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The Third and Final Continent
by Jhumpa Lahiri

[ left India in 1964 with a certificate in commerce and the equivalent, in those
days, of ten dollars to my name. For three weeks I sailed on the S.S. Roma, an
Italian cargo vessel, in a cabin next to the ship's engine, across the Arabian Sea, the
Red Sea, the Mediterranean, and finally to England. I lived in London, in Finsbury
Park, in a house occupied entirely by penniless Bengali bachelors like myself, at
least a dozen and sometimes more, all struggling to educate and establish ourselves
abroad.

T attended lectures at L.S.E. and worked at the university library to get by. We
lived three or four to a room, shared a single, icy toilet, and took turns cookj
of egg curry, which we ate with our hands on a table covered with newspajiits
Apart from our jobs we had few responsibilities. On weekends we lounged
barefoot in drawstring pajamas, drinking tea and smoking Rothmans, or §
watch cricket at Lord's. Some weekends the house was crammed with still 3
Bengalis, to whom we had introduced ourselves at the greengrocer, o
and we made yet more egg curry, and played Mukesh on a Grundig
maoecn e xBEN

Hello everyone, welcome to today’s where we take a close look at the short story, “the 3™ and
final continent” by Jhumpa Lahiri. This story is part of the collection (())(0:25) story is in
Bengal Boston and beyond, as we all know it won a prize in the year 2000 and this work is
also considered as one of the best document which talk about the experience of immigration
from India to abroad specially to America. And in the story as we have noted it talks about a
particular kind of a (())(0:53) experience and it also gives minute details about the various
things that Hassan and his family goes through up through his journey across different

continents and different countries.

And I use this session to take you through some important aspects of this short story, some of
the details which we will use in analysing this section and also in accessing particular (())
(1:22) experiences which Lahiri knows. The story begins by the story begins is a 1* person
narrative of, the narrator remains unnamed and he talks about how the narrator left India in
1964 and he get to know right at the outset that in 1964 when he 1* sailed to London, he
could not use an aeroplane and he makes a particular mention of that, how his 1* journey his
1* international journey was in a ship, he had to sail and 2™ time he goes to America to

Boston he gets to fly.



And by noting down this particular experience the peculiarities and the minute details Lahiri
is inviting us into a world where the details captured are very important. And in the beginning
at the outset we also get to know about many other penniless Bengali bachelors like narrator
who are already there in London and how they share the space, share certain kind of food and
how there is an attempt right at the outset to create a certain authentic experience, to create
certain kind of home away from home. And I find particularly interesting the 1 paragraph

tells us about these sets of people, all struggling to educate and establish ourselves abroad.

So it is a very different kind of experience of migration here, the narrator and the one that his
family was not going abroad just to make a living, they are not going abroad looking for a job
which also typically qualifies most of the Third World migration iceberg experiences. Here it
is extremely important that he is among those who are trying to go abroad to educate and
establish themselves and this goal is very clear, right particular in the 1960s. And the story
further tells us about how he had intellectuals at LSE and we also get to know that he is a
well accomplished student in that sense and there is a career waiting for him and he is already

trying to establish himself with these potentials.
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lived three or four to a room, shared a single, icy toilet, and took turns cooking pots

of egg curry, which we ate with our hands on a table covered with newspapers.

Apart from our jobs we had few responsibilities. On weekends we lounged

barefoot in drawstring pajamas, drinking tea and smoking Rothmans, or set out to

watch cricket at Lord's. Some weekends the house was crammed with still more

Bengalis, to whom we had introduced ourselves at the greengrocer, or on the Tube,

and we made yet more egg curry, and played Mukesh on a Grundig reel-to-reel,

and soaked our dirty dishes in the bathtub. Every now and then someone in the

house moved out, to live with a woman whom his family back in Calcutta had

determined he was to wed. In 1969, when I was thirty-six years old, my own

marriage was arranged. Around the same time, I was offered a full-time job in

America, in the processing department of a library at M.L.T. The salary was
generous enough to support a wife, and I was honored to be hired by a wo
famous university, and so I obtained a green card, and prepared to travel
still.

By then [ had enough money to go by plane. I flew first to Calcutta, to a
wedding, and a week later to Boston, to begin my new job. During thedé
"The Student Guide to North America," for although I was no longg

nseanexnnp
The story quickly takes us to 1969 the narrator is 36 years old and his own marriage is
arranged. In the story, though the focus is on the experience of migration, it also tells in
details about the way very peculiar kind of arranged marriage that Indian families have. And
the story gives almost typical stereotypical kind of a presentation of an arranged Bengali
marriage. And for the end of the story we also see how the narrator does not talk in

overwhelming terms about his marriage or the relation that he begins with his wife, it is



stated in very matter of fact terms. In fact, he seems to be more prepared and more excited to

start career abroad to live a new experience abroad.
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By then I had enough money to go by plane. I flew first to Calcutta, to attend my
wedding, and a week later to Boston, to begin my new job. During the flight I read
"The Student Guide to North America," for although I was no longer a student, I
was on a budget all the same. I learned that Americans drove on the right side of
the road, not the left, and that they called a lift an elevator and an engaged phone
busy. "The pace of life in North America is different from Britain, as you will soon
discover," the guidebook informed me. "Everybody feels he must get to the top.
Don't expect an English cup of tea." As the plane began its descent over Boston
Harbor, the pilot announced the weather and the time, and that President Nixon had

Lahir/The Third and Final Co "

But he seems to be rather laid-back when it comes to entering this new relationship which

happens to him in a very incidental way and which is also presented in a ironically

maintained with. And I find this segment very interesting where he access “The student guide

to North America” before flying to America and the story also tells us little later about how

he choose to ignore his weeping wife, the newly wedded wife lying next to him and he

continues to be read through the guide which will prepare him equip him for a perfect life

abroad.
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I spent my first night at the Y.M.C.A. in Central Square, Cambridge, an
inexpensive accommodation recommended by my guidebook which was within
walking distance of M.1.T. The room contained a cot, a desk, and a small wooden
cross on one wall. A sign on the door said that cooking was strictly forbidden. A
bare window overlooked Massachusetts Avenue. Car horns, shrill and prolonged,
blared one after another. Sirens and flashing lights heralded endless emergencies,
and a succession of buses rumbled past, their doors opening and closing with a
powerful hiss, throughout the night. The noise was constantly distracting, at times
suffocating. I felt it deep in my ribs, just as I had felt the furious drone of the
engine on the S.S. Roma. But there was no ship's deck to escape to, no glittering
ocean to thrill my soul, no breeze to cool my face, no one to talk to. I was too tired
to pace the gloomy corridors of the Y.M.C.A. in my pajamas. Instead I sat
desk and stared out the window. In the morning I reported to my job at thg
Library, a beige fortlike building by Memorial Drive. I also opened a ba
account, rented a post-office box, and bought a plastic bowl and a spoo
a supermarket called Purity Supreme, wandering up and down the aisle
comparing prices with those in England. In the end I bought a carton g
box of cornflakes. This was my first meal in America. Even the sir

no ik was pew to meqn London wed had bottles d d
mexaEN




And we are also given to understand about the very similar in which he accesses inexpensive
accommodations and he is looking where are these various things that he gets done and it is
called as the very-very food experience. There is a mention of food and how he also talks
about the experience in Boston in America, it is very different from being in London and this
is extremely significant. He does not compare America with Calcutta city which he had 1*
left behind but the comparison after moving to Boston from London, the comparison is more
with Boston, so from the state of comparing this leaving behind his homeland and moving to

a new city 1* which is London, now he moves onto very different immigration experience.

And we also find him spending 6 weeks in YMCA and waiting for his wife’s passport to get
ready, he takes an apartment on rent and the apartment which he gets to take on rent, very
interestingly takes in only (())(6:38). And it also talks about certain kind of a world from
which he is living from Calcutta, uneducated middle-class world and how he manages to get
himself within the same kind of setting even in an alien land (())(6:56) the apartment that he
gets to rent out, we find that she is also someone who places a lot of value on education. She
is very middle-class, very traditional in terms of value system and there is a very peculiar

way in which he manages to fit himself in both these words.

I would also like to remind you that there are a number of not so was smooth painful
migration experiences that the Third World residents face, but the library stories and
particularly this one talks about this very smooth experience which does not have any

exaggerated emotions and which does not have any eventful episode to speak.
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was on a budget all the same. I learned that Americans drove on the right side of

the road, not the left, and that they called a lift an elevator and an engaged phone

busy. "The pace of life in North America is different from Britain, as you will soon

discover," the guidebook informed me. "Everybody feels he must get to the top.

Don't expect an English cup of tea." As the plane began its descent over Boston

Harbor, the pilot announced the weather and the time, and that President Nixon had

‘ ()0pen

Lahiri/The Third and Final Contj

declared a national holiday: two American men had landed on the moo
passengers cheered. "God bless America!" one of them hollered. Aczg
saw a woman praying.

naoeaend®xBmN*



Even that happens when he lands in America in Boston very significantly, I will read out this
excerpt for you. As the plane began its descent over Boston Harbor, the pilot announced the
weather and the time and the president Nixon had declared a national holiday, two American
men had landed on the moon. Several passengers cheered “God bless America” one of them
hollered across, and I saw woman praying. So this event, this iconic giant leave for the entire
mankind as it is described, this event continues to signify the things that he gets to especially
during the early weeks of his stay. And as soon as he enters Mrs Croc’s home for the 1* time,

we find this event being invoked again, I will read this excerpt.

(Refer Slide Time: 8:30)
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She unclasped her fingers, slapped the space beside her on the bench with one
hand, and told me to sit down. For a moment she was silent. Then she intoned, as if
she alone possessed this knowledge:

Lahiri/The Third and Final Contineng

"There is an American flag on the moon!"

"Yes, Madam." Until then I had not thought very much about the moa
in the newspaper, of course, article upon article. The astronauts h
anilli A ally A

horeg of the Nea o had d o {arfh
mAaoeen®xEN

See unclasped her fingers, slapped the space beside her on the bench with one hand and told
me to sit down. For moment she was silent then she interned at if she alone possess this
knowledge “There is an American flag on the moon”. Yes madam, until then I had not
thought very much about the moon shot. It was in the newspaper of course, article upon
article, the astronauts had landed on the shores of the Sea of tranquillity I had read, travelling
farther than anyone in the history of civilisation. For a few hours they explored the moon’s
surface. They gathered rocks in their pockets, described their surroundings, a magnificent
desolation according to one astronaut, spoke by phone to the President and planted a flag in

Lunar soil. The Voyage was hailed as man’s most awesome achievement.

The woman bellowed “The flag on the moon, boy I heard it on the radio, is not that
splendid?” “Yes madam” but she was not satisfied with my reply so she commanded “Say
splendid”. I was both baffled and somewhat insulted by the request. It reminded me of the

way I was taught multiplication tables as a child, repeating after the master sitting crossed-



legged on the floor of my one-room Tollygunge School. It also reminded me of my wedding
when I had repeated endless Sanskrit verses after the priest, versus I barely understood, which

joined me to my wife. I said nothing.

“Say splendid”, the woman bellowed once again. “Splendid” I murmured, I had to repeat the
word a 2™ time at the top of my lungs so she could hear. I was reluctant to raise my voice to
an elderly woman, but she did not appear to be offended. If anything the reply pleased her
because her next command was “Go see the room”. And this seemingly very maintained and
readful incident continues to be very significant in this story because the narrator comes from
a background raising once voice in front of elders is not considered polite. Besides he is not a
kind who can show that kind of an excitement or who can raise his voice to celebrate

anything that matter perhaps.

So here when this woman, the American woman is asking him to say splendid in response of
the image of the flag, the American flag being seen on the moon, we find him doing precisely
that and this is perhaps one of the 1* instances where he owns this country’s new country’s
achievements as his own and he is out to celebrate that in a way that does not come to him
very naturally. And it is very interesting how he compares this with the way he is taught
multiplication table and the way he got married where the priest asked him a set of things

which he did not even perhaps pay attention to.
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encounter lasted only about ten minutes; inevitably she would drift off to sleep, her

head falling abruptly toward her chest, leaving me free to retire to my room. By

then, of course, there was no flag standing on the moon. The astronauts, I read in

the paper, had seen it fall before they flew back to Earth. But I did not have the

heart to tell her.

Friday morning, when my first week's rent was due, I went to the piano in the
parlor to place my money on the ledge. The piano keys were dull and discolored.
When I pressed one, it made no sound at all. I had put eight dollar bills in an
envelope and written Mrs. Croft's name on the front of it. I was not in the habit of
leaving money unmarked and unattended. From where I stood I could see the
profile of her tent-shaped skirt in the hall. It seemed unnecessary to make her get
up and walk all the way to the piano. I never saw her walking about, and L
from the cane propped against the round table, that she did so with diffi ‘ ‘
When I approached the bench she peered up at me and demanded:

"What is your business?"

"The rent, Madam."

naoean®xAN -~

So he talks about his wife Mala, interestingly Mala’s name is mention but the narrator’s name

is not. The way he talks about how he got into this union with Mala is very interesting, he



talks about Mala as a woman who is 27 years old and she is not fair, her complex is not fair
and the narrator is telling us that the reason she could not get marry for a long time. And this
marriage even a (())(11:43) shipping her to a different continent as far as her parents are
concerned, the narrator tells us that this was to save (())(11:50). And this is also a glimpse
into the way arrange marriages work in India and that is the kind of documentation that Lahiri

perhaps tries to do as well.

But what could perhaps become a little alarming of this sort of representation is that we want
to take that as the norm across communities and across different cultures even diversification
nations. And very briefly we are also told about the writer’s mother who died 6 years ago and
later in the story we find the narrator making comparison between his own mother who was
widowed when his father died when the narrator was 16, and Mrs Craft who single-handedly
managed to do everything and until she turned 103 or so. In the last session we did speak
about the ways in which the 2 widow experiences are compared and how the narrator looks at

it from 2 different points.

When Mala finally arrives in Boston, the narrator’s response is not overwhelming at all. And
since there is no phone, he says he has received a telegram which also tells us about the
limited possibilities in the old world and he uses 3 words to talk about the arrival of Mala; he
is not touched, it is inevitable and it is meaningless. The event itself does not seem to signify
anything at all for the narrator because this marriage is not an event not a significant part of

his life during this phase when he is still waiting for his wife to join him in America.
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A few days after receiving the letter, as [ was walking to work in the morning, I

saw an Indian woman on Massachusetts Avenue, wearing a sari with its free end

nearly dragging on the footpath, and pushing a child in a stroller. An American

woman with a small black dog on a leash was walking to one side of her. Suddenly

the dog began barking. I watched as the Indian woman, startled, stopped in her

path, at which point the dog leaped up and seized the end of the sari between its

teeth. The American woman scolded the dog, appeared to apologize, and walked

quickly away, leaving the Indian woman to fix her sari, and quiet her crying child.

She did not see me standing there, and eventually she continued on her way. Such

a mishap, I realized that morning, would soon be my concern. It was my duty to

take care of Mala, to welcome her and protect her. I would have to buy her her first

pair of snow boots, her first winter coat. I would have to tell her which streets to
avoid, which way the traffic came, tell her to wear her sari so that the 4 did
not drag on the footpath. A five-mile separation from her parents, I
some irritation, had caused her to weep.

Unlike Mala, I was used to it all by then: used to cornflakes and m1
Helen's visits, used to sitting on the bench with Mrs. Croft. The g
not used to was Mala. Nevertheless I did what I had to do. T wg

| 9"“’!.1 ¥ C.“:.‘.




There is a (())(13:44) picks up just before that where he sees this Indian woman on
Massachusetts Avenue I will read out the excerpt for you. I saw an Indian woman on
Massachusetts Avenue wearing a sari with its feet end nearly dragging on the footpath, and
pushing a child in a stroller. An American woman with a small black dog on a leash was
walking to one side of her. Suddenly the dog began barking, I watched as the Indian woman
startled, stopped in her path, at which point the dogs leaped up and seized the end of the sari
between his teeth. The American woman scolded the dog, appeared to apologise and walked

quickly away, leaving the Indian woman to fix her saree and quite her crying child.

She did not see me standing there, and eventually she continued on her way. Such a mishap, I
realised that morning would soon be my concern. It was my duty to take care of Mala, to
welcome her and protect her. We find this image being almost preserved intact throughout the
story, the image of the ideal Indian woman who wears a sari and who refuses to move out of
the sartorial code that she is used to. We find Mala almost sticking to these customs, the
accessories and to the many-many things which would perhaps help her to retain her identity
and when Mala arrives finally, and this is the identity which the writer also to use to

described her.

(Refer Slide Time: 15:11)
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of money and passed in and out of her home for six weeks. Compared with a
century, it was no time at all.

At the airport I recognized Mala immediately. The free end of her sari did not drag
on the floor, but was draped in a sign of bridal modesty over her head, just as it had
draped my mother until the day my father died. Her thin brown arms were stacked
with gold bracelets, a small red circle was painted on her forehead, and the edges
of her feet were tinted with a decorative red dye. I did not embrace her, or kiss her,
or take her hand. Instead I asked her, speaking Bengali for the first time in
America, if she was hungry.

She hesitated, then nodded yes.

naoean®xBN -~

At the airport I recognised Mala immediately, the free end of her saree did not drag on the
floor but was draped in a sign of bridal modesty over her head, just as it had draped my
mother until the day my father died. The description further goes, her thin brown arms were
stacked with gold bracelets, a small red circle was painted on her forehead, and the edges of

her feet were tinted with a decorative red dye. I did not embraced her or kiss her or take her



hand, instead I asked her speaking Bengali for the 1* time in America if she was hungry. This
is extremely important, the language and food and from the beginning of the story we realise
that these are the 2 things which the narrator uses to create an authentic experience in a land

which is far away from his homeland.

Language speaking in Bengali, being with other Bengali people or even talking about food or
having food as an experience which would bring them close or even having retained the
identity. Towards the end of the story as we recalled in the previous session, when he is
waiting for his son to come home and have rice, he is also thinking after they have gone, after
parents are (())(16:25) he stopped eating rice and stopped speaking in Bengali. These 2
elements seem to be very integral to the ways in which the narrator and his wife and perhaps
many others who are having similar kinds of impressions speed similar kind of migration

speed. This is holding onto some kind of tendency through language and through food.
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1 told her I had prepared some egg curry at home. "What did they give you to eat
on the plane?"

"I didn't eat."

"All the way from Calcutta?"

"The menu said oxtail soup."

"But surely there were other items."

"The thought of eating an ox's tail made me lose my appetite."

When we arrived home, Mala opened up one of her suitcases, and pre
with two pullover sweaters, both made with bright-blue wool, which
knitted in the course of our separation, one with a V neck, the other
cables. I tried them on; both were tight under the arms. She had alsgd
two new pairs of drawstring pajamas, a letter from my brother,

loose Darjeeling tea. I had no present for her apart from the egg,
mAaoecen o xEN

And it is interesting where they talk about many of the, when it says oxtail soup, the thought
of eating an Ox’s tail made me lose my appetite. And there is a way in which the family gets
to adapt in selecting meals and they retain certain things like food habits or the value systems
or certain very very tangible things like pyjamas or the coconut oil or the curries that they
bring from home, there is always an attempt to retain the authentic flavour and to remain as

Bengali as possible in multiple ways. And incidentally the many images that we get about the



narrator and his wife, they also rein fused this idea in multiple ways.
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% LT
le_Edit

‘ (open

S p— e
ndow_telp %
A2 BEE|®® I e @ x[EHB|C || E Tools | Fill&Sign | Comment

Lahiri/The Third and Final Continent/15

she rubbed every other night into her scalp, or the delicate sound her bracelets
made as she moved about the apartment. In the mornings she was always awake
before I was. The first morning when I came into the kitchen she had heated up the
leftover sand set a plate with a spoonful of salt on its edge, assuming I would eat
rice for breakfast, as most Bengali husbands did. I told her cereal would do, and
the next morning when I came into the kitchen she had already poured the
cornflakes into my bowl. One morning she walked with me to M.LT., where I gave
her a short tour of the campus. The next morning before I left for work she asked
me for a few dollars. I parted with them reluctantly, but [ knew that this, ;
now normal. When I came home from work there was a potato peeler i
kitchen drawer, and a tablecloth on the table, and chicken curry made
garlic and ginger on the stove. After dinner [ read the newspaper, whilg
the kitchen table, working on a cardigan for herself with more of the 8
writing letters home.

am Lo aoociad oot o o
naoeaend®xAN*

We find that Mala’s experience, the 1* experience as an immigrant is very different from that
of her husband’s. He had come there with the hope of getting good education and establishing
himself in another system. Mala on the other hand is accompanying the narrator only because
she is married to him. So there is a limited way in which her identity works, she is taking care
of the house, she is taking care of the domestic chores, the domestic affairs, 1* time she goes
out to buy a peeler vegetable peeler and also to get some fresh garlic, to buy a good
tablecloth, these are the different ways in which she tries to establish himself in this new

place.

This is entirely different from the ambitions that the narrator has, we do not of course find
him talking a lot about his career or the kind of work that he is doing for 30 years in America.
But nevertheless we get to know that there is a certain way in which he has managed to find
his roots however so professional they are in this alien land because his son, he had adapted
well into this new world, he is attempting Harvard and he is also suspected that he will soon
become American Bengali because the only 2 things which are Bengali about him are the rice
that he has occasionally when he comes home and the Bengali that they speak at home within

the family.
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Mala rose to her feet, adjusting the end of her sari over her head and holding it to
her chest, and, for the first time since her arrival, I felt sympathy. I remembered my
first days in London, learning how to take the Tube to Russell Square, riding an
escalator for the first time, unable to understand that when the man cried "piper” it
meant"paper,” unable to decipher, for a whole year, that the conductor said "Mind
the gap" as the train pulled away from each station. Like me, Mala had travelled far
from home, not knowing where she was going, or what she would find, for no
reason other than to be my wife. As strange as it seemed, I knew in my heart that
one day her death would affect me, and stranger still, that mine would affect her. T
wanted somehow to explain this to Mrs. Croft, who was still scrutinizing Mala
from top to toe with what seemed to be placid disdain. [ wondered if Mrs. Croft
had ever seen a woman in a sari, with a dot painted on her forehead and by
stacked on her wrists. I wondered what she would object to. I wondered
could see the red dye still vivid on Mala's feet, all but obscured by the §
of her sari. At last Mrs. Croft declared, with the equal measures of disbg
delight I knew well:

"She is a perfect lady!"

naoeacnd®xAN*

So instance where he says the distance between them lessens is also very interesting. He is
taking Mala to visit Mrs Croft, the house where he lived for about 6 weeks and this is how
narrator describes Mala’s experience in Mrs Croft’s home. “Who is she boy?” She is my wife
Madam, Mrs Croft pressed her head at an angle against the cushion to get a better look, “Can
you play the piano?” “No madam” Mala replied. “Then stand up” Mala rose to her feet,
adjusting the end of her saree over her head and holding it to her chest and for the 1* time
since her arrival I felt sympathy. I remembered my 1* days in London learning how to take
the tube to Russell Square, riding an escalator for the 1* time, unable to understand when the
man cried “piper” it meant “paper”. Unable to decipher for a whole year that the conductor

said “mind the Gap” as the train pulled away from each station.

Like me, Mala had travels far from home not knowing where she was going, or what she
would find for no reason other than to be my wife. As strange as it seemed, I knew in my
heart that one day her death would affect me, and stranger still that mine would affect her,
and I wanted some how to explain this to Mrs Croft who was still scrutinising Mala from top
to toe with what seemed to be placid disdain. I wondered if Mrs Croft had ever seen a woman
in a saree with a dot painted on her forehead and bracelets stacked on her wrists. I wondered
what she would object to, I wondered if she could see the red dye still vivid on Mala feet, all
but obscured by the bottom edge of her saree. At last Mrs Croft declared, with equal measures

of disbelief and delight I knew well “She is a perfect lady”
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[ like to think of that moment in Mrs. Croft's parlor as the moment when the
distance between Mala and me began to lessen. Although we were not yet fully in
love, I like to think of the months that followed as a honeymoon of sorts. Together
we explored the city and met other Bengalis, some of whom are still friends today.
We discovered that a man named Bill sold fresh fish on Prospect Street, and that a
shop in Harvard Square called Cardullo's sold bay leaves and cloves. In the
evenings we walked to the Charles River to watch sailboats drift across the water,
or had ice-cream cones in Harvard Yard. We bought a camera with which to
document our life together, and I took pictures of her posing in front of §
Prudential Building, so that she could send them to her parents. At nigh
shy at first but quickly bold, and discovered pleasure and solace in ea
arms.  told her about my voyage on the S.S. Roma, and about Finsbug
the Y.M.C.A,, and my evenings on the bench with Mrs. Croft. When ['§
stories about my mother, she wept. It was Mala who consoled me
the Globe one evening, I came across Mrs. Croft's obituary. I hag
unexEN

LI NS

So this instant plays a significant role in bringing them closer he says so, for the 1* time we
looked at each other and smiled. I like to think of that moment in Mrs Croft parlour as the
moment when the distance between Mala and me began to lessen. We do not even know
whether subconsciously the narrator also sees this as a sign of approval, Mrs Croft the
American woman who gave him an apartment to stay, the American woman whom he looks
as a purely independent woman with strong values, who is able to say “splendid” at the
thought of the American flag on moon. He do not know whether she is seeing this as some

kind of a legitimate approval that he gets for his wife.

(Refer Slide Time: 22:01)
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alone, never to return.

As for me, I have not strayed much farther. Mala and I live in a town about twenty
miles from Boston, on a tree-lined street much like Mrs. Croft's, in a house we
own, with room for guests, and a garden that saves us from buying tomatoes in
summer. We are American citizens now, so that we can collect Social Security
when it is time. Though we visit Calcutta every few years, we have decided to
grow old here. I work in a small college library. We have a son who attends
Harvard University. Mala no longer drapes the end of her sari over her head, or
weeps at night for her parents, but occasionally she weeps for our son. So we drive
to Cambridge to visit him, or bring him home for a weekend, so that he can eat rice
with us with his hands, and speak in Bengali, things we sometimes worry kil
no longer do after we die.

Whenever we make that drive, [ always take Massachusetts Avenue, 1
traffic. I barely recognize the buildings now, but each time I am thera
instantly to those six weeks as if they were only the other day, and I sl
and point to Mrs. Croft's street, saying to my son, Here was my
America, where [ lived with a woman who was a hundred and ¢




And taking us to the present he says, I have not stayed much farther, Mala and I will live in a
town about 20 miles from Boston on a tree-lined street much like Mrs Croft’s, we visit
Calcutta every few years but we have decided to grow here. I work in a small college library.
We have a son who attends Harvard University. Mala no longer drapes the end of her saree
over her head or weeps at night for her parents, but occasionally she weeps for our son. So

this is the way he sums up his life at the end of 30 years.
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instantly to those six weeks as if they were only the other day, and I slow down
and point to Mrs. Croft's street, saying to my son, Here was my first home in
America, where I lived with a woman who was a hundred and three. "Remember?"

Lahiri/The Third and Final Continent/19

Mala says, and smiles, amazed, as [ am, that there was ever a time that wj
strangers. My son always expresses his astonishment, not at Mrs.Croft's
how little I paid in rent, a fact nearly as inconceivable to him as a flag o
was to a woman born in 1866. In my son's eyes I see the ambition that |
hurled me across the world. In a few years he will graduate and pave hi
alone and unprotected. But I remind myself that he has a father

mother who is happy and strong. Whenever he is discouraged,
BAoOen & xEN -

And he tells us about how Mrs Croft street and the home where she lived until she was 103.
They continue to Cedar Street and smile and remember that there was ever a time that we
were strangers. And when the story ends significantly, this experience is more about the
narrator and his son and it is less and less about Mala herself, it is less and less about how she
came there and how she managed to adapt and make a life, it is more about what the narrator
things he has achieved. I will read out the final segment, in my son’s eyes I see the final
ambition that had 1* hurled me across the world. In a few years he will graduate and pave his
own way, alone and unprotected. But I remind myself that he has a father who is still living, a
mother who is happy and strong. Whenever he is discouraged I tell him that if I can survive

on 3 continents then there is no obstacle he cannot conquer.

My astronauts heroes forever spent mere hours on the moon, I have remade in this new world
for nearly 30 years. I know that my achievement is quite ordinary, I am not the only man to
seek his fortune far from home and certainly T am not the 1*. Still there are times I am
bewildered by each mile I have travelled, each meal I have eaten, each person I have known,

each row in which I have slept. As ordinary as it all appears, there are times when it is beyond



my imagination. And this is how he ends this, narrator compares himself to the astronauts

recalling events which happened on the day when he landed in Boston.

The day he landed in Boston, the American had landed and had placed the American flag on
moon. So there is a way in which he tries to see his achievement as no less than astronaut’s
achievement in itself and he thinks he is better because they had spent merely hours on the
moon and he has spent years, the first 4 to 5 years in London and then our the 30+ long years
in another strange land in America. As we wrap up this discussion, I also want to remind you,
I also want you to remember and notice how uncomplicated how smooth the process of

migration seems like, this cause of immigration seems like.

And perhaps Lahiri is doing this (())(25:21) to dock him in, the uncomplicated the smooth
experienced of migration that a middle-class educated Indian has when he goes into another
1** world in pursuit of good education. And also with the intention of establishing himself
whether that new system that new society, but it is really just not embodied the most Third
World experience of migration. And not to say that the store should talk about everything but
again drawing attention to the many many smaller details and the bigger events that the story
chooses to not speak about. In fact the complexity of the story also lies in rules unspoken
things about how the narrator’s own subjective decision allowed him to overlook the many

level things and the bigger things which were happening in America as we spoke about.

America is going through this phase where (())(26:18) is happening that we do not find
narrator getting disturbed by any of those things or in 1964 when he is living Calcutta, the
Calcutta rights are happening. So we do not find his subject, we do not find his selthood
being affected by any of these things. So as we wrap up this discussion I also want you to
think about how there is an unnamed narrator in (())(26:42) Shadow lines, and the kind of
experience that narrator in Shadow lines has both them are Bengalis and we will find the

Shadow lines protagonist having a great experience.

He stays rooted, he stays rooted, tries to be authentic, he tries to connect with home through
many incidents and events which are significant in shaping the political history of a nation
and also in redefining the subjecthood the selthood that he occupies. On that mood I again
encourage you to read the story on your own, I hope this will also give you an entry point to
access more other writings on (())(27:28) experiences and also to see how differently they are
narrated in order to present peculiar kind of narrative that the story tries to program. Thank

you for listening and I look forward to see you in the next session.



