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Introductory note by the curator and translator
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"Echoes of Existence: Selected Short Stories by Luigi Pirandello”

In the rich tapestry of 20th-century literature, Luigi Pirandello stands as a towering figure whose narrative prowess and philosophical depth have left an indelible mark on the literary landscape. With "Echoes of Existence: Selected Short Stories by Luigi Pirandello," we embark on a journey through the intricate corridors of the human mind, exploring the labyrinthine nature of reality, identity, and the relentless quest for meaning. This collection presents an exquisite selection of previously untranslated short stories from "Short Stories for a Year," accompanied by AI-generated imagery that captures the essence of Pirandello's explorations.

Luigi Pirandello, an Italian playwright, novelist, and Nobel laureate, is celebrated for his profound insight into the complexities of human psychology and the elusive nature of truth. His literary works are often characterized by an intricate interplay between reality and illusion, and nowhere is this more evident than in his short stories. "Echoes of Existence" delves into a treasure trove of Pirandello's lesser-known stories, thoughtfully curated to bring forth narratives that span the breadth of his imaginative universe.

The selection process for this collection focused on unearthing hidden gems, those short stories that have, until now, remained concealed within the folds of time. These narratives possess a remarkable resonance with contemporary concerns, inviting readers to peer into the uncanny mirroring of human experiences across eras. The themes Pirandello explored continue to reverberate—questions of identity, the instability of perception, and the uneasy coexistence of the individual and society.

At the heart of "Echoes of Existence" lies the notion of the "mask"—a recurring motif in Pirandello's work. His characters don identities like disguises, revealing and concealing facets of themselves as they navigate the often absurd and bewildering realities in which they find themselves entangled. The selected stories, freshly translated into English, provide an intimate glimpse into this thematic exploration, highlighting Pirandello's masterful ability to probe the human psyche and lay bare its contradictions.

To complement Pirandello's evocative prose, this collection is enriched by AI-generated imagery that draws inspiration from the essence of each short story. These visual companions capture the subtle nuances of emotion, atmosphere, and context, offering readers a multidimensional experience that resonates with Pirandello's fascination with the interplay between appearance and reality.

As we navigate the pages of "Echoes of Existence," we encounter tales of duality, identity crisis, and existential questioning. From the mesmerizing mystery of "The Note" to the enigmatic world of "The Wardrobe," Pirandello weaves narratives that challenge the boundaries of certainty and expose the fragile foundation of our convictions. Each story is an invitation to explore the labyrinthine corridors of the mind, where truth is as mutable as the shifting sands of perception.

In the tradition of great literary translators, our team has undertaken the task of capturing the nuances of Pirandello's Italian prose and infusing it with the vibrancy of the English language. The stories are presented with a meticulous attention to linguistic detail, ensuring that Pirandello's narrative cadence, wit, and psychological depth remain intact, offering English-speaking readers an authentic glimpse into the genius of this Italian literary luminary.

As you embark on this journey through "Echoes of Existence," prepare to be entranced by the timeless allure of Pirandello's narratives. These stories, often mysterious and occasionally bewildering, invite us to confront the intricacies of the human experience. Through his exploration of the fragile boundaries between reality and illusion, Luigi Pirandello offers us a mirror to reflect upon our own perceptions of existence. May this collection become a luminous guide, leading you through the shadowy recesses of the human psyche, and leaving you with echoes of profound contemplation long after you have turned the final page.

Special thanks go to Alessandro Golinelli and Vito Lepore who supported and inspired me in the realization of this project.

Enzo Martinelli



From “Sole d’estate” “Summer Sunshine”

Selected short stories newly translated into English and published to celebrate Grazia Deledda’s 154th birth anniversary
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Calm Weather
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Even gales are good for the poor. The sea, like a rabid master who forces his servant to make a good house-cleaning, throws ashore all the debris that does not please him: and this rubbish forms the wealth of the poor people on the beach. Here, for example, is Mr Milio, Mr Milio himself, the former owner of a small shipyard, walking the length of the shore, from the mouth of the river to the wharf, with a mysterious bag of his own, white as the lining of a pillow: and like a pillow, the lining swells, but with hard lumps that really look like flattened woolen balls. Each one of these black bumps has cost Mr Milio, who by now is accustomed to folds of all sorts, a back bend: indeed, the cool air of the sea, now good again, is good for the old ship-owner: his congested red face fades a little, his legs, which at first were as uncertain as those of a child beginning to feel the effects of the sun, of a child beginning to walk, grow stronger and stronger: the eyes, oh, the eyes, in the shadow of the old panama that seems to have been cut out of the rough rind of a salted codfish, rival the colour of the sea in their blue and golden sparkle.

They are friends again, the sea and Mr Milio; and he feels happy: the hangover of the night before is completely sobered up, and the man firmly promises himself not to drink any more, to return to work in earnest, and little by little to rebuild his former fortune. For now he continues to collect, among the seaweed, among the dead crabs, among the cuttlefish bones and rusty cans, only his little pieces of black wood, which are splinters of wrecked ships and boats, fossilised by salt, good for stoking the fire in the white, frozen days that inexorably advance.

*
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Waiting for these days, even the old woman with the nose gnawed off by an ailment whose name one dare not even pronounce, yet they say she is almost a hundred years old and does not want to enter the hospice. However, they say she is almost a hundred years old and does not want to enter the old people’s home. She makes provisions for the fire, collecting brushwood from the sandy shore, but keeping a respectful distance from the handsome Luigino, formerly a decorative waiter in summer hotels, who now enjoys, he says, uprooting the wild thistles, silvery and hard as ore, from whose roots an exquisite liqueur for jams is extracted.

But the real riches, the living gifts of the sea, are taken by the sail and seine fishermen: the latter have also come from afar, with their biblical boat, red, black and blue, watched over by the Holy Virgin: and there are twelve of them, like the Apostles, all reddish, some bald, some curly, with clear, glaucous eyes, which in the long run have taken on the liquid transparency of those of certain fish. Even their skin, sour with saltiness, has the colour of mullets: and everything around them smells of fruit and sea herbs.

Or it was the scent of the rushes and seagrasses that resumed an almost spring-like possession to the very edge of the land. The dunes were already all covered with them, and certain small sandbars, covered with their carpet, looked like lounge seats. An infinity of shoots of watermelons and melons, a reminder of fresh summer gluttony, also flourished beneath the tender foam of the waves: and a radicchio bush bloomed in the middle of them, as quietly as in a meadow, its little flowers giving the illusion of violets. And how many wasps, golden and nasty like betrayed women! They stalked, and this is natural, the handsome Luigino, trying to suck at least his hoe; but what they wanted from the old woman’s earthworks, and above all from Mr Milio’s sack, was not known.

He let them be, for it is worse to drive them away; indeed he was also pleased with their buzzing, which heralded the duration of fine weather. And as long as there is sunshine on the horizon, it is as if there still exists on earth a person whose affection warms our hearts. Instead, he was alone, on earth, in an ibex, barely saved from the shipwreck of the construction site like those splinters he religiously collected. The ibex, a mat, a blanket, a stone cooker, a small bottle of oil and another always full and always empty of wine rather than water: and he thought of this home of his as a palace.
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