
 

 

 

PENT32      WORLD CLASSICS IN TRANSLATION         6 Hours/ 5 Credits 

Objectives:  

 

 

knowledge of the characteristics of various literary genres. 

 

UNIT-I: POETRY 

Rabindranath Tagore – Upagupta 

Salma – Green Angel 

UNIT-II: PROSE 

The Book of Mathew – Good News Bible (Chapter1-8) 

Anatole France – Our Lady‘s Juggler 

UNIT-III: DRAMA 

Anton Chekov – Uncle Vanya 

UNIT-IV: SHORT STORIES 

Shalom Aleicham – The Lottery Ticket 

Lafcadio Hearn - Living God 

Guy De Maupassant – Simoen‘s Papa 

UNIT-V: FICTION  

Vaasanthi – Prison / Gomathi Narayan – A Home in the Sky 

Lakshmi Holmstrom – An hour past midnight 

TEXT BOOK: 

All the above are prescribed text books 

BOOKS FOR REFERENCE:- 

1. Reading Literature – Stories, plays, and poems ed. Joseph Satin. 

2. Prison by Vaasanthi translated by Gita Subramanian 

3. Good News Bible-Today‘s English version 

4. Current English for Language Skills- M.L. Tickoo A.E. Subramanian 

 



 

                                                   UNIT- I 

                                           

                                   UPAGUTA – Rabindranath Tagore 

 

 

Upagupta, the disciple of Buddha, lay sleep in 

the dust by the city wall of Mathura. 

Lamps were all out, doors were all shut, and 

stars were all hidden by the murky sky of August. 

Whose feet were those tinkling with anklets, 

touching his breast of a sudden? 

He woke up startled, and a light from a woman’s 

lamp fell on his forgiving eyes. 

It was dancing girl, starred with jewels, 

Wearing a pale blue mantle, drunk with the wine 

of her youth. 

She lowered her lamp and saw young face 

austerely beautiful. 

“Forgive me, young ascetic,” said the woman, 

“Graciously come to my house. The dusty earth 

is not fit bed for you.” 

The young ascetic answered, “Woman, 

go on your way; 

When the time is ripe I will come to you.” 

Suddenly the black night showed its teeth 

in a flash of lightening. 

The storm growled from the corner of the sky, and 

The woman trembled in fear of some unknown danger. 

A year has not yet passed. 

 



It was evening of a day in April, 

in spring season. 

The branches of the way side trees were full of blossom. 

Gay notes of a flute came floating in the 

warm spring air from a far. 

The citizens had gone to the woods for the 

festival of flowers. 

From the mid sky gazed the full moon on the 

shadows of the silent town. 

The young ascetic was walking along the lonely street, 

While overhead the love-sick koels uttered from the 

mango branches their sleepless plaint. 

Upagupta passed through the city gates, and 

stood at the base of the rampart. 

Was that a woman lying at his feet in the 

shadow of the mango grove? 

Struck with black pestilence, her body 

spotted with sores of small-pox, 

She had been hurriedly removed from the town 

To avoid her poisonous contagion. 

The ascetic sat by her side, took her head 

on his knees, 

And moistened her lips with water, and 

smeared her body with sandal balm. 

“Who are you, merciful one?” asked the woman. 

“The time, at last, has come to visit you, and 

I am here,” replied the young ascetic. 

 

 

 

 



 

Analysis  

This poem has a human appeal which is typical of Tagore’s works. The character of the dancing girl, 

intoxicated by the wine of her youth is common in our lives. And the unpleasant fate of such 

vainglorious people is also foretold. Only those who can see beyond the short term bodily pleasures 

can taste the real joy of  freedom. 

 

Upagupta (c. 3rd Century BC) was a Buddhist monk. According to some stories in 

the Sanskrit text Ashokavadana, he was the spiritual teacher of 

the Mauryan emperor Ashoka.[1]:16 Upagupta's teacher was Śāṇavāsa, who was a disciple 

of Ānanda, the Buddha's attendant. Due to the absence of his name in Theravada literature it is 

assumed that Upagupta was a Sarvāstivādin monk. In South East Asian countries and Bangladesh 

Upagupta is a great cult figure. In Myanmar he is known as Shin Upagutta. In the Lokapannatti 

Upagupta is sent by Ashoka to tame Mara during an enshrinement ceremony festival, afterwards he 

asks her to take the physical form (rupakaya) of Buddha so that everyone at the festival can see 

what Buddha looked like.[2] 

SUMMARY: 

 

The Poem “Upagupta” establishes the impermanence of sensual pleasures, the root cause of sorrow 

being attachment to material pleasures etc. and many such philosophical and spiritual truths. Tagore 

achieves this through the incidents in the life of a dancing girl and her meeting with an ascetic called 

Upagupta. 

 

The poem presents two moments in the life of a dancing girl. The dancing girl comes to Upagupta, 

the disciple of Buddha on a dark night and invites him to her house. Upagupta rejects her invitation 

saying, 

“ when the time is ripe, I will come to you”. 

She is described as proud of her youth and beauty(“drunk with the wine of her youth”). She meets 

the ascetic again after a long time when she is stricken with black pestilence and is thrown out of the 

city. The ascetic comes to her and consoles her. He says that it is the right time to visit her. 

 

The two moments shown in the life of the girl are the two cardinal moments in her life-two 

important phases of one’s life. The poem may appear to have no movement but it has in the case of 

the inner as well as the outer life of the dancing girl. A great transformation occurs in her life. 

 

The two meetings are highly symbolic. The description of Nature adds to it. On her first meeting with 

the ascetic, the sky is dark, without stars and is horrid with lightning and storm. Though it is a dark 

night, the dancing girl is bright with her jewels shining like stars. Though she carries a lamp (light) 

she is in darkness (metaphorically) i.e., she is ignorant. The ascetic doesn’t need such a light because 



he has seen the inner light (avatara jyoti). The poet describes him sleeping in darkness. Light and 

darkness are used quite symbolically and ironically here. On her second meeting, the sky is bright 

with full moon(Buddha attained enlightenment on a full moon night), whereas her life is dark with 

sorrow, being stricken with ‘black’ pestilence. The darker side of life is shown here. Her very 

statement during her first meeting with Upagupta “the dusty earth is not a fit bed for you” 

anticipates her own future condition of which she is ignorant. A sannyasin knows that everything 

returns to the dusty earth. The body and the palaces erected on the earth are also subject to decay 

(“the base of the rampart”). During her second meeting with the ascetic she is seen lying down on 

the same dusty earth. In the first meeting she steps on the breast of the ascetic while in the second 

it said that she lay “at his feet”. How her life has taken an unexpected turn is well illustrated here. 

 

 

 

 

The spring season too is described with symbolic undertones. The branches of the trees laden with 

flowers are described as “aching”. It implies that it is a burden. The period of youth in one’s life too 

is like the spring season. The woman described as “drunk with the wine of her youth” experiences 

the pain of this pride later. Youth too is a burden, an aching burden. The festival of flowers 

mentioned also conveys the same. The people are always after “spring”, i.e. they are after material 

pleasures. They approach the girl when she is young and beautiful and desert her when she has lost 

her charm. The young ascetic is described as walking in the “lonely street”. People are not interested 

in spiritual truth. Earlier too, the poet mentions that “the doors were all shut” before the ascetic. 

 

The poem depicts the inner transformation of the dancing girl. Once she was proud of her body and 

its beauty but she comes to know that it is also subject to decay like any other thing in nature. But 

there is something which remains constant unaltered by nature or its challenges. She discovers this 

spiritual truth. The ascetic remains the same in both the meetings. He is not at all attached to 

worldly pleasures. He is aware of the happy and sad sides of life. That is why his action is described 

as “austerely beautiful”. It is not an action resulting from the ego. It is difficult for people to think of 

such an action whereas it is easy for them to understand a face described as “austerely beautiful”. 

 

It should be noted that the ascetic asks the girl to go on her way (“go on your way”) and not on his 

way. He does not impose a path on her. This is the fundamental feature of Buddha’s teaching. He 

says, “Be a light unto you”. When the ascetic says, “When the time is ripe” he doesn’t refer to the 

ripe time for him but for her. Only when she realizes the impermanence of material pleasures from 

her own bitter experiences, the time will be ripe for her. Only then she will understand what is real 

and what is unreal(“serpent and the rope”). One discovers oneself only when one is free of 

delusions. Earlier she came to him as to any other attractive man. She was so proud of her youth 

that she couldn’t see his spiritual beauty. It is in the second meeting that she finds it. 

 

 



                                                 Salma – Green Angel  

 

 

GREEN ANGEL by Salma 

(Translated from the Tamil by Lakshmi Holmström) 

In the midst of a thicket 

beside a pond that has fed on the morning 

and spreads out in beauty 

I search for the pathway that I have lost. 

Just as the darkness of the dense trees 

threatens to snatch me up and swallow me 

a compassionate angel appears 

to close up my dark hole of fear 

and to retrieve three pledges 

even from the depths of the mysterious pond: 

to light up the path I lost 

to re-thread a shattered dream from my youth 

to imagine an entirely new dream. 

And while I find again my path, 

straighten an old dream that was askew, 

relish a new dream once more, 

through tongues of fire that flame my eyes 

I see the angel treading the earth 

her clothes steeped in green. 

. 

 



 

 

Salma is a writer of Tamil poetry and fiction. Based in the small town of 

Thuvarankurichi, she is recognised as a writer of growing importance in Tamil 

literature. Her work combines a rare outspokenness about taboo areas of the 

traditional Tamil women’s experience with a language of compressed 

intensity and startling metaphoric resonance. 

 

 

Salma is the author of two books of poetry: Oru Maalaiyum Innoru 

Maalaiyum (An Evening and Another Evening) (2000) and Pachchai 

Devathai (Green Angel) (2003). More recently, she has also tried her hand at 

short fiction and the novel. 

 

Debarred from education and confined to her home from the age of 13, 

Salma remained a voracious reader and fiercely committed closet writer. 

Despite periods of personal crisis, she remained firm in her resolve to 

continue her writing even in a somewhat orthodox marital home. As she 

once remarked, "When you write what is in your mind, it makes you feel that 

you are sharing it with someone. And that encourages you to write more and 

more." The language of her poetry, she declares in the interview that 

accompanies this edition, was shaped by the acute aloneness of her life as a 

writer. "Feelings that could not be shared with anyone created a language of 

intensity." 

 

At a recent women writers’ camp organised by SPARROW, she recalled how 

she and her mother paid a surreptitious visit to Chennai for the launch of her 

first book of poetry, without divulging details to any other members of her 

family. It was with her growing participation in local politics (hers having 

been declared an all-women’s constituency) that she began to grow more 

assertive about her identity as a writer. She attributes her present situation 

of relative autonomy to that momentous decision to stand for local elections. 

 



Salma’s poetry breaks new ground in Tamil poetry for its articulation of an 

unapologetically subjective female worldview, its bold examination of life in 

a traditionally restrictive patriarchal context, its refusal to allow the erasure 

of personal memory. Even in translation the words retain a chemical charge, 

as they evoke a world of love, sexuality, betrayal, frustration, motherhood 

and a self that will not be silenced, belittled or dehistoricised by the 

normative injustices of the status quo. 

 

This world, says Salma, is not a private one. It is shared by millions of women 

in similar life situations. "Neither my pain nor my feelings are solely that of 

an individual; they belong to all such women." 

 

Transmuted into the searing language of poetry, it also belongs, one might 

add, to men – and indeed, to readers of every persuasion, cultural and 

sexual. 



                                                     UNIT  -II.  

                             GOOD NEWS BIBLE  (Chapter-18) 

Summary of the Gospel of Matthew  
This summary of the Gospel of Matthew provides information about the title, author(s), date of 

writing, chronology, theme, theology, outline, a brief overview, and the chapters of the Gospel of 

Matthew.  

Author  
Although the first Gospel is anonymous, the early church fathers were unanimous in holding that 

Matthew, one of the 12 apostles, was its author. However, the results of modern critical studies -- in 

particular those that stress Matthew's alleged dependence on Mark for a substantial part of his 

Gospel -- have caused some Biblical scholars to abandon Matthean authorship. Why, they ask, would 

Matthew, an eyewitness to the events of our Lord's life, depend so heavily on Mark's account? The 

best answer seems to be that he agreed with it and wanted to show that the apostolic testimony to 

Christ was not divided.  

Matthew, whose name means "gift of the Lord," was a tax collector who left his work to follow Jesus 

(9:9-13). In Mark and Luke he is called by his other name, Levi.  

Date and Place of Writing  
Some have argued on the basis of its Jewish characteristics that Matthew's Gospel was written in the 

early church period, possibly the early part of a.d. 50, when the church was largely Jewish and the 

gospel was preached to Jews only (Ac 11:19).  

  

 a period of time. See essay and chart, p. 1943. Accordingly, some feel that Matthew would have 

been written in the late 50s or in the 60s. Others, who assume that Mark was written between 65 

and 70, place Matthew in the 70s or even later. However, there is insufficient evidence to be 

dogmatic about either view.  

The Jewish nature of Matthew's Gospel may suggest that it was written in the Holy Land, though 

many think it may have originated in Syrian Antioch.  

Recipients  
Since his Gospel was written in Greek, Matthew's readers were obviously Greekspeaking. They also 

seem to have been Jews. Many elements point to Jewish readership: Matthew's concern with 

fulfillment of the OT (he has more quotations from and allusions to the OT than any other NT 

author); his tracing of Jesus' descent from Abraham (1:1-17); his lack of explanation of Jewish 

customs (especially in contrast to Mark); his use of Jewish terminology (e.g., "kingdom of heaven," 

where "heaven" reveals the Jewish reverential reluctance to use the name of God; see note on 3:2); 

his emphasis on Jesus' role as "Son of David"  

(1:1; 9:27; 12:23; 15:22; 20:30-31; 21:9,15; 22:41-45). This does not mean, however, that Matthew 

restricts his Gospel to Jews. He records the coming of the Magi (nonJews) to worship the infant Jesus 

(2:1-12), as well as Jesus' statement that the "field is the world" (13:38). He also gives a full 
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statement of the Great Commission (28:1820). These passages show that, although Matthew's 

Gospel is Jewish, it has a universal outlook.  

Purpose  
Matthew's main purpose is to prove to his Jewish readers that Jesus is their Messiah. He does this 

primarily by showing how Jesus in his life and ministry fulfilled the OT Scriptures. Although all the 

Gospel writers quote the OT, Matthew includes nine proof texts unique to his Gospel (1:22-23; 2:15; 

2:17-18; 2:23; 4:1416; 8:17; 12:17-21; 13:35; 27:9-10) to drive home his basic theme: Jesus is the 

fulfillment of the OT predictions of the Messiah. Matthew even finds the history of God's people in 

the OT recapitulated in some aspects of Jesus' life (see, e.g., his quotation of Hos 11:1 in 2:15). To 

accomplish his purpose Matthew also emphasizes Jesus' Davidic lineage (see Recipients, p. 1945).  

Structure  
The way the material is arranged reveals an artistic touch. The whole Gospel is woven around five 

great discourses: (1) chs. 5-7; (2) ch. 10; (3) ch. 13; (4) ch. 18; (5) chs.24-25. That this is deliberate is 

clear from the refrain that concludes each discourse: "When Jesus had finished saying these things," 

or similar words (7:28; 11:1; 13:53; 19:1; 26:1). The narrative sections, in each case, appropriately 

lead up to the discourses. The Gospel has a fitting prologue (chs. 1-2) and a challenging epilogue 

(28:16-20).  

The fivefold division may suggest that Matthew has modeled his book on the structure of the 

Pentateuch (the first five books of the OT). He may also be presenting the gospel as a new Torah and 

Jesus as a new and greater Mo  
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                                     OUR LADY’S JUGGLER 

 

 

"Our Lady's Juggler" is the story of Barnaby, who gave up his juggling trade to 

become a monk but was saddened by his inability to contribute to the artistic 

and literary life of the monastery. Barnaby decided to offer his juggling talent 

to Our Lady, the Virgin Mary, and her statue came to life for him. The story is 

a short parable recommending the virtues of humble simplicity. 

Life as a juggler was difficult for Barnaby, as he traveled from town to town 

in France. Barnaby is described as a humble man of God, who suffers cold 

weather and other problems with patience and gratitude for what he has. 

One day, Barnaby met a monk, who explained to him that the monastic life 

was devoted entirely to praise of God and Our Lady. Barnaby told the monk 

that he would gladly forsake his juggling trade for this life of devotion. The 

monk was touched by Barnaby's simple faith and allowed him to join the 

monastery. 

Barnaby was soon discouraged, however, feeling he had very little to offer 

compared to the other monks. They had so many gifts and used these to 

glorify their God. Barnaby did not know what he could do until he heard a 

monk relate a tale of a man who knew no prayers but the Ave Maria, or Hail 

Mary. Upon the man's death, roses came out of his mouth, a miraculous sign 

of heavenly approval of his humble devotion. 

Some time later, the other monks went to the chapel and found Barnaby 

performing his juggling act in front of Our Lady's statue. They were angry, 

until they saw Our Lady's statue come to life and wipe the sweat from 

Barnaby's brow. The monks at once recognized that the simple-hearted were 

blessed with a unique gift, allowing them to come close to God. 

  

 

 

 

  



  

 

 



                                                          

                                                         UNIT  - III 

                                     ANTON CHEKOV – UNCLE VANYA  

 

Uncle Vanya I opens on a muggy autumn afternoon in the garden of Professor Serebryakov's estate. 
Marina, an old nanny, sits by a samovar as Astrov, the country doctor, reminisces about the time when 

he first came to the region, a time when Vera Petrovna—Serebryakov's first wife and mother to his 
daughter Sonya—was still alive. Serebryakov has recently returned with his beautiful young wife, 
Yelena, to live on the estate; Astrov has come to treat the Professor's case of gout.  
Astrov delivers an extended speech about how life has become "boring, stupid, sordid" and how his 

feelings are "dead to the world"; he needs nothing, wants nothing, and loves no one. Voynitsky (or 

Uncle Vanya), Serebryakov's brother-in-law by his first marriage and caretaker of the estate, then 

enters, yawning. He complains that the professor and his wife have thrown the estate out of kilter: 

everyone has succumbed to lethargy.  

When Astrov reproaches Voynitsky for his ill humor, Voynitsky replies that Voynitsky has grown old 

and lazy, having wasted his entire life. For many years Voynitsky— who once worshipped the 

professor—has sent the farm's proceeds to the professor, while reserving only a beggar's salary for 

himself. He now considers the professor a charlatan. When Astrov remarks that Voynitsky seems to 

envy Serebryakov, he readily concurs, in particular when it comes to his success with women.  

Sonya, Yelena, and Maria Vasilevna (Voynitsky's mother) join the party. Astrov invites Yelena and 

Sonya to his forest preserve. Though admitting that perhaps only an "eccentric" could think thus, he 

then decries man's impulse to destroy, extolling the beauty of nature and man's capacity leave his 

legacy to future generations. Yelena and Voynitsky then walk to the veranda. Voynitsky protests 

Yelena's marriage and suddenly attempts to declare his love to her: she rejects him wholeheartedly.  

Act II takes place at night with the professor and Yelena sitting next to each other in the dining room, 

asleep. A night watchman can be heard tapping in the garden. The two awaken, and Serebryakov 

complains of his old age. He has spent his life in scholarship only to end up in "exile." Voynitsky 

arrives to relieve Yelena: the professor reacts in terror. Marina enters and tenderly takes 

Serebryakov to bed, leaving Yelena and Voynitsky alone.  

Much to Yelena's dismay, Voynitsky resumes his attempts at seduction. When Yelena recoils, he 

once again decries the years he has wasted; Yelena is numb to his entreaty. She leaves, and 

Voynitsky delivers a soliloquy that imagines what could have been had they married when they first 

met. Some disconcerting comic relief ensues involving a tipsy Astrov and guitar-playing Telegin (an 

impoverished landowner dubbed "Waffles" for his pockmarked face). Once Voynitsky has exited, 

Sonya, who has entered the room in the meantime, converses with the brooding  

Astrov. The doctor moans that he cannot love but is "fascinated" by beauty (namely Yelena's). When 

Sonya hypothetically asks him what he would do if she knew someone who loved him, he answers 

that could not love her in return.  

Once alone, Sonya confesses her love for Astrov. Yelena then enters. The two women suddenly 

exclaim that they must reconcile—apparently they had been at odds since Yelena married Sonya's 

father even though she does not love him.  



Inexplicably, Sonya begins laughing, exclaiming that she is happy. Yelena impulsively decides to play 

the piano, and Sonya rushes out to ask her father's permission. Unfortunately it is withheld.  

Act III opens in the house drawing room with Voynitsky and Sonya seated as Yelena paces about. The 

professor has called a meeting. Sonya criticizes Yelena's "infectious" idleness for causing everyone to 

desert his or her work. Yelena is enraged: Voynitsky offers to pick her a bouquet of roses.  

Once Voynitsky exits, Sonya expresses her anguish over the doctor anew, and Yelena resolves to find 

out if he loves her. After Sonya runs to fetch him, Yelena, now alone, confesses her own fascination 

for Astrov. Astrov then enters with a cartogram and proceeds to explain the progressive 

degeneration of the region to an uninterested Yelena. He breaks off, and she cross-examines him 

with regards to Sonya. It indeed turns out that Astrov does not love Sonya. He is, however, 

convinced of Yelena's own desire for him. Passionately he embraces her and insists upon arranging a 

rendezvous. Yelena momentarily relents; suddenly, however, Voynitsky enters, and she disengages 

herself from Astrov's arms. Voynitsky is quite disturbed.  

Finally the other members of the household appear in the drawing room.  

Serebryakov announces that he plans to sell the estate. Voynitsky is livid, protesting that he has 

spent his best years working the land to the professor's benefit. Ominously Voynitsky storms out, 

and Yelena and Serebryakov both go after him. Suddenly a shot rings out off-stage. Serebryakov runs 

in; Voynitsky appears and fires a second shot. After a pause, it becomes clear he has missed twice. 

Dejected, Voynitsky tosses the revolver to the ground and sinks into a chair.  

Act IV is set in Voynitsky's bedroom/estate office. Telegin and Marina sit winding stocking wool. 

Through their conversation, we learn that Yelena and the professor are departing that evening. 

Voynitsky and Astrov then enter, the latter asking Vanya to return a stolen bottle of morphine. 

Voynitsky declares that he is now nothing but a madman. For Astrov, Voynitsky is not mad but 

"eccentric"—such is the "normal condition" of man. Dreading the empty years to come, Voynitsky 

begs Astrov to help him start a new life. Annoyed, Astrov tells him he can do nothing: the provinces 

have poisoned them both. Sonya then enters, and after she pleads with him, Voynitsky surrenders 

the bottle.  

Yelena appears and informs Voynitsky that her husband has sent for him. Begging her father to 

reconcile with the professor, Sonya exits with him. Yelena and Astrov say their subdued goodbyes. 

The doctor makes one more attempt to convince her to stay: Yelena declines. Astrov remarks that he 

is certain that had she remained, great "devastation" would ensue.  

The other members of the household appear. Apparently Serebryakov and Voynitsky have 

reconciled. "Everyone will be just as it was," the latter murmurs grimly to the professor. Yelena and 

an apologetic Voynitsky share a brief farewell, Voynitsky telling her that she will never see him again. 

Terribly depressed, Voynitsky and Sonya return to their long-deferred work. Shortly thereafter 

Astrov departs as well.  

Voynitsky then turns to Sonya, bemoaning his misery. Sonya tells him that they must endure their 

trials and wait for death. Laying her head on his lap, she conjures a vision of the heaven; her uncle 

weeps. The play closes with her repeated refrain "We shall rest we shall rest!"  

  

 

 



                                                               UNIT- IV 

                                                    The Lottery Ticketry Ticket: by anton 

pavlovich chekhov 

            The Lottery Ticket is a book by Anton Pavlovich Chekhov. This book is a 

story about a man whose wife believes she has won the lottery after her husband, 

Ivan Dmitritch, reads her the series, which is correct, but not the number, which is 

incorrect. After Ivan reads her the series, she becomes ecstatic and can't believe 

that she just won the lottery. Ivan tells her not to worry about the number, which is 

incorrect. Ivan and his wife begin to daydream and fantasize about the life they will 

have once they win the lottery money, which is 75,000 dollars. Ivan begins to 

suggest what she should do with the money, such as spending money on a new 

estate, immediate expenses, then putting the rest in the bank. Ivan thinks about how 

he could live in St. Martin's, then vacation during the harsh fall every time it comes 

around. Ivan then gets angry and thinks about how his wife could abandon him, or 

basically own him by making him do what she says. For some odd reason, Ivan 

begins to argue with his wife about what could happen if she claims all of the lottery 

ticket money. After a long argument, Ivan goes to the newspaper and reads the 

lottery number. The series is correct, 9499, but the number is 46, not 26. The anger 

at each other and the hope they had for winning the lottery disappears. To end the 

story, Ivan complains about how his life is terrible now and, jokingly or not jokingly, 

says he is going to hang himself on the tree outside.  
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                                                                              Living God  

 

 

 

   I． 

Of whatever dimension, the temples or shrines of pure Shinto are all built in the same archaic style. The typical 

shrine is a windowless oblong building of unpainted timber, with a very steep overhanging roof; the front is the 

gableend; and the upper part of the perpetually closed doors is wooden latticework,－usually a grating of bars 

closely set and crossing each other at right angles. In most cases the structure is raised slightly above the ground 

on wooden pillars; and the queer peaked facade, with its visor-like apertures, and the fantastic projections of 

beamwork ahove its gable-angle, might remind the European traveler of certain old Gothic forms of dormer. There 

is no artificial color. The plain wood soon turns, under the action of rain and sun, to a natural gray, varying 

according to surface exposure from the silvery tone of birchbark to the sombre gray of basalt. So shaped and so 

tinted, the isolated country yashiro may seem less like a work of joinery than a feature of the scenery, －a rural 

form related to nature as closely as rocks and trees, －a something that came into existence only as a 

manifestation of Ohotsuchi-no-Kami, the Earth-god, the primeval divinity of the land. 

Why certain architectural forms produce in the heholder a feeling of weirdness is a question ahout which I should 

like to theorize some day; at present I shall venture only to say that Shinto shrines evoke such a feeling. It grows 

with familiarity instead of weakening; and a knowledge of popular beliefs is apt to intensify it. We have no English 

~words by which these queer shapes can be sufficiently described, －much less any language able to communicate 

the pecu1liar impression which they make. Those Shinto terms which we loosely render by the words 

"temple"and "shrine"are really untranslatable;－ I mean that the Japanese ideas attaching to them cannot be 

conveyed by translation. The so-called "august house"of the Kami is not so much a temple, in the classic meaning 

of the term, as it is a haunted room, a spirit-chamber, a ghost-house; many of the lesser divinities being veritably 

ghosts, －ghosts of great warriors and heroes and rulers and teachers, who lived and loved and died hundreds or 

thousands of years ago. I fancy that to the Western mind the word ghost-house・will convey, better than such 

terms as "shrine"and "temple,"some vague notion of the strange character of the Shinto miya or yashiro, －

containing in its perpetual dusk nothing more substantial than symbols or tokens, the latter probably of paper. 

Now the emptiness behind the visored front is more suggestive than anything material could possibly be; and 

when you remember that millions of people during thousands of years have worshiped their great dead before 

such yashiro,－that a whole race still believes those buildings tenanted by viewless conscious personalities, －you 

are apt also to reflect how difficult it would be to prove the faith absurd. Nay! in spite of Occidental reluctances,－

in spite of whatever you may think it expedient to say or not to say at a later time about the experience, －you 

may very likely find yourself for a moment forced into the attitude of respect toward possibilities. Mere cold 

reasoning will not help you far in the opposite direction. The evidence of the senses counts for little: you know 

there are ever so many realities which can neither be seen nor heard nor felt, but which exist as forces, －

tremendous forces. Then again you cannot mock the conviction of forty millions of people while that conviction 



thrills all about you like the air, －while conscious that it is pressing upon your psychical being just as the 

atmosphere presses upon your physical being. As for myself, whenever I am alone in the presence of a Shinto 

shrine, I have the sensation of being haunted; and I cannot help thinking about the possible apperceptions of the 

haunter. And this tempts me to fancy how I should feel if I myself were a god,－dwelling in some old gray Izumo 

shrine on the summit of a hill, guarded by stone lions and shadowed by a holy grove. 

 

Elfishly small my habitation might be, but never too small, because I should have neither size nor form. I should be 

only a vibration,－a motion invisible as of ether or of magnetism; though able sometimes to shape me a shadow-

body, in the likeness of my former visible self, when I should wish to make apparition. 

As air to the bird, as water to the fish, so would all substance be permeable to the essence of me. I should pass at 

will through the walls of my dwelling to swim in the long gold bath of a sunbeam, to thrill in the heart of a flower, 

to ride on the neck of a dragonfly. 

Power above life and power over death would be mine,－and the power of self-extension, and the power of self-

multiplication, and the power of being in all places at one and the same moment. Simultaneously in a hundred 

homes I should hear myself worshiped, I should inhale the vapor of a hundred offerings: each evening, from my 

place within a hundred household shrines, I should see the holy lights lighted for me in lamplets of red clay, in 

lamplets of brass,－the lights of the Kami, kindled with purest fire and fed with purest oil. 

But in my yashiro upon the hill I should have greatest honor: there betimes I should gather the multitude of my 

selves together; there should I unify my powers to answer supplication. 

From the dusk of my ghost-house I should look for the coming of sandaled feet, and watch brown supple fingers 

weaving to my bars the knotted papers which are records of vows, and observe the motion of the lips of my 

worshipers making prayer:－ 

－"Harai tamai kiyome tamae! . . . We have beaten drums, we have lighted fires, yet the land thirsts and the rice 

fails; Deign out of thy divine pity to give us rain, 0 Daimyojin! 

－"Harai-tamai kiyome tamae!. . . I am dark, too dark, because I have toiled in the field, because the sun hath 

looked upon me. Deign thou augustly to make me white, very white,－white like the women of the city, 0 

Daimyojin!" 

－"Harai tamai kiyome tamae! . . . For Tsukamoto Motokichi our son, a soldier of twenty-nine: that he may 

conquer and come back quickly to us, －soon, very soon,－we humLly supplicate, 0 Daimyojin!" 

Sometimes a girl would whisper all her heart to me: "Maiden of eighteen years, I am loved by a youth of twenty. 

He is good; he is true; but poverty is with us, and the path of our love is dark. Aid us with thy great divine pity!－

help us that we may become united, 0 Daimyojin!"Then to the bars of my shrine she would hang a thick soft tress 

of hair,－her own hair, glossy and black as the wing of the crow, and bound with a cord of mulberry-paper. And in 

the fragrance of that offering, ・the simple fragrance of her peasant youth,－I, the ghost and god, should find 

again the feelings of the years when I was man and lover. 

Mothers would bring their children to my threshold, and teach them to revere me, saying, 

"Bow down before the great bright God; make homage to the Daimyojin." Then I should hear the fresh soft 

clapping of little hands, and remember that I, the ghost and god, had been a father. 



Daily I should hear the plash of pure cool water poured out for me, and the tinkle of thrown coin, and the pattering 

of dry rice into my wooden box, like a pattering of rain; and I should be refreslied by the spirit of the water, and 

strengthened by the spirit of the rice. 

Festivals would be held to honor me. Priests, black-coiffed and linen-vestured, would bring me offerings of fruits 

and fish and seaweed and rice-cakes and rice-wine, －masking their faces with sheets of white paper, so as not to 

breathe upon my food. And the miko their daughters, fair girls in crimson hakama and robes of snowy white, 

would come to dance with tinkling of little bells, with waving of silken fans, that I might be gladdened by the 

bloom of their youth, that I might delight in the charm of their grace. And there would be music of many thousand 

years ago,－weird music of drums and flutes,－and songs in a tongue no longer spoken; while the miko, the 

darlings of the gods, would poise and pose before me ・・Whose virgins are these,－the virgins who stand like 

flowers before the Deity? They are the virgins of the august Deity. 

"The august music, the dancing of the virgins,ーthe Deity will be pleased to hear, the Deity will rejoice to see. 

"Before the great bright God the virgins dance,－the virgins all like flowers newly opened." 

Votive gifts of many kinds I should be given: painted paper lanterns bearing my sacred name, and towels of divers 

colors printed with the number of the years of the giver, and pictures commemorating the fulfillment of prayers 

for the healing of sickness, the saving of ships, the quenching of fire, the birth of sons. 

Also my Karashishi, my guardian lions, would be honored. I should see my pilgrims tying sandals of straw to their 

necks and to their paws, with prayer to the Karashishi-Sama for strength of foot. 

I should see fine moss, like emerald fur, growing slowly, slowly, upon the backs of those lions;－I should see the 

sprouting of lichens upon their flanks and upon their shoulders, in specklings of dead-silver, in patches of dead-

gold;－I should watch, through years of generations, the gradual sideward sinking of their pedestals undermined 

by frost and rain, until at last my lions would lose their balance, and fall, and break their mossy heads off. After 

which the people would give me new lions of another form,－lions of granite or of bronze, with gilded teeth and 

gilded eyes, and tails like a torment of fire. 

Between the trunks of the cedars and pines, between the jointed columns of the bamboos, I should observe, 

season after season, the changes of the colors of the valley: the falling of the snow of winter and the falling of the 

snow of cherry-flowers; the lilac spread of the miyakobana; the blazing yellow of the natane; the sky-blue mirrored 

in flooded levels,－levels dotted with the moon-shaped hats of the toiling people who would love me; and at last 

the pure and tender green of the growing rice. 

The muku-birds and the uguisu would fill the shadows of my grove with ripplings and purlings of melody;－the 

bell-insects, the crickets, and the seven marvelous cicadie of summer would make all the wood of my ghost-house 

thrill to their musical storms. Betimes I should enter, like an ecstasy, into the tiny lives of them, to quicken the joy 

of their clamor,to magnify the sonority of their song. 

 

But I never can become a god,－for this is the nineteenth century; and nobody can be really aware of the nature of 

the sensations of a god－unless there be gods in the flesh.  Are there? Perhaps－in very remote districts－one 

or two. There used to be living gods. 

Anciently any man who did something extraordinarily great or good or wise or brave might be declared a god after 

his death, no matter how humble his condition in life. Also good people who had suffered great cruelty and 



injustice might be apotheosized ; and there still survives the popular inclination to pay posthumous honor and to 

make prayer to the spirits of those who die voluntary deaths under particular circumstances,－to souls of unhappy 

lovers, for example. (Probably the old customs which made this tendency had their origin only in the wish to 

appease the vexed spirit, although to-day the experience of great suffering seems to be thought of as qualifying its 

possessor for divine conditions of being;－and there would be no foolishness whatever in such a thought.) But 

there were even more remarkable deifications. Certain persons, while still alive, were honored by having temples 

built for their spirits, and were treated as gods; not, indeed, as national gods, but as lesser divinities,－tutelar 

deities, perhaps, or village-gods. There was, for instance, llama-guchi Gohei, a farmer of the district of Arita in the 

province of Kishu, who was made a god before he died. And I think he deserved it. 

 

  Ⅱ． 

Before telling the story of Hamaguchi Gohei, I must say a few words about certain laws－or, more correctly 

speaking, customs having all the force of laws－by which many village communities were ruled in pre-IMleiji times. 

These customs were based upon the social experience of ages; and though they differed in minor details according 

to province or district, their main signification was everywhere about the same. Some were ethical, some 

industrial, some rehigious; and all matters were regulated by them, even individual behavior. They preserved 

pence, and they compelled mutual help and mutual kindness. Sometimes there might be serious fighting between 

different villages,－little peasant wars about questions of water supply or boundaries; but quarreling between 

men of the same community could not be tolerated in an age of vendetta, and the whole village would resent any 

needless disturbance of the internal peace. To some degree this state of things still exists in the more old-

fashioned provinces: the people know how to live without quarreling, not to say fighting. Anywhere, as a general 

rule, Japanese fight only to kill; and when a sober man goes so far as to strike a blow, he virtually rejects 

communal protection, and takes his life into his own hands with every probability of losing it. 

The private conduct of the other sex was regulated by some remarkable obligations entirely outside of written 

codes. A peasant girl, before marriage, enjoyed far more liberty than was permitted to city girls. She might be 

known to have a lover; and unless her parents objected very strongly, no blame would be given to her: it was 

regarded as an honest union,－honest, at least, as to intention. But having once made a choice, the girl was held 

bound by that choice. If it were discovered that she met another admirer secretly, the people would strip her 

naked, allowing her only a shuro-leaf for apron, and drive her in mockery through every street and alley of the 

village. During this public disgrace of their daughter, the parents of the girl dared not show their faces abroad; they 

were expected to share her shame, and they had to remain in their house, with all the shutters fastened up. 

Afterward the girl was sentenced to banishment for five years. 

But at the end of that period she was considered to have expiated her fault, and she could return home with the 

certainty of being spared further reproaches. The obligation of mutual help in time of calamity or danger was the 

most imperative of all communal obligations.In case of fire, especially, everybody was required to give immediate 

aid to the best of his or her ability. Even children were not exempted from this duty. In towns and cities, of course, 

things were differently ordered; but in any little country village the universal duty was very plain and simple, and 

its neglect would have been considered unpardonable. 

A curious fact is that this obligation of mutual help extended to religious matters: everybody was expected to 

invoke the help of the gods for the sick or the unfortunate, whenever asked to do so. For example, the entire 

village might be ordered to make a sendo-mairion behalf of some one seriously ill. On such occasions the Kumi-cho 



(each Kumi-cho was responsible for the conduct of five or more families) would run from house to house crying, 

"Such and such a one is very sick: kindly hasten all to make a sendo - mairi! Thereupon, however occupied for the 

moment, every soul in the settlement was expected to hurry to the temple－taking care not to trip or stumble on 

the way, as a single misstep during the performance of a sendo-mairi was believed to mean misfortune for the 

sick.... 

 

  Ⅲ． 

Now concerning Hamaguchi. 

From immemorial time the shores of Japan have been swept, at irregular intervals of centuries, by enormous tidal 

waves,－tidal waves caused by earthquakes or by submarine volcanic action. These awful sudden risings of the sea 

are called by the Japanese tsunami. The last one occurred on the evening of June 17, 1896, when a wave nearly 

two hundred miles long struck the northeastern provinces of Miyagi, Iwate, and Aomori, wrecking scores of towns 

and villages, ruining whole districts, and destroying nearly thirty thousand human lives. The story of Hamaguchi 

Gohei is the story of a like calamity which happened long before the era of Meiji, on another part of the Japanese 

coast. 

 He was an old man at the time of the occurrence that made him famous. He was the most influential resident of 

the village to which he belonged : he had been for many years its muraosa, or headman; and he was not less liked 

than respected. The people usually called him Ojiisan, which means Grandfather; but, being the richest member of 

the community, he was sometimes officially referred to as the Choja. He used to advise the smaller farmers about 

their interests, to arbitrate their disputes, to advance them money at need, and to dispose of their rice for them 

on the best terms possible. 

 Hamaguchi's big thatched farmhouse stood at the verge of a small plateau overlooking a bay. The plateau, 

mostly devoted to rice culture, was hemmed in on three sides by thickly wooded summits. From its outer verge 

the land sloped down in a huge green concavity, as if scooped out, to the edge of the water; and the whole of this 

slope, some three quarters of a mile long, was so terraced as to look, when viewed from the open sea, like an 

enormous flight of green steps, divided in the centre by a narrow white zigzag,－a streak of mountain road. Ninety 

thatched dwellings and a Shinto temple, composing the village proper, stood along the curve of the bay; and other 

houses climbed straggling up the slope for some distance on either side of the narrow road leading to the Choja's 

home. 

 

 One autumn evening Hamaguchi Gohei was looking down from the balcony of his house at some preparations 

for a merry - making in the village below. There had been a very fine rice-crop, and the peasants were going to 

celebrate their harvest by a dance in the court of the ujigami. The old man could see the festival banners (nobori) 

fluttering above the roofs of the solitary street, the strings of paper lanterns festooned between bamboo poles, 

the decorations of the shrine, and the brightly colored gathering of the young people. He had nobody with him 

that evening but his little grandson, a lad of ten; the rest of the household having gone early to the village. He 

would have accompanied them had he not been feeling less strong than usual. 

 The day had been oppressive; and in spite of a rising breeze, there was still in the air that sort of heavy heat 

which, according to the experience of the Japanese peasant, at certain seasons precedes an earthquake. And 

presently an earthquake came. It was not strong enough to frighten anybody; but Hamaguchi, who had felt 

hundreds of shocks in his time, thought it was queer,－a long, slow, spongy motion. Probably it was but the after-

tremor of some immense seismic action very far away. The house crackled and rocked gently several times; then 



all became still again. 

 As the quaking ceased Hamaguchi's keen old eyes were anxiously turned toward the village. It often happens 

that the attention of a person gazing fixedly at a particular spot or object is suddenly diverted by the sense of 

something not knowingly seen at all,－by a mere vague feeling of the unfamiliar in that dim outer circle of 

unconscious perception which lies beyond the field of clear vision. Thus it chanced that Hamaguchi became aware 

of something unusual in the offing. He rose to his feet, and looked at the sea. It had darkened quite suddenly, and 

it was acting strangely.It seemed to be moving against the wind. It was running away from the land. 

Within a very little time the whole village had noticed the phenomenon. Apparently no one had felt the previous 

motion of the ground, but all were evidently astounded by the movement of the water. They were running to the 

beach, and even beyond the beach, to watch it. No such ebb had been witnessed on that coast within the memory 

of living man. Things never seen before were 

unfamiliar spaces of ribbed sand and reaches of weed-hung rock were left bare even as Hamaguchi gazed. And one 

of the people below appeared to guess what that monstrous ebb signified. 

 Hamaguchi Gohei himself had never seen such a thing before; but he remembered things told him in his 

childhood by his father's father, and he knew all the traditions of the coast. He understood what the sea was going 

to do. Perhaps he thought of the time needed to send a message to the village, or to get the priests of the 

Buddhist temple on the hill to sound their big bell. . . . But it would take very much longer to tell what he might 

have thought than it took him to think. He simply called to his grandson:－ 

 " Tada !－quick,－very quick!... Light me a torch.." 

 Taimatsu, or pine-torches, are kept in many coast dwellings for use on stormy nights, and also for use at certain 

Shinto festivals. The child kindled a torch at once; and the old man hurried with it to the fields, where hundreds of 

rice-stacks, representing most of his invested capital, stood awaiting transportation. Approaching those nearest 

the verge of the slope, he began to apply the torch to them,－hurrying from one to another as quickly as his 

aged limbs could carry him.  The sun-dried stalks caught like tinder; the strengthening sea - breeze blew the 

blaze landward and presently, rank behind rank, the stacks burst into flame, sending skyward columns of smoke 

that met and mingled into one enormous cloudy whirl. Tada, astonished and terrified, ran after his grandfather, 

crying,－ 

 "Ojiisan! why? Ojiisan!－why?" 

 But Hamaguchi did not answer: he had no time to explain; he was thinking only of the four hundred lives in peril 

For a while the child stared wildly at the blazing rice; then burst into tears, and an back to the house, feeling sure 

that his grandfather had gone mad. Hamaguchi went on firing stack after stack, till he had reached the limit of his 

field; then he threw down his torch, and. waited. The acolyte of the hill-temple, observing the blaze, set the big 

bell booming; and the people responded to the double appeal. Hamaguchi watched them hurrying in from the 

sands and over the beach and up from the village, like a swarming of ants, and, to his anxious eyes, scarcely faster; 

for the moments seemed terribly long to him. The sun was going down; the wrinkled bed of the bay, and a vast 

sallow speckled expanse beyond it, lay naked to the last orange glow; and still the sea was fleeing toward the 

horizon. 

 Really, however, Hamaguchi did not have very long to wait before the first party of succor arrived,－a score of 

agile young peasants, who wanted to attack the fire at once. But the Choja, holding out both arms, stopped them. 

 "Let it barn, lads! " he commanded,－"let it be! I want the whole mura here. There is a great danger,－taihen 

da!" 



 The whole village was coming; and Hamaguchi counted. All the young men and boys were soon on the spot, and 

not a few of the more active women and girls; then came most of the older folk, and mothers with babies at their 

backs, and even children,－for children could help to pass water; and the elders too feeble to keep up with the 

first rush could be seen well on their way up the steep ascent. The growing multitude, still knowing nothing, 

looked alternately, in sorrowful wonder, at the flaming fields and at the impassive face of their Choja. And the sun 

went down. 

 "Grandfather is mad,－I am afraid of him!"sobbed Tada, in answer to a number of questions. "He is mad. He set 

fire to the rice on purpose: I saw him do it!" 

 "As for the rice," cried Hamaguchi, "the child tells the truth. I set fire to the rice. .. Are all the people here?" 

 The Kumi-cho and the heads of families looked about them, and down the hill, and made reply: "All are here, or 

very soon will be. . . . We cannot understand this thing." 

 "Kita!" shouted the old man at the top of his voice, pointing to the open. "Say now if I be mad!" 

 Through the twilight eastward all looked, and saw at the edge of the dusky horizon a long, lean, dim line like the 

shadowing of a coast where no coast ever was,－a line that thickened as they gazed, that broadened as a coast-

line broadens to the eyes of one approaching it, yet incomparably more quickly. For that long darkness was the 

returning sea, towering like a cliff, and coursing more swiftly than the kite flies 

 "Tsunami!" shrieked the people; and then all shrieks and all sounds and all power to hear sounds were 

annihilated by a nameless shock heavier than any thunder, as the colossal swell smote the shore with a weight 

that sent a shudder through all the hills, and a foam-burst like a blaze of sheet-lightning. Then for an instant 

nothing was visible but a storm of spray rushing up the slope like a cloud; and the people scattered back in panic 

from the mere menace of it. When they looked again, they saw a white horror of sea raving over the place of their 

homes. It drew back roaring, and tearing out the bowels of the land as it went. Twice, thrice, five times the sea 

struck and ebbed, but each time with lesser surges; then it returned to its ancient bed and stayed,－still raging, as 

after a typhoon. 

 On the plateau for a time there was no word spoken. All stared speechlessly at the desolation beneath,－the 

ghastliness of hurled rock and naked riven cliff, the bewilderment of scooped-up deep-sea wrack and shingle shot 

over the empty site of dwelling and temple. The village was not; the greater part of the fields were not; even the 

terraces had ceased to exist; and of all the homes that had been about the bay there remained nothing 

recognizable except two straw roofs tossing, madly in the offing. The after - terror of the death escaped and the 

stupefaction of the general loss kept all lips dumb, until the voice of Harnaguchi was heard again, observing gently,

－ 

  "That was why I set fire to the rice." 

 He, their Choja, now stood among them almost as poor as the poorest; for his wealth was gone－but he had 

saved four hundred lives by the sacrifice. Little Tada ran to him, and caught his hand, and asked forgiveness for 

having said naughty things. Whereupon the people woke up to the knowledge of why they were alive, and began 

to wonder at the simple, unselfish foresight that had saved them; and the headmen prostrated themselves in the 

dust before Hamaguchi Gohei, and the people after them. 

 Then the old man wept a little, partly because he was happy, and partly because he was aged and weak and had 

been sorely tried. 

 "My house remains," he said, as soon as he could find words, automatically caressing Tada's brown cheeks; "and 

there is room for many. Also the temple on the hill stands; and there is shelter there for the others." 



 Then he led the way to his house; and the people cried and shouted.  

 

 The period of distress was long, because in those days there were no means of quick communication between 

district and district, and the help needed had to be sent from far away. But when better times came, the people 

did not forget their debt to Hamaguchi Gohei They could not make him rich; nor would he have suffered them to 

do so, even had it been possible. Moreover, gifts would never have sufficed as an expression of their reverential 

feeling towards him; for they believed that the ghost within him was divine. So they declared him a god, and 

thereafter called him Hamaguchi Daimyojin, thinking they could give him no greater honor;－and truly no greater 

honor in any country could be given to mortal man. And when they rebuilt the village, they built a temple to the 

spirit of him, and fixed above the front of it a tablet bearing his name in Chinese text of gold; and they worshiped 

him there, with prayer and with offerings. How he felt about it I cannot say;－I know only that he continued to live 

in his old thatched home upon the hill, with his children and his children's children, just as humanly and simply as 

before, while his soul was being worshiped in the shrine below. A hundred years and more lie has been dead; but 

his temple, they tell me, still stands, and the people still pray to the ghost of the good old farmer to help them in 

time of fear or trouble. 

････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････････ 

I asked a Japanese philosopher and friend to explain to me how the peasants could rationally imagine the spirit of 

Hamaguchi in one place while his living body was in another. Also I inquired whether it was only one of his souls 

which they had worshiped during his life, and whether they imagined that particular soul to have detached itself 

from the rest to receive homage. 

 "The peasants," my friend answered, "think of the mind or spirit of a person as something which, even during 

life, can be in many places at the same instant･･･ Such an idea is, of course, quite different from any Western 

ideas about the soul." 

 "Any more rational?" mischievously asked. 

"Well," he responded, with a Buddhist smile, "if we accept the doctrine of the unity of all mind, the idea of the 

Japanese peasant would appear to contain at least some adumbration of truth. I could not say so much for your 

Western notions about the soul." 

                                                      Simoens Papa 

 

 

The book titled Simon’s Papa and other Stories comprises various interesting 

stories related to human life on pragmatic, imaginative thought process. 

Most of the stories give the lesson to live a placid life. Simon’s Papa is one of 

the inspiring stories. Let’s read, relish and acknowledge. 

Simon was a school-going child but he was not attending his school daily 

because his schoolfellows were perpetually whispering and watching him 

with mischievous and heartless eyes as his father was quite unknown person. 



But his mother La Blonchotte was well-known and treated with compassion 

by everybody in that society. Once when he was making his way back to his 

mother’s home a group of schoolfellows started to pass some nasty remarks 

regarding his unknown father. So he lost his temper and thrashed one of the 

boys mercilessly and began to weep inconsolably. After that in utter disgust 

he decided to end his life and moved towards a river. 

There he met a person named Philip, a blacksmith by profession, who 

sympathised with him and after listening his problem, he readied himself to 

become his father. Both went to La Blonchotte’s house and lastly agreed to 

the proposal. Now Simon got Philip Remy as his father and announced 

proudly his name. 

Now nobody laughed and he led a prestigious life. 

"Simon's Papa" is a short story written by French author Guy de Maupassant. 

It was originally published in 1879. 

Simon, the shy, quiet son of local woman La Blanchotte, falls afoul of the 

other boys' cruelty because he doesn't have a father. Soon he meets the local 

blacksmith, Phillip Remy, who agrees to be his "father". 

This story includes examples of the following tropes: 

Adult Fear: La Blanchotte has to deal with the community's disdain for her 

negatively affecting her son, to the point that he might have committed 

suicide. She blushes and starts crying when Simon tells her. 

Cry into Chest: Simon's mother hugs him as he starts to cry again after 

confessing his suicide attempt. 

Defiled Forever: Played With. The ladies of the village disdain La Blanchotte 

for having become pregnant with Simon outside of marriage, which causes 

the plot because their sons catch their condescension without understanding 

it. However, near the end of the story, one of the blacksmiths speaking with 

Philipe (said to speak for them all) comments that La Blanchotte would make 

a worthy wife if a man were inclined to propose, and claims to know others 

considered respectable who sinned the same way but got married with their 

lovers. In any case, it doesn't dissuade Phillip. 



Driven to Suicide: Simon goes to the river after the other boys beat him, 

intending to drown himself like a beggar he remembers seeing. Thankfully, 

various things interrupt him before he can. 

Interrupted Suicide: Simon goes to the river intending to drown himself, but 

he gets distracted by various creatures. However, the thought recurs, and he 

tries to say a prayer beforehand. However, he can't finish for sobbing. 

Luckily, his grief attracts the attention of the local blacksmith, Phillip Remy, 

who takes him home to his mother. 

Kids Are Cruel: The other boys mock Simon about not having a father, 

ultimately beating him and taunting him to tell his nonexistent father about 

it. Guy de Maupassant compares it to a group of chickens killing one of their 

own that has been wounded. They continue mocking him after he "adopts" 

Phillip as a replacement. However, Phillip proposing to Simon's mother and 

taking Simon under his protection silences the taunting. 

Nice Job Fixing It, Villain!: The bullies accidentally create the happy ending of 

the story by telling Simon that Phillip isn't his father because he isn't married 

to his mother. When Simon repeats this to Phillip, it ultimately leads to the 

blacksmith proposing marriage to La Blanchotte, shutting the boys up once 

and for all. 



                               UNIT – V  

MOVIE REVIEW 

A home in the sky 
• MAY 21, 2019 

  

• BY 

  

• RAJIGOVIND 

A home in the sky  by vasanthi is a very charming book which is hard to put 
away. What appeals to the reader is that  it deals with  daily life situations , which 
one  can  easily connect and  identify with . 
The story is  about a family in which the mother,lalitha has all the qualities 
that  generally constitue to a good wife and mother.The father,repulsive in his 
attitude to his child who is weak hearted and practically has no academic ski lls 
but which he makes up amply by his  immense love for his parents and his 
cousin,menu akka who comes to spend her holidays in the village.  
Lalitha is the thread that binds the whole family together.She is a deeply religious 
person and it is this quality that probably gives  her the strength to address any 
malicious behavior by her husband.To cite an  example,every morning 
she  etches  intricate and elaborate designs called Kolam,(which is generally 
rice powder) at the  entrance.This  is a chore most women do ,the first thing in 
the morning..Without the slightest hestitation,sab kicks it as he walks out of his 
home to go to work.To add to the misery of lalitha,who has painstakingly done 
this ,he grumbles about  her extravagance of using the  kollam powder. 
Raju,just adores his cousin Meenuakka , implores her to stay on and 
attend  college in the village..She is a city girl,fun loving, and is in awe of her 
manni,lalitha who is her mothers brothers wife,whom she elevates to the status 
of a Goddess.She finds such a striking contrast between her mother and 
lalitha.Her mother is always hot tempered and intolerant of her father who is 
indeed such a  tolerant man.Meenu’s attraction to her neigbhbor ,who is a botany 
lecturer comes as a bredth of fresh to relieve the otherwise charged atmosphere 
typical of a conservative Brahmin colony in a non-descript village where rumours 
flourish,without the slightest provocation.. 
  The story is set in a very conservative village where Brahmin women are 
considered prostititues  if they sit on the porch after sunset.The story opens  with 
small everyday happenings that are non-issues .But as the story 
progresses,there are some incidents  which shake the small village from their 
slumber .Rugmini is ostracized by the whole community because she had the 
audacity to leave her drunken husband and seek greener pastures.But her love 
for her son sees her meeting meenu ( who lived next to her former home )and 
sending  through her, her son’s favourite food.Saroja is another character,who 
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unlike Rugmani does not have the courage to leave her improvished home,sort 
to the desperate method of hanging herself on the raft.  
Laitha,who was not a great intellect or philosopher,was incredibly kind to them 
and did not seem judgmental but simply accepted them in her fold.She always 
provided food for them and looked after their children  who are perpetually 
hungry and ever ready to savour some food. .  
Vasanthi has sketched the lives of ordinary women who are driven to 
desperation and some of them have the courage to break out of such an 
existence.whereas others like saroja  had to resort to extreme steps,hangs 
herself from a rafter.Herein lies the pathos , where the woman,suffer so much 
depravation  and are  so blinded by their own misery that they , cannot think 
beyond themselves  and do not have the mental energy to protect even their 
children  from any catastrophy that may well befall them 
. 
Lalitha ,firmly believes that women have more difficult times,if  they cut 
themselves from their homes because one does not know what the future holds 
for them? Vaasanthi, has portrayed lalitha,as an ordinary women with no great 
intellect but her inherent quality of kindness and sensitivity makes her reach out 
to people who are in need.  She is non-judgemental and it is her intensely 
religious character ,which she acquired from her father,that sees her through 
any calamity. 
Lalitha seems the most important character,because the author has seen that 
her presence is there in the entire book.She also symbolizes all that is good ,but 
whether in the untimate analysis,one wonders whether things would have been 
different if she was not so tolerant.Would her son have survived ,had she had 
the courage to directly confront sab000.But one realizes that 
“A home in the sky”authored by Vaasanthi,is a very charming book interspersed 
by   incidents of a typically small conservative village. This particular lane or 
agraram,which is not particularly specified is dominated by Brahmins.So 
steeped in tradition,that to quote sab—- sitting on the porch after sunset is 
considered as repulsive as ones attitude to prostitutes.But the irony is that men 
were allowed to do anything,without having to answer any questions.They were 
free to go to a prostitute,bring another woman or do anything that fancies 
them,unfazedely.One can imagine the depravation and the degradation that 
these women had to go through.So women who had the courage,broke away 
from tradition and sought refuge elsewhere.whether it be suicide or running away 
from home.What saddens me the most ,is the pathos,wherein women are so 
impoverished that they cannot think beyond themselves and thus  leave their 
children  to seek fresher pastures. 
The book which starts as a gentle breeze ends up in a tornado where 
raju,ultimately drowns himself in a well,unable to bear the constant nagging and 
insinuations sab  makes against raju.One never fails to marvel at lalithas 
composure as she goes about doing the various chores at home.Sab feels 
miserable and responsible for what has happened and finally acknowledges 



lalitha greatness.It ends with his disappearance and lalitha’s firm belief that he 
will come back since he had put a kumkum on her forehead and a hibiscus flower 
on her hair,the ultimate symbol of a woman’s happy marriage.The book sends 
out a powerful message that however many tragedies one has to 
face,lalitha  ultimately comes out triumphant with the courage to live on and 
perform the daily chores which she has done all her married life ,ever since she 
has come to her new home at the age of 14 
Lalitha and her neice,who adores her have very different perceptions of the 
same issue.Meenu who is a young and modern girl cannot understand how 
her,manni as she affectionately addresses her,can be so tolerant to everything 
that goes on around her.Her uncle who is such a beast to both lalita and her 
son.How can one according to meenu ,tolerate such injustice.He is so 
overcautious about his money and is always heaping insults on laltiha accusing 
her  of being such a spendthrift.And yet meenu comes to understand that he has 
loads of money and is cruelly trying to acquire more land at the cost of exploiting 
vulnerable people.But at the end,one realizes that in the ultimate 
analysis,lalitha  has proved that her beliefs have actually made her a stronger 
person and she is able to tackle any problem. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



An hour Past midnight  

 

 

Rabia is growing up in a conservative community in southern India. 

One day, she and her friends sneak off to the pictures. Caught on her 

return home, Rabia gets a beating from her mother, Zohra, who cries 

as she beats her daughter into submission. Firdaus is beautiful and 

of marriageable age. A groom is found for her, a wealthy man who 

lives abroad. On her wedding night, she takes one look at him and 

says, ‘I’m not going to live with you, don’t touch me!’. 

 

Inside their male dominated world, Rabia, Zohra, Firdaus, and many 

others make their small rebellions and compromises, friendships are 

made and broken, families come together and fall apart, and almost 

imperceptibly change creeps in. Salma’s beautiful, evocative, poetic 

novel recreates the sometimes suffocating, and sometimes 

heartbreaking world of Muslim 

women in southern India. The Hour Past Midnight is translated into 

English by Lakshmi Holmstrom. 

The Hour Past Midnight is a glimpse of the unseen world of Tamil 

Muslim women, where little by little they raise their voice, to live as 

per their own terms and face time to time community hatred as 

well.. 

Written by Salma and translated by Lakshmi Holmstrom, The Hour 

Past Midnight is a beautiful journey into an unseen world of Tamil 

Muslim World. The Hour Past Midnight is full of women fighting little 

by little to live as per their own terms, to have their own voice in a 

world dominated by Men.  The story starts with Rabia, a young girl 

who is growing up in a conservative South Indian community. She 

describes her life day by day, what all the girls who have come to age 



are supposed to do and some of the things forbidden to them. One 

day, she and her friends sneak off to a picture during the month of 

Ramzan, unknowingly that it is an adult picture. They sit in the 

theater full of men, ashamed of the crime they have committed. 

Caught on her return home, Rabia’s mother Zohra beats her black 

and blue, crying over the sin her daughter had committed and how 

Allah will punish her one day. 

Another woman, Firdaus in The Hour Past Midnight has been 

married to a wealthy man who lives and works in abroad. But on the 

day of her wedding night, she gives him one look and says ”I am not 

going to live with you, don’t touch me!”,and then shocked at her 

own behavior and thinking, how come she had a voice suddenly? 

How could she have been so daring to refuse a man at the expense 

of her family reputation? She returns back to her village to face 

allegations of being a whore and good for nothing, but she still lives 

on, fantasizing over a man she can never have. 

The Hour Past Midnight speaks of such stories only. Rabia, Zohra, 

Rahima, Amina, Khadija, Firdaus, Farida and many more surviving in 

a  male-dominated world, making their small rebellions and 

compromises. Zohra has to deal with bringing up Rabia as a cultured 

Muslim woman who can serve her husband at the right time and as 

per the laws made for women of her community, Rahima has to 

marry off her daughter to a stranger whose background is not what 

she wanted and Firdaus has to deal with being an outcast in their 

small world. 

Friendships are made and broken, families come together for a 

celebration and then fall away at the time of need, changes occur. 

Little by Little, the life around these women change forever. A 

beautiful journey of change and celebration of womanhood 

Overall, The Hour Past Midnight turned out to be an amazing read 

for me. Though at the beginning I felt that the story is going at a very 



slow pace and many of the parts would have been edited. But later 

on I realized that those parts are really important to create a 

background of overall story. You get a sneak peek into a very 

conservative community set in a very different time, their customs, 

traditions and things which might not even exist any more thanks to 

the new India. When this novel was first published, it did not grab 

that much of attention. The Hour Past Midnight lays emphasis on the 

ethnographic details of these women lives, rather than being a work 

of art. The language is easy with full of references to common 

language of south, but it is still tedious. The novel is inspired from 

Salma’s own life, when she was growing up in a village near Tiruchi. 

 


