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When Osamu Dazai's novel The Setting Sun was first published in the United States in its
English translation, I believe he would have been pleased to learn of the positive reception it
received from critics. Even though some of the reviewers were troubled by the picture that
the book painted of modern-day Japan, each and every one of them discussed it using
language that is typically reserved for important works of literature.
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There was no sign of the condescension that is typically bestowed on writings that originate
from faraway parts of the world, and for once nobody thought to use the pejorative adjective
"exquisite" about a product that was unquestionably manufactured in Japan. It was
evaluated in comparison to other works of literature from the same era, books that are both
moving and beautiful. Many readers were left perplexed by a particular aspect of The
Setting Sun.

The significance of Western culture in modern Japanese society is an issue that is
addressed in Dazai's second novel, "No Longer Human," which may perplex readers. Dazai
grew up in a small town in the remote north of Japan, just like Yozo, the main figure in No
Longer Human. As a result, we might have expected his novels to be marked by the
simplicity, love of nature, and purity of sentiments of the inhabitants of such a place. Yozo is
the main character in No Longer Human. Dazai is the author.

Book in PDF format of "No Longer Human" can be downloaded by clicking here.
On the other hand, Dazai came from a wealthy and well-educated family, and even as a
young child he was already well-versed in the works of European and American authors, as
well as reproductions of modern works of art and sculpture, and many other aspects of our
culture. Because these became such significant aspects of his own experience, he could
not help but be influenced by them, and he mentioned them quite as freely as any author in
Europe or America might have done so.
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When we read his works, however, we are sometimes made aware that Dazai does not
always use these Western elements in the same way that we do and that his understanding
of them is not always the same as ours. It is not difficult to draw the conclusion from this
that Dazai had only partially digested them, or even that the Japanese as a whole have in
some way taken our culture for their own. I have to admit that I am perplexed by the
extreme nationalism that exists in the United States.
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Here, where our suburbs are packed with a variety of architecture that bears no relation to
the antecedents of either the builders or the dwellers; where white people sing Negro
spirituals and a black soprano sings Lucia di Lammermoor at the Metropolitan Opera; where
our celebrated national dishes, the frankfurter, the hamburger, and chow mein betray by
their very names non-American origins; where our celebrated national dishes, the
frankfurter, the hamburger,

Is it possible for us to give the Japanese an honest reprimand for the impure aspects of
their modern culture? And how are we supposed to criticize them for borrowing from us
when we are almost as obviously in their debt as they are? We don't find it strange that they
drink whiskey, which is our beverage, but we find it odd that they drink tea, which is their
beverage. Our professional decorators, who did not give us a sufficient education in
Japanese aesthetics, without realizing that they should have.
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You should make an edict that we should decorate our rooms with Buddhist statuary or
lamps shaped like paper lanterns. On the other hand, if a Japanese person decorates his
room with examples of Christian religious art or a lamp made of Venetian glass, we are
likely to find this to be incongruous. Why does it seem so strange that another country
should have a culture that is just as conglomerate as our own? When we got back to the
house, I asked my aunt to dry out our coats for us. No Longer Human PDF Book

Takeichi had followed me into my room after I had successfully enticed him there. My aunt,
a woman in her fifties, lived in the house along with my two cousins: the older of the two
was a tall, frail, and bespectacled girl of about thirty (she had been married at one time but
later separated), and the younger of the two was a short, round-faced girl who appeared to
have just graduated from high school. My aunt was the matriarch of the family.

The shop on the ground floor of the house sold modest quantities of office supplies and
sporting goods, but the primary source of revenue was the rent collected from the five or six
apartments that had been constructed by my late uncle. The shop on the ground floor of the
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house sold office supplies and sporting goods. Takeichi, who was standing helplessly in my
room, remarked that his ears hurt. It was raining, so they must have gotten wet.
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After giving him an examination, I found that both of his ears had terrible infections. It
appeared as though the lobes were completely stuffed with pus. I pretended to be
concerned even though I wasn't. "This appears to be very problematic. It must be painful. I
then apologized to her in a tone that was more soft and feminine, saying, "I'm so sorry I
dragged you out in all of this rain." I needed some cotton wool and alcohol, so I went
downstairs to get them. Takeichi would lay on the ground with his head on my lap while I
would carefully clean his ears with cotton swabs. No Longer Human PDF Book

Even Takeichi didn't appear to be aware of the hypocrisy or the planning that was behind
what I was doing. On the contrary, his remark while he was lying there with his head
propped up in my lap was, "I'll bet lots of women will fall for you!" — It was the closest thing
he could come up with to a compliment given his lack of education. I was to find out in later
years that this was some sort of demonic prophecy, and it was more horrible than Takeichi
could have possibly realized at the time.

"To fall for," "to be fallen for" — I sense something in these words that is unutterably vulgar,
farcical, and at the same time extraordinarily complacent. Once these expressions make an
appearance, regardless of how solemn the setting may be, the hushed cathedrals of
melancholy fall apart, leaving behind nothing but a sense of levity as a lasting impression. It
is interesting to note that the cathedrals of melancholy do not have to be destroyed if one
can find a suitable replacement for the vulgar.

Some of the more literary types will say things like, "What a messy business it is to be fallen
for." What an uncomfortable feeling it is to be loved. Takeichi uttered that stupid compliment,
saying that women would fall for me because I had been kind enough to clean the
discharge from his ears. The reason he said this is because I had cleaned the discharge
from his ears. My response at the time was to simply blush and smile, without saying a word
in return; however, if I'm being honest, I already had a glimmer of an idea as to what his
prophecy suggested was going to happen. No Longer Human PDF Book
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To speak in those terms about the atmosphere that was generated by such a vulgar
expression as "to fall for" is to betray a precocity of sentiment that is not even worthy of the
dialogue of the romantic lead in a musical comedy. I was not moved by the farcical and
self-satisfied emotions that were suggested by the phrase "to have a faint inkling." I'm not
sure why, but when Horiki told me about it, I couldn't help but feel a sharp pang of pain all
the way through my body.

I remembered now clumsily written letters from bar girls; and the general's daughter, a girl of
twenty, whose house was next to mine, and who every morning when I went to school was
always hovering around her gate, all dressed up for no apparent reason; and the waitress at
the steak restaurant who, even when I didn't say a word....; and the girl at the tobacco shop
I patronized who always would put in the package of cigarettes. I also remembered the
waitress at the steak restaurant

She handed me...; and the woman in the seat next to mine at the Kabuki Theatre...; and the
time when I was drunk and fell asleep on the streetcar in the middle of the night; and that
letter burning with passion that came unexpectedly from a girl relative in the country; and
the girl, whoever it was, who left a doll — one that she had made herself — for me when I
was away from home. Downloadable PDF Book of "No Longer Human"

My attitude toward each of them had been extremely pessimistic, and as a result, the
stories had not progressed past the point of being incomplete shards. But the fact that there
lingered about me an atmosphere that could send women into sentimental reveries was an
undeniable fact; it wasn't just some foolish delusion on my part, and it wasn't just some
foolish delusion on my part. When someone like Horiki pointed this out to me, I felt a
bitterness similar to shame, and at the same time, I suddenly lost all interest in prostitutes.

Horiki also took me to a covert Communist meeting on one occasion to demonstrate his
"modernity" (I can't think of any other reason why he would have done this). (I don't
remember what exactly it was called, but I think it was called a "Reading Society.") It's
possible that a clandestine Communist meeting was just one more of the sights for Horiki
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when he was in Tokyo. After being shown around by the "comrades," I was instructed to
purchase a pamphlet. Then they sat through a presentation on Mandan economics given by
a young man who was exceptionally unattractive.

No Longer Human PDF Book Free

Everything that he said appeared to be extremely obvious and was without a doubt
accurate; however, I had the impression that something more hidden and more terrifying lay
dormant in the minds and hearts of people. Greed did not cover it, nor did vanity. Also, lust
and greed were not the only motivating factors here. I couldn't put my finger on it, but I had
the impression that there was something incomprehensible and unfathomable at the
foundation of human society that couldn't be explained by economics. Downloadable PDF
Book of "No Longer Human"

Despite the fact that this strange component terrified me, I eventually came to terms with
materialism in the same way that water naturally finds its own level. But materialism was
unable to liberate me from my fear of other people, and it prevented me from experiencing
the exhilaration and optimism that a man feels when he first lays eyes on a new leaf.
Despite this, I made it a point to be present at the Reading Society meetings on a regular
basis.

It was hysterically funny to me to see my "comrades," with their faces tense as though they
were discussing matters of life and death, absorbed in the study of theories so fundamental
that they were on the order of "one plus one equals two." By engaging in my typical antics
throughout the meetings, I hoped to alleviate some of the tension that was building up. I
imagine that this was the reason for the gradual easing of the tense atmosphere that
pervaded the group.

Because of my rising popularity, people began to view my presence at the gatherings as
essential. These straightforward individuals possibly had the misconception that I was just
as straightforward as they were, that I was an upbeat and jovial companion; however, if this
was how they perceived me, I completely misled them. I was not one of their fellow soldiers.
Despite this, I was present at each and every meeting, and I presented my entire repertoire
of comedic routines to the attendees. No Longer Human PDF Book Free
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I went back to the custody room. The police chief’s loud voice reached me as he barked out
to the policeman, “Hey, somebody disinfect the telephone receiver. He’s been coughing
blood, you know.” In the afternoon they tied me up with a thin hemp rope. I was allowed to
hide the rope under my coat when we went outside, but the young policeman gripped the
end of the rope firmly.

We went to Yokohama on the streetcar. The experience hadn’t upset me in the least. I
missed the custody room in the police station and even the old policeman. What, I wonder,
makes me that way? When they tied me up as a criminal I actually felt relieved—a calm,
relaxed feeling. Even now as I write down my recollections of those days I feel a really
expansive, agreeable sensation.

But among my otherwise nostalgic memories there is one harrowing disaster which I shall
never be able to forget and which even now causes me to break out into a cold sweat. I was
given a brief examination by the district attorney in his dimly lit office. He was a man of
about forty, with an intelligent calm about him which I am tempted to call “honest good
looks.” No Longer Human PDF Book Free

In contrast to my own alleged good looks which, even if true, certainly are tainted with
lewdness). He seemed so simple and straightforward that I let down my guard completely. I
was listlessly recounting my story when suddenly I was seized with another fit of coughing. I
took out my handkerchief. The blood stains caught my eye, and with ignoble opportunism I
thought that this cough might also prove useful.

I added a couple of extra, exaggerated coughs for good measure and, my mouth still
covered by the handkerchief, I glanced at the district attorney’s face. The next instant he
asked with his quiet smile, “Was that real?” Even now the recollection makes me feel so
embarrassed] I can’t sit still. It was worse, I am sure, even than when in high school.

I was plummeted into hell by that stupid Takeichi tapping me on the hack and saying, “You
did it on purpose.” Those were the two great disasters in a lifetime of acting. Sometimes I
have even thought that I should have preferred to be sentenced to ten years imprisonment
rather than meet with such gentle contempt from the district attorney. Flatfish’s house was
near the Okubo Medical School. No Longer Human PDF Book Free
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The signboard of his shop, which proclaimed in bold letters “Garden of the Green Dragon,
Art and Antiques,” was the only impressive thing about the place. The shop itself was a
long, narrow affair, the dusty interior of which contained nothing but shelf after shelf of
useless junk. Needless to say, Flatfish did not depend for a living on the sale of this rubbish.

He apparently made his money by performing such services as transferring possession of
the secret property of one client to another— to avoid taxes. Flatfish almost never waited in
the shop. Usually he set out early in the morning in a great hurry, his face set in a scowl,
leaving a boy of seventeen to look after the shop in his absence. Whenever this boy had
nothing better to do, he used to play catch in the street with the children of the
neighborhood.
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