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Melancholy stalks me, as with hesitating steps, I stroll
down the memory lane. Heat and dust, roused up by the
frerzied wheels of youth, are yet to settle down.
Scars, slowly replace the slough on wounds, perpetrated
by the vagaries of fate. An ebbing pain pecks delicately
at my heart, as with unbridled nostalgia, I gaze upon the
tanbs, sans epitah of my desires. Their phantans flow
out framn these secluded sepulchres, waltz around me,
nsked, mournful, to the cadence of my sobs., A dirge
slowly fills the crepuscular necropalis. I re-live
those days.

Days, when in fromt of the altar of destiny, I
genuflexed and waited and waited for the apocalypse
to beam fram over the clouds, to lead me to the gates
of the Bmpyrean. Days in the garden of Gethsemane
vhen ot of the unfathanable depth of my despair, the
pathetic cry for salvation emanated, echaing through
the minute cells of my very existence, "Eloi! Eldi!
Labasabacthanit (My God! Ly God! Why has't thou
forsaken me!)

But days pass. Life trickles back. Kight of despair
gives way to the twilight of hope. Hope mixed with
ashes of life, recreates another pegasus. A pegasus
on vhose dreary rainbow wings, 1 get ready to
strive for the celestial.

Babu. G.



WHERE was it that I heard of how
a condemned man, Just an hour before
his death, said or thought ¢that if
he had to live on some high crag, an

a ledge so small, that there was no
more than roan for his two feet,

with all sbout him the abyss, the ocean,
the eternal night, eternal solitude and
eternal storms - and he would

remain there, on that narrow strip

of ground for all his life, for a
thousand years, through out all eternity
—~ would be better to go on living thus
than to die at once! Only to live,

to live on! No matter how - only to
live. '

Dostoevsky
( Crime and Punisment )
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Chapter I «~ Intraductiam

The Man, The VWorks, And The Critics




Brief Biography

Saul Bellow's parents emigrated to Canada from Russia in

1913. His father was a businessman. They settled down in
the town of Lachine, Quebec. Saul Bellow was born there in
the year 1915. He was the youngest of four children., Ard
as Saul Bellow himself said, "Until I was 9 years old,
- we lived in one of the pooreét and most ancient districts
of :iontreal, on the slope of st.‘Dominick street between
the general hospital and Rachel market. In 1924 we moved
to Chicago. I grew up there and considers myself a

1
Chicagoan, out and out.®

He attended the University of Chicago, received his
bachelor's degree frauw Northwestern University in 1937 with
hanours in anthropology and sociology. Again to oquote Saul
Bellow: !'Graduate school did not suit me, however. I had a
scholarship at the University of Wisconsin, and I behaved
very badly. During the Christmas vacation, having fallen in
love, 1 got married and never returned to the University.

Inmy innocence, 1 had decided to become a wx'.i.’c,er."2



But his departure fran university life was not final.
"'For imtermittent periods, Bellow has lived by free-lance
writing, but for most part he has conbined the profession
of writer with that of teacher, considering, rightly enough,
that it 41is better for a writer to be a ‘responsible
educator than a hack Jjournalist or a desperate bohemilan."3

Saul Bellow served in the Kerchant Marine during

the second world war,

His first novel, Dangling Man, was published in 1944.

Ad, in 1947, his second novel The Victim appeared. 1In
1948 he was granted a Guggenheim fellowship and spent

two years in Europe, where he started The Adventures of

Augie March. His anthropological studies took him to

Mexico, and in 1955 he spent some time on an Indian

reservation in Nevada, wherec he wrote Selze the Day.

It was published in 1956, Henderson the Rain King appeared

in 1959.

The Adventure. of Augie March won the KNational Book

Award for fiction. His two later novels, Herzog ,published

in 196), and Mr. Sammler's Planet , published in 1970, too

won the National Book Award for fiction. He is the .only

novelist to win three MNational Book Awards. Humboldt's Gift

ptblished in 1975, was awarded the Pulitzer prize. In



October 1976, he was awarded the Nobel prize.

In 1965 Saul Bellow won the International ILiterary
prize for Herzog, becoming the first American recipient of
that prize. In January 1968, the Republic of France
awarded him the C(Craix de Chevalier des Arts et Lettres, the
highegt literary distinction given by that nation to nan-

citizens.

Mr. Bellow published The Dean's December in 1982, More

Die of Heartbreak in 1987, A _Theft in 1988 and The

Bellarosa Connection in 1989.

He 4is also the author of the play The Last Analysis

and of threc other ane—-act plays, He has cantributed both fiction
and criticism to many leading general and ']iterary magazines,

including Partisan Review, The New Yorker, and ZEsquire.

During the 1967 Arab-Igraeli conflict he served as a

war correspondent for Newsday.

He has taught at Princetan University, Bard College,
University of lMinnesota, New York University, and University

of Chicago.

Most of Bellow!s 1ife as a writer has been spent in
New York, Minnesota or Chicago, and most part of his life

has been related to university teaching.



About Bellow's Works

Tony Tanner believes that the strength of Saul Bellow's
works ‘'represemts a coalescence of energies, a convergence of
of traditions - Russian, Jewish, American. uls Ee].low is a
pertinent critic of the American society, especially about
its sgpiritual vacuun. He himself has said, "We Americans
are in the grip of a boundless desire... that our desires
are infinite does not mean that we are spiritual; it only

means that we are not sure what satisfaction is."5

Criticising Oscar Lewis' book Five Families, Bellow

wrote: "Human history can fairly be described upa one level
as the history of scarcity, and now that technology extends
the promise of an increase of wealth wer had better be
avare of a poverty of the soul as terrible as that of

the body. w6

Bellow admits that the human soul, in the material
world is suffocating. It is a gas chamber where clocks
ticlk. away to the eternity . but, still Bellow believes
that "human spirit is inextinguishable. Society may move
towards 1its death with false concepts of progress and
prosperity - but samewhere, somehow the human spirit will
start to disengage itself, to protest, to assert its need

for time values, for real freedam, for genuine rea]ity."7



This belief in the eternal soul, the sense of human
spirit as an essence of dits own, capable of jaining issue
with the world at large, Tony Tanner believes, is Russian
in nature. The Comtinental or the European novel envisages
society as an arena in which life is worked out. Individu-

als find or 1lose themselves in the camplex camunity 1life.

But in the great ‘Russian novels, society even at its
most ramarkable condition, is seldan considered to Dbe the
ultimate candition, and comtainers of man. "Sc often there
is the sense of extrenme hman needs, camnpulsions, forces
whicﬁ can dissolve, dismiss or transcend the social limits
of 1life. There the human spirit is a tremendous palpable
reality capable of scattering and distancing any claim that

the material world is the ultimate reality."8

Dellow definitely was influenced | by the great Russian
novelists particularly because they often assert with
uncanpranising conviction the capacity of the human spirit
to spurn the whole range of social values and pursue the
unlimited freeda'n. It was the Russian writers who questi-
oned the nineteenth century European ideals of material

pleasure, as a measure of human progress.

Daniel Fuchs has said that,

Bellow, on the other hand, seems to be the
leading contemporary exponent of the ‘"Russian"



way. The idea of a writer as teacher rather
than martyr, citizen rather than artist,
journalist rather than aesthetician; the idea
of literature that is flexible enough to be
terdentious and broad enough to be inspiring;
a literature that refuses to adopt the pose
of objectivity, detachment, and disenchantment
with life in quest of compensating salvation of
form amd avoids comparing the artist with .
God - all this bear witness to the Russian
experience.

He continues:

The Russian world never think of art as reli-
gion, yet moral feeling in their work is
charged with an energy, a yearning, a hope
that may finally be described as religious.
This art respects, indeed thrives, on mental
effort and expresses, as Irving Howe has re-
marked, "that 'mania' fa totality which is
to became characteristic of our time.10

Bellow has been often compared to Dostoevsky. Bellow
himself has admitted to the influence of Dostoevsky in his

earlier novels.
Jonathan Wilson writes:

A large part of the experience of a Bellow hero
will always be designed to illuminate or reflect
his deeper conflict. In this respect Bellow is
akin to Dostocvssy, revealing his vision of the
warld through a world that he creates to support
that -vision. Dostosvsky's fictional world is full
of perverts, lunstics, drunks, prostitutes,

and mmurderers, who are there, primarily not
because Saint Petersburg was overpopulated with
such people, but because the terms of Dostoevsky!s
governing dialectic demand that such characters
exist to test it out. It 1s the sane with
Bellow. Bellow will not, or cannot dimage a

wige man who is not also an eccentric, or a



petty criminal, just as Dostcevsky camnot, or will
not imagine, a whore who does not have a golden
heart or a murderer who 48 irredeemable.n1!

Daniel Fuchs reflects the same idea, when he writes,

But if Bellow i1s a novelist of intellect, he is
not an intellectual novelist. He eschews the thesais
novel, one which proceeds because of an idea; this
he considers "French® (Gide, Sartre, Robert-Grille).
Bellow sees his characters in their persmal reali-
ties, sees them as selves, or better souls, whose
thoughts move with the inevitability of emotions.
This is in his view, the "Russian" way with ideas
(Tolstcy, Dostoevsky).12

"The central impetus in both writers", says Damiel Fuchs,
"in periods marked by ideological confusion and in novels
full of explainers, is the quest for what is morally real.
Ivan Karamazov!s 'If there is no God everything is permi-
tted' 4is tie sat of immoralist proposition that they must

r'ei"ut;e=."13

Jonathan Yilson, while couparing Dostoevsky and Bellow,

bringe in Freud too:

Bellow sees the world much as Freud was beginning
to see it, when he outlined his bleagk vision of
the Iuman predicament in (Civilization and Its

Di scontents. The 'big thing" that Frewd knew in
that book and that Bellow recapitulates in a
fascinating way in his novels is that the civilized
world is a place where human beings are painfully
caught between their values on one hand and the
desires on the other. In Bellow's fictional world
as in Freud's real one, the reward of civilization
- law, order, cleanliness, "civilized" behaviour are
more at the expense of the great individual frustr-
ations. 14




Though there are deep similarities Setween the three,
they part ways, according to Jonathan Wilson, on their
differences in attitudes that each takes towards his own
visglon of the world, For, while Bellow's vision 4is bleak,
it is neither tragic nar terrifying. This, I believe, is
because the profound "™hing" that Bellow knows is not always
sanething that he wants to know. Unlike Freud, Bellow seems
able to detach himself from his own insights into human
nature - or atleast to allow his characters to do s0. As a
result (and this is where Bellow parts campany with Dostoeve
sky) the term of Bellow's governing dialectic, especially in

his most recent novels, are often ghostly, unreal.!>

But Jonathan Wilson's arguments, especially about the
dif ferences between Dostoevecy amd Dellow sound unconvincing.

He has stated that,

For Dostoevsky the dialectical polarities that he
established between, let us say, crime and punish-
ment are vital forces, of the greatest importa-
nce to his heroes and palpably substantial to
the author himself. By contrast, in Bellow's
fiction fras lerzge oward, the implied vision
of the world - that it is difficult to inha-
bit and impossible to escape - 1s no longer
central to hero. Herzog (like Samaler, Citrine,
and Corde) wryly contemplates his existence in
the world as samething "other" and 1is even

to regard his own divided personality fram an
ironic distance.16

This contention is entirely wrong. For Bellow's heroes,

the implied vieion of the world - that you have to live,



for you camnot escape - are indeed vital to their exist-
ence. They can look at things, ironically, but that does
not diminish the impact of their vislon. In fact, it is
this vision that makes Samler,g septuagenarian, contimue
his existence, or for ‘that matter Herzog or even Albert
Corde. The only character, vho is detached in the way
Jonathan VHilscn argues 1is Charlie Citrine - in Humboldti's
Gift. But even for him, the vision is central, for his de-

tachment essentially hinges on that.
On the other hand, Daniel Fuchs asserts that,

In Bellow and Dostoevsky the world that we know
is in good measure a worléd of ideas, positicns,
solutions... Dostoevsky's attack is centered on the
utilitarian and revolutionary; while not excluding
these Bellow's is directed at more recent utopiean
attitudinizing, including the psycho-analytic, the
technocratic, the modernist vigionary. Tlhe world is
the same, but the material was changed sanewhat,
partly because Bellow has a comon- sense sympathy
for a mumber of the liberal utilitarian proposi-
tion which Dostoevsky burlesques. For Dostoevsky
suffering is the mother of human consciousness;
Bellow is willing to grant this, provided one
holds, as he does, that pleaswe 1is ite father.
Still, both writers reduce the Babel to a canic
dimension fram the point of view of a more tradi-
tional truth to be told. Both take confidence
fraa older, "obsolete! truths, residues of a
religious tredition.17

Another great influence on Saunl Bellow was Jewish
writings. Not only Jewish writings, even the religion hes

influenced Bellow & lot. Kost of his characters are Jews.
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And throughout his works, one find this "Jewishness" re-
curring again and again. Tony Tamer quotes fram Bellow's

review of Sholan Aleichem's The Adventures of Motel the

Cantor's Son to bring out the influence of Jewish litera-

ture on Bellow:

The Jews of the ghetto found themselves involved in
in an immense Jjoke. They were divinely designated
to be great and yet they were like mice. History
was sanething that happened to them; they did not
make it. The nations nale it, while they, the Jews,
suffered it. But when history had happened it belon-
ged to them, inasmuch as it was the camng of the
FKessich - their kessiah = that would glve it
meaning.,. The most ordinary Yiddish conversation is
full of the grandest historical mythological, and
religious allusions. The Creation, the Fall, the
Flocd, Egypt, Alexander, Titus, Napolean... may get
into discussion of an egg, a clothes-line, or a pair of
pants. This mamner of 1living on terms of familia-
rity with all times and all greatness 'contributed,
because of the powerlessness of the chosen, to the
ghettos sense of the ridiculous. Powerlessness
appears to force people to have recourse to words,
Harlet has to unpack his heart with words, he
complains. The fact that the Jews of Eastemn

Europe lived among menacing and powerful neigh-
bours no douwt contributed to the subtlety and
richness of the warde with which they wnpacked.l®

Eellow also follows his style of mixing quotidian matt-
ers with profound philosophy. He has commented on lMatague's
ability "o pass with ease fram kitchen matters to metaphys-
jcs". This "unpacking" certainly contributed much to the rich-
ness and humour of Bellow himself.

But even with this profound influence of Jewishness, it

becanes easy for a reader to identify with the protagonist.
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It could be because, as Leslie Fiedler said, in post-war
period of atamisation, uprooting and ‘"universal alienation",

the M™magce of the Jew tends to become the image of every-

ae.n1?

Commenting on Tony Tamner, Jonathan Wilson says,

For Tony Tanner, Bellow's heroes are exemplary

modern American protegonists in what they appear

to be cayght uncanfortably between a desire for

freedan fram the societal patterning that would

provide it. Bellow's heroes, caught between

"fixity and flow" plump for vhat Tanner neatly

calls "flexibility"; in doing s6 they enact

a fundamental American system that embodies the

anxous and classic American fear that "that

which defines you at the same time confines y_ou."20

One feels Tony Tamner's argument that Bellow's heroes
are representative Americans as ridiculous. Perhaps, he was
influenced by Walt khitman and Dreiser, as he was influenced
by Dostoevsky but that doesn't mean that his heroes are
“typical Americars. The emergence of capitalism round the world,
and the wbanisation and micery, cuts across barriers and be-
come the problem of the humanity as a whole. So totry to
contain Bellow's heroes in the boundary of America would be
a gross injustice to his genius. Perhaps, the situstion,
specific in nature, may be peculiar to Americs, ‘put the prob-
lens that his protagonists face are not American alone - it is

o problem of the modern man.
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Jonathan Wilson is right when he says:

Bellow's novels... finally reveal far more to us about
their author than they do about the coumtry in which
he lives. The wark of a solipsistic writer whose
novels gradually become increasingly autobiographical
Bellow's fiction presents a series of brilliant chara-
cterisation - particular studies of simple American
life. What primarily interests Bellow, as he grows
older, is himself, Our response to his novel will
finally be governed by the extemt to which e

share his fascination. We must be prepared to

follow his heroes in the world, but, pertaps, not

to see the world in his heroes.21:

Bellow's style is realistic for most part. It can rightly
be labelled ‘'traditional' especially when compared with works
of Pynchon or Barth. Both of them frustrates the reader's
search for a narrstive. Jonathan Wilson says:

The post-modern form has long been seen as a

schizophrenic response to a schizophrenic universe,

a subjective vision in a world disintegrated into

myriad "subjective visions". By contrast, the form

of the traditional realistic novel has came to

symbolise an ordered and governable warld., Thus

Saul Bellow's realism 1s seen to constitute a

mimeglis of an ordered world and his narratives

to imitate the order and "truth" that his novels

so plargently affirm.22

Daniel Fuchs believe that Bellow is a post-modernist
par excellence. For, no other writer s comsistently goes
against the proclaimed edicts of modernism. P"His very inspi-
ration comes fram & resistance to the celebrated aesthetic

ideology of modernism, with its tendency towards monumental-

ity and its perhaps inevitably concamnitant tendency towards
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coldness. " <3

The aim of Bellow's fiction is to deny nihilismn, immo-
ralism and the aesthetic view. He 1s the heir of the first
modefnists, the Romantics, rather than the arch-modernists.
nLike Kegts, he is certain of nothing but 'the holiness of
heart's affectian!', he has not lost belief in the self, or
even the soul, In Bellow we nay have trouble locating good
and evil, but we are never beyond it. Immoralist activity, the
ultimate nihilistic act, may be a temptation, but it is a

tenptation which must be overccme."‘%

Daniel Fuchs argues that the general charactecistics of
modernism -~ alienation, fragnent:ation, break with tradition,
isolation and magnification of subjectivity, threat of void,
weight of vast mmbers and maolithic impersonal instituti-
ons, hatred of civilization itself -~ are obviously authen-
tic in one way or another. lo definition of post-modernism
can avoid them, nor can any post-modern writer. But —+vhat
Bellow does, "is resist total absorption by them and repudia-
te the orthadoxy of ‘'experimentation' which derives fram
these characteristics of the modernist aesthetics. Above all,
he tries to dramatize stztes of emotion and consciousness that

25

prove there is more to life than this aesthetic assumes.
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Alm and Scope of the Study

Saul Bellow is considered to be a life-affirming author.
One who believes that life is more than the material extra-
vaganza. As was stated earlier, he believes in the resili-
ence of hunan spirit, in its eternity. Majority of Bellow's .
critics find him to be a lone vaice on the apocalyptic
battlefields, still sounding the virtues of humanism, upholding
the values of community, and beating back the emissaries of

despair. "26

John J. Clayton whose book on Bellow 1is a celebrated
work, has given the opening chapter's title as "In Desper-
ate Affirmation"., According to Clayton, Bellow "rejects the
denigration of ordinary life of the individual and tries to
show in his fiction the possibilities for finding meaning
in such lives. In all his novels, the defense of human
dignity and human possibil_ities, even in a dehumanised age,

stards central.n 27

Tony Tanner renarks: "Bellow neither capitulates to
the contemporary world nor does he renounce it. The adven-
ture all takes place between those two rigid, extreme
reactions. Aware of all that is corrupt amd destructive in

modern world, Bellow refuses to traffic in pessimisn."28
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Thab Hassan says that Bellow's novels are an "affirma-

tion of r'eality".29

M.G. Porter has found that Bellow's novels may be cha~
racterised by their vaffirmative tone of celebration", The

title is a pointer to Porter's conclusion,wWhence the Power?

The Artistry and Humanity of Saul Bellow.3°

Malcolm Bradbury categorises Bellow's novels "in the
same affirmative tradition: as the late works of Faulkner,

1
Hemingway, Steinbeck and Sinclair Levds.'?

Jonathan VWilson says there are three major grounds on
which this view has largely been based. First one is
Bellow's form. Howard Harper has written that "Each of
(bellow's) novels is a brilliant amd original conception;
each creates its own unique .view of the Iuman cordition, in

32

which the form itself becanes meaning.® fioout s fom

we have discussed earlier in this chapter.

Jonathan iiilson's second major argument 1is that it is
also based on the supposed "affimmation” of his heroes:
"Bellow's heroes move towards something... ewhoric and affi-
rmative. ! » Sinilarly, Jonathan ¥ilson points out Marcus
Klein, who writes:

bellow's characters... remain much the same,..

and they face problems which are reducible to
a single problem: to meet with a strong sense
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of self the sacrifices of self demanded by

social circumstance. Alienation, the sense of

separate and unconciliating identity must travel

to accammadation,
and Eusebio L.Rodrizues, who has tried to demonstrate how the
Bellow protagonist 1is t"always in search of the human" and
how the novels clearly suggest that they are projections of

Bellow!'s own arduous climb towards true humanness.;h

Jonathen Wilson's 1last point says that it is based on
vhat Bellow himself has said about his work and the work of
others in his interviews, gpeeches and discursive prose. To
prove his point Jonathan Wilson points out major critics
who have resorted to it. Some o them are Tony Tanner,

John J. Clayton, Howard Harper, and Keith Michael Opdahl3®

This study is an attempt to revalwe Bellow's works,
in the light of his text alone, doing away with all extra-
neous or foreign props like Bellow's interviews and non-
fiction writings, and to fimd out if this waffimation®, a
key word in 'Bellow Criticism!, can withstand the onslaught.
The apocalyptic call to live amd let live ( an optimism,
churned out of 1life's tragic contradictions ) = ie it inherent
in Bellow's works? Or is it the mere product of the minds
of ecritics?

The constraints of an M.Phil dissertation-time and

material - forces the researcher to adopt a method by which
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an overall picture of Bellow's novels, covering four decades

(Dangling Man published in 1944 to The Dean's December,

1982) 1is obtained together  with an exhaustive

look at Herzog, his most celebrated work.

Thus the chapters are divided into ‘'Pre-lierzog Novels!,
'Herzog', and ‘Post-Herzog Novels'.

The pre, and post-Herzog chapters, if not as intensive
as the one on Herzog, are certainly not superfluous. The
general tenor of the works, the philosophical outlook, the

problem, the crisis and its resolutions are looked into.

The researcher also attempts to find out, if there is
a gradual me'tamorphésis in the writer's outlook. Is there a
discernible growth, not 4in his style, but in his outlook.
Is it possible to say that Bellow was evolving, slowly

through the decades that separzte Dangling Man and The Dean's

December? These are the sane of the other question that the
researcher will be trying to resolve dwing the course of

the dissertation.
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Chapter II

Pre-Herzog Novels




Pre~script

As was stated in the introduction, in this chapter
we analyse all novels written by Saul Bellow before Herzog.
Each book is discussed separately. The treatment as stated
~earlier, is not exhaustive., In general, what is attempted
here, is to find out the problems, the crises that Bellow
faces and to discuss whether Bellow is able to resolve
these, the direction in which the pre-Herzog novels tend
to move. Can we say that Herzog is the climax of an

evolution, that starts with Dangling Man? These questions

are not entertained separately. But the answers obviously

are inheremt in the stuly.

Bach novel is discussed under a separale title. These
titles are not pointers to the nowel, but to the inferenc-
es drawn, The novels discussed in the order of their
publication includes Dangling Kan, his first novel, The

Vietim, which Diana Trilling camnented as "morally one of

the farthest reading books our contemporary culture has

produced”, The Adventures of Augie March, a novel in the
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Picaresque and Bildungsraman style, Seize the Day, a

novella and considered vto be Bellow's most tirhtly constru-

cted wark, Henderson the Rain King, usually compared to

as a modern sequel to Don Quixote, and often parodied as

Connecticut Yankee in Africa'.

Dangling Man : The Zoo Story

Spartacus is the product of generations, which existed
at the mercy of callous boots and flashing whips., Tortured
between the diktats of the crown, and the edicts of temporal,
terrestrial gods, to dream in itself, then was to 1live.
Freedan was an Utopla, a mirage , enticing the weary man
to his Calvary. It was man's quest that made him traverse
througch the unknown, uncharted mires of 1life. Revolution and
counter revolution, upsurges and coup d' etats, all for that

ever clusive freedan.

At last, centuries of humamity's yearming answered. The
cateway to eternity is here. Freedam, at last. Man is bom
free. But there is no society to put fetters on his hand,
Spartacus, resurrected as a million heroes, waltz around
to the tunes of Beetles and Bach. And then the anti-
climax. The 'freedom' becomes a burden. Tuned, conditioned
to the impulses of control, man cannot gauge, come to terms

with a situation where he is forced to choose,



Fetters for man, is a reality. Bereft of that he has
no existence, A masochist humanity delights in agony. Agony.
for it is truth. Agony for it is 1life. Agomr for it 1is
existence. Deprived of the cross, deprived of the trek to
Golgotha, humanity crashes through rtﬂderleés, like a canoe
tossed upon the stormy seas. Spartacus, disappointed, in
military wniform and with a rod, leads another exodus to

their crosses. Long live regimentation.

This in short is the philosophical outlock of Saul

Bellow's first novel, Dangling Man, published in 1944. It

is the diary entries of an unemployed man, Joseph - waiting
to be drafted into the army. His wife Ivé locks after
him. The diary covers a four-month period and the entr-
ies focus more on the inner tribulations and trials,
speculations and thoughts, rather than the outer reality.
Joseph is riddled by the mystery of life. He is free, but
he does not know what to do with his freedan. Fwurther, he
is confused Wwhat the real freedan is. Joseph discovers,
according to Keith MNichael Opdahl, the truth of Saul Bellow's
warning to writers that "you must manage your f{reedom or

drown in 4dtw,

"There is nothing to do but wait, or dangle, and grow
more and more dispirited. It is perfectly clear to me that

I an deteriorating, storing bitterness and spite which eat like



acids at my endowment of generosity and good will"(p.12)
admits Jseph in the beginning 4itself, As Tony Tamner says,
he "seems to exist in a permanent bemumbed state, out of
reach of the world and not fully moored in it. The
American hero has, indeed, habitually been throm back wupon
himself, enduring a sambre aloneness which survives all

2
surface changes of moad.®

Joseph contradicts himself throughout the book. But this
contradiction is a part of his system to resolve the pre-
cipitating crisis. :bout his very existence, he has contrad-
ictory feelings: "It is a narcotic dullness. There are times
when I am not evan aware that tlere is anything wrong
with this existence. But, on the other hand, there are
times when I rouse myself in bewildement and vexation,

and then I think of mysclf as a moral casualty of war."

(p. 18).

Perplexed with his own 1life, Joseph tries to identify
with Goethe's vigsion of life, He is moved by what Goethe

writes in Poetry and Life :"This loathing of 1life has both

physical and moral causes, All canfort in life is based
on a regular occurence of external phenonena. The charges
of day and night, of seasons, of flowers and frults, and
all other recurfing pleasures that come to us, that we

may ard should enjoy them - these are mainsprings of our
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earthly life. The more we are open to these enjoyments, the
happier we are; but if these changing phenomena unfold
themselves and we take no interest in them, if we are
insensible to such fair solicitations, then cames on the
sorest evil, the heaviest disease =~ we regard 1life as

loathsome burden."(p. 18)

He desperately tries to keep the outside world at
bay, but in vain. He is disappointed no dowt with life.
Perhaps, it could be his disappointment that makes him
create a cocoon around himself., Joseph states that 1'the
worlds we sought were never those we saw; the worlds we

bargained for were never the worlds we got."( p. 26)

There is a gradual transformation in Joseph. He reali-
ses the changes that are occuring amd tries to draw
sharp distinction between his 'old self' and his 'new self'.
Jonathan Wilson writes that "on the fundamental dichotomy of
the two selves, Joseph constructs a net of ideational
opposites that are at oncé the substance of the novel and

the dialectical underpinning of the noveln.’

Joseph's older self does not believe that the world
is evil. Neither is he ready to believe that it is good.
For him, the world is both, and therefore it is mneither.
"Merely to make a Jjudgement of that kind is, to represent-

atives of either pbsition, a satisfaction" ( p. 29).
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Also, to Joseph's 'older self', juigement is only
second. It looks around with wonder. Perhaps, like a child
who looks at the world and gets thrilled at the marvel-
lous life, Every object for the child is a curiosity. The
czbid self locks at hunanity enthralled at ™men, drugged and
clear, Jealous, ambitious, good, tempted, curious, each in
his own time and with his custans and motives, and bea.ring
the imprint of that strangeness in the world. In a sense
everything is good because it exists. Or, good or not good,
it edsts, it is ineffable, and, for that reason, marvellous."

(p. 30)

But for all this almost humanitarian outlook, Mis old
self suffers "from a feeling of strangeness". He does not
feel that he belongs to this world. He feels that he 1is
an outsider, an alien, It is like standing in a goo, and
watching the animale curiously, and being always aware that
you do not belong here. There is an outside world - a

world which you inhabit, a world to wvhich you belong.

But what would happen when one realises that there
are no edts. One cannot escape. One 1is confronted with a
Hobson's choice. One becomes paranoid. Somebady, samevhere
is conspiring to keep you in this alien world, for ever.
Joseph's feeling of strangeness, ametimes takes the fom

almost of a conspiracy: mnot a conspiracy of evil, but one



which contains the diversified splendours, the shifts, excite-
mentes, and also the camon neutral matter of an existence,
If the world is made for woder, it makes even more for
uneasiness and one clings to the nearest passerby, to bro-
thers, parents, friends and wives.!(p. 30). But for the new
Joseph, the world is constantly threatened by what  Hobbes
say, "nasty, brutish and short", "a place where natural
genorosity and good will are necessity turned into

bittermess and spite.u(p. 12).

But the transition that Joseph claims as having. taken
place sounds unconvincing. It is not possible to say that
change is complete. As Jonathan Wilson states, "As the
novel progresses, dJoseph is revealed to us as a divided per-
sonalitv, one whio simultaneously entertains antithetical
notions of the warld and of the self. Bellow's interest,
it twns out, is not in Joseph's philosophical development,
but in rendering of his personality as is broucht abou by

nis  pervasive "dangling".h

Put Joseph admits that our existence is constantly
threzctened by 1its possibility of turning into ‘"nasty,
brutish, and short". No ane is Immwe fran it. It per-
vades everywhere: "One was constantly threatened, shouldered,
and, sometimes invadled by ‘nasty, brutisli and short", lost

fight to it at unexpected corners. In the colony? Even



in the self. Was anyme immune altogether? In times 1like
these? There were so many treasans; they were e mediunm, _
like air, like water; they passed in and out of yau,.
they made themselves your accamplices; mnothing was impenetr-
able to them". ( p. 56 ) But how to put a barrier against
this? How to stox; this amipresent threatening "nasty,
brutish and short"? Joseph finds it difficult to find an
answer, though he realises that it is there in everyme.
It haunts him for days.

One day he realises that he is still an apprentice
in suffering and humilistion, perhaps, the way to redemption:
"I had furthermare, no right to expect to avoid them. So
much was immediately clear. Surely no one could plead for
exception; that was not a human privilege. What should 1
do, with -them, how to meet them... with grace, without
meanness. And though I could not as yet apply that answer
to myself, I recognised it rightness and was vehemently
moved by it., Not until I was a whole man could it be

my answer, too". ( p. 67 )

But Joseph, then ie faced with a more camplicated
problem. How to became & total man? He knows that he
is too weak for that. Nor does he possess the will to
canmand its realisation. Then, in such a situation vhere

can Joseph find help, which he needs? He rules out god,



not because he "was full of pride that" fre tcould not
accept the existence of something, perhaps, of which” iue Yhas
an idea, or merely fraction of an ideaB. That was not

it. He "did not want to catch any contrivance in panic..."
( p. 68) Seeking help of God would mean trying to attain
an answer by sacrificing the very mind that sought to be
satisfied. He feels that "framn the anti-dote itself ano-

ther disease would spring" ( p. 68 )

But in that desperate long_ing » Joseph gets the answer.
An answer which is not campletely new, but e which he
has "frequently considered”. He realises that out of one's
own strength it was necessary for one to return the
verdict for reason, in its partial inadequacy, and against

the advantages of surrender®. ( p. 68 )

Joseph believes that one of the reasons for the human
suffering is the "sense of personal destiny". Out of this
arises, plans, and idealizations which are dangerous ,"they
consume us like parasites, eat wus, drink us, and have
us lifelessly prostrate., Yet we are always eagerly inviting
the parasite, as if we were eager to be drained and

eaten", ( p. 88 )

Every man is taught that there is no limit to what a

man could be. This in tum leads to campetitions, struggles.
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Jealousy, fear, hatred, som gets into the bandwagon. And
as Joseph says: "Because of these things, we hate immode-
rately and punish ourselves and one another immoderatel&.
The fear of lagging pursues and maddens us. -The fear
lies in us 1like a cloud. It makes an inner climate of
darkness. And occasionally there is a storm and hate and
wounding rain out of wus". ( p. 89 )

Joseph ridicules himself often. He is not ready té
move out into the world. Nor does he believe that keeping
to oneself like a prisoner in a dungeon is the end of
all life, He desires to came out into the world, but is
unable to. He realises slowly the value of others. Goodness,
which aly can prevent the possibility of "nasty, brutish
and short", can be achieved "only in the company of other
men, attended by love." But, as he thinks,'™in this roam, separate,
alienated, distrustful, find in my purpose not an open
world, but a closed, hopeless Jjail., My perspective end in
the walls., Nothing of the future comes to me. Only the
past, in its shabbiness and innocence. Sane men s8seem to
know exactly where their opportwnities lie; they break
prison and cross whole Siberias to pursue them, One

rocn holds me®. ( p. 92 )

But his deep introspection, slowly paves way for his

return to life. There is a qualitative change in his
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approach to life, Joseph begins to feel that the 41deal
situation of life would be one which tunlocks the im~

prisoning self"

He notes: "We struggle perpetually to free ourselves.
Or, to put it somewhat differently, while we seem so inte-
ntly and even desperately to be holding on to ourselves,
we would rather give ourselves away. We do not know. So,
at times we throw ourselves away. When what one really
want 1is to stop living so exclusively and vainly for our
own sake, impure and unknowing, tuming inward and self-

fastened." ( p. 154 )

The etemal struggle, the quest, Joseph believes, is
for freedom, that is pure: "The quest, I am begimming ¢to
think... A1l the striving is for one end. I do not enti-
rely understand this impulse. But it seems to me that its
final end is the desire for pure freedam. We are all
drew: towards the same craters of the spirit - to know
what we are and what we are for, to know our purpose,
tc seek grace". ( p. 154 ) As Tonny Tamner puts it:

"Man must make the descent into the deep hollows of his
being in order to attain that self-knowledge which is the
indispensable condition of purposive action anmd the caring

of the grace .5
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Together vith the knowledge that the quest 4in 1life
is for freedam, Joseph also realises the tfanaient nature
of the objective world., The external world changes so
fast ' How can you trust it. Ten years ago he was at
school; and before that.. such reality according to Joseph

"is actually very dangerous, very treacherous., It should not
be trusted... Or that there was no trusting them, sawve

through a wide agreement, and that my separation from éuch
an agreement had brought me perilously far from the nece-

ssary trust, awdliary to all sanity". ( p. 190 )

Joseph decides to enter into such an agreement, for it
is essential to his return to life. By his agreement,
Joseph 1s actually discarding his unique thoughts, perceptions
and falling in line with the ordinary. But these thoughts

are not the only thing that he sacrifices.

He gives up something greater, more valuable, He sur-
rencers his freedom for he knows: "We are afraid to govemn
ourselves. Of course. It is so hard. We soon want to
give up our freedan. But we hate it. And soon we run
out, we choose a master, roll over on our backs and ask

for the leash" ( p. 167-68)

Freedan without camprehension, for Joseph is as bad as

bondage. And if this freedan could be cancelled, to achieve
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his new found goal, his desire to stop living exclusively
and vainly for one's own sake', Joseph is only too willing
to oblige. Cantrary to the belief that the bodk ends on
a npte of defeat, it seems that it ends with a note of
triumph. Joseph, may not have been able to utilise his
freedan, but fram the newotic exhaustion of perennial
contemplations, Joseph has understood that canprehension,
essential to make freedom meaningful, comes anly through

selfless service.

Joseph is not ruming away fraw life, when he opts
for the army. On the contrary, he is retuwning to it.
"Perhaps the war could teach me, by violence, what I had
been unable to learn during these months 3in the room”.

( p. 191 ). As a camon soldier, he will be able to enjoy,
as Goethe wanted, "the recurring pleasures that came to
us", the mainsprings of our earthly life. Perhaps, the army
will help ‘'unlock his imprisoning self', to meet suffering
and humiliations with ‘'grace' and ‘'without meanness'.
Joseph in a way 1is growing back imto his childhood.

Like a child, now, he ill look at the world with marvel

and curiosity.



W: Hot Stars and Cold Hearte

Joseph grows out of his ﬁetmotic dullness. But, for
Asa Leventhal, the hero of Beilm;'a second novel The
Victim, there is no growth, nor is there a retardation.
There is no enlighterment, nor is there a quest,

Bellow reaffirm that the \lqorld is oppressive, that for
the individual the external world is his epemy. Everyme
is plotting against another to usurp the place. Together
with this is the haunting feeling that individuals are

mere specks, of no consequence to the world at large.

Asa Levanthal, a .middle-aged' trede Jounalist, is tempor-
arily left alone in New York, when Mis wife goes to visit
her mother. Kirby Allbee an o0ld acquaintance suddenly drops
into his life. Allbee insists that Leventhal is i'espmsible
for his 1losing job, Leventhal refutes him, first. But,
he would 1like to help Allbee, ~somehow, if not for anything
else, at least to keep his conscience clear, Allbee brings
a woman into Leventhal's house, when he i.;, not there, is
caught and chased out. That night Allbee again returns and
tries to commit suicide by 4igniting gas. Perhaps his inte-
ntion was to kill Leventhal also, which- he denies later.

But Allbee is found out in time and the tragedy is avoided.
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AMter two or three years Leventhal &and Allbee meets
again. But this time Allbee, apparently wealthy, is occupying
a theatre box with a beautiful but faded movie star, while

leventhal with his pregnant wife is sitting in the stalls.

Keith Michael Opdahl believes that 'Leventhal and Allbee
play out the split Joseph suffers in his room".6 Jonathan
Wilsan also states that The Victim belangs to a group of
novels that, since the ranantic period, has thematically
centered on "doubles® a combination of hero and Hhis
"darker" self, who nevertheless assumes an autonomous persona-

1ity”.7

Even if this contention is set aside, one point
becanes very clear, as one proceeds through the paper, that
leventhal has only a passive, secandary role in the novel.
The one who 1s active is dindeed Allbee. Leventhal provides
the background, the necessary ‘situation, where Allbee can

play his role.

Saul Eellow's philosophical outlook, his view, all is
conveyed through Allbec, vho can almost be termed as eccent-

ric.

Leventhal, as one can expect fram a trade Journalist,
is ot and out an ordinary human being. Unlike Joseph he

doesn't induige in abstract speculations. He 4is not at all
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bothered about the oppression and the claustrophobia that the
soul suffers in a mechanised concrete jungle. Allbee is
actually the intrusion into nis nidyllic" existence. He |
snatches Leventhal's romantic Empyrean and exposes him

to the wulnerzbilities of reality.

Allbee thus acts as both the medium and the message
fran the external world, systematically undemining Leventhal's
ivory tower existence. This agent provocateur at e stage,
tries not only to destroy Leventhal's fragile world, but
tries even to annihilate him. His suicide attempt could

very well have been a hanicide attempt.

Allbee does not believe in the uniqueness of the 'indi-
vidual'. He has alrcady seen through the hollowness of
individual triumphs:

The day of succeeding by your own efforts is

past. Now it's all blind movement, vast movement,

and the individual is shuttled back and forth. He

aily thinks he's the works. Bul that isn't the way

it is. Groups, organisations succeed or fail, but

not individuals any longer.( p. 70-71)

AMlbee mocks at people who claim to be sociel success-
es: "But you find people who have their luck and take the
credit for it, too - all brains and personality, when all

that happened was that they were handed a bucket when it

rained". ( p. 71 )



With foarce, a hallmark of Bellow's fictiom, Allbee
brings out the triviality of human existence: "... we're not
gods, we're only creatures, and the things we sometimes think
;are permanent, they aren't permanent. So one day we're like
full bundles and the next we're wrapping paper, blowing

around the streets." ( p. 76 )

The constant attack, almost 1like fusillade has its
impact on Leventhal. It sends shockwaves through his life.
He is forced to think about life!'s unpredictability and
hollowness, How fragile man is: ™an is weak and breakable,
has to ﬁaVe just the right amount of everything - weter,
air, food; can't eat tuigs and stones; has to keep his
banes fran breaking and his fat fram melting." ( p. 99 )
Leventhal starts feeling that the life is an egg race:

"We are all the time taking care of ourselves,...watching
ot on this side and on that side, and at the saune time
running as if in an egr rece with the egg in a spoon."

(p.99)

Allbec yet again in another encounter hammers down the
truth thet hwan beings suffer not because of their fault,
but because evil is a$ real as sunshine: "We do get
it ir the neck for nothing and suffer for nothing, and

there - is no denying that evil is as real as sunshine."

( p. 146 )



Nobody is indispensable in the world. We are merely
bubbles in a cauwldran. It is there and gone at the next
moment. Man doesn't even have the 1liberty to decide to be
or not to be: "We don't choose to be born, for exsmple, and
uless we commit suicide we don't choose the time to die,
either." ( p. 193 )

Mlbee hits out at the traditional concept of indivi-
dual's glary and the occidental religion:

'For wham was the world made?'... Anl the answer is,

'For man.' For every man? Yes, for every 1last mother's

son. Every man. Precious toGod, if you please, and

made for his greater glory and given the whole blessed
earth... For everybody who repeats 'For man' it means

'For me'. 'The warld was created for me, end I am

absolutely recguired, not ly now, but forever...!'

He put the guestion with an wunfinished flourish...
'Who wants &8l1 these people to be here, especially
forever? Wherc are you going to put them all? Who
haes any wuse for then all? Lodk at all the lousy
me's the world was made for and I share it with.
Love thy neighbour as thyself? Who the devil is
my neighbour? I want to find out. Yes, sir, vho
and what? Even if 1 wanted to hate him as myself,
who is he? Like mnyself? God help me if I -am like
what I see around. ( p. 194 )

No wonder, Allbee states, WhHot stars and cald hearts, thatis

your universe'.

Leventhal starts feeling that this universe is weighing
dosn on him. The constant exposure to Allbee'es cynical

outpourings has its temporary effects: m™e had the strange
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feeling that there was not a single part of him on which
the whole world did not press with full weight, on his
body, on his soul pushing upward in his breast and

downward in his bowels.” ( Pp. 257-58)

But ultimately Levermthal rejects all that Alibee preaches.
A canbination of downright contempt amd his impotency in und-~
erstanding, or grasping what Allbee is talking about, makes
« Leventhzl Jmmune to these cioctrines. Leventhal is not certa-
inly cut out to chase the - elusive meanings of 1life. He is
content to be at his wife's side and share the quotidian

Joys of life.

After being exposed to Allbee's plight and suicide
attempt, Leventhal concludes, in a mamer more appropriate
to his alnost mechanical view of life, that:

Jt was wnderstandatle that a man suffered when he

did not have a place. On the other hand, it was

pitiful he should envy the man who had one.

In Leventhal's mind, this was not ewn a true

injustice, for how could you call anything so ha-

phazard an injustice? It was a shuffle, 211, all

accidental and haphazard. ( p. 285)

But against all these odds, man has to 1live. The

questian why remains as enipgmatic as life itself.

Perhaps, Allbee's outlook is the best. When you are
tired of one life, start another. You have to fill the

void: "It makes sense to me that aman can be re-born
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again. = I will teke a rain check on the kingdan of
heaven, but if I'm tired of being this way I can became

a new man." ( p. 228)

And  Allbee changes, framn a man, alchoholic and despera-
te, to a wealthy, high society gentleman. He has no qualms
about it. "I am not the type that runs things. I never
cculd be. I realised that lag ago. I'm the type that
caﬁes to tems vith vhoever runs things. What do I care?

The world was not exactly made for me." ( p. 294)

tllbee is more of a Bellovian hero than Asa Leventhal.
Like other heroes of Bellow, Allbee suffers huniliation,
is deprived of 1love, and finds existence a nightmare. The
crisis is in his life, And this has to be resolved by
him. It can be rightly argued that Allbee is the hero
of the novel, and Asz leventhal, a mere narrator. Almost
all Bellow's heroes are led to the brink of suicide by
forces outside their control, but 211 of them return before
taking the last and final step into oblivion. And that is
one more reasan why I feel that Kirby Allbee is the real
protagorist of the novel, for he almost cammits sulcide,
but is forced back into life. In the end Allbee is no
more interested in knowing who runs the world, he is anly
interested in living. The lust for life, replaces the

lust for truth.
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The Adventures of Augie March :
Not Dying Amidst the Deathly Evidence

"The Adventures ©Of Augie March is Bellow's towr de

force" , says Jonathan Wilson.8 Tony Tanner says that in
an interview in the same year the book was published,
Bellows had talked about the writing of the book. "The

great pleasure of the book was that it came easily. All
I had to do was to be there with buckets to catch it. That

is why the form is lose.?

Saul Bellow hag made a departure fran his two earlier
books, &t least in his style. It was no more campact,
tightl: organised with a rigid fom. Robert Penn Warren
makes an interesting point in his 1953 review. he ask
why Bellow deserted the UFlaubert-James" tradition, adopted in
his first two novels and says, ™t would be interesting
to know wnat led Saul Bellow to twurn sudden fram a method
in which he wis an expert and in which, certeinly, he would

10
have scored triumphs',

Tonny Tarner quoting Thab Hassan answers: "In portraying
a victim who is ruled by necessity, a writer will be led
to a closed fom, while in following wp a rebel, who
gives the illusion of escaping fram necessity, he will be

dravn to an open form."
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Jonathan Wilson takes a broader outlook. According to

him: "The puwblication of the Adventures of Augie March ,

coincided in the United States with that of Ralph Ellisa's

Invisible Man and in Germany with that of Thomas Mam's

Confessions of Felix Krull, Confidence Man and, collectively,

the three novels cmsclidate a picture of a new socially

disenfranchised postwar hero,n12

Keith Michael Opdahl says that Soul Bellow "in his first
two novels... examined the war in moral temms, defending
subjective value by means of a transcendent vision, but
reversed his tactics in Augie Marcht.!3 He is right in
saying that Saul Bellow has changed his tactics. He has
resorted to a new style, but his claim that Bellow is not
defending subjective value by a transcendent visian in Augle

March, is far from truth.

Augie March is Bellow's attempt at both the Bildungsrc-

man and the Picaresgue. But Jonathan Wwilson says that to
what extent, Saul Bellow wes successful remains unclear.

He believes that Aucie March lacks one essential quality

of being in the genre of Bildungsroman. The character of the
hero never develops. There is no growth for Aucie March.
Bildungsroman demand progress and growth on the

part of the hero: a character must get 'built!
or at least comes to the point where his



43

'taking of a first step' is credible, amd
the development of his personality should be
more or less linear. These generic qualities

are fundamentally at :odds with the kind of
characterisation in which Bellow specialises.

It is Augie's fate to repeat a pattern of

experience in which he is controlled rather

than controlling. He never learns anything fram

what happens to hm and like, all those who

do not learn fram history whether personal or

social, Augie is doamed to repeat it.14

Tony Tanner airs the same view, though in a different
manner: YAmd Augie himself looks very like a Picaresque hero,
to such an extent that Lesli® Fiedler saw him as a unique
combination of the Picaresque !'Schlimazl! and Huck Fim.
Yot there is an importart difference to be noted. The
traditional picaresque hero is himself, full fommed, framn the
outset; his adventures multiply incidents without issuing in
wisdom. But Augdle is in fact trying to discover what he
himself is in the deepest sense. The structure of the bock,
therefore despite its air of improvisation, its tone of
strolling, arbitrary recall, is directed and controlled by
deeper concerns... The adventures twn out to have contained

a ques‘c,".15

But, even if Saul Bellow has liberated himself fram the
Flaubert James" mould, hLis character can nol escape the
1Bellovian" dilemia of existence and freedan, in The

Adventures of Augie March. The focus of the book is on

the struggle of Augie March to carve out a fate of his
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own. But the struggle for an independent fate is hampered

by Augie's quest, his longing for love and familial rela-
tionship. This contradiction in Augle, the longing to be |
independent on one hand amd on the other his thirst for

love and sympathy, formm the adventures of Augie.

This quest for love leads Augie to form a series of
relationships. In  the absence of the real father, and a
self-effacing mother, the influence is more of father and
mother figures who enters his life. Grandma Lezusch,William
Einhorn, Krs. Renling, Siman March, Thea Fenchel, Stella Chesney,

Mintouchian, Basteshaw cre the examples. But sane of these
characters are Awide's brothers, lovers and wives. As
Jonathan Vilson says, "Augie both .craves and resists the
company of these parent figwes, and his desire to achieve
an  'independent fate' 1is, at one level, always synonymous
with his desire to break fran the domination of one of

what he calls his ‘"destiny moulders".16

Augie, according to Jonathan Wilson, never grows into
an adult. 1f he grows up, perhaps, he might understand the
futility of Hhis quest, the desire to be independent anc
his yearning for deep attachments. At one point in the
novel Augie points out that: ¥Kindly explain! An independent
fate and love t00... what confusion !"* ( p. 401). But no one

provides an answer. As Jonathan Wilson points out, " for to
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do so would be to expose the futility of Augie's quest.
Bellow cannot allow his hero to conclude that he cannot

have his dialectical cake and eat it too."w

Conclusively, Jonathan Wilson says:

No matter how many times the hamer of experience hitg

Augie over the head, he must continue to search

both for love and for a pristine autonomous seif

Augie's tadventures' have large surface differences

which accomt for +their fascination, but at base

they are the same t'adventuwre' - a conflict with

adulthood andi with all that it symbolises for

Bellow and Augie both.18

Tonny Tanner reflects the sentimenis of Jonathan Wilson,
thoyh in a more forceful language about the parent figures
that try to dominate Augie. He calls them the Machiavell-
ans. Saul Bellow uses the word in the beginning of the

bock as well as at the end. In fact, he wanted to name

the book "Life Anong the MNachiavellans'.

In the bezinning of the narration, Aurcie introduces
Grandma Lausch, the f{irst person, who tries to influence
his life and Augie describes her as Yone of +those
Machiavellis of small streets and neighbourhood that my
young years were full of*. ( p, 84). At the end, when
Augie escapes fran the lunatic Basteshaw, who has plans to
radically change the whole human race, Augie caonnents:
nTo feel the truth, I au good and tired of all these

biz personalities, destiny moulders, and heavy water brains,
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upon, absolutists." ( p. 524)

Tony Tamer categorises the different types and modes
of manipulation at wak in the world of Augie March:
"nstruction (Grandma Lausch), advice (Einhorn), adoption
(Mrs. Renling), familial coercion (Simon), seduction (Thea),
and violence (Basteshaw); powers and iﬁfluences may be
exercised for different motivesand tle manipulations may vary
enormously in hwan quality. But such is the world of
the book; the individual self catinually enticed or
threatened, pushed or drawn by other peopl's version of what

life is for and how it should be ledr. '’

Augie's attitude towards Grandma Lausch sets the pattem
for a1l hie subsequent relationships with authority figures.
kugie loves her, no doubt, but he 1lists her faults, always
qualifying: "still the old lady had a heart". "pugie admires
Grandma's resilience, and in saaswhat in awe of her regal
styles. Yet he is at odds with the absolutist philosophy
that governs her actions and is perturbed by her vindictive

behaviour", says Jonathan t141son.20

This ambivalent abttitude towards Grandma Lausch 1is
present in all his other relationships too. Augie finds
Einhorn his first employer, brave, acute, and endowed with

a pralseworthy "philosophical capacity",( p. 60) and yet
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autocratic, carp-mouth, and hypocritical., ( p. 99 )

Augle's ambivalence is a product of the catrasting
qualities of the characters that surround him, but has a
deeper roots in his own personality. Jonathan Wilson says
that "Augie has a tendency to both elevate and denigrate

21
anyone with wham he engages in a 'child/parent' relationship".
This ambivalence is reflected in his approach to 1life also.
He does not know what to choose. He miserably fails in
icdentifying what he wants out of his life. He tries always
to resist, but often he is the wvictim of other manipula-
tions. Out of his ouwn frailty, he admits:

Everyone tries to create a world he cannot use

he often can't see. But the real world is already

created, and if your fabrication . does not correspond,

then even if you feel noble and insist am the

being something better than what people call reality,

that better samething needn't try to exceed what, in

its actuality, since we know so little, may be very

surprising. If a happy state of things surprising;

if nmiserable or tragic, no more than what we invent.

- (p. 378)

The world around Auie dis brutal. It is fake. A make-
believe world of Ton Thumb's. Augie lashes out at mankind:
"Nothing genuine is allowed to appear and nobody knows vhat
is real. And that's disfigured, degenerate, dark mankind

- mere humanity." ( p. 401)
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But Augie ralses the question, when everyone in his
make-believe world is going around with a purpose, an aim,
deternined to achieve, hell what may happen, can you 1let
yourself "limp in feeble amd poor, some silly creature,

laughing and harmless?" ( p. 401)

Augie knows that he camot:

No! Tou have to plot in your heart to come aut

differently. External life being so mighty, the

instrunents so Muge and terrible, the perfamances

so great, the thoughts so great and threatening,

you produce a someone who can exist before it.

You invent a man who can stand before the terrible

appearances. This way he can't get Jjustice, but he

can live. And this is what mere humanity always does.

It is made up of thess inventars and artists,

millions and millions of thaun, each in his own way

trying to recrult other people to play a supporting

role and sustain him in his make believe. ( p. 402)

Augie believes that the great human struggle is to
recruit others to yow view point: "That's the struggle of
hunanity, to recruit others to your version of what's
real. Then even the flowers and the moss on the stomes

becanes the moss and flowers of a version." ( p. 402)

Aucie is not capable of any deep relationship. At
certain levels, he is forced to cut them off. Could be
because he feels that others are trying to manipulate him
or perhaps because he is not capable of any caunitment.

Jonathan Wilson says:
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For Augie, as for all Bellow's heroes, deep attachment
after a brief fire works display, is deathly...More signi-
ficantly, Augie's relationship with Thea, almost forces
hm to "grow up" and recognise the mutual exclueiveness

of his twin desires for love and independence. However,
Bellow cammot allow to resolve his problem by understanding
them. For Augie's problems and his search for their solu~
tions are the raison d'etre of the novel.22

But Augie realises his weakness, though he is not capable of
overcaming it. He states at one stage:'"It might be in the end that
the clocer thing in itself is bitterness, because to arrive at closer
thing needs courage, because its intense, and intensity is what the
feeble humanity of us can't take far long." ( p. 402)

Individuals are not safe in this universe. To avoid persecution
it is better to twn into 2 type, a mould, so that the 1life can go on:

Personality is wnsafe in the first place. It is the types

that are safe. So almest all make deformation on themselves

so that the great terror will let them be. It is no new.

The timid tribes people, they flatten down heads or plerce

lips or noses, or hack off thumbs, or make themselves

masks as terrible as the terror itself, or paint or tattoo
it's all to anticipate the terror vhich do not welcame

your being. ( pp. 402-03)

But Augie also knows that there are individuals who fight this
terror and wrestle with this great fear to win a right to existence.
But these are so few, that they are inevitably made the "fathers of

a whole people". ( p. 403)

pugie was not one amang the few selected. He was just a common

man, run of the mill:

whoever could give me cover from this mighty fire-running
terror and wild cald of chaos I went to, and therefare to
temporary embraces. It wasn't very courageous. That I was
like many others in this way was no consolation. If there
were so many they must all suffer the same way I did.(p.403)
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Augie never learns fram experiences. Truth has to be
dictated to him fa bhe cannot see it,, even vhere it is
strewn around him. Stelle, whan he marries later, has to
tell him, what his problem is: "You and I are the kind
of people other people are always trying to fit into

their schemes..." ( p. 384)

Suddenly, when Augie confronts this truth, which he
could not recognise before, a sudden upsurge of feelings,
overtake him:

I was grateful for her plain way of naming a

truth that had been hanging around me anonymously

for many long years. I did fit imto people's
schemes, It was an enotion of truth that I had,
hearing this. HMainly of truth... here was a wonan
vho would nat put me on trial for my shortcomings
or Jjudge me. Because I was tired of being socked

on the head and banged by Judgements." ( p. 384)

Perhaps, ame feels that it is a turning point in
Augiets 1life. That he is going to change. But, as usual,

uwltimately his resolutions fade away, leaving him as he was,

a clay to be moulded wupon by external forces.

Augie decides it 1s better to be what you are, rather
than try to be samething that you are not. Perhaps, he was
always trying to be what he was, though hc always ended wup
as anything but his true self. He tells iiintouchian
friend of his wife Stelle, amd one of the 1last father

figures of Augie Karch in the book:
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that I have always tried to become what I am. But
it is a frightening thing. Because what if what

I am by nature is not good enough?... I suppose,

I better, anyway, give in and be it. I will never
force the hand of fate to create a better Awie
March, nor change the time to an age of gold...

It is better to die what you are than to live

a stranger forever. . ( p. 485)

In the final stage of Augie's ‘tadventures', we find
hugie enlisting in the navy and packing off to fight the
Nazis. But his ship is torpedoed. Augie adrift in a 1life
boat with a murderous lunatic - Basteshaw, is obliged to
listen to his fanatical renderings, until he manages to
free himself. Jonathan Wilson argues that

the episode is profound in its symbolization,

for it seems to have reverberations throughout

Bellow's canon. In order to free himself, Augie must

work up a physical energy that seems to figuratively

correspand to all intellectual energy, that Bellow's
late heroes produce to counteract their paralysis.

A1l Bellow's heroes have to be "tied up" before

they can get their Juices flowing and discover the

range and extent of their powers.( p. 23)

There is no profound change in Augie towards the end.
But Tony Tanner feels that, if not a change, atleast he
has reconciled, not with society, but with 1life. Augie 1is
able to look back at life as =a series of errors,
but as Tony Tanner says, 'he has gained the 'saints!
intimation', that blessedness covers the whole creation,

but covers it thicker in same places than in others."z"
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Auwgie is not ready to accept defeat. He refuses to
lead a disappointed 1life, For Augie knows, "Not that 1life
should end is 8o terrible in itself, but that it should
end with so many disappointmerts  in the essential".(p.L12)
And Augie's quest according to Tony T@er is "o disco-
ver how most positively to cOpe- with this fact.m e
are not, cannot be living", contimes Tgrmer, "the dwarf
end of all times, so there must still be occasion of

redeeming greatness and nobility. w20

Life s 1its greatness may not be evident easily. But
the only hope, is not to give up being optimistic. And
Augie, never willing to bow down in front of adverse

situation, reasserts his faith in the 1last scene.

As he is riding in his car alme, he thinks of
Jacqueline the French maid who had accampamied him, and of

Mexico, where she dreamed to go, and starts laughing:

What is so laughable, that a Jacqueline, for
instance, as hard used as that by rough foarces,
will refuse to lead a disappointed life? Or is
the 1laugh at nature - including eternity - that

it thinks it can win over us amd the power of
hope? MNah, Nah, I think. It never will. But that
probably is the joke, on one or the other, and
layghing is an enigma that includes both. ( p. 536)

Mmd Augie emds his narration as "a sort of Columbus
of those near -at-hand", adding, " I may well be a flop

at this 1line of endeavour. Columbus too thought he was
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a flop, probably, when they sent him back in chain, which

did not prove there was no America." ( p. 536)

As Tony Tanner states,

Augie has not really found any new continents of

life's possibilities = indeed we leave him in a

very old one, tied to a corrupt business and

deceptive wife, His farewell is not a consummation,

but a gesture - countenancing hope, refusing despair.

Not dying amidst the deathly evidence.26

Once Augie himself says that he had "a feeling about
the axial lines of life, with respect to which" one nust
be Mstraight" or else ome's existence becanes mere
" clowvrery, hidinc "tragedy". Aurie says that he must have
had a fecling since he was a kid agbout these axial lines,
which made him want to have his existence on them and so
he has said 'no' like a stubborn fellow to all his "persua-
ders", just on the obstinancy of his memory of these lines,
which was never entirely clear. Augie also feels that he
has felt these "thrilling lines" again. And as he says:

When strivinc stops, there they are as a gift.

I was 1lying on the couch here before and they

suddenly went quivering right straight through

me. Truth, love, peace, bounty, usefulness, harmony!

And all noise and grates, and distortions,

chatter, distraction, effort, swerfluity, passed off

like samething unreal. ( p. 454)

Aucie also feels that any man can came back to these

axial lines. Perhaps, even if Augie is tied to a corrupt
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business and married to a deceptive wife, it won't be
long before he dumps then, for the pull of the axial

lines will be too intense for him to ignare.

Seize the Day: Deeper than Soarrow

Many critics consider Seize the Day as Saul Bellow's

most tightly constructed wark. The hero of the novells,
Tamgy Wilhelm, is out of work, is estranged fram his
wife, who 1is demanding more and more support payments, and
is imploring to his father, Dr. Adler, a successful doctor,
now in his eighties, to ball him out of the financial
whirlpool, which is sucking him down. At the end of it,
we find hiu sobbing profusely in front of a coffin, after
being cheated of the last dollars that he had by Dr.Tamkin
whom Jonathan Wilson calls as the "surrogate" (father of

Tamy Wilhelm.

Keith Michael Opdahl believes that Seize the Day

depicts the throes of a drowning man. Toammy Vilhelm faces
complete submergence in failure n, 27 Opdahl's  criticism hovers
around the ambiguity of Wilhelm's drowning, which is both

a failure and a triumph, and which is the central problem

of Seize the Day. This sinking of Tammy Wilhelm is poigna-

ntly described by Saul Bellow. Wilhelm "feels a splash of

heartsickness as he stands in fromt of the corpse. (p. 117)
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When he begins to cry, at firet softly and 1later
hysterically Opdahl says that the drowning is camplcte:

Soon he was past wards, past reason, cdherence.

He could not stop. The source of all tears had
sprung open w.thin him, black, deep, and hot, amd
they were pouring out and ccnvulsed his body,

bending his stubborn head, bowing his shoulders,
twisting nis face, crippling the very hands with
which he held the handkerchief, His efforts to

collect himself were useless. The great knot of
ill  and grief, in his throat swelled upward,

and he gave in utterly and he held his face

and wept. ( p. 118)

Bellow concludes:

The heavy sea-like music came up to his ears.

It poured into him, vhere he had hidden himself

in the centre of crowd by the great and happy

oblivias of tears. He heard it and sank deeper

than sorrow, through torn sobs and cries towards

towards the coisumation of his heart!'s ultimste

need, ( p. 118)

Contresting interpretations have been given to this
"drowping" of Tammy Vilhelm, which according to Keith Opdahl
supest that Vilhelm's drowning is a source of confusion
much like the unresolved coniflicts of other stories - with
one difference. bellow's other nowls are not clear because

of a contradiction betwcen the separate elements of rplot

and metaphor, or speech and action, but Seize the Day 1is
28

wiclezr hecause of the ambipuity of a single image.

Daniel Fuchs in Visia and Revisian states:

The story ends not in fragments but with mggnified
image of man.Tommy Wilhelm struggles against the
alienation that threztens tc engulf him. The last
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words tell wus in a2xiologrical certitude of his
theart's wltimate need®, What is this necd?
Bellow speagks of Mmhe happy oblivior of tears®
through which Wilkelm sank "deeper then sorrow"
towards consum.ction of it., Here we see a
meaning vl suffering, affirmed rather than
denied, e tectinony te its transfiguring,
restorative effect; wc see a truth as o0ld as
the religion lellow refuses te dismiss. The
powerful endinr - "the rezl Russizn bang" in
Marss  Schorer's phrase -~ of the ncovella
derives frar a yearning, & mnmoral certitude,
virich modernist denies. 8

Tony Tanner evokes glmost the same sentiments:

Thus the book ends. It is blurred, deeply emotion-
al, beyond clear exactness of statement, yet the
release is fest and powerfully camunicated. Vhat is
he weeping for? lLany things coalesce in his tears.
The dead man is & rewinder of the inevitable death
of the sclf, st 1lhe szue time he is a wery
specific aienn to Tommy, helpless and friendless

on this day of reciaing. Tomy's tears are both
for hweanity end for nimself. Yel they olce reveal
enn awercness of the swreme vzlue of life, sheer
life itceelf, existcrnce bveyond the ossessment of
financial succcss or failurc.30

Put Jongthan Wilesen, vho has viewed the book entirely
as cone tihat depicltc o father-son relctionship, differs fram
the conclusion arrvived by Tany Tanrcr  and  cothers, Wilson

SEARE

Ti.e nen  in the coffin czalls up net osly vilhelm's
téaing  sclft  and  heaarity" but more specificelly
ilhelm's fatner md Tamkin (the surrorete father).
Wilhelm's last : zetine with his father taktes place

in the morgue _ike nmossage basement of  tlie lictel
Glorione, whilc it ic Tazin whe has supposedly
disgppeared intc Iuneral chapel never to appear ageain.
Wilkelm 2zt the end of the novel, "stripped naled"
has lost beth his fethers. te is netaphoricelly

an 01'phan.31 ‘
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Alderts parting words to his son are:

"You want to mave yourself :mto nw cross.

But I an not going to pick up a cross. I will

gee you dead, Wilky by Christ, before I

let you do that £6 me".( p. 110)

Jonathan Vilson feels that this play oan Christ's passion
signifies Wilhelm's total abandonment. His father, Dr. Alder
and surrogate father, Dr. Tankin rejects him. He is an
orphan now . "Wilhelm's mourning" in the funeral parlour sig-
nals an vunwanted "birth" into manhood, but rather than accep-
ting it and rather than arriving in '"reality" when the
spell of both fathers is broken, Wilhelm apparently floats
up and embrace what Tanner et al calls an affirmation of
ngheer life itself" and what I would call a denial of

sheer reality itself. u32

Jaathan Wilson affirms that Wilhelm cries because he
was made an "orphan" and also because he identifies himself
with the dead man., Not so much because he too will have to
die one day, but because his "fathers® dead to him, he is
also to a large extent, dead himself. "Unwilling to grow up
and unable to define himself except in onposition or submi-
gsion -to his vnfathers"s Wilhelm has no t'being" when he
is discanected fran them. "If sinking "bdeeper than sorrow"
suggests that Wilhelm's tears are also tears of joy, it can

only be becsuse he has imaged the death of his oppressors"33
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The “"drowning" image, definitely has a positive tenor.
The words which Saul Bellow uses like ™he flowers and
lights fused ecst:atical_ly" and "™he great and happy oblivion
of tears", all sipgnify this. Wilhelm is at the rock bottam
of his suffé:dng. There is no further that he can sink.
His existence, if at all, he has an existence now, has to
be an  upliftment. he hasto emcrge from the mires of life.
In fact, he is not sinking deeper than sorrow, but transce-
nding it. Transcending the sobs and cries towards the con-
sumnation of his heart's ultimate need. A movement towards

a higher form of existence.

Henderson the [lain King : Grun-tu-lMolani

Henderson the Rain King has been often compared to

Don Quixote, Tarzan, Gulliver, Huckleberry Finn, lank Morgan

of Connecticut Yankee, Captain #ghab of Moby Dick, etc.

Tony Tamner says that at least one critic had conclud-
ed "that this was ae of those bodks clearly constructed
for delight and despair of meaning hunters."% Jonathan
Wilson says that "Bellow sent his hero back, not to his

mother's womb, but to its closest approximation =~ the wamdb

of markind. As in Seize the Day, In Hernderson the Rain King,
35

the hero is desperate to be reborm."
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Henderson the Rain King, accarding to Keith Michael

Opdahl, is exhuberant, spontanecus, and wildly camc about

the ambiguities of wrath and rebellion. In Henderson the

Rain King Bellow ce again tries to cope with his religious
imagination, but he does  not do‘ s0 by an ambiguous transce-

ndent vision but by Henderson's lessan in philosophic idea-

liam. "36

Eugene henderson, on the surface, appears to be a
wnicue Bellow hero. lle is the scion of a patrician
New England family and a multimillionaire by inheri-
tance. Henderson ic thus released from the twin
burdens that afflict all of Bellow'es other heroes with
the exceptin of Albert Corde - Jewishness and money,

says Janathan Wilson.37-

Henderson in the beginning is frustrated. Tay Tamner
feels that

his great traditian cannot provide him with a
function, a satisfying rale, a mode of self-
realisation... He feels a vague need for same
discipline... but he feels "displaced", has no
sense of gtation, and feels the need to find out
same basic truth about the self and its 38
destiny before bhe can make terms with society.

Henderson too is on a quest to find out his rde, the
meaning of his existence: "I had came to look upon the
phencmena of life as so many medicines which would cure my

candition or aggravate it. But the condition! Oh my condi-

tion! First and last that condition". ( p. €5)
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So Henderson's African journey is an attempt to trans-
cend his nauseating condition. To escape the horrendous con-
dition of Hhis life which he finds unbearable:

Oh! shame, shame! Oh! crying shame! How can we?

Why do we allow ourselves? What are we doing?

The last 1little room of dirt is waiting. Without

windows, so for God's sake, make g move,

Henderson, put forth effort. You, too, will die

this pestilence. Death will annihilate you and

nothinz will remain, and there will be nothing

left but junk. ( p. 40)

"The encroaching, suffocating litter and rubble of a
life lived badly, 1lived pointlessly, oppresses Henderson to
the point where he has to make a colossal effort of dis-
burderment, mentally and physically”, says Tany Tamner.39
The suffocation could be because as Henderson feels, beca-
use of owr attitude tc life, vhich says that we too must
move, and do our share in the world. "The earth is a
huge ball which nothing holds up in space except its own
motion ard magnetisa, ad we conscious things who occupy it
believe we have to move tco, in owr own space. We can't
allow ourselves to lie down and not do our share and imit-

ate the greater entity." ( p. 79) This could be the urge

that forces Henderson to move out into Africa.

But this africa, according to Keith Michael Opdahl is3

Just as Leventhalte tropical eity, is a projection
of his inner self, so Henderson's Africa is a
metaphor of his deepest being - the harsh internal
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nature he wauld reject. Hendersm's Africa exemplifies
the metaphorical cast of Bellow's imagination and

his yolking of persanality and metaphysical principles.
It also embodies, in two tribes Hendersen visits,
the element of love and terror which Bellow's heroes
find in themselves./40 '

Henderson returns again and again to his miserable con-

dition. He is obsessed with it:

Oh! It is miserable to be human. You get such
diseases. Just because you are human and for no
other reason. Before you know it, as the years go
by, you are Just 1like the other people you have
seen, with all those peculiar human ailments.
Just another wvehicle for temper and vanity and
rashness and all the rest. Who wants it? Vho
needs it? These things occupy the place, where
a man's soul should be. ( p. €3)

Strangely we find Hendersan, like Saul Bellow's earlier

character Joseph in Dangling Man, arriving at a sindlar

canclusian about life:

The world may be 'strange to a child, but he does
not fear it the way a man fears, le marvels at
it. But the grown man mainly dreads it. And why?
Because of death. So he arranges to have himself
abducted like & child. So what happens will not be
hi fault. And who is this kidnapper - this gypsy?
It is the strangeness of life - a thing that makes
deat:. more reaocte, as in clildhood. ( p. 84)

Henderson seems to believe that even the human condition
is pathetic, man still wants to live., He is overwhelmed by
the three words Queen Willatale tells him, Perhaps, he expected

it. He had hoped that she will spell that into his ears,

the mystery that surrounds 1life: ® I believed the queen
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could straighten me out, if she wanted to; as if, any
minute now, she might open her hand and show me the
thing, the source, the germ - the cipher, the mystery,

you know." ( p. 79 )

'Grun-tu-tolani®, the queen says. ( p. 85). It means man
wants to live., And Henderson identifies with that. "I could
not bear how sad things have becane in the world and so

I set out because of this Molami." ( p. €5)

The travel to Africa, could be also the symbolic repre-
sentation of what Henderson yearns for. iiic desire to move
fraa 'Becaming' to 'Being'. Henderson is asked by king
Dahfu, vhat kind of e traveller he is? While answering

this, Hienderson feels that he should have answered also

that some people fourd satisfaction in being
(Walt Whitman: "Enough tc mercly be, enough to
breathe! Joy! Joy! Al) over Joy!). Being. Others
vere taken uwp with becaming. Being people have
all the breaks. Becaming people are very unlucky,
always in a fizzy. The Becauing people are
always having to maKe explanation or offer justi-
fications to the Being people. While the Being
people provcke these explanation... Enough! Enough!
Time to have became, Time to Be! Burst the
spirit's sleep. ( p. 160)

But Hendersan feels that all struggles cannot be wm.
Especially the struggles of desires. A confession that all

his endeavours were in vain. He writes to his wife: "I

den't think the struggles of desire can ever be won. Ages of
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langing and willing, willing and longing, anmd how have they

ended? In a draw, dust and dust.* ( p. 285)

But this is mnot the individual fate of one Henderson
alone. It is the curse of humanity. Not the scourge of
modern age, alone. Its genesis coincides with the genesis of

human beings. As King Dahfu explains to Henderson:

No, graves are not deep but insignificant, a mere
few feet fram the surface and not far fram
fearing and desiring. Mkore or less the same fear,
more or less the same desire for thousands of
generations., Child, father, father, child, doing the
same., Fear the same. Desire the same. Upon the
crust, beneath the crust, again and again and again.
Well, Hendersan, what the generastions for?
Please explain to me. Only to repeat fear and
desire without a change? This cannot be what the
thing is for, over and over and over. ( p. 297)

Henderson acknowledges that truth:

All you hear fram guys is desire, desire, desire,
knocking its way out of the breast, and fear, stri-
king and striking and striking. Enough already.
Time for a word of truth., Time fa something
notable to be heard. Otherwise, accelerating like
a stone, you fall from life to death. Exactly like

a stone, straight into deafness and still repeating,
I want, I want, I want, then striking the earth
and entering it for ever. ( p. 297)

But is there no end to misery, by-proaduct of desire and
fear. Henderson has no answer. But this question riddles

him: "May be time was invented so that misery wudight have

an end. So that it shouldn't last forever? There may be
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al? There is no time in bliss. All the clocks were throwm

owt of heaven." ( p. 314)

Janathan Wilsan states that,

Henderson ends up in Africa with much the same
feelings that he had in America. He is twice
made witness to the absurdity of ritual - ace
with cows and once with lions = amd he is also
made deeply aware of the danger that is involved
in plunbing the depth of ane's being. Hendersm
does not want to accept reality on its own
uncampromising termms -~ but neither does he wish
to come at reality, via his violent, flashing
certer. Confronted by the "ordered" society of
Armevi, Henderson is driven to create chaos;
confronted by the dark chasms of the Warriri
world, Henderson recoils from it in horror.n~!

Bt even if Henderson was not able to realise his goal,

his trip to Africa cannot be said to be a camplete failure.

The interpretation of Keith Michael Opdahl seems to be more

accurate.He writes:

Thus Bellow leaves his awakened hero on the way
hane to America and new life. In the second chapter
he had portrgyed tle reality Henderson denies by
a vision of an octopus in an aguarium. As Henderson
looks at the creature, he was horrifed by "the
soft head with its speckles, and the Brownian
motian in those speckles, a cosmic coldness in
which I felt I was dying."( p. 19) The "cosmic
coldness" is the death which awaits him in an
inanimate universe and the inhumanity within the
hunan heart. By the end of his African journey,
Henderson can face both the internal and extermal

reality.%2

Tony Tanner echoes the same {eeling:



Henderson is a kind of fool, but persistent enough
in his fally to reach the threshdld of wisdam,
and when he struggles to grasp and hald the
notion of a new nobility attainable by men,
then, whether he is waking or sleeping, camic or
profound, we listen to him; and listening we
suddenly seem to glimpse, what it might mean to
burst the spirit's sleep. (p. 402)

Daniel Fuchs too agrees with this view:

As for ilenderson's final assertion of love, there is
a mddle-gged, mellow quality to it that may
convince because it does not demand too much,
Africe, has awakened Henderson, so the possibility
of love seems natural enough. In a sense it

has washed him clean, renewed him, given him that
second, higher innocence through experience, so
that the cocluding image of man amd child gppro-
priately compliments ",.. that child, that whiteness,

the tuming of circles, all bespeak an inner
harmony that the soul-searching Henderson has

Wi, , oy

The letter that Henderson writes to his wife Lily,
is itself an example of his changed attitude towards 1life.
This change, but takes place long before Dahfu meets his
untimely death. But Dahfu's death only accelerates Hemder-
san's change, In his letter, he talks about 1love and tells
Lily: "I probably have not said this lately, but I have the
feeling for you, baby, which saetimes wrings my heart. You
can call it love. Although personally I think the word 1is
full of bluff." Henderson has reached such a stage, that
he <feels that word 1love, corrupted and misused, cannot fully

convey his feelings for his wife.
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Considering the fact, that in the beginning he just
wanted to escape from the total atmosphere, which he felt
was sSuffocating, this is a great chaug;e. But his change is
not superficial. It is total. He is camng back to America,
not to repeat, all those errors that he had cammitted in
his life. It is to lead a life, with which he can serve

others. He wants to becane a doctor. He writes to Lily:

I may apply for missionary work, like Dr. Wilfred
Crenfell or Albert Schweitzer. Hey! Axel Munthe -
how gagbout him? .., But we might try India. I

do want to get my hands oo the sick. I want to
cure them, Healers are sacred. 'I have been so
bad myself I believe there must be a virtue in
me, finally." ( p. 284) '

The love that he feels for the Persian boy is real. He

finds happiness in pla\ying with him. Jonathan Wilson says:

The plane carrying Henderson on the last leg of his
journey makes a stop symbalically enough in
Newfoundland. Henderson steps out into the icy air and
begins to rwn in circles on the runway. With him
is a sngll orphan boy he has made friends with an
the flight and lion cub, secrcted from Warriri and
supposedly containing the soul of Dahfu. Together
they go "rumins - leaping, leaping, pounding, and
tingling over the pure white lining of the grey
Arctic silence" (p. 341). Bellow leaves us this
lyric manent, a profoundly beautiful image of love
and friendship. This, he seems to suggest, is
Henderson's Newfoundland,4>

The ecstatic outburst of thrill encompassed 1in Henderson

béing called fram ‘"non-existence into existence". ( p. 284)
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Post-script

After examining the first five books of Bellow, we ﬁhd
that the underlying theme of all these books is the same
- the reaffirmation of 1life., Joseph feels that pure liber-
ty a freedom is the main quest in 1ife, which he can obtain cniy
through returning to life. Asa Leventhal, the only hero, not
to be nagged by the mysteries of existence, finds happiness
in the quotidian life. Perhaps, the aly hero in Bellow's
canon, who obtain this 1"peace and Jjoy" without any kind of
suffering, for which all others had to undergo humiliation
and agony. This is why I have argued earlier, that the
real hero is Kirby Allbee,the one who suffers and through that
very suffering transcends disappointment. Augie March, despite
his not so desirable situation at the end, is sure to find
the axial lines of 1ife, truth, peace, love, bounty, usefulness
and harmony. For, as Augie himself has stated, at any time
any man can return to it. Henderson returns to America, no
to life, with a reaffirmation of his faith in love and
service. Tamy Wilhelm transcends to a realm , "deeper than

sorrowh,

Thus though the plot and situation and characters

change, we feel Bellow, again and again, hamrering down

the intellect, the sacredness of life - a sacredness which
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does not seem obvious at' all in these modern times to

their modern heroes,
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Chapter 1III

Herzog




Herzog is a treatise on the dilema of existence. It
is a long debate interspersed with anecdotes, each the
starting point of a chain reaction of arguments and counter
argunents. It is the story of Moses E Herzog, an academic
ostracised from his world, samnambulating through the corri-
dors of life, at times, with a shudder, awakening to the night-
mare reality, and slowly sinking back into the unreal
trance. It is a novel about death, but not of death alone.

It is also of survival, re-birth and regeneration.

Moses E Herzog's name is derived fram Ulysses written
by James Joyce, according to Tony Tanner, in which there
is a minor character called Moses Herzog, who is a put
upon merchant. Tanner also writes that Herzog, ‘'seems to summa-
rise and contain all the questions, the problems, the
feelings, the plishts, and the aspirations worked over in
previous novels, and it follows them out to extremist

reaches. "

As we have seen earlier also, for Saul Bellow, exis-

tence is not a stretch of vold, bounded on its extremities
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by birth amd desth. It is not a monad, a monochramatic
prism engulfing the prortqplasn of life., It is not a
Journey through the mirage vof time, sans meaning, sans
rendevouz. Existence for Bellow is a randam collection of
bliss amd agony, arranged fw.phazandly on the spokes of
time. It consists of a shoal of emotions, conditioned to
exploie or implade, accordihg to the vagaries of temporal
reality, imposed on a host of transient needs, love, sex,
ecstacy and sublimation. BExistence for Bellow, is not the

means to an end. It is the end in itself.

The novel Herzog as Keith Opdahl says is the
canpulsive re-working of the past by a man who has been
deeply hurtr.2 The actions which Herzog remembers, which
is the actual present of the novel, is very simple ard
direct. Herzog at the end of his school term in New
York decides to flec fram his mistress Ramona, to some
friends at !llartha's vineyard. Once there he decides to
return  immediately to New York, where he contimes the
letter writing which has lately become his campulsion.
Spends the evening with Ramona, visits a court room,
witnesses a child murder trial, rushes to Chicago, where
he almost kills his ex-wife and her 1lover, who | was
once his best friend. He takes his daughter June to

an aquariun next day, meets with an accident, and appears
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befare police court for carrying concealed weapon., He
then flies to Berkshires, returning the novel to its

beginning.

The past events which Herzog remembé‘;s as he travels,
also form a straight forward story. He had divorced his
first wife Dalsy anmd married the beautiful Madeleine,
settling with her 1In the Berkshires to Qrite a book on
the Romantics., She insists that their marriage can be saved
only by moving inmto Chicago and taking their friends, the
Gersbachs, with them. Once there, she forces Herzog to meet
a psychiatrist.Amd oe day suddenly amnounces her decision to
divorce and pack off Herzog fram his own house. Herzor
goes to Ewope to recover fram the shock, anmd returms to
New York more miserable and finde that Gersbach and

Madeleine are lovers.

"Twice married, twice divorced; turnel out of his
oan house by his wife Madeleine adultress; betrayed by his
best friend Gersbach, adulterer; deprived of his young
dauyghter; 4gnoninously bullied and wused by his psychiatrist,
his lawyer, and his doctor; pitied by his family anmd
friends; unable to pursue his academic profession; and fina-
ncially desperate™ Herzog undoubtedly is the quintessence
of modern man. Cut off from the moorings of his 1life,
Herzog wanders tossed up in the storms of reality, unable

to rulder his consclowness to any destination,ostracised fram
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society, he lives in a world of thoughts and memories.
To escape the torturing pains of reality, he has to escape
into the warld of i1llusions -~ edified on memories sweet
and sow. "How he doted on his memories! Vhat a funny
sensual bird he was! Queer for recallections, perhaps?t

( po 36)

Herzog finds solace in memories, for memories radiates
from a time, a period, when Herzog lived... a 1life. It
was tough, it was bitter, it was merciless, but still it
was 1life. "... So we had a great schooling in grief.

I stil1l know these cries of the soul. They 1lie in the
breast, and in the throat. The mouth wants to open wide
and let them out. But all these are antiquities - Yes,
Jevish antiquities originating in the Bible, in a. biblical

gense of personal experience and destiny." ( p. 184)

He craves to go bacdc. Back to his childhood. "My
ancient times. Remoter than Egypt. No dawn, the {foggy winters.
In darkness the bulb was lit." ( p. 174) An irrepressible
desire to be back with his mother who spoiled him with
love, hs bootlegzer father, dreaming Shwa, and asthuatic
wWillie, forces him to move down the memory lane, unconscious-
ly. Napolean street with its filth, dirt and stink was his

hane. He wants to be there always:
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Napolean street, rotten, toylike , crazy amd filthy,

riddles, flogged with harsh weather - the bootlegger's

boys reciting ancient prayers. Tothis Moses' heart

was attached with great power. Here was a wider

range of human feelings than he had ever again been

able to find. The children of the race, by a never

failing miracle, opened their eyes on one strange

world after another, age after age, and utterod the

same prayers in each, eagerly loving what they

found. What was wrong with Napolean street? Thought

Herzog. A1l he ever wanted was therz. ( p. 174)

Memories transfer him to a world, where he can exist.
A world to which he 'belongs'. He is not an alien there,
an outsider. He is a prince, whose diktats, with uncompro
mising servility are listened to. A part of an ebbing cosmos,
which with undeterred fortitude, holds forth against the
absurd, sans solutions of existence. An Bden which he has
lost. And lost as Adam did -~ poisoned with knowledge. No

coamic power can bring that back to him,

Ignorance is blisc. He 1is condemned to haunt the past
in fleeting reminiscences and live in the twilight 2zone of
past and present. "To haunt the past like this - to 1love
the dead! Moses warned himself not to yleld so greatly to
this temptation., this peculiar weakness of his character. He
was a depressive. Jepressives camiot surrender childhood -

not even the pains of childhood.” ( p. 177)

It is to this Empyrean that Herzog wants to return to.

His 1life becomes another quest for the Grail, a Jason after
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the golden fleece. The presemt is intolerable. The world
throttles him. They torture his soul. An alien groping
blindly through the dark alleys of life. "A man is born to

be orphaned, amd to leave orphans after him." ( p. 40)

Riddled by the mystery of existence, of life, he despe-
rately searches fa an anchor. An anchor which can hold
Mm still and whisper the ultimate truth of creation. He
cannot accept that man is a microscopic speck in the infi-
nite universe. An ant, no, a microbe, creating images of
splerdour and power, and reigning over an illusory empire.
Herzog is horrified at this prospect. “The novae twisting
and the world caning into being, the invisible magnetic
spckes by means of which bodies fcept one another in orbit...
then after a billion years, light-years,this child-like but
far from innocent creature, a straw hat on his head, and
a heart in his breast, part pure, part wicked, who would
try to form his own shaky picture of this magnificient

web." ( p. 63)

He has seen early in his 1life, the triviality of human

paap

Sarah Herzog opened her hand and sald, "Look carefully,
now, and you will see what Adam was made off.

She rubbed ths palm of her hand with a finger, rubbed
util something dark sgppeared on the deep-lined skin,
a particle of what certainly looked to him like earth.

"You eee? It's truen, ( p. 285)
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Herzog confronts fully the nauseating picture of total
meaninglessness:

And then he died, and vivid blood of his turned

imo s0il, in all the shrunken passages of his

body. Amd then - the bady, too - ah, God! - wastes

away; and leaves its bones, and even the bones at

last wear away and crumble to dust in that

shallow place of deposit. And thus humanised,

this planet in its galaxy of stars amd worlds

goes fram void to vold, infinitesimal, aching

with its unrelated significance. ( p. 297)

But Herzog does not want the life to be dispensed
off, It is confusing, devold of meaning and utterly insigni-
ficant. Yet, he wants to live. Continue this drudgery. For
with all its agony, Herzog loves life. "Do 1 1love mankind?
Enough to sgpare it, if I should be in a position to blow
it to hell? Now let us all dress in one shroud and walk
on Washington and Moscow. Let us lie down, men, women and

children, and cry, "Let 1life continue - we may not deserve

it, but let it continue.n ( p. 67)

About the individual, his freedam, hopes ard dreanms,
Herzog cynically obsgerves: '"No true individual has existed
yet, able to live, able to die. Only diseased, tragic, or
dismal and ludicrous fools who sometimes hoped to achieve
same ideal by fiat, by their great desire for it. But

usually by bullying all mankind into them." ( p. 86)
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Herzog views the modern man with contempt. Can we call
ourselves human beings? Creatures, animals, that is what

they are. Creatures wham even death despise:

But do you call these men! We are only creastures.
Death himself must be afraid of us. I can see
death caming before God to say. "What shall I

do? There 1is no more grandeur in being death.
Release me, God fran this meanness". Coursge,
honour, frankness, friendship, duty, all made

filthy, sullied. So that we loathe the daily

bread that prolongs useless existence. There was

a time when men were born, lived and died.(p. 166)

Yet, Herzog almost contradicting himself, ridicules the
tendency to compare the present to an ideal past of the
human kind. Perhaps, it was the projection of Herzog's indi-
vidual quest to a mega canvas, encampassing into it, the
history, the evolution of Mhmanity:

We have fashioned a new Utoplan history, an

idyll, camparing the present to an imsginary

past, becanse we hate the world as it is. This

hatred of the present has not been understodd.

Perhaps, the first demand of emerging consci-

ousness in this mass civilisation is expressive.

The spirit released from servile dumbness,
spits dung and howls with angulsh stared during

long ages. ( p. 203)

This also contradicts what Herzog is doing in reality.
As an individual, he exists by retreating into the past,
His present is a ceaseless struggle, to replace it with the
past. But to humanity at large, he denies the same privile-

ge, sermonising that past was servile, was dumb, was
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intolerable.

Buwt this apparemt contradiction 1is resolved when we
perceive that what Herzog says has a totally different
dimension. lay be out of the chaos, he was trying to re-
suscitate the individual. For, past 1s a reality only for
the individual. For the collective group, mankind, past is
imaginary, a myth. And withowt a past how can there be a
- present,..? Herzog bombardes the idea of humanity. Mankind is a
myth. There are only inclividuals_ - suffering, tortured, insi-

gnificant individuals.

He laughs as he realises that "thres thousand million’
hunan beings exist, each with some possession, each with a
peculiar treasure".( p. 216) Herzog wamts to assert that indi-
viduals, may be insignificamt, inconsequent, but, only they

exist.

And the only excuse far this individual to exist 1is
that he is born. Birth legitimises life. But a human birth,

does not endorse a mmman life:

where is that hunan 1life, which is my only excuse
for surviving! What have I to show for myself!
Only this! His face was before him in the blotchy
mirror. It was bearded with lsther. He saw his
perplexed, furious eyes and he gaw an audible cry,
My Gad! Who 1s this creature? It considers itself
human. But what is it? Not huwman of itself. But
has the longing to be human,  And like a troubling
drean, a persistent vapour. A desire. Where does it
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all came fram? And what 4s it? And what can it
be! Not dimmortal langing. No, entirely mortal, but

hunan. ( p. 270)

Life is not the only thing that poses a problem for
Herzog. If he 1is baffled by the question of life, he is
horrified at the prospects of death. lLife, he finds hard
to render it some meamdng. But thep, what 18 death? What
is there behind that door?: Mor the life ofme I could
not understand. I often thought I was going to have gpo-
plexy, to burst. The more canfort you gave me, the closer

I came to death's door.” ( p. 108)

Herzog finds it difficult to choose between life and
death. Who is more lucky? The dead or the surviving. To
embrace the wnknown vold, or to continue the drab existence:

We are survivors in this age, so theories of

progress 111 became us, because we are intimately

acquainted with the costs. To realise that you are

a swvivor 1is a shock. At the realization of

such election, you feel 1like bursting into tears,

As the dead go their way, you want to call

them, but they depart in a black cloud of faces,

souls. ( p. 96)

Herzog believes that it is the knowledge of death that
makes us human beings. And is perhaps the cause for all
vices: "History, memory - that is what makes us human and
our knowledge of death. For knowledge of death makes wus

wish to extend our 1lives at the expense of others. And
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this is the root of the struggles for power." (p.201).

It might be childhood trauna that makes Herzog so
nuch obsessed with death. He loved his mother deeply and
her death rocked him. Even after the passing of time, he
still remembers vividly the 1last sagging fight of his

mother ggainst death:

He came into her room when she was dying, halding
his school books, and began to say something to her.
But she 1lifted wup her hands and showed khim har
finger nails, They were blue. As he stared, she
slovly began to nod her head up and down as if
to say, "hat's right, Moses, I am dying now."
He sat by the bed. Presently she began to stroke
his hands. She did this as well as she could;
her fingers had lost their {lexibility. Under the
nails they seamed to him to be tuming already
into the blue loan of graves. She had began to
change into earth. He did not dare to lock but
listened to the runners of children's sleds in
the street. ( p. 287)

This fear of death, often turns into fear of the "dead"
too.

He was afraid of his own sanity. Living like

this, especially after the death of Dalsy's

father. Moses thouwght he saw him, met him in

the woods, end when opened doors he encoun-

tered his father-in-law, vivid and characteri-

stic, walting by a teble or sltting in the

bathroom. ( pp. 159-60)

Tot21ly confused Moses even starts writing to the
dead. Was he able to transcend the barrier that separates

life and death?:



He realised that he was writing to the dead.
To bring the shades of great philosophers up to
date. But then why should not he write the
dead? He 1lived with them as much as with the
living - perhgps more; and besides, his letters
to the living were increasingly mental, and anyway,
to the wnconscious, what was death? Dreams did
not recognise it. ( p. 225)

The dead has become a part of his life.

His close kﬁ'iend Lucas Asphalter, is also baffled by
death. But he believes that death could be a solution to
life. He goes to the absurd extenmt of enacting his own
death: "As I gaze up from my coffin, at first I can keep
my attemtion on my death, and on my relations with the

living, and then other things cane in - every time."” ( p. 33C)

Herzog acknowledges the power of death. The amnipotent
and the omniscient. He does not know what death is. But
he is aware that death is the supreme 1lord. Nothing can
escape from his hold. It is only Just a metter of time.

Even Ged is powerless in front of him:

Net God 1is dead, that point was passed long ago.
Perhaps it should be stated Death ie God. This
generation thinks - and this is its thought of
thoughts ~ that nothing faithful, vulnerable, fragile
can be durable or have any true power. Death
walts in these things as a cement floor waits for
a dropping night bulb. The brittle shell of glass
loses its tiny vacumm with a gust, end that is
that... You think history 3is the history of loving
hearts? You fool! Look at these millions of dead.
Can you pity them, feel for them? You can nothing!
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There were too many. We burned them to ashes,

we buried them with bulldozers, Histary is the

history of cruelty, not love, as soft men think.

We have experimented with every human capacity

to see which is strong and admirsble and have

shown that none is. There is only practicality.

If the o0ld God exists he must lbe a murderer.

But the one true god is Death. ( p. 353)

The main thrust of history, Herzog says with pathos,
is the *"victory of death, not of rationality, not of ration-
al faith.® ( p. 354) He cannot understand how Proudhen can
suggest that "God is evil". Herzog disagrees with that.
It is "our own mrdering imagination turns out to be the
great power, our human imagination which starts by accusing
God of murder. At the bottam of the whale disaster lies
the human being's sense of a grievance, end with this 1

want nothing mare to do." ( p. 354)

Death and memory thus play havoc with Herzog. He is
awarc that he is on the verge of insamity. But he can do
nothing. "These acute memories are probably symptams of dis-
order. To him, perpetual thought of death was sin. Drive
your cart and your plow over the banes of the dead." ( p. 46)
But Herzog camot 1live without fondling his memories. They
have become an integral part of his life. "But, I with
my memory - all the dead end the mad are in my custody,

and I am the nemesis of the would-be-forgotten." ( p. 167).



But these thoughts do not help to solve his problems.
No, they are good only increating more and more confusion.
Existence bccane a multi-layered realm of the sbstract:
"But can thought wake you up fram the dream of exdstence?
Not if it becanes a second reslm of confusion, another
more camplicated dream, dream of intellect, the delusion

of total explanations." ( p. 206 )

Caught between the urge to escape the harsh realities of
existence amd the horror of death, Herzog inevitably moves
to this "second realm" of oconfusion. He felt that the
outslde world was not able to understand him. The world out
there was confused. He was sober. But he has the duty to
explain it to them. To make them understand, to bring them
around. He "had been overcane by the need to explain to have
it out, to Justify, to put in perspective, to classify,

to make amends.” ( p. 8)

But Herzog is &2lso aware that he ha some problems.
He never trie: to refute it. "But he kmnei:, he was immode-
rate - worse than that temporarily deranged." ( p. 50 )
Or as the narrator tells, "He had maments of sanity, but
he could rot maintain thec balance for very lang." ( p. 116 )
Or at another instance, "Herzog tragically sipping milk in

Philadelphia, & frail hopeful 1lunatic, tipping the carton
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to quiet his stomach and drown his unquiet mind, cowrting
sleep." ( p. 134)

But being mad in a world turned upside down, Herzog
believes, is emancipation. It 1lifts you w fram the rut
of life. It breaks the stranglehold of reason. It cracks the
mould and lets you out free to adopt any protean dimens-
ions. "Emancipation resulting in madness. Unlimited freedam
to chose and plagy a tremendous variety of roles with a

lot of coarse energy." ( p. 265)

This total freedam Jjuxtaposed with death, gives man two
alternatives. As an expression of f{reedam he can disintegrste
totally. Or acknowledge that 1life is the waking spell of
existence and continue, irrespective of the void beyord.

But these choices, these posers, though caming fram an insane
mind are very significant. For, it proves to be most crucial

in Herzog's existence:

Since the last question, also the first one, the
question of death, offers us the interesting alternatives of
disinmtegrating ourselves by our own will in proof of our
ufreedan", or .the acknowledging that we owe a human life
to this v}aking spell of existence, regardless of the

void. ( After all we have no positive knowledge of that

vaid). (p. 382)
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Herzog makes the cholce, He retums to life. But how
is this possible? In a world stranger than fiction
nothing shouid raise the eyebrows of the sober. But
Herzog himself has an explanation for it: "In these
days of near delirium and wide ranging thought, deeper
elements of feeling had heightened his perception, or made
him 3instill something of his own into his surroundings. As
though he paltec them with moisture and color taken fram

his own mouth, his blood, liver, bowels, genitals.” ( p. 339)

Herzog is quiet. He has lived through the nightmare.
The devastating storm has left everything in ruin. He is
no more angry. No more vindictive. His soul has Dbeen
purified in the fire of agony:

Nietzsche himself had a Christian view .of history.

Seeing the present mament always as sane crisls,

sane fall fram classical greatness. Samne corruption

or evil to be saved fram... To some extent many of

us do think we have to recover from some poison,

need saving, ransaming. ( p. 71)

Living through the incinerators of 1life, Herzog Kknows
that he has to be saved. He has to be lifted up fram
thds mortal pain of death and existence. But he also
realises that his agony is not the end of all, but the
begimning of the process towsrds emancipation. A long night's
journey into 1light: *The light of truth 1s never far away,
and no human being is too negligible or corrupt to came

imto it.n ( p. 382)



Herzog knows, now, that suffering is needed. The

vanity, the ego, the feeling of 'I' has to be crushed,

pulverised, and only fram that ' pulp can the new man be

created:

this

for

It was enouygh to make any man pray to God to
remove this great, bone=bresking burden of self-
hood and self-development, give himself a fai-
lure, back to the species for a primitive
cure. But this was becoming the up-to-date and
most conventional way of lodking at any single
life. In this view the body itself, with its
two arms and vertical length, was compared to
the Cross; on which you knew the agony of
consciousness and separate being. ( p. 117)

Herzog analyses his own tortuous exigtence, based on

point of view:

His recent misfortwnes might be seen as a colle-
ctive project, himself participating, to destroy
his vanity and his pretensions to a personal
lJife so that he might disintegrate and suffer
and hate, like 30 many others, not only on
anything so distinguished as a c¢ross, but down
in the mire of post-Renaissance, post-humanistic,
post-Cartesian dissolution, next door to the
Void. ( p. 118)

Man is ready to take a 1lot of non-sense. He is ready

crucd fixdon, ready for the gallows, to the hsalter,

provided resurrection is a certainty:

But a man doesn't need happiness for himself. No,
he can put up with any amount of torment - with
recollections, with his omn familiar evils, despalir.
And this is the unwritten histary of man, his
unseen, negative accamplishment, his power to do
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is samething great, samething into which his
being, all beings can go. ( p. 353)

Herzog in his letter to Mermelsteln even refutes Kierke~

gaard, who according to Herzog had expounded suffering and
Hell to make mankind serious:

I vemture to say Kierkegaard meant that truth

has lost its force with us and horrible pain

and evil must teach it to us again, the eternal
punishments of Hell will have to regain their

reality before mankind turns serious mce more. (p.385)

Buwt Herzog does not believe so. He even mocks at
philo:wpheré who professes the meaninglessness of life =~
a dig at existentialists:

Let us set aside the fact that such convictions

in the mouths of safe, canfortable people playing

at crisis, alienation, apocalypse and desperaticn,

make me 8ick. We must get it out of our head -

that this is a doomed time, that we are wait-

ing for the end, and the rest of it, mere junk

fran fashinable magazines. Things are grim enough

without these shivery game . People frightening

one anotler - a poor sort of moral exercise. (p. 386)

Advocacy of suffering, Herzog believes, should not lead
mankind 'to its doan: "You have to have the power to
employ pain, to repent, to be illuminsted, you must have
the oppartunity and even the time." ( p. 386). Herzog says
tids for he knows that, "More commonly, suffering breasks

people, crushes them and is simply unilluminating. You
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see how gruesomely human beings are ‘destroyed by pain, when
they have added torment of losing their humanity first, so

that this death 1is a total defeat." ( p. 386)

But this 1s not the case of people with powerful ima-
gination, 1like Herzog:

Why not say rather that people of powerful imagination
given to dreaming deeply and to raising up marvelous

and self-sufficient fictions, turn to suffering saretimes
to cut into their bliss, as people pinch themselves to
feel awake. 1 know that my suffering, if I may speak
of it, has often been like that, a more extended form
of life, a striving for true wakefulness and an anti-

dote to illusion... ( p. 386)
But Hergzog agrees with Nietzsche on sme points, especially
about pain: "I also know you think that deep pain is
ennobling, pain which burns slow, like green wood, and there
you have me with you, samewhat. But for this higher
education survival is necessary. You must outlive the pain."
(pp. 386-89)

Herzog 1is confident about it, for he himself has out-
lived the most shattering experience of his life. As 1is
evident now, he believes in 1iife and feels there is sope-
thing more than what is visible, what is obvious to our

sgnses:

The necessary premise 3is that a man is somehow .
more than his "characteristics", all the emotions,
strivings, tastes, and constructions which it ple_ases
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that a life is something more than such a
cloud of particles, mere facticity. Go through
what 1is camprehensible and you conclude that

only the incomprehensible gives any light. ( p. 325)

What he must do is that, he must put an end to his

Quixotic behaviour. But was he another Quixote? Herzog him-

self has douwbts:

A Quixote imitates great models. What models did
he imitate? A Quixote was a Christian and Moses
E. Herzog was no Christian. This was the post-
Quixotic, post-Copernican U.S.A., where 2 mind
freely poised in space might discover relation-
ships utterly unsuspected by a seventeenth century
man sealed in his small universe. There lay
his twentieth century advantage. Only... in nine-
tenths of his existence he was exactly what
others were before him. ( p. 349)

Quixote or not, he decides to end, to put a full stop

to his 1insane activities:

He decided that this foolishness must stop, or
thdngs would go even woree... No, weakness, or
sickness, with which he hadl copped a plea all
his 1life (alternatively with arrogance), his
method of preserving equilibrium - the Herzog
gyroscope = had no further wutility. He seemed
to have came to the end of that. ( p. 347)

The decision is almost rammed into Herzog, for it cames
after a fatal accident he has with a truck, while taking

out his daughter June to a museun.

Herzog also decides that it 1is foolish to look for ful-

fillment in interpersonal relationships. The innumerable affairs, -



the countless number of women who came into Mg life and
left like a shadow, bear testimony to this: "But atleast

one thing became clear. To look for fulfillment in another,
in interpersonal relationships, was a feminine game. And the
man who shops fram woman to woman , though his heart aches
with idealism, with the desire for pure love, has entered

the female reslm." (p. 233)

Herzog no more searches for his evasive past. Not bec-
ause he wants to negate it, but because, he wamnts his
present to be complinentiry to it. After dreadful adventures,
a voyage into the realm of insanity and back, an arduaus
struggle with the reality filled with "Reality-instructors*,
wvho "wamts to teach you - to punish you with - the lessdn

of the Real." ( p. 157)

Herzog urderstards that what he was searching for was
not the past per se, but the quintessential spirit of the

past, that lend rainbow calours to his existence once.

Herzog's innumerous affairs has an imtimate relation with
his obsession with the past. In every Qanan, who cames into
his life, he is searching, trying, tore-live those days,
submerged intc his subconscious mind. Every waman for him
is an uncutstone on which he could sculpture his past.

But unfortunatcly with one stroke of his hammer the stme

breaks intc zthousand pieces.
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In Herzog's system of the temporal world, man-woman re-
lationship occupies a paramount place, not only becszuse
codtus signifies the unconscious human urce for the ultimate
union with the unknown - death, or perhaps universe or
God - but also because, he believes it to be a thorough~-

fare .to the past.

Procreation may be the ultimate aim of all man-woman
relationships, but certainly it is not the socle arbitrator
of this camplex, myster.i‘ous, awe-inspiring relationship. And
it is this factor alone that elevates man to a pedestal
above the quadrupeds. And unfortunately it 1s this factor

alone that leads to wnending nightmares of marriage corrid: .

Herzog finds mo marital bliss, Bliss, of course, is a
subjective reaction to & specific sltuation. One man's flesh
is another man's poism. And for Herzog, this is buried in
the d_eep layers of the past. He enters into a series of
relastionships, gets disgusted and at last realises that bidss

is not to be found in interpersonal relationships.

Daisy, his {first wife,enshrouded in Herzog's subconscious
mind and often retwrning in his atrophied memories, if not
a paradign of virtue, is indeed a study in contrast to
Madeleine. Herzog has no reason to divorce her, but his

vawting ambition to make life more cclourful. As Saul Bellow
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puts it, Herzog has not only a talent for polemics but nin
marrying Madeleine, he showed a taste and talent aleo for
danger and extension, for heterodoxy, for ordeals, a fatal

attraction to the city of destruction." ( p, 13 )

Daisy is a simple country girl, who loved her family
and found ecstacy in the normal dull routine c¢f  life. Not
being ambitious, ehe had no qualms about the !ﬁgher
abstractions of life. Her cosmos is bounded by the four walls

of her hane.

She never questions Herzog - for she believes that he
is omniscient, as all husbands are. She is content to stand

by him and wait: "Of course a "wife's duty was to stand by

this puzzling amd often disagreeable Herzog. She did so with

heavy neutrality, recording her objection each time = once but

no more. The rest was silence..." ( p. 158)

Herzog's memories about Daisy are not strained by tle
erotic, for her strength 1is not her curves or bust, bul it is
"stability, symmetry, order, containment". ( p. 158) She could
bz summed up in Herzog's words itself: #Sad, clear-eyed,

mostly mute, resistant. But a wife." ( p. 160)

In a world of infidels, fidelity stinks. It becames a
wourd, which bleceds profusely. Take Phoebe Gersbach, wife

of Valentine Ccrsbach, Herzog's intimate friend turned his
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wife Madcleine's lover. She knows that her husband {is
hooked by Madekine's cham. But she has no escape. A no
exit gituation. For, she has "only one business in 1life,

one aim, to keep her husband and protect her child."(p.76)

It is a vegetable life that she leads. It is a case
of her Cod, dyinz young. che 1s conieuned to be a glave,
for in a vworld of ndght, the meek has no place. Existence
becanes not a right, but a privilege. A concession, a gift
of the poverful. And Phoebe knew that she was weak: " 1
was seelng a psychistrist and he advised me to keep away
fram you, most of all fran you and all your trouble. He
sald I was not strong enouch, and you know, it 1is true

-~ I amnot strong enough! ( p. 320)

Phoebe accepts her role of an unfortunate, neurotic
middle~class woman, without even a whimper. "She acknowled-
ged the creative depth of moderm degeneracy, all the lwmu-
riant vices of emancipated swingers, and thus accepted her
gituation as a poocs, neurotic, dry, unfortunate, mud-stuck,
middle class wauan.” ( p. 322) A1l that Phoebe can do is
to cling on to Valentine and suffer in silence. Her
husband's adultery meant nothing to her. For, "sexlessness

was her satrength; she wiclded the authority of the superego."

( pe 322)



Perhaps, the same sterile predicament helps her to
overcame the bitter'reality:

Anyway to her, having Madeleine's body could never

seem a big deal. She micht have pitied Herzog's

stupid eg; he adedness his clumsy way of putting

his trowles into high-minded categaries or simply

his suffering. But she probably had only enough

feeling for the conduct of her own life, and o

more. { p. 76)

Phoebe's existence, like Herzog, is tethered to her
agony. What happens if this bond breaks? Wwill she be an
orphan, denied even the right to suffer? She has no stre-
ngth to find an answer., For, she knows, 'with Gersbach, she
could still be a wife. She cooked, ironed, signed checks.
wWithout him, she could not exist, cook, make beds. The

trance Would break. Then what?® ( p. 323)

Herzog and .heobe are almost two sldes of a same
coin, in tlieir recpective cravings for their beloveds. But
there is an essential di fference. Phoebe has no courage to
find out, what happens if her ties with Valentine are
broken. So she continues the vegetable existence. But, an
answer 1is forced in Herzog's case. Kalelcine throws him

out, and he has tc live. And so he survives., He overcames.

Happiness 1is such an elusive thing. El Dorado may be at
your door steps. Yet, to take that crucial step forward you

hesitate. You have nagging doubts or f£ilial attachment to
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torturing sorrow, or mortal fear of your impotency to shouwlder
the perennial bliss.

Sensuous, affectionate, tender and understamding, Sonu
Oguki, from the land of the rising sun, was Herzog's
perfect amour. He himself admits that, ™o tell the truth,
I never had it 80 good... but I lacked the strength of
character to bear such joy." ( p. 210) Sonu Oguki's 1love
for Herzog remains a mnystery. For, devoid of motives, it
rests on a plane, rarefiel and noble. Everyone had an axe
to grind, save her. What did she find so irresistible in
a man, past his prime, dwelling in the twilight zones of
sanity? What was this source of wuxorial admiration, that
makes her rate him ‘*higher than kings and Presidents".

( p. 213).

All deep relationships are beyond the point of logic.
In the realm of sentiments and sentients, reason loses
moorings., Anl so let it be with Sonu Oguki. She has no
demands. She has no complaints. For, she never expects
anything fram Herzog, save his presence. "She asked only

that 1 showd be with her from time to time." ( p. 215)

But Herzog, destined to suffer camnot tolerate the good,
the soft, the tranquil for 1long: "Same people are at war
with the best things of life and pervert them into fanta-

sies and dreams." ( p. 215) The call of pain bids him.
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No force can stop the fatal progress towards the forbidden
fruit. He must leave Sonu Oguki, her warmth, her éalt bath
and her Yiddish French, anly to regret later, "Other men
have farsaken the west, looking - for Just this. It was

delivered to me in New York city." ( p. 215)

Perhaps Sonu Oguki's love, affection and sex, are still
far away fram the ecstacies of Herzog's childhood. How can
one stop, for an oasis, when one is on the way to Uopia?

This can be the only reason for Herzog to leave Somu

Oguki.,

Ruthlessness 1is camplimentary to ambition. Blind to
sentiments, it marches ahead, stamping to pulp, 1love, affec-
tion, kindness - weaknesses that can Jeopardise your tryst
with destiny. Madeleine Pointritter, caricatures the modern
wanan determined to baward the phallocentric world, Herzog
is a mere tool, a means to an end. And his daughter - an
occupational hazard, perhaps. Herzog knows this, and he
himself admits:

I understood that Madelelne's ambition was to

take my place in the learned world. To overcame

me. She was reachinz her final elevation, as

queen of the intellectuals, the castiron blue

stockings. And your friend Herzog writhing under
this sharp elegant heel. ( p. 98)
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Again with a3 punch of self-pity, Herzog says: '"Madel~ine
by the way, lured me out of the learned world, got in
hereelf, slammed the door and 1s still in there, gossipping
sbowt me." ( p. B )

But Herzog, the intellectual, the historian, can do
nothing. Ho wonder, at times he loathes himself., Mocks at
high-brow jargon and gobbledegook Perhaps, he would have
relinquished this world of insanity for the bliss of love:
"The world should 1love lovefs; but not theoreticians. Never
theoreticians! Show them the door. Ladies, throw out these
gloomy bastards! Hence, loathed melancholy! In dark Cimmerian

desert ever dwell." ( p. 211).

But Herzog is in 1love with Madeleine, and desperately
needs her. Dr. Bdvig the psychiatrist, sums up this hysteric
affection as "depressives tended to form frantic dependen-
cies and to become hysterical when cut off, when threatened
vdthv loss." ( pe 70 ) Sandor Himmelstein, his friend and
lawyer mocks, "every man is a sucker for some type of broad."
( p. 102) Zeroing "in on Herzog, he blatantly says, "Because
you are a high-brow and married a high-brow broed. Some-

vhere in every intellectual is a dumb prick." ( p. 103)

Sex for Madeleine has no emnotional dimension. Ard she

never Believes in mixing these wp. It is a physical need.



99

Perhaps, a man for her is only an extension of vibrator.
Best disposed off after use: "She wanted him there at
night. She would even, half with rancor, take his hand and
put it on her breast as they were falling asleep. But in
the morning, she would have liked him to disappear!"(p.140)
Night fa physical copulation and day for intellectual mastur-

bation. The new female generation.

The degeneration of sex into a mechanical act is obvious
when Herzog experiences her indifference to it: "J/e had
intercourse the might before. But as soon as it was done,
she turned on the light, picked up one of these dusty Rus-
sian folios, put it on her chest, and started to read away.

Not a kiss, not a last touch.” ( p. 78)

The cognisance of her sexual magnetisn, coupled with
fanatical obsession for success, turns her psyche into a
gun powder keg. Uﬁable to balance the tremendous forces at
work, at times she is caught in the whirpoal c¢f insanity.
Herzog warns her about it. But ladeleine with her
sharp intellect has already adjusted to live with it: "She
said it was not exactly news to her that she was abnor-
mal. In fact, she took the whole thing calmly. 'Anyway, it

will never be boring', was wat she said." (p. 74)
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Jonathan Wilson is right in saying, Miadeleine, as well
as being a great bitch, is also the great architect of
chaos in Herzog's life. She bounces checks, refuses to clean
up the house and betrays Herzog with his best friend,
Valentine Gersbach. Irresponsible and extravagant, she is

everything that dull Daisy was not."h

Madeleine, unabashedly usurps all that is valuabtle in
Herzog's life - His fame, child, his house and his momey.
Mocks at his memories and spits at his dreams and leaves
him almost an orphan. She destroys him completely. Or she
thinks so and moves in with Gersbach, her new paradigm of

success. But she is wrag.

Herzog survives. He outgrows his depression and exorcises
ance and forever Madeleine from his sgystem:

His servitule was ended and his heart released

fran its grisly heaviness amd encrustation. Her

(Madeleine's) absence, no more than her presence

itself, was simply s&weetness and lightness of

spirit... it wes a delicious joy to have bher

removed from his flesh, 1like something that had

stabbed his shoulders, his groins, made his

arms ani his neck lame and cumbersame. ( p. 381)

In his ecstacy over his victory, he writes to his
psychiatrist: ™y dear sage amd imbecilic Hivig. It may be
that the remission of pain is no small part of human bappi—

ness., In its primordial and stuplder 1levels, wher: now and

then a closed valve opens again...® ( p. 381)
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One question that haunts the reader is that had not
Madeleine thromn him out, would that relationship have
survived? It is imevitable that the relationship should break
u. For, as I sgtated earlier, Herzog is certainly not
after conjugal bliss, but after his past. Every relationship
is an attempt at brooking the Lethe. And every attempt is

a miserable failure.

Ramona, according to Robert R. Dutton, is the earth
goddess (she rwms a floral shop), who is more than willing
to salve all of Herzog's wounds, to reassure him of Hs
intelligence and masculinity, his virility and value.5
Madeleine has systematically destroyed Herzog., Sex for Herzog
is not a mere physical indulgence. It reflected fertility,
virility amd growth., "But his sexual powers had been damaged
by Madeleine® ( p. 2R) which is restored step by step by

Ramona.

Ramona is his lover, nurse, mother, all rolled into
one. Reflecting back, Herzog often thinks of Ramona and
feels ™hat perhaps it had been simply a question of right
waman, all along." ( p. 24) Ramona understands Herzog.
Madeleine is not an easy adversary. But Ramona, only Ramma
can challenge her in every field. Like DMadeleine, she too
is voluptuous, adept in the game of sex and has sharp

intelligence, but unlike her, was not ambitious.
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What Ramona wamts is a stable life - A family, a
man, who can be trusted. Herzog 1s aware of this:

Ramona had not learned those erotic monkey shines

in a manual, but in adventure, in confusion, and

at times probably with a sinking heart, in brutal

and alien eabraces. She now must yearn for

stability. She wanted to give her heart orce and

for all, and 1level with a good, becanc Herzog's

wife and quit being an easy lay. ( p. 27 )

Herzog reciprocates her feelings, though he often avoids
her frank overtures, fearing that it may undermine his
freedan, But he genuinely wants her. The only problem being
that he was still haunted by the rotten cadaver of Madele-
ine. He wants to be purged off that and wants to start
life on a clean slate:

Ramona truly was a desirable wife. She was under-

standing. Bducated, well situated in New York. Money.

And sexually a natural masterpiece. What breasts!

Lovely ample shoulders. The belly deep. Legs

brief amd a little bowed but for that very

reason especially attactive. It was all there.

Only he was not through with love amnd hate

elsevhere. iHerzog had unfinished business. ( p.86)

But "Ramcna transformed his wishes intc sexual excite-
ment and to give credit where it was due, turned his
grief in a useful direction." ( p. 195) And when }oses
confesses tc her about his sexual failure, Ramona 1is asto-
nished and says that no woman can find feult with Moses.

He tells her that he "was often a flat feilurc with Made-

leine. It might be the release of his angry feeling against
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Mady that improved his perfommance". At this Ramona looked
scvere. 'I don't know - it might be me - have you consi-

dered that?', ghe sald." ( p. 195)

Herzog is not merely on the look out for carnal
pleasures. But carnal pleasures that leads to revival of
spirit. The resurrection from death. And this is where
Ramona's role becames crucial:

She, Ramona, wanted to add riches to his life and

give him what he pursued in the wrong places.

This she could do by the art of love. She said

- the art of love which was one of the sublime

achievements of the spirit. It was love she meant

by riches. What he had to learn from her -

while there was time; while he was still virile,

his powers substantially intact - was how to

renew the spirit through the flesh ( a precious

vessel in which the spirit rested). Ramona, bless

her! ( p.228)

Unlike Hadeleine, for Ramona, sex is not a mechanical act.
It is the sublime achievement of the spirit. Sex for her

is means to an end - reward of the spirit through flesh.

But is Herzog able to transcend time and reach his
childhood innocence, through Ramona? No! DBul something spec-
tacular happens! Ramona preaches into his ears, the ultimate
truth behind temporal bliss. The enlighterment that he recei-
ves, the wisdom that 4is churned out of agony and suffering,
and is preached into Hhm, that his past is beautifl

because he derived his strength fraz his simple desires,
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in his childhood. This is what Ramona teaches him: "But as
one recovers self-cmfidencev ane learns the simple strength

of simple desires." ( p. 188)

To realise this truth, Herzog frees life fran the time
scale that stretches fram infinity to infinity. And once
time is obliterated, past, present, and future, becares an
amalgamation of memories and hopes amd actions. This is
chaos. Beyond the limited comprehension of the mortal. But
out of this frenzy, Herzog comorehends the truth, the
essence, the wisdan and returns to the transient spell,
balkanised into past, present and futwe = the life., But
vwhy? As he wrote to his dead mother:

The life yo gave me has been curious and

perhaps the death I must inherit will turn out

to be even more profoundly curious. I have

saetimes wished it would hurry up, longed for

it to came soon. But I am still on the

same side of the eternity as ever. It's

Just as well, for 1 have certain things still

to do. ( p. 397)

He decides to sperd the rest of his 1life, not secluded,
but among the cammon people., It is not in seclusion that
you find the real life, but out there in the world., "I
mean to share with other human beings as far as possible

and not destroy my remaining years in the same way. Herzog

felt a deep, dizzy eagerness to begin." ( p. 392)
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"The real and essential question is-oune of our employment
by other beinge and their employment by us. Without this
true employment, you never dread death, you cultivate it.
And ccnsciousness when it doesn't clearly unierstand what
to 1ive for, what to die for, can only asbuse and ridicule
itseli‘."'( p. 333) This Herzog understands, The truth which
he practised without preaching, without being aware, while
he was young. The truth that made his life meaningful.

To this end his life 1is devoted now.

And then he 1s totally free. Free fram thouwhts, free

fraz nagging memories amd liberated frau Madelelne:

He was surprised to feel =such contentmert... content-
ment? Vhom was he kidding? This was Joy! For perhaps
the first time he felt what it was to be free
from Madeleine. Joy! ( p. 381)

He no rniore wamts te be sanething else. he 1is satisfied
to be himself. No more chasing mirages. No more dream
castles. No more compromise with the self to sult the
ocutside woarld's tantrum:

why must I be such a throb- hearted character...
But I am, I am, and you can't teach old dogs.
{yself is thus amd so, and so will continue
thus and so. And why fight it? My balence cames
frorn instability. Not organisation, or coursge,
as with other people. It 1is tough, but that's
how it is... Perhaps, the only way I am able
to do it. ( p. 102)
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Jonathan Wilson statecs that,

Herzog's goal 4is a kind of transcendental peace,

an imner and outer quietness: he yearns to still

the babble of tongues 4inside him, to rid his mind

of clutter and to exorcise the ghosts of his

disastrous marrisge. If doing so takes him by way

of nineteenth - and twentieth century German exist-

ential theories that he must ponder over and d%s—

credit before he can dismiss, then so be it.

Tony Tanner sums ub Herzog as 'Joyous sa.rﬁty growing
out of remote exhaustion... a change of heart, a turning to
the sun. Not resignation but a profound ‘'let be', accampa-
nied peace amd a prayer of praise such as can only be

uttered from the other side of suffering."7

At the end of the novel, Herzog 1is back in his country
house in Ludeyville, which according to Jonathan Wilson is "a
parodic romantic retreat, a Yeatsian tower, that Herzog
ironically calls ‘“Herzop'g folly".8 AMone in his garden,
llerzog discovers that &t this time, he has "no messages

for anyone. Nothing. Not a single word." ( p. 416)

The exorcism 1is over,
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Chapter IV

Post-Herzog Novels




Pre-script

This chapter is devoted to the novels that Saul
Bellow has written after Herzog. After Herzog, Saul Bellow
has written slx novels. The constraimts of time amd scope
of an K.Phil dissertation forces me to limit this study to

just three novels. The Bellarosa Comection which appeared

in 1929, A _Theft, which was published in 1988 and More

Die _of Heartbreak published in 1987 are exclwied, The three

novels taken for discussion are Mr. Sammler's Planet, his

nost controversial work, that left even his most ardent

critic and admirer John J. Clayton agitated, Humboldt's Gift,

which almost reads like the continuation of Herzog, and

The Dean's Lecember, the least successful of all Bellow's

novels,

AMlmost all the questions that we discussed in the
earlier chapters are discussed here also. Samne critlcs be-
lieve that post-Herzog Bellow heroes are differenmt fram
the earlier ones. Since heroes are an integral part of the

novel, they cannot afford to be different, without it
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effecting the whole structure of the work, when the stru-
cture of the work is affected, it naturally changes the
novel. This question will be thoroughly looked into. If
the post-Herzog novels are differemt, how? And if not,
what 1s the philosophical outlook that underlies all
Bellow's works? This chgpter will be an attempt to answer

these questions.

Mr, Sammler's Planet : Of Sensualists without Heart

Mr. Sammler's Planet is congidered to be outside the

usual Bellovian pale. Many critics have felt that it is
radically differemt from a]1 his previous works. Jonathan
Wilson has quoted Malcolm ©Bradbury as having said that

Mr. Sanmler's Planet is "a work of social imiignation, a

radical revolt agaiﬁst the radical revolt of 1968."1
Jonathan Wilson writes further: "Some critics, especially
those vho had devoted articles or books to explaining or
articulating Bellow as 'life-affirming' writer, felt almost
betrayed by Artur Sammier's book~-length harangue against
radical students, 1libidinous young women, and members of

the blackx underclass. "2

John J. Clayton in his book, Saul Bellow: In Defenge
of Man concludes: "I hope... that Bellow returns to the

planet he used to share with us". But he had actually
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planned to end it as "it is his sympathy with... manifold
humanity, the apprehension of the mystery inherent in living
huzan beings - a mystery which sigmifies their value - for

which we read Saul Bellow".3

Daniel Fuchs writes after examining the manuscri-

pts of Mr. Samnler's Planet that,

Bellow never gave a thought to comprarise in
writing. Indeed, they show that his ingpiration
came fram vwhat he unswervingly considered the
madness of the manent... Surely there was no
failure of nerve here, as same alleged, but a
demonstration of courage that came short of
clairvoyance. 4

Mr., Daniel Fuchs says that in an interview given to

James Howard of Life, Bellow has asserted about Mr.Samnler's

Planet that,

I had a high degree of excitement in writing it
and finished it in record time., It is my first
thoroughly non.apologetic venture intc ideas. In
Herzog and EFenderson the Rain King 1 was kidding
my way to Jesus, but here I am baring myself

nakedly.?

But later Bellow reverses this assessment "coming to think
of Samrler as a novel -excessively argued. Far fram baring
himself naked, he came to think that the novel was not

persongl enough." 6

Jonathan Vilson also quotes Max Schulz who feels that

mhe impoverished view of man (that) Bellow gives us in



111

Mr. Samnler's Planet"” seems to upset either "a reel
shifting of philosophical ground" on Bellow's part ar a
"fictionally indigested reaction to the frustration of mid-

twentieth century e)d.stence.“7

Kr. Samiler, many critics feel was nothing more than
a mouthpiece far Saul Bellow, especially when Sammler
champions order, sexuazl conservation, public restraint and
self-comtrol. This is because Saul Bellow's reaction to the
upheavals of the late 1960s are well kmown. Ben Slegel
has pointed out that while novelists do necessarily share
their hero's views, Artur Sammler's reactions to people ard
events are totally consistent with those expressed by Saul

Bellow in essay, lecture amd interview.

But to reduce the novel Mr. Sammler's Planet as a

virulemt campaign against the late 1960's upheaval would
be a gross injustice. One would certainly agree with

Jonathar lscn, when he writes that,

Bellow the novelist,.. is governed by creative
impulses that do not always square with the
presentetion of a one-sided view of things -
Whatever that side may be. 4And, while Sammler's
porntifications lend the novel its reactionary
air, Bellow's fictional methoddlogy ensures that
Sammler will turn out to be as twisted a spokes-
man for "order" as was Augie karch for n"freedan” 8

Disnissing Mr. Sammler's harangue's against the world

in which he lives as the superficial outburst of senility,
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we find that Mr. Sammler 1like other Bellovian heroes, is
caught in the whirlpool of existence, wunable to idemtify
the reasons, nor its meaning, but campelled br an unknown
force to 1live. Once we understand this septuagenarian,
vlagued by the chaos of modern civilisation, we realise, that

the man is the message, the message the man.

NMr., Samder is not Jjust another old man, finding it
difficult to adjust to the growing anarchy of a world,
slowly being devoid of sentiments and hunampess He is =a
man who has experienced the agonies and ecstacies of 1life.
He has seen the most brutal face of civilisation. He has

also witnessed the glory of civilisation.

He has known London in pre-war days, and had civili-
sed existence with acqaintances 1like H.G.Wells. But, he has
also witnessed Auschwitz, where his wife was murdered, and
he climbed out of a mass grave one eye lost to a Nazi
rifle butt. He has escaped frun the anti-semites of Poland:

When Antonia was murdered. When he himself urderwent

murder beside her. When he and sixty or twenty

others, all stripped naked and having dug their

own grave, were fired upon and fell in., Bodies

upon his own body ensuing, Lis dead wife samewhere

nearby. Struggling out much later fram the weight of

corpses, crawling out of the lose soil... (p. 92)

Kr. Samler has even comnitted murder. Cold blooded mur-

der, when ris victim implored with him to spare his life,



113

He made him fling away his carbine... Samnder
ordered the man to take off his coat. Then the
tunic, The sweater, the boots... He asked for
his life. Red-headed, a big chin bronze-stubbled,
he was scarcely breathing. He was white. Violet
under the eyes. Sammler saw the soil already
sprinkled on his face, He saw the grave on his
skin. The grime of the lip, the large creases
of skin descending fran his nose already lined
with dirt - that man to Sammler was already
underground. He was no longer dressed for
life. He was marked, lost. Had to go. Was gone.
mjon't kill me. Take the things." Sammler did
not answer, but stood out of reach. "I have
children." Sgmmler pulled the trigger. The body
then lay in the snow. A secand shot went
through the head and shattered it. Eone burst.
Matter flew out. ( pp. 138-39)

No wonder, Sammnler says, "the best and purest human
beings, fram the beginning of time, have understood that
life is sacred." ( p. 18) Then why did he kill? To preserve
'his' sacred life. And because 1ife 3is sacred, Sgmmler contl-
nues to exist, even when the outside world suffocates him. On
the one hamd, lr. Samlder wants to live, on the other hand
he is pained over the triviality of life. "Did one have a
right to expectations, being 1like those bubbles in the
flask?" ( p. 89) Mr. Sam.ler asks desperately. This ambivalence
is the perennial problem of a&all Bellow's characters. Sammler
points out that ‘'mman beings suffered the humiliation of
incensequence, of coni‘uséd styles, of a long 1life containing

several lifes." ( p. 26)

Sammler mocks human beings, often remembering the quota-

tion c¢f Max Veber which he has learned by heart,"Specialists
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without spirit, eensualists without heart, this nullity
imagirfs that it has attained 3 level of civilisation never
before achieved.® ( pe. 5;,) Samiler ridicules every institu-
tion of civilised man. "Democracy for him was mere propaga-
nda. Fram government, propaganda entered every aspect of

life." ( p. 87) He ridicules revolution:

There were no revolution that he could remember which
had not been made for Justice, freedan and pwre good-
ness., Their 1last state was always nihilistic than
the first. ( p. 76)

Ard  he has contempt for New York, the «city where he
lives. "Great cities are whores., Doesn't everyone know?
Babylon was a whore... Pencillin keeps New York looking
cleaner. No faces gnawed by gyphilis, with gaping noseholes

as in anciemt times." ( p. 163)

And of the times in which he lives, Mr., Sammler says,

The dark satanic mills changing into light satanic
mills. The reprobates converted into children of
joy, the sexual ways of seraglio and the Congo
bush adopted by the emancipated masses of New
York, Amsterdam, London... He saw the increasing
triunph of Enlightemment - Liberty, Fraternity,
Equality, Adultery...the privileges of aristocracy
(without any duties) spread wide, democratised, es-
pecially the 1libidinal privileges, the right to be
uninhibited, spontaneous, urinating, defecating,
belching, coupling in all positions, tripling...
cacbing the leisure and luxurious inventiveness
of Versailles with the hibiscus covered erotic
ease of Samoa. Dark ramamticisan now took over.

( pp. 32-33)

Mr. Sammler feels that 1lack of a spiritual life is
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leading humanity to disaster:

The middle class having failed to create a spiri-
tual life of its own, investing everything in
material expansion, faced disaster. Also, the world
becoming disenchanted, the spirits, and demons expel-

led from the air were now taken inside. Reason had

swept and garnished the house, but the 1last

state might be worse than the first. ( p. 145)

As the external world increases 1its pressure, Mr. Sam-
mler feels thatit is time to leave this planet altogether.
Perhaps, man needs another planet, fros which he can begin
fram the very begimning..." A time to gather stones to-
gether, a time to cast away stones. Considering the earth
itself not as a stone cast, but as samething to cast one-

self fran - to be divested of. To blow this great blue,

white, green planet, or to be blown fram it." ( p. 51 )

But as the external world is chaotic, s0 1s the
Fr. Samiler's intermal one. Obsessed with thoughts of death
he knows that his gener'ation ie fast dissppearing. Only a
few are left. And they tco may leave, at any time, any
moment. "His late wife. The widow's late aunt. wherever you
looked, or triel to look, there were the late. It took
sane getting used to." ( p. 8 ) Kr. Samaler, perhaps, sees
his own future when he says, "Humankind could not endure

futurelessness. As of now, death was the sole visible future."

( p. 75)
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cvery encounter with death, brings back to Sammler
the memories of the murder that he coamitted. He has no
escape from that guilt." A sudden escape of red fluid, amd
the man was gone. With 211 his will, purpose, virtues, his
good record... his love and despair over son and daughter.
wWhen his life - or this 1life, that life, the other 1life -
was gone, taken away, there would remain for Sammler,
while he lasted, that bad literalness, the yellow 1light of

Polish summer heat..." ( p. 92)

Nor could he escape fran the bitter memories of

Auschwitez:

In contraction fraa life, when naked, he already
felt himself dead. But samehow he had failed,
unlike the others, to be connected. Camparing the
event, as mentally he sametimes did, to a telephone
circuit: death had not picked wp the receiver to
answer his ring. ( p. 138)

Thoughts of death often leads to God. For, the mystery
of death and the craving for an after 1life, inevitably ends

man with the notion of a Supreme Being:

Is God only the gossip of the 1living? Then we
watch these living speed like birds over the
surface of a water, and one will dive or plunge
but not came wup again and never be seen any more.
And in our turn we will never be seen again,

once gone through that surface. But then we have
no proof that there is no depth under the sur-
face. We cannot even say that our knowledge of death
is shallow. There 1is no knowledge. ( p. 236)
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His obsession with death increases as days pass by. It
comes to a climax, when he identifies with the dead. Wat-
ching the {fight between Feffer and the pick-pocket, MNr.

Sammler feels that he was powerless:

To be so powerless was death. And suddenly he
saw himself not so much standing as strangely
leaning, as reclining, and peculiarly in people,
and as a past person. That was not himself.
It was someone = and this struck him - poor
in spirit. Sameone between the human and not-
human states, between content and emptiness, be-
tween full and void, meaning and not-meaning,
between this world and no world. ( p. 290)

Caught between a gruesame existence and a mysterious
death, Sammler craves for deeper understanding of existence.
Only through true freedam, liberation, man will be able to

escape fram this unreality to the reality:

Things met within this world are tied to foms of
of our perception in space and time and to the
forms of our thinking. We see what 1is before us,
the present, the objective. Eternal being makes
its temporal appearance in this way. The only way
ot of captivity in the forms, cut of confinement
in the prisai of projections, the only contact with
the eternal, is through freedam. ( p. 57)

Mr. Samler in his quest gsarches far the reality
even in Hinde philosophies:

I learned thet only 3ideas are not overpowered
by will - the cosmic force, the will, which
drives all things. A blinding power. The imner
creature fury of the world., What we see are mly
its manifestations. Like Hindu philosophy - Maya,
the veil of appearances that hangs over all human
experience. ( p. 209)
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Mr. Sammler 1s horrified at the fate of human exdstence.
What is existence? What is death? Wwhy this 1life? He doesn't
know but he tries to give a rational explanation:

You have been sumnoned to be. Summoned

out of matter. Therefore here you are. And though

the vast over-all ddsign may be of the deepest

interest, whether originating in a God or in

an indeterminate source which should have a di-

fferent name, you yourself, a finite, are obliged

to wait, painfully, anxiously, heartachingly in this

yellow despair. And why? Buwt you must. ( p. 90)

But then more than this, a more horrifying prospect:

The earth was a grave: our life was lent to it

by its elawents and had to be returned: a time

came when the simple elements seemed to long

for release fram the canplicated forms of life,

when every element of every cell said, "Enough".

The planet was our mother and our burial

gromd. ( p 182)

Mr. Sammler tells Govinda Lal, the Indian scientist
that most forms of personal existence seen to be discredited
and that there 1is a peculiar longing for ‘'"non-being". Mr.
Samnler feels that people want to visit all other states of
being in a diffused state of consciousness, not wishing to be
any given thing, but instead to becane comprehensive, entering
ard leaving at will. Why should they be human? Ask Mr.
Samaler. He also feels that transcending the wunsatisfactory
humanity "is also getting rid of the human being." So he
feels that there is no difference between transcending and

the humnan existence amd non being. But then cames the most
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crucial part of kr. Sam.der's outlodk:

May be man should get rid of himself. Of course.

If he can., But also he has socmething in him which
he feels 1is dmportant to contimue., Something that
deserves to go on. It is samething that has to go
on, and we all know it., The spirit feels cheated,
outraged, defiled, corrupted, fragmented, injured...The
spirit knows that its growth is the real aim of
existence... The best... is to be disinterested.

Not as misanthropes dissociate themselves, by judging,
but by not Jjudging. By willing as God wills. (p.236)

The ending of Mr, Sammler's Planet therefore need not

cane as a shock to any close reader, For, as many critics
belie\}e there is no about face.io sudden realisation. As was
stated earlier, the man is the message, the message man.
So his 1life itself, exemplifies his philosophy, that growth

of the spirit is the real aim of existence.

Looking at the dead body of Elya Grurer, Samder says
in a mental whisper: "..., He was aware that he must meet,
and he did meet - through all the confusion and degraded
clowning of this life through which we are speeding - he did
meet the terms of his contract. The tems which, in his
inmost heart, each man knows., As I know mine. As all know.
For that is the truth of it - that we all know, God, that

we know, that we know, we know, we know." ( p. 313)

So Mr. Sammler, reaffims his faith in life and conti-
nues his existence, for he knows that he has to meet the

tems of hs contract,widch in his imost heart,he alone knows.
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Humbaldt!s Gift : Trying for the Celestial,
Ballon springs no leak.

Daniel Fuchs in his essay on Humbaldt's Gift Dbegins:

The familiar Bellow tension between aspiring self
and resistant world, spiritual seeking and material
finding, issued imto a story of a poet engulfed
by the contradictions and a friend straining to
reconcile them, The anti-theses here are so
sharp that they can be held together - when they
are held together - only by a cauic perspective. 9

Humboldt's gift, one feels is almost an extension of

Herzog. For most of the characters reappear, though in dif-

ferent names and garbs. Jonathan Wilson says:

Humboldt's Gift most vividly recalls Herzog, but it
isymbilically connected to all the other novels,
Charlie Citrine who in himself is very close to
Moses Herzog, is divorced f{ram the bitchy but
beautiful Demise amd embroiled in an affair with
the sexy but demanding Renata ».. Reincarnations
of Madeleine and Ramona, Denise and Renata are
not the anly familiar figures. Citrinﬁ')s brother
Julius is Herzog's brother Shura ....

Thouwh a superficial resezblance could te established

betweenn 3ellow's characters in Humboldt's Gift an? other

novels and most of the "Bellovian dilemma" is vividly pre-

sent in the novel, where Humboldt's Gift differs fram the

rest is the transcemding of these dilemma, which is not a
solution, but a movement to a higher stage of reconciliation

with existence and death.
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Fuchs has written that the novel was a fusion of two se-
parate novels. One about Humboldt and New York and the
secand one about Sweibel and Cantabile and Chicago.

Humboldt's Gift came into being by the camc Juxtaposition

of the two and Bellow believed for a long time that it was
his funniest book.

Richard G. Stem in New York Times magazine has written

that origin of the novel was the death of Saul Bellow's old
friend, poet Delmore Schwartz, who had died amid poverty and
squalor. Bellow, as Charlie Citrine sees Humboldt eating

a pretzel in the street, had scen him and could not face
him., Bellow began to write a memoir, which later turned
fictional., At the same time he was working on another

book, based on the 1life and stories of another friend,
David Pelz, a contractor, a health freak. And 4in words of
Ste "Pelz's character and misadventures melted dinto the

book about Humboldt, and another deeper Bellovian narrator

1
came along to hald the warlds together."’

W/ ~
Daniel Fuchs writes that, ) c
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Written over a period of eight years, Humboldt'sw
Gift was a vortex in search of a center. In
all those years there was a constant element, the
character of Humboldt. What was not constant was

the way Humboldt was conceived, the person doing the
conceiving, and the precise ambience of the conceptian.12



The narrator of the novel, who holds the two worlds
together, Charlie Citrime, has lived a 1ife, according to
Daniel Fuchs, ™wihich is a tale of two cities, New York and
Chicago; culture and anarchy, you might say, except that
culture veers towards anarchy and anarchy towards culture." 1
The novel about the poet Delmore Schwartz did not becane

a reality, until, as Bellow himself said in an interview

to Lomon Sunday Times, "I got into same of the characters
around him; they took the book over and it became interes-

ting and I;>oss:'1ble.“15

CharXe Citrine, perhaps, is the only Bellovian character
who does not seem to suffer intensely, for all Bellovian
characters, the outside world is hostile, to which they
become reconciled, because 1life is sacred. Asa Leventhal of
The Victinm also suffers not much. But as is stated earlier,
his stature as the hero of the novel is debatable. More
than that, wunlike Citrine, he has no quest, to fatham the
deeper rezlities. bBut Citrine, as Jonathan Wilson has peinted
out, "is in a1 advanced Eellovian stage, in which the pulling
of hs 1life in order has nothing to do with working out
his feelings about his ex-wife Denise, deciding whether or
not to merry his lover Renata, finding financial equilibrium,
"getting up a stable home, or even coming to temms with
his own neuroses. Discovering the 1light-in-being has put him

beyond all that ridd_le."16



Instead of reacting to the outside world, Charles
Citrine has reached a stage, where he can view the events
with absolute detachment., This is samething which Artur
Sammler yearmns for. As Sammler says, "the best... is to be

disinterested, Not as misanthropes dissociate themselves, by
judging, but by not Jjudging. By willing as God wills.!(Mr.Sammler's

Flanet, p. 236) As Charlie Citrine says, "How sad about all
this human nonsense which keeps us fram the larger truth.
But perhgps I can get throuh it once and fa all doing

what I am doing now." ( p. 141)

A brief camparison with Sammler will vividly bring to
fare the difference between Charlie Citrine and other
characters of Bellow. When Sagnider 1s confronted with a crime,
it stimulates his consciousness and brings the world back
to him in full force; he ‘'receives from the crime the bene~-
fit of enlarged vision.® ( p.12 ) but Charlie Citrine is
humiliated - forced at gun poimt to watch Cantabile loosen
his bowels - Citrine fimds out that, "In a eituation like
this I <n always switch out and think about the human condi-
tion over all,., Bunankind is full of nervous invention of
this type, and I started to think ( to distract myself) of
all volumes of ape behavigurl had read in my time, of

Kohler and Yerkes and Zuckerman,.." ( p. 83)
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Jonathan Wilson writes that,

Citrine 1is an expert at what bhe calls "turning out.
Whatever 1s happening to him in the external world
seems almost irrelevant to what is going on inside
him. Unlike Sammler, the world does not interfere
too much with Citrine's private meditations. Rushed
around by Cantabile, Citrine is =zble to concentrate
his mind on Rudolf Steiner. The state that Citrine
comes closer than any other Bellow hero to achie-
ving is one that Bellow!s Joseph outlines and lauds
in the pages of diary - a state in which one is
free of the mind-polluting world.16

In a conversation Von Humboldt Fleisher, who is him-
self a father figure of Charlie Citrine, tells him that,

I think you may be... ame of those Axel types

that only cares about immer inspiration, no connec-

tion with the actual world. The actual world

can kiss your ass... You leave to poor bastards

like me to think about matters like money and

status and success amd failure and social pro-

blems and politics. You do not give a damn for

such things. ( p. 122)

If it is true, what 4is wrong with that, asks Citrine back.

Jonathan W¥ilson feels that 1like most of Bellow's heroes,
Citrine too 3is drawn %o determined, powerful, assertive indi-
viduals, who temd to make  him feel ‘impotent and paralysed,
and in whose campany he can behave mly like a child. But,
this impotence, paralysis is transformed into something positive
by all Bellow's characters, for Jonathan W¥ilson considers this
to be Bellow's heroes, most important am vitally self-
preserving achievements. The incident, where Citrine 1is forced

to go to the top of a half built sky scraper along with
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Cantabile, tread upan open floors and look  down fram
dizzying heights - which clearly gymbolises, according to
Jonathan Wilson, Citrine's 'Bellovian dimpotence', - Citrine's
reaction is positive:

But however scared and harassed, my sensation,
living soul was also gratified. I knew it took
too much to gratify me. The gratification -
threshold of my soul had risen too high. I must
bring it down again. It was excessive. I must,

I knew, change everything. ( p. 102)

Jongthan Wilson writes that,

the ‘'gensation® that Citrine 1loves is not so
much the danger, but the complete humiliation
and paralysis. Like Artur Sammler and the black
pick-pocket, Herzog and Madleine, Henderson and
Dahfu with the lion, Wilhelm and his father,
Augie and Simon, Leventhal and Allbee, and
Joseph amd the amy, Citrine denies his energy,
his t“gratification", from his relationship with

a figure to whom he is deeply attracted and who
can offer him only impotence. For Bellow's
heroes, paradoxically, a productive crisis is

one that is paralysing.17

But here perhaps Jonathan Wilson is wrang. It is true
that most of Bellow's charactere desire n"gratification" from
a relationship which can offer only impotence. But Charlie,
Citrine's case is different. Humiliation for Citrine is not
an end 3itself. For Hhm it is Just another instance of
growing ow of human vanity. As any spiritual text will point
out, growing out of one's vanity, ego, is only the first .
step towards spiritual awskening. '(:'Ltrine's behaviour ghould

be analysed, taking into consideration, this aspect. As
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Citrine himself reveals:

I want to be clear hovever, that I speak as a

person who hed lately received or experienced

light, I don't mean "The light". I mean a kind of

light=in-the being, a thing difficult to be precise

about, especially in an account like this, where

s0 many cantankerous erroneous silly and delusive

objects, actions and phenamena are in the fore-

ground. ( p. 177)

This humiliation, which actually one feels is a part of
Citrine's growth, is reflected in other aspects too. Though
his affair with Renata is not fulfilled, he still looks
after her son with love and affection when she dumps him
at his care. This growth can be seen in his disatfection towards
money. As he tells (Cantabile, "It'strue I have got no
money left, but 1 have been doing better without money than

I ever did with it.” ( p. 458)

Unlike Bellow's other characters, Gtrine 1is obsessed
with death. Herzog also panders sbouwt death. But Herzog's
meditatior. on death is a by-product of his thoughts on exi-
stence. In fact, for Herzog, death-thoughts are camplementary
in nature, But for Citrine it is not so, It just supplements
his life, His existence is no headache for him. He has att-
ained, as stated earlier, s detachment. But death baffles
him. And his 1life it seems becames a quest to unravel

that mystery.



This quest, which is perennial in all Bellow's charact-
ers, e.g., Joseph thirst for 1liberty in the Dangling
YMan, becames, in Citrine, for death. In the begiming of
the narration Citrn‘ne. says, "i spent far too much time,
mooning about and cammning with the dead." ( p. 9) This
fatal attraction for death  harbours, as Citrine hmself
feels, on the borders of insanity. He feels the dead are
lucky, for they have left the horrible existence on earth.

My wakirng character is far f{ram sound...And

all such things must be wutterly clear to the

dead. They have finally left the problematical

cloudy earthly and human sphere. 1 have a

hunch that in life you lock outward fram the

ego, yowr center. In death you are at the

periphery looking inward. ( p. 10)

Citrine's detachment with the external world and growing
consciousness of death, makes him think that he too is
becaming ‘'dead-like!., "I found certain characteristics were
beginning to stick to me. As time went on, for instance, I
found myself becaming absurd in the mamer of Von Humboldt
oleisher.W p. 107) Thowh in the begiming Citrine is
horrified about death, later he becomes fascinated by it.
Under the influence of Steiner he was experiencing samething
new: "I seldom thought of death in the horrendous old way.
I was not experiencing the suffocating grave or dreading an

eternity of boredan, nowadays. Instead I often felt unusually

light and swift paced.® ( p. 221)
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Citrine starts feeling that death is a necessity. He
feels that Spinoza's arguments are wrong, which says that
if a dislodged stone has consciousness, it would think, "I
an flying through the air." Citrine argues that 1f it had
thoughts, it would not be a mere stae. It could also
originate movement. Citine feels that the power tc thimk and
know is real freedan., And thinking will make it obvious
that spirit exists. Physical body, he feele is an agent of
the spirit and its nmirror, The body 1is the spirit's memora-
ndun :t,o itself. As Citrine says, "The earth is literally a
mirrar of thoughts. Objects themselves are embodied thoughts.

Death is the dark backing that a mirror needs if we are

to sec anything." ( p. 262)

Citrine says that mhe thougcht of the life we are now
leading may paln us as greatly later an, as the thought of
death pains us now." ( p. 336) Citrine feels that it is
the ignorance of death that is destroylng humanity: "Ignorance
of death is destroying us.., no honourable person can refuse
to devote his soul to this problem of problems. Death has
no serious challenge, framn science, a f{ram philosophy or

religion or art..." ( p. 350 )

Citrine has even learned to tackle death. He asks that
if after all the glory and passionate vividness, oblivion is

all one has to expect, what options are left. "One option



is to train yourself gradually into oblivion so that no great
change has taken place when you have -died..."( p. 357) which
is what actually Citrine is trying. In any transformation,
which is slov and deep, there will be a phase when‘ one
feels that you are not here or there. The pull of the exte-
rnal world and the quest for higher meanings make you
dangle in the mid-air. Citrine experiences this. As Jonathan
Wilson paints out, "Aware that he 4ie stimulated by crids,
Citrine is further aware that his pervasive "dangling" has
sanehow caused him to be r'not free". Unable to generate a
sustaining interest in the world that he inhabits and wuna-
ble to achieve the measure of transcendence that he clzims to
degire, Citrine recognises that he is turning into an invisible

man."18 As Citrine says,

I was aware that I used to think, that I knew
where I stood (taking the universe as a frame

of reference). But I was mistaken. However,

at least, I could say that 1 had benn gpiri-
tually efficient not to be crushed by ignorance.
However,it was now apparent to me that that I

was neither of Chicago nor sufficiently beyond
it, and that Chicago's material and daily inte-
rests and phenomena are neither actual and vivid
erough or symbolically clear enough to me. So that
I had neither vivid actuality nor symbolic clarity
and for the time beiny I was utterly nowhere.(p. 260)

But where Jonathan Wilson perhaps goes wrong is in the
assumption that tids condition - the "dangling condition™ - is

the eternal state of Citrine. He does not recognise ’that it



i30

is a temparary phase, a transient one, vhich inevitably has

to lead to higher stages.

Failing to read this basic temor of the book, most of
the critics have lambasted Bellow and have written that the
novel leads nowhere and a campromise had to be hammered out.
And this compramise, according to them has destroyed the force
of the book. Most of them feel that the end is not
convincing at all. Daniel Fuchs in his exhaustive study on

Humboldt's Gift writes:

The exhaustion of Charlie Citrine and the shaky
fam his affirmation takes seem intimately related
and point to a gap between the 1ideal and the
real so wlde that it can only lead to an uncon-
vincing denouvement, Humboldt's Gift, for example,
is supposed to be camic poetic Justice, but it
may more easily be perceived as a boamerang.
Trying for the celestial, the balloon springs a
leak. 19

Jonathan Wilson echoes almost the same sentiments when

he writes:

Charlie Citrine, who '"knows" the static contraries
of both his own personality and of the world that
he inhabits, fails to be energised by them, Citrine
has no quest, and, consequently, Humboldt's Gift
has no real dialectical thrust, This is partly
because Citrinets self-knowledge coalesces with the
informing vision of the novel in which he
appears, and is partly because he is not so much
an imagined character - with the distance and tension
that implies - as an avatar of his creator.20

Both these views are s result of the limited underst-

anding of the novel. Jonathan Wilson's statement that
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Charlie Citrine has no quest is absolutely wrang. Perhaps,
he would have been right, if he had stated that Citrine's
quest is different from other Bellow protagonists. Other
heroes of Bellow have a quest for life, but for Citrine, it
is a quest fa death. And this quest is very evident. And
since its presence autamatically guarantees the dialectical
thrust, to sgy that it is absent is erronecus. And once
the focus of the quest of Charlie Citrine is established,
we find that the typical ending, typical c¢f a Bellovian novel

is very much present in Humboldt's Gift too.

The contention of Daniel Fuche that the affirmation of
Charlie Citrine, which lends an artificiality to the final
denouement depends upon identifying what Charlie Citrine is
affirming. The graveyard scene, where Humboldt's body is
buried, is one of the most poignamt endings of Bellow's
novels. The half-sung song of Menasha,mixing pain with
memory and the sombre mood, all lends an air of man's
meaningless existence and as Charlie Citrine thinks, "this is
what becames of wus.! His memary races back, and all those
strange and odd characters fran childhood return and Citrine

observes, "They were all gone but ourselves'.

For Charlie Citrine it is a reaffirmation of his
faith in death, a celebration of death, a longing to be back

among the dead, whom he loved and cared for. A time to cast
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away the quotidian needs and knock at the doors of etemity.

The Dean's Deceaber: Bellow's Weltanschauung,

Sans Bellow's World

The Dean's December is, perhaps, Bellow's least success-

ful book. The book fails totally. Perhaps after writing

Humboldt's Gift Saul Bellow's genius got exhausted. In every

creative writer's life, there cames a time, vwhen a kind of

sterility possess them. The Dean's December is probably a

product of such a phase. That it Bellow has transcended and has

written books like lore Die of Heartbreak in the eighties,

which challenged even the greatness of Herzog and Humboldt's

Gift, is a different matter.

A "joumalist, highbrow professor, dean and intellectual"
( p. 88), Albert Corde has caue to Buchafest vith his
Romanian born wife Minna to visit her dying mother, In
Chicago, Corde has left behind a double crisizs., A student n
in the college, where he 1s dean has been murdered. A black
wiore and her pimp have been arrested and accused. Corde
has ensured a reward for implicating them, which ultimately
ends uwp with his being labelled a racist. The chief accuser
is his nephew. The defending comsel in the trial is Corde's
first cousin NMax Detilion, a man determined to dirty the

image of Corde.
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Another problem is with his Provost,Alec Witt. Corde
has written a serles of articles in Harper's magazine
Chicago. Since it is a devastating attack on the establish-
mert it offends almost everyone, especially the authorities

of his college.

Mima's mother dies and after the funeral Corde returns
to New York. By this time, an old friend Dewey Spangler,
a famous columnist, goes public with same cament made by
Corde in private., Corde | resigns fram the post of the college
dean.

Daniel Fuchs says "The Dean's December is a tale of

two dismal citles. Bucharest is a disaster, an instance of
“the penitentiary stste.'... where Bucharest is full of
debilitation and death, Chicago is full of depravity and

1
decadence, the ‘'soft nihilism' of Wesxt.21

Many critics fe«l that the setting of the novel in two
cities is Just thc exterior manifestation of the split in
the heroc Albert Corde. Janathan Wilson, who believes that
almost all of Bellow's herves are caught between a need
for order in life and a propensity to create chaos, feels,

the setting of the novel 1is &also divided between

representatives of order and chaos. The . time and

actian shift fran east to west, from Bucharest to

Chicago. In Eastern Europe, Corde 1is witness to

totalitarian cruelty, to arbitrary order at its
most unnerving and ridiculous... Corde, in a
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general way, camot help but note the fear, circum-
spection, and hint of betrayal implicit in practi-
cally every human transaction that is undertaken
in Bucharest... In Chicago Corde bears witness to
the detritus of crime and hardship brought down
upon the city by inadequacy of its governors

the unmitigated violence of its criminals...

Bellow'! wvivid description of New York and Chicago have
always been brillient. But Janathan Wilson feels that '"the
citieé in his most recent novels are uit:lmately maps of
a single consciousness rather than representations of urban
life. The city is at the service of an idea: the 'Ideat

that the warld is irrevocably split in the same way as

its representative Bellovian inhabitant."™>  Concluding his

comients on Huaboldt's Gift, Jonathan Wilson has written
that Bellow seems to have consumed himself 4in Humboldt's

Gift, For this reason, when it cames to Dean's December,

the autobiographical element is completely discarded.

This could have been the main reason, why unlike
Herzog, Citrine, or even Samler, Albert Corde is not able
to evoke any imterest. Ever since the publication of Herzog,
Bellow has more or less chosen to recastitute himself in
the person of his novel's protagonist. Nobody doubts that
Herzog and Citrine are autobiographicel figures. Jonathean
wilson lamemts that until the publication of The Dean's
December, he had tended to believe that Bellow's self-

consurption was detrimental to his fiction. Herzog and



Citrine drew their fictive authenticity from the autobio-
graphical elements in their persona. "It is paradoxical™",
writes Jonathan Wwilson, "and ironic that when Bellow half-
heartedly attempts to 'imagine' a personal history for Albert
Corde, the result is to render him inauthentic and even

2
less ‘'present' than his predecessors",

The Dean's December is one of the few Bellow's novels

in which the married hero does not hawe several mistresses or
even one. Strangely, one finds that the hero is married
happily. The Victim is the only other novel where the
hero, Asa Leventhal, is heppily married. In the Dangling
Man, Joseph though married to 1Iva, seeks the help of Kitty.
Augie gets married at the end, but unfortunately the wife
in deceptive. Henderson was not at all heppy with Lily
in the beginning. Sammler is a widower, vhereas Herzog

and Citrine are fighting divorce sults in the court.

Comtrary to his earlier style, Bellow does not reveal
much gbout his hero's personal history. Repeatedly in the
narration, Albert Corde makes reference to his ‘terotic insta-
bility" ( pp. 9, 53, 198 ), but no further information is
given. Curious reader will have tc depend -on his knowledge
about Herzog, Augie Larch or CharBe Citrine to authenticate
the statement. The reader is imaginatively drawn to f£ill in the

void with Sawm Ogu:ii, Ramma, Daisy, ladeleine, Renata and cthers,
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At the end of the novel, one finds Corde, his
troubles almost over, inside the giant telescope at Mount
Palamar, ascending upwards with his wife Minna, who is
an astronaeer. It is "damn cold". And Corde is not intere-
sted in caming down. He wants to be with his wife, or
move  among the celestial bodies of the heaven! Le looks
at the sky and says, "“The sky was tense with stars, but
not so tense as he was, in his breast. Everything over-
head was in equilibrium, kept in place by mutual temnsions."
Perhaps, Corde 1is camparing the tension that he himself is
suffering due to the chaos of the world, to the harmony

visible in the heavens.

Janathan Wilson writes that "moving between bheaven and
earth, between the caldness of the starse and that of the
"death house" ( p. 311), between intimation of transcendence
ard mortality, Corde mamentarily feels that he would like
to remain suspended, gazing 3into the enveloping star lit

darkness, rather than return to ear't,h.”‘?5

Definitely the book ends with a reaffirmation of life and
a will to transcend the warld, which can no longer sus—
tain the interest oi Albert Corde:

Through these distortions you saw objects, forms,
partial realities. The rest was to be felt. And
it wasn't only that you felt, but that you were
drawt to feel and to penetrate further, as if

you were being informed that what was spread over
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you had to do with your eJﬁ.st-ence, ‘down to the

very blood and the crystal farms inside your bones.

( p. 311)

The culmination, as in all Bellow's novels, is lyrical, but
uncanvincing. It looks artificial, :as though sanething had been
Juxteposed for the sake of an ending. But this failure is
the result of the total dryness experienced throughout the
book. One is naturally inclined to agree with Jonathan Wilsan's
observation, "Unfortunately, as far as the vitality of The Dean's
December 1is concerned, when the ‘'personal history" is discarded,
so too are all those mesmerizing and edifying bitches and
bullies, who so enliven the novels in which they appear, what

we are left with in The Dean's December is a series of dry

intellectual messages: Bellow's Weltanschawung without Bellow's

world. n26

Post-script
In all his novels, the Bellovian dilemma remains the same.

The same problems are discussed - sometimes intensely, sametimes

not. From Mr, Samler's Planet to The Dean's December, we
find the same Bellow urging us to live,in a world which has

turned utterly pessimistic.

Mr. Sammler's Planet is often considered to be different

fran the rest, though it is only swerficially. Mr, Samler,
after living the horror of lazi regime feels cmtempt for
a generation, existing in verbal harangues on the establishment,

is only natural. But, the focus of the book is different.
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Mr. Sammler, even after seeingz the dark side of his world,
still wants to live, for he wants to complete his contract,

a contract about which every man %Xnows in his heart.

Humboldt's Gift is different in that sense. For,

Citrine is not reaffimming his faith in 1life, but in
death, at the end. This actually is a radical change.
Perhaps, Saul Bellow's only book in which we find his

whole philosophy Jjust turned upside down.

The Dean's December, the last book to be discussed

seems to says that in & totalitarian as well as in a
democratic set=up, life is tough. Yet, man must continue
to live. Perhaps, to transcend the quotidian and rise up

to the stars.

Except for Humboldt's Gift, in the rest of the books

one finds Bellow being preoccupied with the same obsession.

Humboldt's Gift does not look different, superficially, for

death cannol. be discussed without discussing existence. And
the paine and pleasures of existence is the wellspring of

Bellow's canan.
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Chapter V -« (onclusion

Return and Reaffirmation




Fran the readings of Saul Bellow!'s texts it becmes
clear that he has a central vision. A1l his novels exempli-
fy this. Sawl Bellow in his works, creates a universe,
which bear testimony to his vision. Janathan Wilson quoting
Isaiah Berlin, divides writers and thinkers according to a
figurative interpretation of the hedgehog and the fox.

According to tilds, on one gde are those who:

relate everything to a single central vision, one
system less o more coheremt or articulate, in
terms of which, they understand, think and feel
+»+ and, on the other side,.. those who pursue
many ends, often unrelated amd even contradicto-
ry. Comnected, if at all, aly in sae de facto
way... The first kind of intellectual and artistic
personality belongs to hedgehog, the second to the
foxes: and without insisting o a rigid classi-
fication, we may, without too much fear of con-
tradiction, say that, in this sense Dante belongs
to the first category, Shakespeare to the second;
Plato, Lucretius, Pascal, Hegel, Dostoevsky,Nietzsche,
Ibsen, Proust are, in varying degrees, hedgehogs;
Herodotus, Aristotle, Mmtaigne, Erasuus, Moliere,
Goeths, FPushkin, Balzac, Joyce are foxes!!

Saul Bellow's works definitely have a "faoy" appearance.
This is because so many issues, independent of each other

are discussed in the works. Another reason 1s the flexdbility
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of the text to accomodate different layers of interpreta-

tion. Herzog, according to Jonathan Wilson, is a novel about

a man freeing himself frau a paralysing obsession with his
ex-'vd.fe.z Nobody can refute this., But everybody knows that
Herzog is soething more. Or take Tony Tamer, who believes
that Bellow's characters are American protagaists caught in
a dilemma of identity and independence. But, we know that
Bellow is merely deploying a specific situation to project

a universal truth. Precisely it is because of these things

that Bellow's novels get a !'faxy' appearance.

Jonathan Wilson says that "despite the foxy appearance of
Saul Bellow's novels, in which an unusually wide range of
seamingly disparate issues are discussed, his fiction is,

I would suggest, the work of a hedgehog, For, like
Berlin's novelists/hedgehogs, Dostoevsky and Proust, Bellow's

novels articulate a system, a single vision of the world."3

Analysing each novel deeply, we find the issues that
Bellow confronts are the same. The protagonists change, the
situations differ, but the issues remain perennial. Now, what
is the central issue, or the focus of Bellow's novels? It
can be worded s8imply: The world is hostile, it is suffoca-
ting, it is strangulating, and catalysing this process is the
knowledge, that life is meaningless. Yet, Bellow says, there

ijs an inherent 1lust in every man for life.
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What i1s life? What am I, a speck in the mighty cosmos,
an inconsequent microcosm, doing here? 111 Bellow's heroes
are baffled by this question, and all Bellow's herves fall

back dazed, wunable to caomprehend the ultimate truth.

For four decades, Bellow wrestles with this question:

What is existence? Joseph in Dangling Man, Allbee in The

Victim, Augie March, Henderson, and Wilhelm in Seize the Day,
All of them are puzzled by this, and so are Samaler, Herzog,
and Albert Corde. All these characters are entirely different,
each one facing a specific situation, each one caming up
with his own resolution. But there 1is, in these characters, a
wnity in diversity. All of them transcend their immediate
qu.ctidian reality and stretches their arms towards the in-
canprehensible, uwltimate truthi, And unfortunately all of them
fail. For, they have to fail. For they are not gods, but
mere mortals, bound by flesh and blood, and driven by

imiortal langings.

Cut Bellow!s heroes in their quest can triumph only
when the ultimate riddle of life is solved by mantind.Their
defeat is not unique, but wniversal, their defzat is not
ignoble, but it has a halo of its own. It levitates thenm
fran the level of the ordinary to the extraordinary. It

clubs them together with all time great philosophers, who
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throughout the innumerable centuries, grappled with this
question of questions, and ended up defeated, humiliated, a.nd-

confused.

The opposite of triumph need not always be defeat. For defeat
can always be the stepping stone towards success. It is
despair. The state of wltimate rejection. The phase of utter
hopelessness, embalmed by the fear of persecution. A no
exit situation. And all Bellow's heroes are desperate. But
tiis despair does not lead them to suicide, nor does it
lead them to rejection of life. This is where Bellow's

heroes are different.

They may not be akle to unravel the mystery of life.
Perhaps, the Jjigsaw puzzle " of existence is beyond their can-
prehension. 4 child is not aware of the biology of
mammary glands, as it sua:s ils mother's breast. It is an
instinctive action. And sc to exdst, one need not know
the wWtimate truth behind the facale of cxistence., It is
enouyh thet you exist. This is what Hellow's heroes do.

They render meaning to a mneaningless existerce.

Daniel Fuchs writes:

The centrzl thrust of Bellow's fiction is to
deny nihilism, immoralisu, and the aesthetic
view. He wishes to mzke art possible for life.
Where the artist hero sought disolatian, the
Bellow protagonist longs for community and ironic
distance glves way to the rnearness of confession.h
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Jonathan Wilson notes,

Submerged in this harsh, unaccommodating . world,
Bellow's heroes persistently try to imagine a
better one. Wwhile they are being persecuted,
cheated, betrayed, o humiliated by their fel-
lowmen, Rellow's heroes yet protest that, against
all the evidence, the world mst be at least half
govemed by a set of values that are positive
and rewarding. Denying any objective validity
to their own negative experience of the world,
the heroes imagine a world of truth, order,
hamony, and love to which they aspire, and
to which they are sentimentally attached, but in
which they never arrive.5

Or as Lionel Trilling painted out, 'he idea that the
norm of life should be one of order and peace, honowr and
beauty" is an idea that we associate with Shakespeare and
not with our gpocalyptic twerntieth-century novelists. Accarding
to Trilling, Bellow is almost unique in hkis positive asser-
tions, so thzt as readers we are so shocked by his posi-

tion that "we respond with discanfort amd emba.rrassment."é

Joseph, Dangling Man decides to  join the amy,

fugie March is positive about the axial lines of 1life to
which any man can return at an;z_wl.time, Hencerson wants to
study medicine, Jjoin some missjonaries and came to India
to treat patients, Wilhelm transcends sorrow. Herzog is at
peace with himself, having wunderstood the ‘'"strength behind
simple desix;es". Sammler declides to continue to live, to
meet the terms of the comtract, ebout which everyman in

his innermost heart knows. Albert Corde wants to stay
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et top of Mount Palomar, peeping into the etemity.

The only problem is Asa Leventhal, in The Victim. But,
then, who the real hero of that novel is always debat-
able. One often feels that Kirby Allbee is the hero. For,he
is the one who suffers the Bellovian dilemma of existence.
.Asa Leventhal is a passive man, motming about his wife,
contented to live in a self created cocoon. idirby Allbee
sui‘fers the vagaries of fate, His wife is lost. He dis
thron out of Jjob. Drunkard, wananiser, amd what not.

Yet, at the end we find hm caung to tems with 1ife, or
as he says, "I am the cne who comes to terms vith whoever

runs things."

A closer look reveals that this is the resclution all
Bellow's heroes take. lerzog's discovery of the simple
strength of simple desires, Henderson's quest for service,
Joseph's determination to place himself at the army's dispo-
sal, are all essmtiall& same... caning to tems with life.

A reaffirmation of the faith in life.

The only book which stands differemtly is lHumboldt's
Gift. The difference is not fundamental. In fact the issu-
es are same. Where it differs is, from wvhich side of
eternity you look at it. Charlie Citrine believes that death

is the black surface in the mirror, needed to reflect life.
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md st the end Charlie Citrine too reaffirms his falth.
But not his faith in life, but his faith in death. If
one views life and death, as two sides of the same coin
- existence - then Charlje Citrine's resolution is no dif-
ferent from other Bellow's herces. The difference, as stat"ed

earlier, is Jjust in the angle fram where & is viewed.

Critics, always look for some sort of growth in
writers. Growth is an integral part of existence. The
writers iIn course of time can change their attitudes, out-
lock or even their styles., But as far as Bellow is con-
cemned it is difficult to discuss a growth that is obvi-~
ous, Thoygh the characters and situation change, we find
the same imponderables facing us again and again. The same
characters, in different garbs, telling the same facts,
in differemt langusge, in differemt methods. Jonathan Wilson
says rightly:

What we apprehend in Bellow's fiction is not,

however, a protaganist who is mercly the sum of

his 3ideas but one whose '™mind" - a mixture of

memory, fantasy, creative imagination, and ideas -

becomes the substance of the novel. It is the

mind of a highly wunique individual, To a man

the central characters in Bellow claim not to

know "who they are". A4s such they easily became

receptacles for ideas, for they are constantly

testing out versions of reality or of identity

in an apparent attempt to solve their own

ridentity" arnd ‘'reality" problems.?

This 3is not the case of Just e character. This is

the case of everyone. Joseph, Herzog, Samler, Citrine,Augie
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Henderson. 1In every one of these novels, we move more through
the ﬁnd, of the immer world of the protagonists, which
like a cistern is filled with ideas, events only to be
systematically emptied in the next momert. To establish
their identity, it secems inevitable that they have to try

and discard all aveilable masks.

Janathan Wilson feels that there is a change, & drastic
change from Herzog onwards. The change is not in style.
The changes, according to him is in the characters. He
writes,

From Herzog onwards, thanks to their ability to

change reality into language - or any kind of so~-

phisticated internal musings = Bellow's heroes no
longer stmiggle with the fact that they are being
parelysed, bullied, cheated, repressed, oppressed,

or in sane vital way restricted either by an

individual, & group of individuals, or wsociety

a8 a whole. Instead they seem almost grateful

to find themselves in the state of being that

they know catapults them into higher states of

mind. Bellow's late heroes give up a trying t08
solve the insoluble problems of their existence.

In this context Jonathan Wilson is wrong. There is no
perceptible difference between pre-lierzog and post-Herzog
heroes. The ability of the heroes to change reality into
language or any kind of sophisticated internal musings, is
not at all a post-Herzog phenomena. This ability we find
in almost all Bellow's heroes. Joseph, Bellow's first hero

changes reality into language through his diary. Asa Leve-

nthal, recaptures memories in his language. For, The Victim
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is basically his menmories and musings. ¥ilhelm does the samme

in Seize the Day. Augie March explains to ils friend

Clem Tambow in vivid terms, his concepts about axial lines
of 1life. Henderson's change in outlock towards his 1life,
is best reflected in hic letter to his wife Lily. So the
claim that ability to translate reality into language or
internal musings is a post-Herzog development carries no

truth.

Jonathan Wilson also claims that Bellow's late heroes
give w trying to solve the insoluble problems of their
existence. That is true. But not only Bellow's late heroes,
all heroes of Bellow, give up the quest to wunrawvel 1life
and instead decides to live. All of them magy have different
reasons, to return to life. Eut what is essential is their
return to life. As was Stated earlier, al'l.‘ of them give
up their quest, for ther know that they are chasing an

impossible dreanm.

Jonathan Wilson claims that  post-Herzog heroes do not

suffer. Except Charlie Citrine in Humboldt's Gift, 211 the

rest suffers. They react to the events in the society.Albert
Corde writes on Chicaro's darker side in Harpers, a journal.

et

He also strives hard to bring to book the murderers of one
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of his students, for which he gets branded as 2 racist.
Sammler goes to the police station to lodge a camplaimt
against the pick pocket. He occasiamlly lectuwes %o students.
Post-Herzog heroes do not live a secluded 1life. Especially

Artur Sammler and Albert Corde.

But Charlie Citrine is differemt. He is the.cnly Bellow
hero, who transcends the quotidian reality that he can
view almost everythirng with detaclment. When he is humiliat-
ed by the criminal Cantabile, forced at the gun point, to
watch hin loosen his bowels, Citrine finds it easy 'to
switch out and think about human conditions in general.

On one occasion, we find him saying that he can even manage
without money. As the novel proceeds, we find hm getting
more and more detached to the world. But this detachment
isnot born ouw of dejection. It is an outgrowth of his
quest. For Charlie Citrine it is a 1lust for death, not a
lust for life. In this respect, he stand out as the black

sheep in Bellow!s {fold.

But does this lust for death indicate that Bellow has turned
volte face and 1is ebracing the concepts of exdstentialism,
which considers life absurc amd nauseous. Does it mean that
Bellow has switched outlooks, ever since he made Herzog
say, '"Let us set aside the fact that such convictions in

the mouths of safe, camforteble people playing at crisis,



alienation, apocalypse and desperation, make me sick"(p.386)

Is Bellow embracing what he rejected, ridiculed once?

All these gpprehensions are misplaced. It stems fram a
pathological view, that reads death as the end-all. This
fear psychosis is a product of the material outlook, which
rejects man's spiritual and metaphysical discussion as nm-
sense. The faux pas in reading nihilistic, pessimistic, dege-
nerating temdencies in the convictiam ‘'lust for death', is
caamitted from man's neurotic obsession, that one craves {for
death, only when 1life becanes unbearable. What they don't
realise is that the desire for death could be the result
of man's unquenching quest to unravel the mystery of exist-
ence. They cannot imagine a Nachiketas, turning down boons
of imperial luxury, for the sake of the ultimate truth. It
ie this impotence which forces a misrcading of Bellow's

hero's action.

Charlie Citrine is not a modern MNachiketas, but a
Nachiketas in the making. It is his irrepfessible urge to
fathan the unknown depths of existence that makes him crave
for death. It blossams, not out of dejection, but out of a
hunger for knowledge. Thus Bellow is again rejecting the
fundamentals of modern man's misery, that Saftre and others
propounded. For Charlie Citrine the world is neither nause-

ating nor is it charming.It attracts him not. Neither does
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it repulse him. He is a cut above its stranglehold.
Charlie Citrine's deep 1longing for death, reflects

not the craving for the doom, but the striving for the
apocalypse.

Four decades of writing and Bellow's lust for 1life
has not dimimdshed, nor his prdolems with ‘it. Fran agony
tc ecstacy, fram pathos to humour, from philosophy to polemics,
he swings, but like a pendulam, governed by the laws of
simple harmanic motion, bridled by the axial lines of life,
Bellow's canon oscillates in a specific philosophical frame.
No attempt to catapult out of this frame is discernible,
for BelXlow knows that it would ly bring his whole
Veltanschaming down. So we hear again and again DBellow's
heroes! cry, a cry riging fran the deep recesses of their
heart, grun=tu-molani , grun-tu-molani ( I want to live, I want
to live). Life may be the dance of damned in the catacombs
of horror, 1ife may be a hopeless trek in a dreary desert,
with the burning sun to break your 1lmelinesc, 1life may
- be the excruclating pain in the tarture chambers, fram
where the clockse were thrown out, but still, if iy for
a Tfleeting second, Bellow's heroes want to live, to 1live,
for they are conscious that life in itsel! is life's

greatest gift.
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