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Paperback Verified Purchase I have recently re-read this fine book as I was re-re-re-re-reading the novel for
the fifth or sixth time. I am also aware of the interest in Popper and the scientific approach the author
demonstrates and advocates. Especially his brief dismissal of a need for a post-modern interpretation of the
great work. The author as discoverer. As apparently Nabokov thought all readers should be. Nabokov was a
lifelong collector and describer of butterflies. That is well known to any Nabokovian. To the extent he was a
scientist I am not sure. That then leaves him technically unqualified as scientist. And as practitioner we have
to pigeonhole him as a dedicated and perhaps even addicted amateur ever in search of the new species. So
being generous - as Nabokov himself is said by Boyd to be in this novel - we can refer to him as someone who
practised science. Now why am I waffling about this? Because of the vast irony I see in the life of a great
creator who thought of himself - in one of his dimensions anyhow - as a scientist yet whose central motif in
personal philosophy and in creative writing - his "main theme" as his wife Vera called it - was the afterlife and
communication of the living dead with the still living. Then further communication is placed at several crucial
points in the novel: Hazel influences her father to write his masterpiece; she creates for the deranged Botkin
alias Kinbote his kingship, his kinship, his ex-country, his past. Was Maud the closest female name Nabokov
could think of to do with Morse? For presumably AM taps out her light flashes as Morse code. But no
mechanism I can find tells me just how Hazel tells her father what to write about, informs Kinbote about his
fantasy alter-self, or about just how the dead Shade creates for Kinbote the Gradus story. Perhaps I need to
re-re-read this book. Perhaps Professor Boyd does have some hidden mechanism that I am missing. Maybe I
am just a pedant. But it needs addressing I think, in a work that presents itself as undertaking something akin
to scientific discovery and in a work about a work by a great writer who purports to deal in science himself.
Boyd not only fails to supply a mechanism so I think with read and re-read. But also Nabokov the scientist
fails to provide a communication mechanism for Boyd to find and us to appreciate. I still think it a fascinating
and beautifully written analysis, and readily give it 5 stars. One person found this helpful.
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Here and in the rest of his critical apparatus , Kinbote explicates the poem surprisingly little. Focusing instead
on his own concerns, he divulges pieces of what proves to be the plot, some of which can be connected by
following the many cross-references. Thus the narration is highly nonlinear. Kinbote writes his commentary
from then to October, , in a tourist cabin in the equally fictitious western town of Cedarn, Utana. Both authors
recount many earlier events, Shade mostly in New Wye and Kinbote mostly in Europe , especially the "distant
northern land" of Zembla. Canto 1 includes his early encounters with death and glimpses of what he takes to
be the supernatural. Canto 2 is about his family and the apparent suicide of his daughter, Hazel. One is his
own story, notably including what he thinks of as his friendship with Shade. Charles escaped imprisonment by
Soviet -backed revolutionaries, making use of a secret passage and brave adherents in disguise. However, no
comprehensible reference to Charles is to be found in the poem. In the last note, to the missing line , Kinbote
narrates how Gradus killed Shade by mistake. The reader soon realizes that Kinbote himself is Charles Xavier,
living incognitoâ€”or, though Kinbote builds an elaborate picture of Zembla complete with samples of a
constructed language , that he is insane and that his identification with Charles is a delusion, as perhaps all of
Zembla is. Nabokov said in an interview that Kinbote committed suicide after finishing the book. Kinbote
quotes the passage but does not recognize it, as he says he has access only to an inaccurate Zemblan
translation of the play, and in a separate note he even rails against the common practice of using quotations as
titles. According to Boyd, [24] Andrew Field invented the Shadean theory [26] and Julia Bader expanded it;
[27] Boyd himself espoused the theory for a time. Boyd [24] credits the Kinbotean theory to Page Stegner [30]
and adds that most of its adherents are newcomers to the book. Some readers see the book as oscillating
undecidably between these alternatives, like the Rubin vase a drawing that may be two profiles or a goblet.
The name "Zembla" taken from "Nova Zembla", a former anglicization of Novaya Zemlya [35] may evoke
popular fantasy literature about royalty such as The Prisoner of Zenda , [20] [36] signaling that it is not to be
taken literally. Botkin, to whose delusions John Shade and the rest of the faculty of Wordsmith College
generally condescend. For instance, the nasty commentator is not an ex-King of Zembla nor is he professor
Kinbote. He is professor Botkin, or Botkine, a Russian and a madman. The Index, supposedly created by
Kinbote, features an entry for a "Botkin, V. Goldsworth had condemned Grey to an asylum from which he
escaped shortly before mistakenly killing Shade, who resembled Goldsworth. Still other readers de-emphasize
any sort of "real story" and may doubt the existence of such a thing. In the interplay of allusions and thematic
links, they find a multifaceted image of English literature, [38] criticism, [31] literary idolatry, [41] politics,
[41] or glimpses of a higher world and an afterlife. There are many resemblances to "Ultima Thule" and
"Solus Rex", [43] two short stories by Nabokov , which were to have been the first two chapters of a novel in
Russian that he never continued. The placename Thule appears in Pale Fire, as does the phrase solus rex a
chess problem in which Black has no pieces but the king. The book is also full of references to culture, nature,
and literature.
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Novel structure[ edit ] Starting with the epigraph and table of contents, Pale Fire looks like the publication of a
line poem in four cantos "Pale Fire" by the fictional John Shade with a foreword, extensive commentary, and
index by his self-appointed editor, Charles Kinbote. Here and in the rest of his critical apparatus , Kinbote
explicates the poem very little. Focusing instead on his own concerns, he divulges what proves to be the plot
piece by piece, some of which can be connected by following the many cross-references. Espen Aarseth noted
that Pale Fire "can be read either unicursally, straight through, or multicursally, jumping between the
comments and the poem. Kinbote writes his commentary from then to October in a tourist cabin in the equally
fictitious western town of Cedarn, Utana. Both authors recount many earlier events, Shade mostly in New
Wye and Kinbote in New Wye and in Europe, especially the "distant northern land" of Zembla. Canto 1
includes his early encounters with death and glimpses of what he takes to be the supernatural. Canto 2 is about
his family and the apparent suicide of his daughter, Hazel Shade. One is his own story, notably including what
he thinks of as his friendship with Shade. King Charles escaped imprisonment by Soviet -backed
revolutionaries, making use of a secret passage and brave adherents in disguise. However, no explicit
reference to King Charles is to be found in the poem. In the last note, to the missing line , Kinbote narrates
how Gradus killed Shade by mistake. In the latter interpretation, Kinbote is delusional and has built an
elaborate picture of Zembla complete with samples of a constructed language as a by-product of insanity;
similarly, Gradus was simply an unhinged man trying to kill Shade, and his backstory as a revolutionary
assassin is also made up. Nabokov said in an interview that Kinbote committed suicide after finishing the
book. Kinbote quotes the passage but does not recognize it, as he says he has access only to an inaccurate
Zemblan translation of the play "in his Timonian cave", and in a separate note he even rails against the
common practice of using quotations as titles. Botkin, to whose delusions John Shade and the rest of the
faculty of Wordsmith College generally condescend. For instance, the nasty commentator is not an ex-King of
Zembla nor is he professor Kinbote. He is professor Botkin, or Botkine, a Russian and a madman. The Index,
supposedly created by Kinbote, features an entry for a "Botkin, V. Goldsworth had condemned Grey to an
asylum from which he escaped shortly before mistakenly killing Shade, who resembled Goldsworth. Other
readers see a story quite different from the apparent narrative. According to Boyd, [36] Andrew Field invented
the Shadean theory [40] and Julia Bader expanded it; [41] Boyd himself espoused the theory for a time. Boyd
[36] credits the Kinbotean theory to Page Stegner [45] and adds that most of its adherents are newcomers to
the book. Some readers see the book as oscillating undecidably between these alternatives, like the Rubin vase
a drawing that may be two profiles or a goblet. The name "Zembla" taken from "Nova Zembla", a former
latinization of Novaya Zemlya [49] may evoke popular fantasy literature about royalty such as The Prisoner of
Zenda. Still other readers de-emphasize any sort of "real story" and may doubt the existence of such a thing. In
the interplay of allusions and thematic links, they find a multifaceted image of English literature, [52]
criticism, [46] or glimpses of a higher world and an afterlife. There are many resemblances to " Ultima Thule "
and " Solus Rex ", [54] two short stories by Nabokov intended to be the first two chapters of a novel in
Russian that he never continued. The placename Thule appears in Pale Fire, as does the phrase solus rex a
chess problem in which either colour has no pieces but the king. The book is also full of references to culture,
nature, and literature.
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That beefy bassline and those shimmering guitars do give it a datestamp, but the rest seems to be begging for a
home in a KPM library music vault somewhere. Still, it makes for an interesting piece of music which showed
Pale Saints could operate outside their shoegazing comfort zone very easily. Dodgy - Summer Fayre Bostin
Well, here we are. Of course, there are mitigating factors to my claim. Firstly, The Boo Radleys have already
featured, but their music at this point is barely recognisable from what it became circa "Wake Up! Still,
though, absolutely all the stereotypical ingredients, for better or worse, are in this 45, to the extent that it could
almost be a parody. That chirpy, retro sixties chorus. Those shuffling, bouyant rhythms. The cheeky vocals
which almost seem to come accompanied with a wink. The determined return of fussy basslines and twiddly
guitar solos. It really is absolutely bloody uncanny. My curiosity was tweaked by this song, and I went to see
Dodgy live when they came to play my town around this time. The audience in the small club just seemed
bemused in general, and the band struggled to connect despite their best efforts. Very, very few indie or
alternative groups were mining classic rock and pop in quite the way Dodgy were at this point, and they were
peculiar anomalies on the gig circuit. In , however, it meant releasing records on their own label Bostin and
waiting for everyone else to wake up to their charms. Those works are a bit - though admittedly not
enormously - fleshed out from this original low-key vision. No-Man - Mahler One Little Indian This is
probably one of my favourite No-Man tracks, combining slowly looping Dance rhythms to hushed vocals and
rather precious classical violin solos. Despite its quiet approach, it possesses a strange and slightly disturbing
drama, as if relaying to the listener a distant memory of a doomed relationship. The song ends on the lines
"The ascent to your heaven It sounds like the airy, slick, celebratory pop you might hear on a commercial FM
radio station on a late night cab ride home. Breathe deeply and you can almost smell the pine air freshener.
Should it have been a hit? I suspect it lacked enough of a powerful chorus or drive to really be a breakthrough
single, sounding more like something an established artist would put out as the second or third single off a
successful album. Cath Carroll works as a writer first and foremost these days, though has occasionally been
enticed back into the studio to work with other bands on their projects, having recently worked with
Trembling Blue Stars and The Hit Parade.
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Twice, three times, Siebenburg rapped, but in vain. Yet the Swiss was there. His armour-bearer had told Seitz
so downstairs, and he heard his voice within. At last he struck the door so heavily with the handle of his
dagger that the whole house echoed with the sound. He looked at the visitor in astonishment. My master,
however, need have no fear of creditors; for though you may not yet know it, Sir Knight, there are generous
noblemen in Nuremberg during the Reichstag who throw away castles and lands in his favour at the gaming
table. It came from behind a curtain spread over some clothes that hung on the wall, and Seitz said to himself
that the person must be the maid whom he had just met. If he could induce Heinz to talk with him here in the
anteroom it would be impossible for her to escape. Forcing a laugh, he flung the hood at his head, and before
he opened the door of the adjoining room again asked to speak to his master. Biberli replied that he must wait;
the knight was holding a religious conversation with a devout old mendicant friar. If he might venture to offer
counsel, he would not interrupt his master now; he had received very sad news, and the tailor who came to
take his measure for his mourning garments had just left him. If Seitz had any business with the knight, and
expected any benefit from his favour and rare generosity But Siebenburg let him get no farther. Forgetting the
stratagem which was to lure Heinz hither, he burst into a furious rage, fiercely declaring that he sought favour
and generosity from no man, least of all a Heinz Schorlin and, advancing to the door, flung the servant who
barred his passage so rudely against the wall that he uttered a loud cry of pain. Ere it had died away Heinz
appeared on the threshold. A long white robe increased the pallor of his face, but yesterday so ruddy, and his
reddened eyes showed traces of recent tears. When he perceived what had occurred, and saw his faithful
follower, with a face distorted by pain, rubbing his shoulder, his cheeks flushed angrily, and with just
indignation he rebuked Siebenburg for his unseemly intrusion into his quarters and his brutal conduct. Then,
without heeding the knight, he asked Biberli if he was seriously injured, and when the latter answered in the
negative he again turned to Seitz and briefly enquired what he wanted. If he desired to own that, while in a
state of senseless intoxication he had slandered modest maidens, and was ignorant of his actions when he
staked his castle and lands against the gold lying before him, Heinz Schorlin, he might keep Tannenreuth. The
form in which he would revoke his calumny to Jungfrau Ortlieb he would discuss with him later. At present
his mind was occupied with more important matters than the senseless talk of a drunkard, and he would
therefore request the knight to leave him. As Heinz uttered the last words he pointed to the door, and this
indiscreet, anything but inviting gesture robbed Siebenburg of the last remnant of composure maintained with
so much difficulty. Nothing is more infuriating to weak natures than to have others expect them to pursue a
course opposite to that which, after a victory over baser impulses, they have recognised as the right one and
intended to follow. He who had come to resign his lost property voluntarily was regarded by the Swiss as an
importunate mendicant; he who stood here to prove that he was perfectly justified in accusing Els Ortlieb of a
crime, Schorlin expected to make a revocation against his better knowledge. And what price did the insolent
fellow demand for the restored estate and the right to brand him as a slanderer? The pleasure of seeing the
unwelcome guest retire as quickly as possible. No greater degree of contempt and offensive presumption could
be imagined, and as Seitz set his own admirable conduct during the past few hours far above the profligate
behaviour of the Swiss, he was fired with honest indignation and, far from heeding the white robe and altered
countenance of his enemy, gave the reins to his wrath. Pale with fury, he flung, as it were, the estate the Swiss
had won from him at his feet, amid no lack of insulting words. He had felt a strong aversion to Siebenburg
from their first meeting, and the slanderous words with which he had dragged in the dust the good name of a
maiden who, Heinz knew, had incurred suspicion solely through his fault, had filled him with scorn. So, with
quiet contempt, he let him rave on; but when the person to whom he had just been talking--the old Minorite
monk whom he had met on the highroad and accompanied to Nuremberg--appeared at the door of the next
room, he stopped Seitz with a firm "Enough! Siebenburg listened with a contemptuous shrug of the shoulders,
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then he said bitterly: May the gift won at the gaming table profit the holy Brothers. For you, Sir Knight, it will
gain the favour of the Saint of Assisi, whose power is renowned. So you have acted wisely. It was now his
turn to deal the Swiss a blow. The old mendicant friar was a venerable person whose bearing commanded
respect, and Heinz seemed to value his good opinion. For that very reason the Minorite should learn the
character of this patron of his order. Only just now you appeared to consider certain words uttered last night in
reference to a lady--" "Let that pass," interrupted Heinz with marked emphasis. You who have estranged a
betrothed bride from her lover and lured her to midnight interviews, no doubt suppose yourself safe from the
future husband, whom the result of a duel--as you know--will keep from her side. But Wolff happens to be my
brother-in-law, and if I feel disposed to take his place and break a lance with you" Heinz, pale as death,
interrupted him, exclaiming in a tone of the deepest indignation: We will have a tilt with lances, and then we
will fight with our swords. In the joust--[single combat in the tourney]--with sharp weapons it will soon appear
who has right on his side. I know him, and esteem him so highly" "That you invite his plighted bride to
nocturnal love dalliance, and exchange love messages with her," interrupted the other. This was too much for
Heinz Schorlin and, with honest indignation, he cried: Ere Heinz could interfere, he jerked it back so violently
that he tore it from the fastenings and forced the terrified maid, whose arm he grasped, to approach the knight
with him. Heinz had seen Katterle only by moonlight and in the twilight, so her unexpected appearance gave
him no information. He gazed at her enquiringly, with as much amazement as though she had risen from the
earth. Siebenburg gave him no time to collect his thoughts, but dragged the girl before the monk and, raising
his voice in menace, commanded: Surely you know that she is my betrothed bride. She came just
now--scarcely a dozen Paternosters ago-to talk with me about the marriage. At the same time she felt the
obligation of aiding him and nodded assent, while Siebenburg rudely interrupted the servant by calling to the
monk: Black must be whitened here. With a calmness which seemed to the servant incomprehensible, though
it filled him with delight, he turned to the monk, saying earnestly and simply: I will tell you all the
circumstances at once. How this maid came here will be explained later. As for the maiden whom this man
calls the older beautiful E, never--I swear it by our saint--have I sought her love or received from her the
smallest token of her favour. I shall certainly take care that he learns the truth and knows where, and at what
an hour, his betrothed bride met foreign heartbreakers. To open the eyes of others concerning her will also be a
pleasant duty. Pushing the thick locks back from his brow with a hasty movement, he answered in a tone of
the most intense contempt: Beware that, ere the joust begins, you do not ride the rail instead of the charger.
The maidens whose pure name you so yearn to sully are of noble birth, and if they appear to complain of you"
"Then I will proclaim the truth," Siebenburg retorted, "and the Court of Love and Pursuivant at Arms will
deprive you, the base seducer, of the right to enter the lists rather than me, my handsome knight! Wolff
Eysvogel, too--rely upon it--will challenge you, if you fulfil your base design. Seitz submitted and hastened
down the stairs, his eyes flashing as if he had won a great victory. At the door of the house he grasped the hilt
of his sword, and then, with rapid movements, twisted the ends of his mustache. The surprise he had given the
insolent Swiss by the discovery of his love messenger--it had acted like a spell--could not have succeeded
better. And what had Schorlin alleged in justification? Nothing, absolutely nothing at all. He eagerly
anticipated the joust and the sword combat with Heinz. He had hurled more powerful foes than the Swiss from
the saddle, and from knightly "courtoisie" not even used his strength without consideration. Heinz Schorlin
should feel it. He gazed around him like a victor, and throwing his head back haughtily he went down the
Bindergasse, this time past the Franciscan monastery towards the Town Hall and the fish market. Eber, the
sword cutler, lived there and, spite of the large sum he owed him, Seitz wished to talk with him about the
sharp weapons he needed for the joust. On his way he gave his imagination free course. These pictures of the
future occupied his thoughts so deeply that he neither saw nor heard what was passing around him. Many a
person for whom he forgot to turn aside looked angrily after him. Suddenly he found his farther progress
arrested. The crier had just raised his voice to announce some important tidings to the people who thronged
around him between the Town Hall and the Franciscan monastery. Perhaps he might have succeeded in
forcing a passage through the concourse, but when he heard the name "Ernst Ortlieb," in the monotonous
speech of the city crier, he followed the remainder of his notice. It made known to the citizens of Nuremberg
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that, since the thunderstorm of the preceding night, a maid had been missing from the house of the Honourable
Herr Ernst Ortlieb, of the Council, a Swiss by birth, Katharina of Sarnen, called Katterle, a woman of
blameless reputation. Whoever should learn anything concerning the girl was requested to bring the news to
the Ortlieb residence. What did this mean? If the girl had vanished at midnight and not returned to her
employers since, she could scarcely have sought Heinz Schorlin as a messenger of love from Els. How should
he succeed in making Wolff understand that his beloved Els had wronged him if the maid was to play no part
in proving it? Yesterday evening he had not believed firmly in her guilt; that very morning it had even seemed
to him a shameful thing that he had cast suspicion upon her in the presence of others. Wolff, whom he had
begun to hate since, with his resistless arm of iron, he had exposed him for the first time to the malicious glee
of the bystanders in the fencing hall. Yet it was not this which suddenly bowed his head and loudly
admonished him that he had again behaved like a reckless fool. Cowardice was his least fault. He did not fear
what might befall him in battle. Whether he would be barred out from the lists was the terrible question which
darkened the bright morning already verging towards noon. He had charged Els with perfidy in the presence of
others, and thereby exposed her, the plighted bride of a knight, to the utmost scorn. And besides--fool that he
was! This would certainly lead the Swiss and others to investigate his own past, and the Pursuivant at Arms
excluded from joust and tourney whoever "injured trade or merchant. But--and at the thought he uttered a low
imprecation--how could he ride to the joust if his father-in-law closed his strong box which, moreover, was
said to be empty? How much money he needed as security in case of defeat! His sole property was debts. He
need only make her understand that his honour and that of the twins were at stake. Would that Heaven might
spare his boys such hours of anxiety and self-accusation! But what was this? Was he deluding himself? Did
his over-excited imagination make him hear a death knell pealing for his honour and his hopes, which must be
borne to their grave?
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An Unexpected Reunion Editor: Rockgollem The four days before the banquet went by in a flash. I worked
hard to develop new dishes, taught the men to blood let and butchering, and impart my cooking skills to the
women. I even need to figure out the work flow for the banquet, and it was hard to describe how busy I was.
When they do their work seriously as if it was their second nature, they showed emotions of joy and pain. On
the second day of the wedding preparation, aside from the Wu main house, the branch houses also sent a few
women to help me. However, their workload were very heavy. A platform and simple stoves had to be erected
for the wedding, and people were needed to gather firewood and stones. As the men had to hunt in the forest,
this job fell squarely onto the women. Despite their heavy and laborious workload, they still needed to take
time out of their schedule to learn some unknown cooking from me, which showed me deeply how much
thought and effort they put into this. As a normal banquet only needed to serve the usual kiba soup and grilled
meat, so they would just need to prepare the ingredients, and ensure there were sufficient food and firewood.
There were probably many who thought that I brought them unnecessary hassle for the preparation of this
wedding banquet. However, after they test tasted the steaks and hamburg steak, they were astonished and
happy, and started helping me in earnest. As the men would bring two or three successfully bloodlet and
butchered kiba everyday, I obtained enough meat for the banquet in no time. In the end, I gave the excess meat
to the five branch families of the Wu clan, and the women almost cried tears of joy. I felt the same way when I
stayed in the Wu main house last time. If their work could bring happiness and serenity to their family, it
would be a great joy to the subjects themselves. If everyone shares this feelings with their family, their job
would feel meaningful. I had probably chosen the same path as Kaslan Lutim. I hope everyone could be
happier, and have deeper bonds with their familiesâ€”â€” after hearing me say something so overreaching that
night, he probably wanted to use his wedding to prove those words. The men hunted kiba, bloodlet, skin and
butcher. The women forage for firewood, pick herbs, raise hearth fires and cooked the meat. Everyone had to
work together to achieve this goal. That youth wanted to share this joy with his hundred odd kin, and obtain
deeper bonds and greater strength. I had to give it my all to meet his expectation. In order to give greater joy to
even more people in such a harsh environment, I felt a deep obligation to do my work properly. Two days
before the banquet, a small incident happenedâ€”â€” On the third afternoon of my stay in the Wu clan village.
Come with me for a while! The men are in trouble! That day, I shut myself inside the stove room in the
morning, and when the sun was at its apex, I started teaching the women how to make hamburg steak. They
will be setting off for the hunt soon right? Rimee Wu charged in with teary eyes. Is he from the Tsun clan? He
even asked us where is the Fa house! Ditto Min Wu, can you explain to everyone to the best of your
knowledge? Her expression was even more teary than Rimee Wu. I regulated my breathing a little, then gently
pulled away her soft shoulders. The entrance to the plaza was filled with people. It was the time for the men to
head into the forest. They were all gathered here. And then â€”â€” I could see the colour of that familiar cloak
from between the group of strong men. However, no one turned back or responded to me. I could only feel
Donda Wu who was a head taller than the others stole a glance at me. This is not a place a man from the city
should visit! It was the second son of the Wu clan, Darum Wu. Darum Wu raised his sabre and faced off
against that man. This weird man who had the eyes that looked like an elderly and a child at the same time
â€”â€” Kamyua Yost stood casually there. Darum Wu was close enough to lop off his head in just one step. A
fire seemed to be burning in his eyes, which gave the image of a feral wolf twisting its face agitatedly. His
entire body was giving out dangerous killing intent. I went around the human wall formed by the men, walked
to a position where I could see the two person facing off and stopped. The next moment, Rimee Wu grabbed
onto my left arm. She actually followed me here. I turned my body to keep her petite body behind me. I have
no intention of harming them. That will only complicate things! I have met that man once before! Four days
ago, we got acquainted when we visited the post station town to procure food ingredients! I will be escorting a
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caravan from Genos to the eastern kingdom. I plan to pass through this settlement for the trip. Their heights
were similar, but the girth of their body had two times the difference. This was like a black bear facing off a
praying mantis. Those people from a decade ago were also attacked by kiba during their journey there and got
wiped out. I turned back, and saw Ludo Wu standing behind me. He pulled at our arms, his eyes almost
turning completely into that of a hunter. Why are you wandering around here without anyone guiding you? I
had to make a choice here. Should I spin a harmless tale? Or be direct and spill all the beansâ€”â€” Which
choice would be right for Ai Fa? And of course, everyone else could hear that. Mr Kamyua Yost here
mediated for us. Despite that, he still asked in a collected and low voice. A young man with an indistinct face.
It was wrong for the people in town to talk behind his bad, but drawing a blade is still too much. The laws in
Genos prohibits such actions. When that happened, I testified what actually happened to the guards, and the
incident ended peacefully. I forgot to tell everyone that Asuta acted bravely and rescued Tara! Asuta, Tara
wants to see you again too. In that case, I will give up on that thoughtâ€¦ Can I visit the Fa house another day?
Then I will make up a work related reasons the next time I visit. However, Kamyua Yost just smiled at me as
if it was nothing. I hope we can have a drink together some day. It was finally the day. My fatigue is
completely gone. It was a nice morning. And I was in a great mood. She was probably concerned because of
my heavy responsibility today. I had only woken up and her attitude made me really happy. Do I look like a
man who will repeat the same mistake? If I violate that intolerable taboo again, I will hand over my eyeballs
like the rules dictate. Speaking of which, Ai Fa was planning to stay in the Wu clan village until this morning,
and then return to the Fa house until the next morning. While Grandma Jiba and Rimee Wu were both
participating in this grand banquet, Ai Fa would be home alone, drinking the kiba pot she cooked for
herselfâ€¦ Just thinking about this scene breaks my heart. When I told Kaslan Lutim about this, he agreed
without hesitation and said: Compared to him, Ai Fa was stubborn and inflexible. Ai Fa was reluctant at first,
but after I sincerely implored her to: And so, we could head to the Wu clan now side by side. We surveyed the
plaza that had been prepared for the banquet, then strode forth slowly. There were about ten stoves in the
plaza. All of them were simple stoves erected from white stones.
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Three ropes instant broke, and the elastic ropes snapped back and hit the bodies of the surrounding crowd. Suddenly,
there were tens of people moaning in pain on the ground. The ones who had lesser wounds vented their anger on their
surrounding people.

Henry The Rubberneck Auto was about ready to start. The merry top-riders had been assigned to their seats by
the gentlemanly conductor. The sidewalk was blockaded with sightseers who had gathered to stare at
sightseers, justifying the natural law that every creature on earth is preyed upon by some other creature. The
megaphone man raised his instrument of torture; the inside of the great automobile began to thump and throb
like the heart of a coffee drinker. The top-riders nervously clung to the seats; the old lady from Valparaiso,
Indiana, shrieked to be put ashore. But all these instances set forth only slow and groping interchange of
sympathy and thought beside one other instance which the Rubberneck coach shall disclose. The gong
whirred, and the Glaring-at-Gotham car moved majestically upon its instructive tour. Capitalise it, friend
typo--that last word--word of words in the epiphany of life and love. The scent of the flowers, the booty of the
bee, the primal drip of spring waters, the overture of the lark, the twist of lemon peel on the cocktail of
creation--such is the bride. Holy is the wife; revered the mother; galliptious is the summer girl--but the bride is
the certified check among the wedding presents that the gods send in when man is married to mortality. The
car glided up the Golden Way. On the bridge of the great cruiser the captain stood, trumpeting the sights of the
big city to his passengers. Wide-mouthed and open-eared, they heard the sights of the metropolis thundered
forth to their eyes. Confused, delirious with excitement and provincial longings, they tried to make ocular
responses to the megaphonic ritual. In the solemn spires of spreading cathedrals they saw the home of the
Vanderbilts; in the busy bulk of the Grand Central depot they viewed, wonderingly, the frugal cot of Russell
Sage. Bidden to observe the highlands of the Hudson, they gaped, unsuspecting, at the upturned mountains of
a new- laid sewer. To many the elevated railroad was the Rialto, on the stations of which uniformed men sat
and made chop suey of your tickets. And to this day in the outlying districts many have it that Chuck Connors,
with his hand on his heart, leads reform; and that but for the noble municipal efforts of one Parkhurst, a district
attorney, the notorious "Bishop" Potter gang would have destroyed law and order from the Bowery to the
Harlem River. But I beg you to observe Mrs. James Williams--Hattie Chalmers that was--once the belle of
Cloverdale. Willingly had the moss rosebud loaned to her cheeks of its pink--and as for the violet! A useless
strip of white chaf--oh, no, he was guiding the auto car--of white chiffon--or perhaps it was grenadine or
tulle--was tied beneath her chin, pretending to hold her bonnet in place. But you know as well as I do that the
hatpins did the work. James Williams, you would have guessed, was about twenty-four. It will gratify you to
know that your estimate was so accurate. He was exactly twenty-three years, eleven months and twenty-nine
days old. He was well built, active, strong-jawed, good-natured and rising. He was on his wedding trip. Dear
kind fairy, please cut out those orders for money and 40 H. Instead of any of them turn backward--oh, turn
backward and give us just a teeny-weeny bit of our wedding trip over again. Just an hour, dear fairy, so we can
remember how the grass and poplar trees looked, and the bow of those bonnet strings tied beneath her
chin--even if it was the hatpins that did the work. Very well; hurry up with that touring car and the oil stock,
then. Just in front of Mrs. James Williams sat a girl in a loose tan jacket and a straw hat adorned with grapes
and roses. This girl gazed with large blue eyes, credulous, when the megaphone man roared his doctrine that
millionaires were things about which we should be concerned. Between blasts she resorted to Epictetian
philosophy in the form of pepsin chewing gum. He was well-built, active, strong-jawed and good-natured. But
if his description seems to follow that of James Williams, divest it of anything Cloverdalian. This man
belonged to hard streets and sharp corners. He looked keenly about him, seeming to begrudge the asphalt
under the feet of those upon whom he looked down from his perch. While the megaphone barks at a famous
hostelry, let me whisper you through the low-tuned cardiaphone to sit tight; for now things are about to
happen, and the great city will close over them again as over a scrap of ticker tape floating down from the den
of a Broad street bear. The girl in the tan jacket twisted around to view the pilgrims on the last seat. Her eyes
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met those of Mrs. And all, mind you, with the eye, before two men could have decided whether to draw steel
or borrow a match. The bride leaned forward low. She and the girl spoke rapidly together, their tongues
moving quickly like those of two serpents-- a comparison that is not meant to go further. Two smiles and a
dozen nods closed the conference. And now in the broad, quiet avenue in front of the Rubberneck car a man in
dark clothes stood with uplifted hand. From the sidewalk another hurried to join him. The girl in the fruitful
hat quickly seized her companion by the arm and whispered in his ear. That young man exhibited proof of
ability to act promptly. Crouching low, he slid over the edge of the car, hung lightly for an instant, and then
disappeared. Half a dozen of the top-riders observed his feat, wonderingly, but made no comment, deeming it
prudent not to express surprise at what might be the conventional manner of alighting in this bewildering city.
The girl in the tan jacket turned again, and looked in the eyes of Mrs. Then she faced about and sat still while
the Rubberneck auto stopped at the flash of the badge under the coat of the plainclothes man. There he is on
the back seat. Look out for the side, Donovan. Back to Sleepytown for yours. The car must proceed on its tour.
With necessary slowness he picked his way through the passengers down to the steps at the front of the car.
His wife followed, but she first turned her eyes and saw the escaped tourist glide from behind the furniture van
and slip behind a tree on the edge of the little park, not fifty feet away. Descended to the ground, James
Williams faced his captors with a smile. He was thinking what a good story he would have to tell in
Cloverdale about having been mistaken for a burglar. The Rubberneck coach lingered, out of respect for its
patrons. What could be a more interesting sight than this? Do your explaining at the station- house. He pushed
his hat far upon the back of his head. At the station-house the desk sergeant asked for his name. After the
police had sternly reprimanded James Williams for imitating a copyrighted burglar and given him as
honourable a discharge as the department was capable of, Mrs. Williams rearrested him and swept him into an
angle of the station-house. James Williams regarded her with one eye. He always said that Donovan closed the
other while somebody was holding his good right hand. Never before had he given her a word of reproach or
of reproof. I did it for her--I mean the girl who spoke to me on the coach. Jim, they were married only this
morning --those two; and I wanted him to get away. While they were struggling with you I saw him slip from
behind his tree and hurry across the park. By rice and satin bows does mere man become aware of weddings.
But bride knoweth bride at the glance of an eye. And between them swiftly passes comfort and meaning in a
language that man and widows wot not of. Get started by clicking the "Add" button. Add Sisters of the Golden
Circle to your own personal library. Return to the O. Henry Home Page, or. Read the next short story; Smith.
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Pale Fire is a novel by Vladimir www.enganchecubano.com novel is presented as a line poem titled "Pale Fire", written
by the fictional poet John Shade, with a foreword, lengthy commentary and index written by Shade's neighbor and
academic colleague, Charles Kinbote.

He sincerely exposes every obvious defect, and it is to be hoped that one day, with as sincere a pen, he will go
deeper. Given to idle dreaming by some old abandoned shaft or roaming the deserted alluvial diggings of the
little mining town of my youth, I would conjure up visions of that new world I had so often read aboutâ€”that
great country where there was no prejudice against my raceâ€”the New Jerusalem. Shyly hugging to my breast
some borrowed American book or magazine I would seek the shadows of the huge decaying poppet legs and
dream over the pages containing many Jewish faces, and I read with pride and gratitude of the high places
occupied by my people in music, art, literature and the drama. Filled with Jewish names and good Jewish
deeds was the story of this new Zion, and a longing to be among the great ones of my people took possession
of me. Between my dear father and myself there was a bond of love too sacred for words, and when I looked
upon his dear face for the last time in this world and bade him a sorrowful goodby before my departure for the
New Jerusalem, he held me close to his breast and whispered: Words fail to describe my feelings as the
beauties of the New World unfolded to me. In wonderful contrast to the melancholy aspect of my own country
was the joyous color of Samoa, with its hallowed memories of Robert Louis Stevenson, lifted like some fairy
veil out of the midst of the Pacific to give me a glimpse, as it were, of my dream of Americaâ€”the New
Jerusalem. Oh, the wonderful days and wonderful nights out on that vast blue expanse, where God and His
stars seemed so near that one formed a good resolution with every throb of the great engine far down below.
One of the passengers, an ex-Harvard man, returned with the remark: As I was the only other Jew in the first
cabin I made my way to the stateroom where they had carried the victim of the accident and found him to be a
tender-hearted old man who I subsequently learned had spent a long life in acts of charity toward his fellow
men and women, regardless of creed. He was returning to end his days in Jerusalem his Jerusalem, not the one
of my dreams , where he could touch again the beloved stones of the wailing wall. Later on the ex-Harvard
man asked me to join in a deck game. Since then I have walked the length and breadth of the great cities of
America, and my very soul cried out to my fellow Jew: Every male of Jewish blood at some time of his life
recites this beautiful prayer. It does not matter how far one strays from the fold or how much one has denied
the faith, there comes a time when the Jew in him asserts itself and he says the kaddish. Public prayer among
Jews can be recited only in the presence of ten males above the age of religious maturity, and this assembly is
called minyan. Surely in this great city I would easily find a minyan, I thought; so I followed the line of least
resistance, like any stranger in a strange land, and sought out the Jewish names best known to the public. I
called at a business house uptown with the name of a great Hebrew over the door. He was the great man of
whom I read with such pride in the little mining town at the other end of the world. The same Jewish face
depicted in the huge photograph in the lobby I had seen in the magazine I had hugged so lovingly at home. I
made my way, full of hope, to his office and was asked by a doorkeeper my mission. I explainedâ€”the
doorkeeper was a Hebrewâ€”that I desired to say kaddish for my father and that I wanted to form a minyan. I
began to realize that I was a stranger among my own people and that night I walked the streets of great New
York with an aching heart. Everywhere in the hurrying crowds I saw the faces of my brethren and sisters,
thousands, hundreds of thousands of them, hurrying, pushing, shoving brethren they were, with all the
tenderness, the friendship and the Semitic look gone from their eyes. Is this the persecuted raceâ€”that people
who had been scattered to the four corners of the earth? Everything in the huge room was glaringly
falseâ€”marble pillars, oak beams, flowers, were all imitation: Out in the night I went and found myself
struggling in a torrent of humanity. Every time I received an extra bump or hard push I looked only to see that
my antagonist was a Hebrew. On the street, in the cars, in the subway, or at the soda fountain, wherever I saw
my fellow Jews blatantly shouting and rudely pushing, I, in spite of my indignation, felt the love of my race
uppermost in my heart, and I wanted to cry out: For the good of the race! Amid the din of Jewish music and
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laughter, the newsboys are shouting the names of Jewish murderers the Rosenthal case , the gunmen of the
city. The bribe givers and the bribe takers depicted in the news sheets have Jewish countenances. The
gambling house keepersâ€”yes! I know that there are Christians who are murderers, gamblers and informers,
but the Jew is a marked man. He is distinct, apart, so distinct that in a crowd he is the first noticed. It is for this
reason that I would have my brethren and sisters suppress themselves, stand back! I would have real Jews take
the worst of a bargain once in a while for the sake of the race. There is nothing so pathetic as the man who,
with Hebrew face, assumes a Christian name. I never go to a public place without wishing that my fellow Jew
would talk less and appear less ostentatious. When one Hebrew comes in late to a show, marches down the
aisle and on the front row deliberately obstructs the view of people in the audience as he stands slowly
removing and folding his coat and gloves, he seems to cause more annoyance than if half a dozen Gentiles did
the same thing. When a Jew stands aside and waits patiently at a ticket window, gives his seat to a lady on a
street car or behaves in a refined manner in any walk of life, he immediately makes friends for our people.
Most of our people, I have found, have aggressive personalities: Each stage of my embarrassment and
consequent suffering was contributed to by a brother Jew. First, the shyster lawyer, without principle or
mercy, then his brutal clerks, sly and grafting. If all these agents of misfortune were Gentiles I could have
borne it, but the greatest heartbreak of all was the fact that one and all of them were brother Jews. Why must a
Jew always be in at the death, as it were? There came a time soon after this when I walked the streets almost
penniless. Seeking work, I applied at the store of a wealthy Hebrew. I explained to the well-groomed
proprietor that I was an orthodox member of his race and appealed on that ground for a chance. He
pooh-poohed the idea. I am a Christian Cultist, I meet nice people and it helps my business. I explained to him
that being a Jew was not a question of religion but a question of blood. I told him that if a Jewish leopard
ceased visiting the synagogue to go to a Christian Cultist chapel it did not necessarily get rid of its spots. I left
him scratching his head, and I also lost the chance of a job in his store. In and out of offices presided over by
men with Jewish faces I trudged all day. Most of these men, I subsequently learned, belonged to New
Thought, Christian Cultist and other up-to-date churches and societiesâ€”it was good for their business. In the
great theatrical districts I found thousands of my fellow Jews who had grown rich overnight by coining
perhaps a popular song that had pleased the cabaret-mad crowd or by ridiculous impersonations of their race
upon the music hall stages. A good many of these were young men, sons of fathers and mothers who had been
driven from their own country with fire and sword. The mothers and fathers stay at home blessing God every
hour of the day and night for guiding them to such a country as this, while the sons and daughters are out at
the theaters, in the halls and cabarets singing songs of Dixie. Passing by in this great throng are prominent
actors, critics and playwrights, many under assumed names, simply because their own names are Jewish.
Flashing across the horizon as I write is a notorious Jewish doctor with a consumption cure. He could have
been famous and honored had he but suppressed himself, instead of which he, with his commercial instinct
and his press agent methods, made more enemies for the race. Tramping the city tired and weary of looking
for friendly Jewish faces I found myself near the City Hall. A rough-looking fellow next to me said, as he
smacked his lips: Proud and happy for the first time, I sat in the little park watching the passing procession till
I dozed off into a sound sleep. My happiness continued in my sleep, for I had a most beautiful dream. All the
prominent professional Jews headed the procession with their real names and the name of their race
emblazoned upon silk banners in letters of gold. This part of the parade took four hours and a half to pass a
given point. All the marchers had discarded their expensive clothing and their diamonds and were modestly
attired. They had also discarded their automobilesâ€”many of the prominent men in this section carried flags
and banners upon which were inscribed the legends: Next came that part of the procession which showed the
greatest following among its marchers. Oh, I felt so happy as I read the buttons they wore and saw the flags
they carried. Most of the streamers read: The line of them was miles long. I was awakened from my happy
dream by a rude thump from a Jewish policeman who hurried me to a police station, where I was surrounded
by shyster lawyers, my brethren, who wanted money with which they could square other brethren. I could not
gain the services of a Hebrew bondsman because I had no pull. This is the worst advice he could have given
me, for I was so happy asleep and dreaming that my brethren and sisters had reformed and had become real
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Jews for the sake of the race. I now look upon my police court humiliation as the best thing that could have
happened to me, for a kindly old Jewish scholar, who acted as court interpreter, was attracted by my
appearance. His long contact with human misery and his great experience with foreigners stranded in a strange
country enabled him to understand me. That night he took me to his poverty-stricken little room behind a
delicatessen shop in the Ghetto. After supper he went to the street door and called the neighbors from their
stoops. He called them by their first names and I said kaddish for my father as they stood around among the
pickle barrels. Since then I have lived among Jews, real Jews. I have learned that beneath the ragged coat of a
push-cart vender there may beat a heart of gold, and that a poor seller of collar buttons or suspenders may be a
student of the Talmud with a mind that is a gift of the gods. Leaving the seething, modern, fashionable life of
upper Broadway to enter the religious atmosphere of the numerous schools of Jewish literature on the East
Side entails a violent contrast in conditions. To see the deeply furrowed, time-scarred faces of the grand old
men pouring over their beloved Talmud is to get a glimpse of another worldâ€”a world of resignation, peace
and love. Within earshot of the thundering traffic of Broadway I stood gazing at the bowed figures engaged in
study and prayer. The great passion for the dead and gone past reflected in the Rembrandtesque faces of the
aged students lends to their lives a religious grandeur which the uptown tourist hastily passing on a
rubber-neck wagon would never suspect. Behind many a shabby-looking little store, or maybe, above some
corner saloon, are the societies for the study of Hebrew literature, where congregate the types of Jewish
scholars and philosophers that make the heart of the writer and artist glad. Gray-haired, bewhiskered, sad old
men, many of whom have tasted only the bitterness of lifeâ€”yet such is their faith in the Almighty that they
cling to the praying shawl and Bible to blot out the memory of a Kishineffâ€”their lives of study and prayer
amid abject poverty giving the lie to the fallacy that the Jew lives but for money. I have often wandered among
these scholars picking up the crumbs of wisdom which fall from the lips of the old men, grateful that my
Jewish face and blood gave me the privilege to sit and sketch among them. Somehow or other my ramblings
on the East Side are like the calm after the storm of the uptown struggle. Many times I have felt the heart
tugâ€”the longing to be among my peopleâ€”the real Jewsâ€”and, leaving theatrical uptown, the land of
make-believe and unrest, I have sought the little schools of study where the wonderful real old men who live
by optimism and nourish their souls by faith teach me the lesson of patience and the love of humanity. Their
Jewish view of life is as beautiful as it is simple. It disregards neither earth nor heaven. Their Jewish view of
death is equally beautiful. For those who die they feel no sorrow. Having once torn aside the veil which parts
the known and the unknown, having once entered into the shadow, or rather the sunshine, of the beyond, they
are better off in the other life. Whether death means eternal sleep or eternal life, those who have left our side,
having passed into the arms of pitiless death, repose in a condition which should give survivors no cause for
anxiety on account of their beloved dead.
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Canto 1 includes his early encounters with death and glimpses of what he takes to be the supernatural. Canto 2
is about his family and the apparent suicide of his daughter, Hazel. According to Kinbote, Shade has been
murdered. Here and in the rest of his critical apparatus , Kinbote explicates the poem surprisingly little.
Focusing instead on his own concerns, he divulges pieces of what proves to be the plot, some of which can be
connected by following the many cross-references. Thus the narration is highly nonlinear. He also tells the
story of Charles Xavier Vseslav, also known as Charles II, "The Beloved," the deposed king of the "distant
northern land" of Zembla who picturesquely escaped imprisonment by Soviet -backed revolutionaries.
However, no comprehensible reference to Charles is to be found in the poem. A third story told by Kinbote is
that of Gradus, an assassin dispatched by the new rulers of Zembla to kill the exiled King Charles. In the last
note, to the missing line , Kinbote narrates how Gradus killed Shade by mistake. The reader soon realizes that
Kinbote himself is Charles Xavier, living incognitoâ€”or, though Kinbote builds an elaborate picture of
Zembla complete with samples of a constructed language , that he is insane and that his identification with
Charles is a delusion, as perhaps all of Zembla is. Nabokov said in an interview that Kinbote committed
suicide after finishing the book. Kinbote quotes the passage but does not recognize it, as he says he has access
only to an inaccurate Zemblan translation of the play, and in a separate note he even rails against the common
practice of using quotations as titles. The title is first mentioned in the foreword: According to Boyd, [20]
Andrew Field invented the Shadean theory [21] and Julia Bader expanded it; [22] Boyd himself espoused the
theory for a time. Boyd [20] credits the Kinbotean theory to Page Stegner [24] and adds that most of its
adherents are newcomers to the book. Some readers see the book as oscillating undecidably between these
alternatives, like the Rubin vase a drawing that may be two profiles or a goblet. The name "Zembla" taken
from "Nova Zembla", a former anglicization of Novaya Zemlya may evoke popular fantasy literature about
royalty such as The Prisoner of Zenda , [16] [29] signaling that it is not to be taken literally. Botkin, to whose
delusions John Shade and the rest of the faculty of Wordsmith College generally condescend. For instance, the
nasty commentator is not an ex-King of Zembla nor is he professor Kinbote. He is professor Botkin, or
Botkine, a Russian and a madman. The Index, supposedly created by Kinbote, features an entry for a "Botkin,
V. Goldsworth had condemned Grey to an asylum from which he escaped shortly before mistakenly killing
Shade, who resembled Goldsworth. Still other readers de-emphasize any sort of "real story" and may doubt the
existence of such a thing. In the interplay of allusions and thematic links, they find a multifaceted image of
English literature, [31] criticism, [25] literary idolatry, [34] politics, [34] or some other topic. There are many
resemblances to " Ultima Thule " and " Solus Rex ", [35] two short stories by Nabokov , which were to have
been the first two chapters of a novel in Russian that he never continued. The placename Thule appears in Pale
Fire, as does the phrase solus rex a chess problem in which Black has no pieces but the king. The book is also
full of references to culture, nature, and literature. Some have been greatly emphasized by critics; others may
be trifles.
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