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A Perfect Hoax






ARIO SAMIGLI WAS a man of letters, getting on
M for sixty years old. A novel he had published forty
years before might have been considered dead if in this
world things could die even when they had never been alive.
Mario, on the other hand, faded and feeble as he was, went
on living very gently for years and years the kind of life
made possible by the bit of a job he had, which gave him
very little trouble and a very small income. Such a life is
healthy, and it becomes healthier still when, as happened
with Mario, it is flavoured with some beautiful dream. At
his age he continued to think of himself as destined for
glory, not because of what he had done or hoped to do,
but because a profound inertia — the same inertia which
prevented any rebellion against his lot — held him back
from the effort of destroying a conviction formed in his
mind so many years before. And so in the end it became
clear that even the power of destiny has its limitations. Life
had broken a few of Mario’s bones, but it had left intact
his most important organs — his self-respect, and even to

some extent his respect for others, on whom glory certainly
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depends. In his sad life he was accompanied always by a
feeling of satisfaction.

Few could suspect him of such presumption, because
Mario concealed it with the almost unconscious shrewdness
of the dreamer, which allows him to protect his dream from
any conflict with the hard facts of this world. Nevertheless,
his dream did at times become apparent, and then those who
liked him defended that harmless presumption of his, while
the others, when they heard Mario judging living and dead
authors decisively, and even citing himself as a precursor,
laughed, but gently, seeing him blush as even a sixty year
old can, when he is a man of letters and in that situation.
And laughter, too, is a healthy thing and not wicked. And
so things went very well with all of them: with Mario, his
friends and even his enemies.

Mario wrote very little. In fact, for a long time all he
had which marked him out as a writer were the pen and
the blank sheet of paper ready on his work desk. And
those were his happiest years, so full of dreams and void
of any troublesome experience, a splendid second child-
hood, preferable even to the maturity of the more fortunate
writer who is able to pour himself out on paper, helped
rather than hindered by the word, and who is then left
like an empty husk which is nevertheless regarded as suc-

culent fruit.



CHAPTER I

That era could only remain a happy one so long as he
was making an effort to escape from it. As far as Mario was
concerned, this effort, though not too violent, was always
there. Fortunately he never found a route that would have
taken him away from his great happiness. To write another
novel like his old one, born out of admiration for the life of
those who were superior to him in wealth and status, a life
with which he had become acquainted using a telescope, was
an impossible undertaking. He continued to love that novel
of his because he could love it without a great effort, and it
seemed alive to him, like anything which seems to have some
rhyme and reason. But when he tried to set about working
again on those shadowy people, in order to project them
onto paper in the form of words, he experienced a healthy
revulsion. The utter, although unconscious, maturity of
sixty years prevented such an activity. And he did not think
of describing more humble lives — his own life for instance,
exemplary in its virtue, and so much the stronger through
that resignation which controlled it, unassuming and not
even explicit, so much had it by now set its mark on his
ego. He lacked the means and even the affection to be able
to do that, which was a real drawback, but one common
among those who were prevented from knowing any higher
life. And he finished up by abandoning people and their

lives, whether high or low — or at least he thought he had
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abandoned them, and dedicated himself, or so he thought,
to animals, by writing fables. And so some very short and
stiff little mummies (not corpses, because they did not
even have a smell) were produced by him at odd moments.
Childlike as he was (not through old age, because he had
always been like this), he considered them a start, a useful
exercise, an improvement, and he felt he was younger and
happier than ever.

At first, repeating the error of his youth, he wrote about
animals which he hardly knew, and his fables resounded
with roars and bellows. Then he became more human, if
we can put it that way, writing about animals with which
he thought he was acquainted. So the fly presented him
with a large number of fables, showing itself to be a more
useful creature than one would have thought. In one of
those fables he admired the speed of the dipterans, a speed
which was wasted because it neither enabled the creatures
to reach their prey nor guaranteed their own safety. Here the
tortoise provided the moral. Another fable exalted the fly
for destroying those filthy things which it loved so much. A
third fable marvelled that the fly, the creature best endowed
with eyes, had such imperfect sight. Finally, one fable told
of a man who, after squashing a troublesome fly, cried out
to it, “I’ve done you a good turn. Look, you’re not a fly any

more.” With a system like this, it was easy to have a fable
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ready every day with the morning coffee. It took the war to
teach him that a fable could become an expression of his own
mind, which inserted the little mummy into the structure of
life, like one of its organs. And this is how that happened.

At the outbreak of the Italian war, Mario was afraid that
the first act of persecution that the Royal Police would carry
out in Trieste would involve him — one of the few Italian
men of letters remaining in the city —in a fine old trial which
might send him to dangle on the gallows. This filled him
with terror and at the same time with hope, making him
now exult and now blanch with terror. He imagined that his
judges, a full council of war, composed of representatives
of the whole military hierarchy from the general down,
must have read his novel and — if there was any justice in the
world — studied it. Then, without doubt, a rather distress-
ing moment would arrive. But if the council of war was
not composed of barbarians, one might hope that, having
read the novel, they would spare his life as a reward. And
so he wrote much during the war, shivering with hope and
terror even more than an author who knows that there is
a public waiting on his words in order to judge them. But
out of prudence, he wrote only fables of doubtful meaning,
and, between hope and fear, the little mummies came alive
for him. The council of war could certainly not condemn

him lightly for the fable which treated of a big, strong giant
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who fought on a marsh against creatures lighter on their
feet than he was, and who perished, still victorious, in the
mud which could not bear his weight. Who could prove
that this was about Germany? And what reason was there
to think of Germany in relation to that lion, which always
won because it never went too far away from its own nice
big den, until it was discovered that the nice big den lent
itself to a smoking-out which was bound to succeed?

But in this way Mario got used to going through life
accompanied always by fables, as if they were the pockets
of his suit. A literary development he owed to the police,
who, however, showed themselves to be quite ignorant of
the local literature, and who, during the whole course of the
war, left poor Mario in peace, disappointed and reassured.

Then there was a further small development in his work
with the choice of more suitable protagonists. There were no
longer elephants (such distant creatures), or flies with their
eyes quite void of expression, but the dear little sparrows he
enjoyed the luxury (a great luxury in Trieste in those days)
of feeding in his courtyard with crumbs of bread. Every
day he spent some time looking at them moving about,
and that was the brightest part of the day, because it was
the most literary — more literary perhaps than the fables
which resulted from it. He wished he could kiss the things

he wrote about! In the evening, on the neighbouring roofs
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and on a withered sapling in the courtyard, he heard the
sparrows twittering, and he thought that, before turning
their little heads right round in sleep, they were telling each
other about the events of the day. In the morning there was
the same lively and sonorous chattering. They must be talk-
ing about the dreams they had had during the night. Like
himself, they were living between two experiences — real life
and the life of dreams. In short, they were creatures with
heads in which thoughts could nestle, and they had colours,
attitudes, and even a weakness to arouse compassion, and
wings to arouse envy, and so their own real true life. The
fable still remained the little mummy stiffened with axioms
and theorems, but at least it could be written with a smile.

And Mario’s life became enriched with smiles. One day
he wrote: “My courtyard is small, but, with practice, one
could throw away there ten kilograms of bread a day.”
That was a true poet’s dream. Where could one find in
that period ten kilograms of bread for birds that had no
coupons? Another day he wrote: “I wish I could abolish
the warfare on the little horse chestnut in my courtyard in
the evening, when the sparrows try to find the best place in
which to spend the night, because it would be a good sign
for the future of humanity.”

Mario covered the poor sparrows with enough ideas to

hide their little limbs. His brother Giulio, who lived with
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him, professed to like his writings, but his liking did not
extend to the birds in them. He claimed that they had no
expressions. But Mario explained that they were themselves
an expression of nature, and complementary to things that
lie or walk, by being above them, like an accent on a word,
a true musical sign.

The happiest expression of nature: in birds not even fear
is pallid and despicable, as it is in men. And this is by no
means because it is concealed by their feathers. It is in fact
obvious, but it does not change their elegant bodies in any
way. One ought rather to believe that their little brains do
not ever experience it. The alarm comes from sight or hear-
ing, and in its haste passes directly into the wings. What a
fine thing it is to have a little brain void of fear in a body in
flight! One of the little fellows has been startled? They all
fly off, but in a way which seems to say, “This is the right
time to be afraid.” They know no hesitation. It does not
take much to fly when you have wings. And their flight is
confident. They avoid obstacles by skimming them, and they
go through the densest tangle of a tree’s boughs without ever
being held up or injured. They only start thinking when they
are far away, and then they try to understand the reason for
their flight, examining places and things. They bend their
little heads gracefully to right and left, and wait patiently

until they can return to the place from which they flew. If
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fear were involved in every flight, they would all be dead.
And Mario suspected that they deliberately procured these
moments of agitation for themselves. They could in fact eat
the bread that was given to them in utter calm, and instead
they close their cunning little eyes, and they are convinced
that every mouthful is a theft. And this is precisely how
they flavour dry bread. Like true thieves they do not eat the
bread in the place where it has been thrown, and there is
never any squabbling among them there, because it would
be dangerous. The dispute over the crumbs breaks out in
the place at which they arrive after their flight.

Thanks to such a great discovery, he drafted the fable

with ease:

A generous man, regularly and for many years, had given
breadcrumbs every day to some little birds, convinced that
in their hearts they loved him for it. The fellow was blind,
otherwise he would have realized that the birds thought him
an idiot from whom, for years, they had been able to steal

the bread without his managing to catch even one of them.

It seems impossible that a man who was always happy, like
Mario, should have done such a thing as write this fable. Was
his happiness, then, only skin-deep? To attribute so much

malice and injustice to the happiest expression of nature!
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It was like destroying it. I also think that to imagine such
dreadful ingratitude in birds was a grave offence to humanity,
because if little birds that cannot speak speak like this, how
would those endowed with long tongues express themselves?

And all his little mummies were at heart sad. During the
war fewer horses passed along the roads of Trieste, and those
that did were fed only on hay. And so there were on the roads
none of those appetizing seeds left intact by digestion. And
Mario imagined himself asking his little friends, “Are you
at your last gasp?” And the little birds replied, “No, but
there is a shortage.”

Wias it that Mario wished to accustom himself to thinking
that his own lack of success in life was also a consequence
of circumstances over which he had no control, so that he
could accept it without repining? The fable remains a cheer-
ful one only because anyone who reads it laughs. He laughs
because that stupid bird does not remember the desperation
to which on certain days it was so close, because it was not
itself affected by it. But after he has laughed, he thinks of
the impassive appearance of nature when it carries out its
experiments, and he shudders.

Often his fables were dedicated to the disappointment
which follows upon all human actions. Apparently he wished
to console himself for his own absence from life by telling

himself, “I am fine doing nothing, because I do not fail.”
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A rich gentleman loved the little birds so much that he
dedicated to them one of his vast estates, where it was pro-
hibited to trap them or even frighten them. He constructed
fine, warm shelters for them for the winter, stocked with
abundant food. After some time a number of birds of prey
nested in the vast estate, together with cats and even large
rodents which attacked the little birds. The rich gentle-
man wept, but was not cured of his kindness, which is an
incurable disease, and he, who wanted to feed the little
birds, could not deny food to the hawks and all the other

creatures.

So this graceless mockery of human kindness, too, was
thought up by the rosy-cheeked, smiling Mario. He cried
out that human kindness only succeeds in nurturing life in
any place for a short while before blood begins to flow in
abundance, and he seemed happy with that.

And so Mario’s days were always happy. One might even
think that all his sadness passed into his bitter fables and
so did not manage to cloud his face. But it appears that he
was not so well satisfied during the night and in his dreams.
Giulio, his brother, slept in a room next to his. Usually
Giulio snored beatifically during his food’s digestion, which
in a gouty person can be irregular but is at least complete.

However, when he was not sleeping, strange sounds came
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to him from Mario’s room — deep sighs that seemed to arise
from grief, and then intermittent loud cries of protest. Those
loud cries echoed through the night, and they did not sound
as if they could have come from the happy and gentle man to
be seen in the light of day. Mario did not remember his own
dreams and, satisfied with his deep sleep, believed he was
as happy in his bed as he was throughout the working day.
When Giulio, who was worried, told him about his strange
sleeping habits, Mario thought that there was nothing more
to it than a new system of snoring. But quite the contrary:
given the regularity of the phenomenon, there is no doubt
that those noises and cries were the sincere expression, in
sleep, of a tormented mind. One might think that it was a
manifestation which invalidated the perfect modern theory
of dreams, according to which in repose there is always the
blessedness of a dream of satisfied desire. But could one
not also think that the true dream of a poet is that which
he lives when he is wide awake, and that therefore Mario
was right to laugh by day and weep by night? There is also
another possible explanation supported by the above theory
of dreams: there could in Mario’s case be a desire satisfied
in the free manifestation of his grief. He could, then, be
throwing away, in his nightly dream, the heavy disguise which
he had to wear during the day to hide his own presumption

and be proclaiming, with sighs and shouts, “I deserve more

14



CHAPTER I

than this, I deserve something different.” An outburst which
could also be safeguarding his rest.

The sun rose in the morning, and Giulio was always
astonished to learn that Mario believed he had passed the
night, so filled with sighs, in the company of some new
fables. Quite harmless ones at times. They were worked
out through several days. The war had introduced into the
sparrows’ courtyard a great novelty — shortage — and poor
Mario had invented a method of making the scarce bread
last longer. From time to time he appeared in the courtyard
and renewed the sparrows’ mistrust. They are sluggish crea-
tures when they are not flying, and it takes a long time to
rid them of their mistrust. Each of their souls is like a little
pair of scales, one side of which is weighted by mistrust and
the other by appetite. The latter is always growing, but, if
mistrust is also renewed, they do not bite. Strictly speak-
ing, they could die of hunger in the presence of food. A sad
experiment if taken to an extreme. But Mario only took it
far enough to cause laughter, not tears. The fable (a little
bird cried out to the man, “Your bread would be tasty only
if you were not there”) remained a happy one too, because
the sparrows did not get thinner during the war. Even at
that period there were, on the roads of Trieste, abundant

scraps on which they could feed themselves.

I5



MORE IOI-PAGE CLASSICS

[N

FROLENDEE

s

2
COLLINS

A

LAZY TOUR

OF TWO ILE DOSTOEVSKY
APPRENT{UES g

0T-| |%

ol M

[N
COUNTRY

=~ -

Ao el

\ I)(‘l ](‘(}

Giovanni

FOR THE FULL LIST OF
IOI-PAGE CLASSICS VISIT

101pages.co.uk






ALMA CLASSICS

ALMA CLASSICS aims to publish mainstream and lesser-known
European classics in an innovative and striking way, while
employing the highest editorial and production standards. By
way of a unique approach the range offers much more, both
visually and textually, than readers have come to expect from
contemporary classics publishing.

A

James Hanley, Boy

D.H. Lawrence, The First Women in Love
Charlotte Bronté, Jane Eyre

Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice

Emily Bronté, Wuthering Heights

Anton Chekhov, Sakhalin Island

Giuseppe Gioacchino Belli, Sonnets

Jack Kerouac, Beat Generation

Charles Dickens, Great Expectations

10.  Jane Austen, Emma

11.  Wilkie Collins, The Moonstone

12.  D.H. Lawrence, The Second Lady Chatterley’s Lover
13.  Jonathan Swift, The Benefit of Farting Explained
14.  Anonymous, Dirty Limericks

15.  Henry Miller, The World of Sex

16.  Jeremias Gotthelf, The Black Spider

17.  Oscar Wilde, The Picture Of Dorian Gray
18.  Erasmus, Praise of Folly

19. Henry Miller, Quiet Days in Clichy

20. Cecco Angiolieri, Sonnets

21.  Fyodor Dostoevsky, Humiliated and Insulted
22. Jane Austen, Sense and Sensibility

23. Theodor Storm, Immensee

24.  Ugo Foscolo, Sepulchres

25. Boileau, Art of Poetry

26. Georg Kaiser, Plays Vol. 1

27.  Emile Zola, Ladies’ Delight

28. D.H. Lawrence, Selected Letters

29. Alexander Pope, The Art of Sinking in Poetry
30. E.T.A. Hoffmann, The King’s Bride

31. Ann Raddliffe, The Italian

32. Prosper Mérimée, A Slight Misunderstanding
33. Giacomo Leopardi, Canti

00NN W=



34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44,
45.
46.
47.
48.
49.
50.
51.
52.
53.
54.
SS.
56.
57.
58.
59.
60.
61.
62.
63.
64.
65.
66.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.

Giovanni Boccaccio, Decameron

Annette von Droste-Hiilshoff, The Jew’s Beech
Stendhal, Life of Rossini

Eduard Morike, Mozart’s Journey to Prague

Jane Austen, Love and Friendship

Leo Tolstoy, Anna Karenina

Ivan Bunin, Dark Avenues

Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter

Sadeq Hedayat, Three Drops of Blood

Alexander Trocchi, Young Adam

Oscar Wilde, The Decay of Lying

Mikhail Bulgakov, The Master and Margarita

Sadeq Hedayat, The Blind Owl

Alain Robbe-Grillet, Jealousy

Marguerite Duras, Moderato Cantabile

Raymond Roussel, Locus Solus

Alain Robbe-Grillet, In the Labyrinth

Daniel Defoe, Robinson Crusoe

Robert Louis Stevenson, Treasure Island

Ivan Bunin, The Village

Alain Robbe-Grillet, The Voyeur

Franz Kafka, Dearest Father

Geoffrey Chaucer, Canterbury Tales

Ambrose Bierce, The Monk and the Hangman’s Daughter
Fyodor Dostoevsky, Winter Notes on Summer Impressions
Bram Stoker, Dracula

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Elective Affinities
Marguerite Duras, The Sailor from Gibraltar

Robert Graves, Lars Porsena

Napoleon Bonaparte, Aphorisms and Thoughts
Joseph von Eichendorff, Memoirs of a Good-for-Nothing
Adelbert von Chamisso, Peter Schlemihl

Pedro Antonio de Alarcén, The Three-Cornered Hat
Jane Austen, Persuasion

Dante Alighieri, Rime

Anton Chekhov, The Woman in the Case and Other Stories
Mark Twain, The Diaries of Adam and Eve
Jonathan Swift, Gulliver’s Travels

Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness

Gorttfried Keller, A Village Romeo and Juliet
Raymond Queneau, Exercises in Style

Georg Biichner, Lenz

Giovanni Boccaccio, Life of Dante

Jane Austen, Mansfield Park

E.T.A. Hoffmann, The Devil’s Elixirs



80.
81.
82.
83.
84.
85.
86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
91.
92.
93.
94.
9s.
96.
97.
98.
99.

100.
101.
102.
103.
104.
105.
106.
107.
108.
109.
110.
111.
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.
122.
123.
124.
125.

Claude Simon, The Flanders Road

Raymond Queneau, The Flight of Icarus

Niccolo Machiavelli, The Prince

Mikhail Lermontov, A Hero of our Time

Henry Miller, Black Spring

Victor Hugo, The Last Day of a Condemned Man

D.H. Lawrence, Paul Morel

Mikhail Bulgakov, The Life of Monsieur de Moliére
Leo Tolstoy, Three Novellas

Stendhal, Travels in the South of France

Wilkie Collins, The Woman in White

Alain Robbe-Grillet, Erasers

Iginio Ugo Tarchetti, Fosca

D.H. Lawrence, The Fox

Borys Conrad, My Father Joseph Conrad

James De Mille, A Strange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder
Emile Zola, Dead Men Tell No Tales

Alexander Pushkin, Ruslan and Lyudmila

Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures Under Ground

James Hanley, The Closed Harbour

Thomas De Quincey, On Murder Considered as One of the Fine Arts
Jonathan Swift, The Wonderful Wonder of Wonders
Petronius, Satyricon

Louis-Ferdinand Céline, Death on Credit

Jane Austen, Northanger Abbey

W.B. Yeats, Selected Poems

Antonin Artaud, The Theatre and Its Double
Louis-Ferdinand Céline, Journey to the End of the Night
Ford Madox Ford, The Good Soldier

Leo Tolstoy, Childhood, Boyhood, Youth

Guido Cavalcanti, Complete Poems

Charles Dickens, Hard Times

Charles Baudelaire and Théophile Gautier, Hashish, Wine, Opium
Charles Dickens, Haunted House

Ivan Turgenev, Fathers and Children

Dante Alighieri, Inferno

Gustave Flaubert, Madame Bovary

Alexander Trocchi, Man at Leisure

Alexander Pushkin, Boris Godunov and Little Tragedies
Miguel de Cervantes, Don Quixote

Mark Twain, Huckleberry Finn

Charles Baudelaire, Paris Spleen

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Idiot

René de Chateaubriand, Atala and René

Mikhail Bulgakov, Diaboliad

Goerge Eliot, Middlemarch



126.
127.
128.
129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
135.
136.
137.
138.
139.
140.
141.
142.
143.
144.
145.
146.
147.
148.
149.
150.
151.
152.
153.
154.
155.
156.
157.
158.
159.
160.
161.
162.
163.
164.
165.
166.
167.
168.
169.
170.
171.
172.

Edmondo De Amicis, Constantinople

Petrarch, Secretum

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, The Sorrows of Young Werther
Alexander Pushkin, Eugene Onegin

Fyodor Dostoevsky, Notes from Underground
Luigi Pirandello, Plays Vol. 1

Jules Renard, Histoires Naturelles

Gustave Flaubert, The Dictionary of Received Ideas
Charles Dickens, The Life of Our Lord

D.H. Lawrence, The Lost Girl

Benjamin Constant, The Red Notebook

Raymond Queneau, We Always Treat Women too Well
Alexander Trocchi, Cain’s Book

Raymond Roussel, Impressions of Africa

Llewelyn Powys, A Struggle for Life

Nikolai Gogol, How the Two Ivans Quarrelled

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby

Jonathan Swift, Directions to Servants

Dante Alighieri, Purgatory

Mikhail Bulgakov, A Young Doctor’s Notebook
Sergei Dovlatov, The Suitcase

Leo Tolstoy, Hadji Murat

Jonathan Swift, The Battle of the Books

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Tender Is the Night

Alexander Pushkin, The Queen of Spades and Other Short Fiction
Raymond Queneau, The Sunday of Life

Herman Melville, Moby Dick

Mikhail Bulgakov, The Fatal Eggs

Antonia Pozzi, Poems

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Wilhelm Meister
Anton Chekhov, The Story of a Nobody

Fyodor Dostoevsky, Poor People

Leo Tolstoy, The Death of lvan Ilyich

Dante Alighieri, Vita nuova

Arthur Conan Doyle, The Tragedy of Korosko
Franz Kafka, Letters to Friends, Family and Editors
Mark Twain, The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
Erich Fried, Love Poems

Antonin Artaud, Selected Works

Charles Dickens, Oliver Twist

Sergei Dovlatov, The Zone

Louis-Ferdinand Céline, Guignol’s Band

Mikhail Bulgakov, Dog’s Heart

Rayner Heppenstall, Blaze of Noon

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Crocodile

Anton Chekhov, Death of a Civil Servant

Georg Kaiser, Plays Vol. 2



173.
174.
175.
176.
177.
178.
179.
180.
181.
182.
183.
184.
185.
186.
187.
188.
189.
190.
191.
192.
193.
194.
195.
196.
197.
198.
199.
200.
201.

202
203
204
205
206
207
208
209
210
211
212
213
214
215
216
217
218
219

Tristan Tzara, Seven Dada Manifestos and Lampisteries
Frank Wedekind, The Lulu Plays and Other Sex Tragedies
Frank Wedekind, Spring Awakening

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Gambler

Prosper Mérimée, The Etruscan Vase and Other Stories
Edgar Allan Poe, Tales of Horror

Virginia Woolf, To the Lighthouse

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Beautiful and Damned

James Joyce, Dubliners

Alexander Pushkin, The Captain’s Daughter

Sherwood Anderson, Winesburg Obio

James Joyce, Ulysses

Ivan Turgenev, Faust

Virginia Woolf, Mrs Dalloway

Paul Scarron, Roman Comique

Sergei Dovlatov, Pushkin Hills

F. Scott Fitzgerald, This Side of Paradise

Alexander Pushkin, Complete Lyrical Poems

Luigi Pirandello, Plays Vol. 2

Ivan Turgenev, Rudin

Raymond Radiguet, Cheeks on Fire

Vladimir Odoevsky, Two Days in the Life of the Terrestrial Globe
Copi, Four Plays

Iginio Ugo Tarchetti, Fantastic Tales

Louis-Ferdinand Céline, London Bridge

Mikhail Bulgakov, The White Guard

George Bernard Shaw, The Intelligent Woman’s Guide
Charles Dickens, Supernatural Short Stories

Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy

Marquis de Sade, Incest

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Double

Alexander Pushkin, Love Poems

Charles Dickens, Poems

Mikhail Bulgakov, Diaries and Selected Letters

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Tales of the Jazz Age

E Scott Fitgerald, All the Sad Young Men

Giuseppe T. di Lampedusa, Childhood Memories and Other Stories
Mark Twain, Is Shakespeare Dead?

Xavier de Maistre, Journey around My Room

Emile Zola, The Dream

Ivan Turgenev, Smoke

Marcel Proust, Pleasures and Days

Anatole France, The Gods Want Blood

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Last Tycoon

Gustave Flaubert, Memoirs of a Madman and November
Edmondo De Amicis, Memories of London

E.T.A. Hoffmann, The Sandman



220
221
222
223
224
225
226
227
228

229.

230
231
232
233
234
235
236
237
238
239
240
241
242
243
244
245
246
247
248
249
250
251
252
253
254
255
256
257
258
259
260
261
262

263
264

Sandor Marai, The Withering World

Francois Villon, The Testament and Other Poems
Arthur Conan Doyle, Tales of Twilight and the Unseen
Robert Musil, The Confusions of Young Master Torless
Nikolai Gogol, Petersburg Tales

Franz Kafka, The Metamorphosis and Other Stories
George R. Sims, Memoirs of a Mother-in-Law

Virginia Woolf, Monday or Tuesday

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Basil and Josephine

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Flappers and Philosophers

Dante Alighieri, Love Poems

Charles Dickens, The Mudfog Papers

Dmitry Merezhkovsky, Leonardo da Vinci

Ivan Goncharov, Oblomov

Alexander Pushkin, Belkin’s Stories

Mikhail Bulgakov, Black Snow

Virginia Woolf, Orlando

Ivan Turgenev, Virgin Soil

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Babylon Revisited and Other Stories
Voltaire, Micromegas and Other Stories

Anton Chekhov, In the Twilight

Arthur Conan Doyle, Tales of Terror and Mystery

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Pat Hobby Stories

James Joyce, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
Mikhail Bulgakov, Notes on a Cuff and Other Stories
Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, The Little Prince

Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

D.H. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley’s Lover

Laurence Sterne, The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gent.
Rudyard Kipling, Dog Stories

Charles Dickens, George Silverman’s Explanation

Mark Twain, The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg and Other Stories
Wilkie Collins, The Dream Woman

Robert Louis Stevenson, New Arabian Nights

Arthur Conan Doyle, Tales of Long Ago

Arthur Conan Doyle, Tales of Adventure and Medical Life
Leo Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata and Other Stories

H.P. Lovecraft, The Rats in the Walls and Other Tales
Alain Robbe-Grillet, A Regicide

Anton Chekhov, The Kiss and Other Stories

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Last of the Belles and Other Stories
F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Love Boat and Other Stories
Charles Dickens, Sketches of Young Ladies, Young Gentlemen and
Young Couples

Virginia Woolf, The Waves

Thomas Hardy, Tess of the D’Urbervilles



265
266
267
268
269
270
271
272
273
274
275
276
277
278
279
280
281
282
283
284
285
286
287
288
289
290
291
292
293
294
295
296
297
298
299
300
301
302
303
304
305
306
307
308
309
310

Arthur Conan Doyle, The Hound of the Baskervilles
Oscar Wilde, The Selfish Giant and Other Stories

H.P. Lovecraft, The Whisperer in Darkness and Other Tales
Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Adolescent

Simone Benmussa, The Singular Life of Albert Nobbs
Carlo Collodi, The Adventures of Pipi the Pink Monkey
J.M. Barrie, The Complete Peter Pan

Maurice Leblanc, Arséne Lupin vs Sherlock Holmes

Ivan Goncharov, The Same Old Story

Leo Tolstoy, A Calendar of Wisdom

Maxim Gorky, The Mother

F. Scott Fitzgerald, Image on the Heart and Other Stories
F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Intimate Strangers and Other Stories
Dino Buzzati, The Bears’ Famous Invasion of Sicily
Frances Hodgson Burnett, The Secret Garden

Charles Baudelaire, The Flowers of Evil

Henry James, The Portrait of a Lady

L. Frank Baum, The Wonderful Wizard of Oz

Eric Knight, Lassie Come-Home

Emile Zola, Money

Giacomo Leopardi, Moral Fables

Stefan Zweig, A Game of Chess and Other Stories

Antal Szerb, Journey by Moonlight

Rudyard Kipling, The Jungle Books

Anna Sewell, Black Beauty

Louisa May Alcott, Little Women

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, Night Flight

Ivan Turgenev, A Nest of the Gentry

Cécile Aubry, Belle and Sébastien: The Child of the Mountains
Saki, Gabriel-Ernest and Other Stories

E. Nesbit, The Railway Children

Susan Coolidge, What Katy Did

William Shakespeare, Sonnets

Oscar Wilde, The Canterville Ghost and Other Stories
Arthur Conan Doyle, The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes
Charles Dickens, A Christmas Carol and Other Christmas Stories
Jerome K. Jerome, After-Supper Ghost Stories

Thomas More, Utopia

H.G. Wells, The Time Machine

Nikolai Gogol, Dead Souls

H.G. Wells, The Invisible Man

Thomas Hardy, Far from the Madding Crowd

Ivan Turgenev, On the Eve

Frances Hodgson Burnett, Little Lord Fauntleroy

E. Nesbit, Five Children and It

Rudyard Kipling, Just So Stories



311
312
313
314
315
316
317
318
319
320
321
322
323
324
325
326
327
328
329
330
331
332
333
334
335
336
337
338
339
340
341
342
343
344
345
346
347
348
349
350
351
352
353

Kenneth Grahame, The Wind in the Willows

L.M. Montgomery, Anne of Green Gables

Eleanor H. Porter, Pollyanna

Fyodor Dostoevsky, Devils

John Buchan, The Thirty-Nine Steps

H.G. Wells, The War of the Worlds

Dante Alighieri, Paradise

James Joyce, Chamber Music and Other Poems
Arthur Conan Doyle, The Lost World

Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities

Anton Chekhov, The Plays

Johanna Spyri, Heidi: Lessons at Home and Abroad
Michel Butor, Changing Track

Yevgeny Zamyatin, We

Charles and Mary Lamb, Tales from Shakespeare
Emile Zola, The Attack on the Mill and Other Stories
Emile Zola, Dead Men Tell No Tales and Other Stories
Anne Bronté, Agnes Grey

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Eternal Husband

Rudyard Kipling, Humorous Tales

Jane Austen, Lady Susan, Sanditon, The Watsons
Alexander Pushkin, Lyrics Vol. 1

Elizabeth Gaskell, North and South

Charlotte Bronté, The Professor

E Scott Fitzgerald, The Crack-Up

Leo Tolstoy, The Forged Coupon

E. Nesbit, The Phoenix and the Carpet

Jerome K. Jerome, Three Men in a Boat

Alexander Pope, Scriblerus

Franz Kafka, The Trial

Mary Mapes Dodge, The Silver Skates

Elizabeth von Arnim, The Enchanted April

Leonid Andreyev, The Abyss and Other Stories
Emily Bronté, Poems from the Moor

H.G. Wells, The Island of Dr Moreau

Fyodor Dostoevsky, The House of the Dead
Alexander Pope, The Rape of the Lock and A Key to the Lock
Joseph Conrad, Tales of Unrest

Jean Webster, Daddy-Long-Legs

Anne Bronté, The Tenant of Wildfell Hall

Dino Buzzati, Catastrophe and Other Stories
Voltaire, Candide

Katherine Mansfield, The Garden Party and Collected Short Stories

To order any of our titles and for up-to-date information about our current
and forthcoming publications, please visit our website on:

www.almaclassics.com

















