravisher. The limitations I have established for my yearning, the masks I invent for it when, in real life, I conjure up an absolutely invisible method of sating my passion, have a providential sophistry. I am a pickpocket, not a burglar. Although, perhaps, on a circular island, with my little female Friday … (it would not be a question of mere safety, but a license to grow savage – or is the circle a vicious one, with a palm tree at its center?).

‘Knowing, rationally, that the Euphrates apricotfn1 is harmful only in canned form; that sin is inseparable from civic custom; that all





























[image: Penguin Books]


THE BEGINNING

Let the conversation begin …

Follow the Penguin Twitter.com@penguinUKbooks

Keep up-to-date with all our stories YouTube.com/penguinbooks

Pin ‘Penguin Books’ to your Pinterest

Like ‘Penguin Books’ on Facebook.com/penguinbooks

Listen to Penguin at SoundCloud.com/penguin-books

Find out more about the author and
discover more stories like this at Penguin.co.uk






PENGUIN CLASSICS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia

India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Classics is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

[image: Penguin Random House UK]

First published in the United States of America 1986

Published in Penguin Classics 2009

Reprinted in Penguin Classics 2017

Copyright © Dmitri Nabokov, 1986

Author’s Note One copyright © 1957 by Vladimir Nabokov

Author’s Note Two copyright © 1986 by Article 3C Trust under the Will of Vladimir Nabokov

All rights reserved

The moral right of the author and translator has been asserted

Cover: detail from Nude With Flying Swans, 1919, Meredith Frampton (1894–1984), presented by the executors of Mrs Hilda Frampton, the artist’s widow 1985 © Tate, London 201.

The Enchanter is translated from Vladimir Nabokov’s unpublished work entitled Volshebnik. Copyrights in Volshebnik are held by Dmitiri Nabokov as trustee of Article 3C Trust under the Will of Vladimir Nabokov. This edition published by arrangement with the Estate of Vladimir Nabokov.

ISBN: 978-0-141-97833-8





OPS/images/penguinLogo_large.gif





OPS/images/penguinLogo_small.gif





OPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		About the Author



		Dedication



		Author’s Note One



		Author’s Note Two



		Translator’s Note



		The Enchanter



		On a Book Entitled The Enchanter by Dmitri Nabokov



		Follow Penguin



		Copyright Page













		i



		ii 

    

		iii 

   

		iv



		v 



		 vi



		 vii

     

		viii 

  

		ix 

    

		 x

     

		xi 

    

		xii

   

		1



		2 



		3 



		4 



		5 



		6 

     

		7 

     

		8 

     

		9 

     

		10

     

		11

     

		12

     

		13

     

		14

     

		15

     

		16

     

		17

     

		18

     

		19

     

		20

     

		21

     

		22

     

		23

     

		24

     

		25

     

		26

     

		27

     

		28

     

		29

     

		30

     

		31

     

		32

     

		33

     

		34

     

		35

     

		36

     

		37

     

		38

     

		39

     

		40

     

		41

     

		42

     

		43

     

		44

     

		45

     

		46

     

		47

     

		48

     

		49

     

		50

     

		51

     

		52

     

		53

     

		54

     

		55

     

		56

     

		57

     

		58

     

		59

     

		60

     

		61

     

		 62 

    

		 63 

    

		 64 

    

		 65 

    

		 66 

    

		 67 

    

		 68 

    

		 69 

    

		 70 

    

		 71 

    

		 72 

    

		 73 

    

		 74 

    

		 75 

    

		 76 

    

		 77 

    

		 78 

    

		 79 

    

		 80 

    

		 81 

    

		 82 

    

		 83 

    

		 84 

    

		 85 

    











		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





OPS/images/cover.jpg
The Enchanter






