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The hanging: ‘Anil’
Read the passage below.
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His bladder was bursting. He looked up at the rattan bed, where Appa slept. Anil could not make out his features clearly in the dark, but he could see his father’s close-knit eyebrows and his thick moustache. His father was a burly man, a bully to his family and a timid mouse to the headman. Anil debated waking him up, to follow him out to pee. He decided that he did not need a walloping at this time of the night.

His gaze returned to his mother again. Gently, he reached out with his tiny hand and touched his mother’s gigantic arm, softly shaking her.

‘Amma ...’

Wheee …

He stuck his lower lip out and frowned, then glanced towards the door. The need to relieve himself battled with his fear of venturing out into the dark on his own. He could go out and not return. Right now, he dared not even think of the reason why he would not return. As if thinking it alone was enough to bring it into being. As if they could read his mind. They. Peyi. Pesase. Ghosts.

He sat up on the mat and scratched his wrist, where a mosquito had embedded its pain upon him, and looked out of the window of the hut that was half-open. He could see only the dark. Dare he?

Then he heard a noise from outside. The shuffling of feet. His eyes assumed the look of terror. Suspended into suspense. Expecting a ghastly face to emerge at the window and send him screaming his head off, yet he could not bring himself to look away from the window. If there was something out there, he wanted to be prepared for it. If it sneaked up on him, he would not have time to scream, not have time to escape. If there was something out there, he had to know. If there was something out there, he hoped it would not come in here.

‘Marimuthu!’ a voice half-snarled, half-whispered.

Marimuthu? The headman’s brother?

Anil crept to his feet and tiptoed to the window. He was only tall enough to touch the bottom of the window, and he tried to pull himself higher to see what was going on outside, but in vain.

‘Marimuthu, don’t you chicken out now! Come here!’
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As his eyes became more accustomed to the darkness, he saw the large, ghostly tree that grew in front of the hut, the tree with thick vines hanging from it.

Even when Anil and his friends played outside in the mornings, they would avoid going near the tree. Even in bright daylight, it looked extremely scary. Nagaraj, the madman who sang to himself by the river every day from dawn till dusk, told them he had once seen the tree wrap it vines around little kids who ventured unknowingly near it and then reel the kids into its thick canopy of leaves, and no one would ever see the kid again. It was a tree that ate little children.

‘Marimuthu!’ the voice hissed.

Anil, forgetting about his pleading bladder for the time being, could see nothing, but he heard the constant shuffling of feet and of something heavier being dragged on the ground. A rope was thrown over one of the branches of the ghostly tree. Deftly, it was tied to the branch and a noose was formed with the other end. Anil could see the hands that expertly tied the noose.

He turned to his sleeping parents, his mouth opened, filled with a whisper, but the words failed him. He turned back to the window, his heart beating very fast, very hard. His sweaty hands grabbed the bottom of the window, and he stood on his toes. Still he could not see anyone.

‘Help me lift her up!’ the same voice hissed.

Two pairs of hands hoisted a white cloth. Anil’s heart stilled for a moment, caught in a shocking revelation. It wasn’t a white cloth, it was a woman dressed in white, her long, black hair synonymous with the darkness and strewn across her face. They were hanging a woman. Marimuthu and another man. Anil’s little body trembled for a moment, as a spasm of chilling fear crept up his spine.

They fitted her neck into the noose and let go of her. The body shook violently all of a sudden. The woman was still alive! She had been unconscious, but now the force of impending death had awakened her for a final struggle for her life. It did not last long. After a few moments, the body of the woman lay limp, swaying from side to side and twirling sadistically to face east and then west and then east again. Anil watched, numbed from the horror.

He did not know how long it lasted but after a long while, after a long period of silence, and the body hung before his sight in silence, Anil moved away from the window. He moved away to the furthest corner of the hut from the window. He crouched into the dirt-stained corner and sat there for the rest of the night as the rest of the village slept and dreamt little dreams. A little boy, clutching his mouth with both hands and silencing the sobs that wracked his little body, as a star shimmered above him in the dark sky.

Pick out the words

Skim read the passage again. Go through and highlight in different colours, all of the words and phrases to do with: darkness, light, ghosts/scary things and aggression and violence. Record these in the boxes below. Two boxes have been left blank for you to add your own categories of words
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The tree

The description of the tree and stories surrounding it add to the suspense of the hanging scene. The tree itself could be said to symbolise death – its grim associations foreshadow what is to come.

Below, create for yourself a tree of death. Draw the tree and fill it with relevant quotations about the tree and its significance. 

	


Creative extension

Now choose an everyday, unthreatening object and turn it into something sinister by way of anecdotal description/tales that exist about this object. You could begin with, ‘They would avoid going near the…’ 

 Suspense graph
With a partner
· Discuss and decide on ten key moments in the passage and write them out in the correct order, numbering them 1 to 10.
· You could storyboard these moments too. 
As a whole class
· Discuss each pair’s ideas for the ten key moments, choose the most fitting ones and decide on the correct order. 

On your own
· Use the graph provided to evaluate the suspense. The numbers across the bottom represent the key points in the story and the numbers on the other axis represent how high the suspense might be. 
· Decide where to place each of the key points. Then join up your dots to reveal a graph of the suspense in the passage. You could use an A3 copy of the graph and add quotations to show the escalating suspense.

Extension
· Write a paragraph about how you think the suspense is created in this passage. What does the writer of the story do in order to achieve the suspense? (Look at how quickly he builds suspense, the sort of language he uses at the beginning and end of the passage and the details he includes to help you with your answer.)
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Now write a sentence about the significance of each set of words. For example:





‘The fact that Anil is witnessing the crime at night adds to the terror of the scene. The suspense is heightened and traditionally, in both film and literature, the most horrific events always occur at night. Darkness gives the reader a sense of vulnerability and fear.’





ghosts/scary things





light





aggression and violence
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