
[image: ]


 

 

A NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

CHOSEN AS A BOOK OF THE YEAR BY THE GUARDIAN, NEW YORK TIMES, I PAPER, FINANCIAL TIMES, SPECTATOR, TIME, HARPER'S BAZAAR, INDEPENDENT AND VOGUE

‘Glorious . . . Written with grace and sensitivity . . . Magnificent’ Independent, Books of the Month

‘The narrator vibrates with unexpressed emotion, sealed inside her painstaking detachment. Her observations are minute, precise, poetic’ Lucy Atkins, Sunday Times

‘At times, Whereabouts feels like the loosely connected passages of a journal – a strange, abstract, interior world where the dead are more alive than the living, solitude is both an emotional and physical state, and silence chimes louder than any voice’ Isobel Shirlaw, i paper

‘Slim and bewitching . . . A modern day flâneuse . . . Lahiri has spun a delicately layered story of a woman reflecting on her past, present and future. It lends itself to being read in a single sitting, during which time you’ll feel your own life standing still, suspended’ Chloë Ashby, Spectator

‘Evokes fleeting but resonant encounters with Chekhovian efficiency, making ordinary memories seem profound . . . Ms Lahiri has taken risks for her craft, and they have paid off, beautifully’ Economist



‘A surprisingly subtle and incredibly slight book . . . but one that manages to pack a formidable punch nevertheless . . . An utterly compelling and contemplative story. Infused with a fascinating character study, whose presence I still, having finished reading it days ago, can’t seem to shake off’ Stylist

‘Slowly, the narrative, charting the passage of a year, builds a realisation that you cannot escape yourself or your past. It’s elegantly done, a portrait veiled in quiet melancholy, but which still celebrates the unexpected joys of the quotidian, and how much more sharply you can appreciate them when alone’ The Times

‘Whereabouts feels like a movie . . . Stylish and therapeutic’ Guardian

‘Not one word is wasted. A total absence of exposition ensures each microfiction is surgically edited to its barest, most beautiful bones. And yet there is a warmth here that encourages great affection for the anonymous narrator’ Helen Cullen, Irish Times

‘The novel sustains a triumphantly controlled melancholy, in which pleasure and stability are achieved through the daily micromanagement of feelings of displacement and inadequacy . . . [An] evocation of a life at once painfully precarious and yet full of small, intensely physical pleasures’ Tim Parks, London Review of Books
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‘An unusual literary and linguistic feat . . . If, in English, Lahiri is an eye, in Italian, she’s an ear’ New York Times
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‘Skillful . . . composed of brief, almost airy entries, where sentences are honed to minimalist beauty . . . It’s a beautiful translation’ Madeleine Thien, New York Times Book Review
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‘Radical . . . There’s much to enjoy in this elegant, simple prose’ Markie Robson-Scott, Tablet

‘Subtle and stirring . . . Seemingly innocuous turns of phrase cut to the core, while descriptions of light and darkness take you aback and make you swoon. Elegant, beautiful . . . Whereabouts will stay with you longer than you anticipate’ USA Today

‘Painterly . . . exquisitely detailed . . . [Lahiri’s] language seems to have been sieved through a fine mesh, each word a gleaming gemstone . . . An incisive and captivating evocation of the nature and nexus of place and self’ Donna Seaman, Booklist

‘Elegant, subtle, and sad. . . Its spare, reflective prose and profound interiority recall the work of Rachel Cusk and Sigrid Nunez’ Kirkus
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Ad ogni mutamento di posto io provo una grande enorme tristezza. Non maggiore quando lascio un luogo cui si connettono dei ricordi o dei dolori e piaceri. È il mutamento stesso che m’agita come il liquido in un vaso che scosso s’intorbida.

— ITALO SVEVO, SAGGI E PAGINE SPARSE

Every time my surroundings change I feel enormous sadness. It’s not greater when I leave a place tied to memories, grief, or happiness. It’s the change itself that unsettles me, just as liquid in a jar turns cloudy when you shake it.

— ITALO SVEVO,
ESSAYS AND UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS
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Whereabouts




On the Sidewalk

In the mornings after breakfast I walk past a small marble plaque propped against the high wall flanking the road. I never knew the man who died. But over the years I’ve come to know his name, his surname. I know the month and day he was born and the month and day his life ended. This was a man who died two days after his birthday, in February.

It must have been an accident on his bike or his motorcycle. Or maybe he was walking at night, distracted. Maybe he was hit by a passing car.

He was forty-four when it happened. I suppose he died in this very spot, on the sidewalk, next to the wall that sprouts neglected plants, which is why the plaque has been arranged at the bottom, at the feet of passersby. The road is full of curves and snakes uphill. It’s a bit dangerous. The sidewalk is vexing, crowded with exposed tree roots. Some sections are nearly impossible to negotiate because of the roots. That’s why I, too, tend to walk on the road.

There’s usually a candle burning in a container of red glass, along with a small bunch of flowers and the statue of a saint. There’s no photograph of him. Above the candle, attached to the wall, there’s a note from his mother, written by hand, encased in a milky plastic sleeve. It greets those who stop for a moment to ponder the death of her son. I would like to personally thank those who dedicate a few minutes of their time to my son’s memory, but if that’s not possible, I thank you anyway, from the bottom of my heart, it says.

I’ve never seen the mother or any other person in front of the plaque. Thinking of the mother just as much as the son, I keep walking, feeling slightly less alive.
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