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© 1996-2014, Amazon.com, Inc. or its affiliates want more? Advanced embedding details, examples and help! LXXXVThey say that time has calmed down - Time has never calmed down; Actual suffering is amplified, as tendons do, with age. Time is a test of trouble, but not a remedy. If it proves, it turns out that there was no disease. Emily Dickinson, Part 4: Time and Eternity,
Full Poems Everything Passes. (169) The gentle breeze brushes the branches of lush trees full of cherries that surround the quaint park bench I chose as my place to read. The aperture cloud is gently attached to the sun to create LXXXVTheyy to say that time assuages,-Time never calmed; Actual suffering is amplified, as tendons do, with age. Time is a test of trouble, but not a
remedy. If it proves, it turns out that there was no disease. Emily Dickinson, Part 4: Time and Eternity, Full Poems Everything Passes. (169) The gentle breeze brushes the branches of lush trees full of cherries that surround the quaint park bench I chose as my place to read. The devil's cloud, gently attached to the sun, creates a feeling that is part of watercolor painting, which
should become the antithesis of this winter day. Away from the hustle and bustle of an anonymous city, away from the thoughts that continue to accumulate after roaming awkwardly around the mind, trying to quell the relentless agony of sadness. The only sound I would like to hear is one page as they silently turn in order to reveal this heartbreaking story; one page after another,
bouncing through the gardens, providing a silence that, by virtue of the simple presence of the book, clears my mind completely. If only for a few hours. Or for a short minute unable to last sixty unhappy seconds. I wonder if I was actually happy. No Longer Human, published in 1948, is a timeless piece of writing that depicts the sense of isolation of Both Yozo, a confused child who
has become a restless person; roughly speaking, a deceitful person is unable to show his true nature to most people, a man disqualified as a human being. The book consists mainly of three memorandums; the latter is divided into two parts. Dazai weaves considerable personal experience in his writing; it was somewhat startling to define these autobiographical aspects when I
read the story of our tormented hero. The first memorandum on Yozo's childhood. From an early age, he felt overwhelmed by a deep sense of alienation, which was magnified by the presence of his overbearing father. After all, unable to understand people, bewildered by their selfishness and artificial personalities, he steps into the world and becomes another unreliable person,
generating the perception of the presence of jocose and amusing manner in the eyes of the people around him. In his opinion, such farce was the only way he could find to encounter the creatures, he feared the most: people. As these attempts occur, it ends with harboring the feeling many of us are familiar with, but, but, another manifestation of selfishness caused by a human
condition, perhaps the limitations of our surroundings, we tend to think that we are the only ones who feel that way. All I feel is attacking apprehension and terror at the thought that I am the only one who is completely different from the rest. It's almost impossible for me to communicate with other people. What am I supposed to talk about, how am I supposed to say that? I don't
know, I don't know. I could connect with some of Yozo's reflections naturally. I am not someone who immediately trusts people, especially after many close encounters with disappointment. In this sense, I fully understood the reasons why the character kept his torments locked in his chest, imbued with a constant sense of distrust. However, I could never endorse his absolute
insincerity towards all. It is impossible not to take this book into everyday life; how distressing it is to be interacting with someone so irrationally scared and hesitant, not wanting to react when the other person tries to reach out, unable to see his ability to actually love. Yozo's feigned emotions, culminating in the perfect role of a farcical eccentric, somehow shielded people who cared
for him from his recurrent fears, though the element he chose to protect himself (and them, who knows) was a hoax. The second memorandum was mainly about the continuation of Yozo's self-destructive behavior, which by that time included excessive drinking, smoking and numerous encounters with prostitutes (to which he devotes some humiliating observations). Until he finds
a woman who makes him feel, for the first time, as if he had freed himself from fear and anxiety. He did not feel the need to hide his gloomy temper. Unfortunately, the situation quickly began to go awry. The weak happiness of fear is in itself. Despite the fact that he had many love relationships, one thing did not change: he was just as cruel to all the women who cared for him (see
spoiler) (to the point of witnessing the rape of his wife and not thinking for a second about helping her; yes, the good guy is a great movie, by the way). You can accuse his father, his friends, who took advantage of him, in another sad anecdote from his childhood; You call it (hide spoiler). Seemingly persuasive arguments and plausible excuses to justify their actions are limitless.
In any case, the results had indelible wounds and irreparable consequences. You look like a man who had a miserable childhood. You are so sensitive, more pity for you. The same memorandum also reflects the conflicts that are present in human relations in the context of unfavourable socio-economic status. At one point, the humiliation of not being able to provide for a woman
was unbearable; last drop, which ended with another mistake. The third memorandum tells about the late twenties of the main character. Some feelings arise from reading about a character such as Yozo. I was able to understand some of his fears and his genuine sense of feeling though on other occasions I saw him as an inattentive man who personified cruelty and selfishness.
After a lifetime of lying to yourself and others, Yozo chooses to write about his suffering and brutal acts without the slightest falsehood. Without resorting to any sentimentality - unlike all his existence, his notebooks do not try to please anyone - he tells his story, not engaged in an undistributed circle, elegantly gliding on the verge of brutal honesty, bypassing all the rules of the
supposedly civilized world. Despite the edgy writing style that prevailed in the novel, Dazai endowed it not only with abundant deep meditations that can resonate with many readers around the world, but with exquisite language reminiscent of brooding snippets of poetry written in some gloomy hotel room. There is no rhapsody of praise to nature, no writer simply extolled the
virtues of silence. This novel is a one-way ticket to the human psyche. Undoubtedly an unforgettable journey, as the words of Dazay can linger in close proximity to the mind for too long. Misfortune. There are all kinds of unhappy people in this world. I suppose it is no exaggeration to say that the world is entirely made up of unhappy people. But these people can fight their
unhappiness with society fairly and directly, and society for its part easily understands and sympathizes with such struggle. My unhappiness completely stemmed from my own vices, and I had no way to deal with anyone... Am I what they call and selfish? Or am I, on the contrary, a man of excessively weak spirit? I don't really know myself, but since I seem to be a mass of vices
anyway, I fall steadily, inevitably, into unhappiness, and I don't have a concrete plan to prevent my descent. Selfishness or weak spirit. I'm not in a position to find out which of these personalities Yozo belongs to. I recently came across a quote by Jane Austen (which can be found in her novel Mansfield Park) that makes me reflect on his situation, as he states the following:
Selfishness should always be forgiven, you know, because there is no hope of healing. In this context, Austin refers only to selfishness; she is not as bold as the one M. de Norpua (I just met him, so I still do not know what to think of him), who said once that for every sin there is forgiveness. We all carry some degree of selfishness - in fact, it can be seen as another defense
mechanism for protecting one's heart; I need to know. But of course, some people abound in them. For me, the Yozo case is somewhat paradigmatic; he relied on his antics to deceive people -- and thus be able to deal with them -- instead of turning to superficially faith words, he never meant to say, or eternal pusillanimous silence. In any case, Yozo suffers; He's Him. not a
contender who thinks that being unable to fit into society is what makes him special. It makes him really miserable. However, the struggle for our existence is certainly not impossible; in fact, it's a more sensible plan than sitting comfortably, feeling miserable and just waiting for the gaping jaws of the world to tear us apart. I thought: As long as I can make them laugh, it doesn't
matter how, I'll be fine. If I succeed, people probably won't mind it too much if I stay out of their lives. One thing I should avoid is getting offensive in their eyes: I will do nothing, wind, sky. Unlike Austin, I can't say for sure that there is no hope of healing. The idealistic in me, breathing optimism and naivety daily, will claim to be. Cynical in me, a little bruised by some unpleasant
experiences in life, will guarantee that, in fact, there is no cure for such unfortunate ailments. Despite this state of uncertainty, I agree with the first part of Austin's statement; we have to forgive. As Dickinson's poem continues to echo in my head, the idea that time alone does not heal all wounds sounds just as much; indeed, it is something we do with the time that can alleviate
certain symptoms. Forgiveness is an active way of dealing with anything that once caused a small cut or unfathomable pain. Not only is it part of the process that is needed to avoid tempering your heart, it is also a humane way to treat others, even those whose actions leave a bitter aftertaste. Even if I'm not forgiven. Not that the world needs my stupid perspectives in the form of
endless little points of merit, of course, but I, for one, have decided to forgive, and this decision is made taking into account, among other things, the possibility that such treatment, in fact, does not exist. I would not like to increase the weight of the cross that some people should carry around, for lack of said remedy can be already too severe punishment. I'm turning the last page
and previous glowing landscapes metamorphosis into a typical winter day. Storm clouds are already appearing above the horizon; they'll soon cover those empty cherries, and me. I go home, trying not to think of the intense azure sky, the park bench, the transparent lake I never mentioned, the cherry, the tragedy of being no longer human. I try not to think. Indomitable thoughts.
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