
The Invitation 
 

A Short Story 
 

Anita was going through the list of invitees for her wedding. She found that no invitation had been sent to her 
estranged father. But on the wedding day he appeared. Who sent the invitation? 

 
 ANITA was meticulously going through the 

names of the invitees for the wedding. The list 
ran into pages and she found the names of most 
of the influential and rich members of the city. It 
looked as though they were copied from “Who is 
who.”  

But there was one name missing. He was 
certainly not among the elite group, and not 
required to be invited, but she knew that he 
would not come without an invitation! 

“Mummy, you’ve not included one name, one 
important person,” she remarked. Sheela, her 
mother, was busily writing the addresses on 
envelopes. 

“Who?” she asked, looking up. 
“Daddy! You’ve not included his name!” 
Her mother gasped. The servants who had 

been cleaning the windowpanes stopped in their 
tracks, with stunned expressions. 

Her maternal grandfather, relaxing on a 
reclining chair and reading the latest trend in 
shares, almost jumped as if there had been a 
crash in the stock market. All activities suddenly 
stopped as though Anita had committed a faux 
pas. For some time nobody spoke. 

“No, we’re not going to invite him,” 
grandfather put his foot down. Even in his late 
sixties, he had not lost his old stubbornness.  

It was said that while he was in service, he 
had steam rolled over all obstacles, and never 
allowed anybody to question his authority. 

“He’s not cared to inquire about you all these 
years. Did he?” grandfather asked aggressively. 
“For us, he’s dead and forgotten.  

Nobody sends invitations to deceased 
people,” he commented, utting short any 
argument that might ensue. 

Sheela looked at her father in some 
trepidation. She was not a widow; only 
estranged, and yet he made it appear as if her 
husband was dead and buried! To her father, 
perhaps, John was dust and ashes but she still 
yearned for him. 

She wished that her daughter had not 
broached that subject. 

Life was like a serene river and now Anita 
had dropped a stone in it. It created small circles 
that touched a memory chord within her. For 
some obscure reason, Sheela found her hands 
trembling… 

John was surprised and at the same time 
upset to receive the invitation card. Surprised, 
because this was the first time that a 
communication from his in-laws was received; 
upset because his name was nowhere mentioned 
on the card! There was no indication either on 
the envelope as to who had sent it.  

He wished someone from his wife’s family 
had come and personally requested him to attend 
the function as the father of the bride. But it 
seemed that they just wanted to inform him 
about the marriage, and not actually wished him 
to be present. It was pretty disconcerting. 

Ever since Sheela walked out on him, he had 
been waiting for some sort of a missive from his 
in-laws. It had taken twenty years for them to 
remember him again. 

 
He did not find fault with his wife for leaving 

him on that fateful evening. The flaw was her 
upbringing. Sheela was not brought up like an 
ordinary middle-class girl. She had been living in 
luxury before her marriage, and so his two-room 
flat and his hand-to-mouth existence would have 
seemed quite suffocating. 

So when her father came to visit her, she 
might have found the escape tunnel open… 

John could have made their lives together 
more pleasant, but he was one of the rare 
straightforward engineers who could never 
accept a bribe. His colleagues and friends had 
said he was a blockhead. 

While his subordinates bought cars, built 
bungalows and lived in style, he could hardly 
make both ends meet with his meager salary.  

His rented flat was sparsely furnished; there 
was no fridge, no sofa-set, no dining table and 
chairs, no washing machine, no micro oven … 

 



PERHAPS Sheela found life with him a real 
hell. But he did love his wife very dearly. She was 
his whole world, and would have done anything 
for her except being dishonest to his work and 
forgo his valued principles. 

It had taken him years to climb up the rungs 
of the career ladder, and become chief engineer, 
but there was nobody to share his success, nor 
anybody to share his happiness. He now owned a 
fairly good house with all the modern amenities. 
Yet life was dull and depressing. 

He had earlier visualized that loneliness was 
a blessing, but when he experienced it, he found 
it rather oppressive and irritating.  

Not even books could stop him from hearing 
the footsteps of Time walking away slowly. God 
alone knew how had spent the last twenty long 
years. 

He had opted for transfers and had 
deliberately created chances to go on inspection 
tours, to avoid being alone in that house. Only 
darkness and silence awaited him back home. 
The rooms had a doleful air and even with all 
that furniture and things, his house always wore 
a forlorn look; it lacked a feminine touch. 

Many a time he was tempted to go to Sheela’s 
house and ask her to return, but he restrained 
himself. He knew one day she would realize her 
mistake and come to him. 

Had she waited some more years, she would 
have had all the good things in life. But, alas, she 
never stopped to realize that it was from small 
threads that large tapestries were woven. She 
wanted everything very fast! 

When her father came to visit them, he was 
aghast to see the pitiful condition in which his 
dear daughter lived. Her complexion had turned 
suntan; and she looked as if she had suddenly 
aged by ten years. 

Her father was furious. He was a man who 
never minced his words. 

“What type of a man is your husband?” he 
asked Sheela. “Can’t he provide you some decent 
living conditions? See for yourself! Do you have a 
good cot to sleep? How do you take your lunch 
and dinner? Sitting on the floor? I never knew he 
was so poor. I thought being an assistant 
engineer in the Public Works Department, he 
would be rich. But he won’t touch money! Ha, ha! 
He’s honest.” He said the word, ‘honest’ with 
sneer. 

“I had thought that honesty had gone out 
from society with the death of Mahatma Gandhi. 
What’s he trying to become? Another mahatma? 

It’s good in novels and cinema. But this is life, my 
dear Sheela. I tell you, he’s a nincompoop!” 

Sheela didn’t like to hear her husband being 
belittled, but she was scared of her father to raise 
any objection. 

Within a few days the whole complexion of 
the flat was changed. 

 
New curtains appeared on windows and 

doors, new cots arrived, new bed sheets covered 
the beds, and Sheela began to wear costly 
dresses. 

Yet John did not feel offended. A father could 
give to his daughter anything he wanted, he 
reasoned. Most of the days father and daughter 
would go shopping together. Nothing wrong in 
it, as long as she was home when he returned 
from work, he thought. 

But one evening when he came home he 
found the door locked from outside. She had 
never gone out without telling him before. 

It rankled him. 
He entered the flat using his duplicate key. 

What irritated him most was to make tea for 
himself. It reminded him of his bachelor days 
when he had to prepare food for the night and 
breakfast in the morning, all alone. Those were 
his dreary days. What he had dreaded most in 
those days was washing utensils and dishes. 
With the marriage he was relieved of cooking, 
washing and keeping his house clean! 

He looked at the clock on the wall. Its hands 
showed that it was past 6:30. Where has she 
gone? He was just watching the busy road below 
to while away time when he saw some coolies 
struggling to bring a bridge up by the staircase. 
It amused him. Poor people. 

Who wants a refrigerator in this frosty 
climate? he thought. When they reached the 
fourth floor and asked where John’s flat was, he 
was astounded. 

“I’ve not ordered any fridge, there must be 
some mistake somewhere,” he said very politely. 

“Your wife’s bought it, sir, and she told me to 
deliver it here,” the man from the stop said. 

John lost his nonchalance. Perhaps all the 
past one week he had been practically sitting on 
a volcano and it needed only a spark to erupt. 
Everyday some new item would appear in his flat 
and nobody thought of asking his permission or 
opinion. 

He had demurely accepted all that, but 
slowly it began to get on his nerves, and he knew 
that he had to somehow put a stop to this 



nonsense. This was his house, and he was the 
master. Nobody could defy that authority, he 
decided.  

 
ALL THE stains of bitterness in him 

combined together in one gush of anger, he 
barked: “Take it back. This is my house, and I 
decide which item should come in. If she’s 
already paid for it, you throw it into the sea. I 
don’t want it.” Even to him, his voice appeared to 
be strange and hoarse. 

Grumbling something under their breath, the 
men retreated with the fridge. 

Shortly afterwards, as he was trying to get 
over his indignation in the printed words of a 
newspaper, his wife burst in. Turning 
impetuously upon him, her eyes flashing with 
anger, she lashed at him: “What’ve you done? 
Why did you return the fridge? I’ve already paid 
for it. And why did you behave rudely with the 
shop man? I’ve never felt so embarrassed before.” 
Strangely, she looked like a wild cat. 

“Have I done anything wrong?” he asked, 
trying to keep his voice calm. “I never knew that 
the fridge was for us. And you paid for it with 
your money? I’m sorry,” he apologized rather 
derisively. Then becoming suddenly serious he 
said, “I wanted to know something, Sheela. 
We’re not strangers. You could’ve at least told 
me that you were going to buy a fridge today. But 
you don’t consult me. Your great father is here, 
and he’s rich. I don’t care. I’ve not married you 
for money. If you can live with me with the salary 
I earn, well and good! Otherwise, you can go to 
your house. Understand?” 

“I’m precisely thinking that,” her father 
butted in. “Is this two-room stinking joint you 
call a house? I’ve never seen such squalor and 
penury before. And when I was trying to give you 
some basic amenities of life, you were goo proud 
and impudent to return them. 

I’ll not take such an insult. I’m leaving…” and 
he stormed out of the room. 

“I’m also going,” Sheela announced. “You find 
fault with everything I do. Now I know, you 
don’t love me!” 

 
Everything happened rather unexpectedly. 

Before he could realize what was happening, 
Sheela and her father strode out of his flat 
indomitably, and were gone!  

That was twenty years ago. 
At that time Sheela was two months 

pregnant… 

For a few weeks, Sheela thought she had 
done a very sensible thing, and John would 
realize his mistake and come begging her to 
return. But as the weeks grew into months and 
months into years with no sign of his relenting, 
she began to doubt whether it was the most 
irresponsible thing she had ever done. 

Her hopes turned to despair, and her dreams 
became nightmares. 

She slowly realized that she did not try to 
understand her husband. 

Any other man would have loved to get 
everything from his wife’s father, but not John; 
he was an exception. 

She had miserably failed to recognize that 
fact. And she did not know that happiness comes 
from building a home brick by brick and not 
from buying one that somebody had built. But 
that realization came only when it was too late.  

Had her mother been alive, perhaps she 
would have advised Sheela correctly, but she 
died when Sheela was one year old. And being 
the only daughter, she was showered with love 
and affection, and her father had given her 
everything she wanted. 

That was one reason why he had not 
objected to her marrying a common man like 
John, whom she had met in the college. But he 
always considered John as someone inferior to 
his social status, forgetting himself that he had 
amassed his wealth through dishonest means. 

When some family friends attempted to 
bring a rapprochement, John averred that it was 
Sheela who had walked out on him and his doors 
were always open for her. Sheela was equally 
obdurate. She was too proud to accept that she 
had committed a mistake. 

And when the baby was born, Sheela’s father 
had asked her not to inform her husband. They 
had parted their ways and he wanted it to 
remain that way. 

However, it slowly dawned on her that her 
life was dull and dreary. There was no sunshine. 
And in that big house she often felt very lonely. 
Her only solace was Anita. 

But Anita was going to leave her also very 
soon. She was sorry that her daughter was 
denied a father’s affection and love. She secretly 
wished that John had come for the wedding. But 
who would inform him? Sheela didn’t wish to do 
anything against her father’s wishes. 

In her childhood, Anita had heard stories that 
painted her father in bad light, and so she hated 
him and avoided all his attempts to see her at the 



school surreptitiously. But as she grew up, and 
knew what had actually happened, she 
recognized that the real villain in the story was 
her grandfather! 

She felt immensely sorry for her mother. It 
was a simple case personality-clash that 
separated her parents, and she thought perhaps 
she could bring them together again. But, to her 
dismay, she leant that her father had voluntarily 
opted for transfer to a distant place and had 
gone, with no forwarding address!  

She would have been very much eager to see 
her father, but she was afraid that her 
grandfather would make a scene if her father 
appeared at the wedding. 

 
GRANDFATHER was outraged to see John 

at the wedding. 
What audacity! He fumed at Sheela. “I told 

you not to invite him, but why did you do that?” 
His face was crimson with anger. 

“Dad, I’ve not sent him any invitation,” she 
said meekly. “You told me not to… Perhaps 
Anita…” 

“No mummy. I didn’t I don’t have dad’s 
address. Otherwise, I’d have sent one!” Anita 
countered undaunted. 

Sheela was worried that her father would 
take the extreme step of asking John to get out of 
the Church in front of all those specially invited 
people. It was his daughter’s wedding, and John 
needed no invitation to attend it, she reasoned, 
but she did not express her thoughts aloud. 

John looked exactly the same as she had seen 
him in many of her dreams, except that he had 
put on some weight and had gone a little bald. 
She wondered whether there could still be some 
old sparks buried underneath the ashes of their 
dead love. 

Suddenly he was in front of her “Hello 
Sheela,” he greeted. 

“Thanks for your invitation,” he said. 
At that critical juncture, her mental rehearsal 

of what she would say if she ever met him again 
failed her. She wanted to say so many things, but 
while her mind was quite eloquent, her tongue 
refused to oblige. 

“I didn’t… I don’t know who…” she 
stammered. 

But he was not listening. He gently held her 
hand. “I’m really sorry, Sheela. I gave you so 
much trouble. Please forgive me…” he apologized. 
His voice had genuine pathos, and soon she was 
flooded with a gush of emotions. Throwing away 

all her reserves, and oblivious of the 
surroundings, she buried her head on his chest 
and sobbed. 

“There, there… don’t cry,” he said, pacifying 
her. 

 
FOR SOME TIME they just stood there 

without speaking. There was no need for any 
words to express their feelings. The silence itself 
was quite expressive. 

Then regaining her composure, she said, 
“come, let me introduce everybody…” She was 
like a somnambulist, and she had no idea of what 
she was saying, whom she was meeting. All she 
knew was that he was with her and everything 
else was irrelevant, insignificant. 

Later when all the guests and the 
bridegroom’s party left, they went to the room 
where her father was stalking about muttering 
something incoherently to himself. Evidently he 
disliked their reunion. Perhaps he was afraid that 
Sheela would also go and leave him alone in that 
big house with only servants to look after him. 

“I’m taking my wife with me…” John 
announced perfunctorily. 

“No, she’ll not go!” her father said, raising his 
hand as if to stop John from taking this extreme 
step. “She’ll stay here, with me!” 

“No, dad, I’m going with him,” Sheela 
interrupted. It was the first time that she had 
ever disobeyed her father. “I made a mistake of 
leaving him once, I’ll not commit that mistake 
again,” she asserted. 

“I’m sorry dad, but I’ve to go.” 
“No! Don’t go, don’t go,” he implored, but she 

had already left the room. 
Overwhelmed by the sudden turn of events, 

her father stood there for quite some time, 
unable to decide what course of action he should 
take next. He saw from his window, Sheela 
getting into John’s car, and the car slowly 
surging forward, then picking up speed. 

He wanted to ask them to stop, but he 
decided against it. A wife’s place is always at her 
husband’s side, he thought. As the car 
disappeared from his view, a sly smile appeared 
on his face. Then the smile turned to a chuckle. It 
was a gamble and it had paid off well. 

He was happy that he had sent an invitation 
card to John. 


