
The Letters 
 

Writing malicious letters was the last thing in my mind, but someone had actually written such a letter.  
Who was that person? 

   

I was head over heels in love with 
Geeta, but I suffered, what the expert 
would tell you, from cold feet. I just 
couldn’t bring myself up to declare my love 
to her, point blank.  

I was, therefore, thinking of bringing 
the subject to my parents and getting their 
green signal, when I suddenly I noticed a 
red light ahead. I was shocked, paralyzed, 
numbed. A proposal has come for her from 
a wealthy boy.  

It was a blinding blow.  
I was dumbfounded. I didn’t know 

what I was supposed to say. Geeta was 
prattling about something, but I didn’t 
hear; I was trying to recover from the shock.  

“Good”, I found my tongue at last. 
“When… When are they coming?”  

I wondered whether she had noticed my 
stammering, but she was in ecstatic joy and 
could hardly notice anything unusual.  

“Next Sunday,” she replied as if in a 
dream.  

Five days and six nights!  
I wished I could do something before 

that. There was sufficient time – sufficient 
to bring her back to me. I knew I must do 
something for her, if not for myself. I was 
sure she liked me. It would take only a few 
seconds to tell her that I loved her, but I 
couldn’t do just that.  

I counted each second, each minute. The 
days moved on. I was frightened. I felt like a 
convict awaiting his execution. I knew I 
could easily tell her to be my wife, but the 
very idea of proposing to her enervated me.  

How discouraging!  
I was grouchy the whole week. There 

was no charm in working. I had enough 
opportunity to let her know my feelings, 
but at those critical moments, all my 
fluency departed. Suppose she got angry?  

For me, courage was like a tortoise: it 
pulled its head in as soon as it confronted 

any danger, and my notion of danger 
differed from others’. Even a girl’s stare was 
enough. Of course, my cold feet were not 
the result of any burnt fingers, but I simply 
had no guts to face a girl, for I had a strange 
feeling that it was risky!  

It was Saturday, the day before the boy’s 
party would be coming to her house to 
settle the marriage.  

It was my last chance to tell her. I 
desperately wanted to be near her. I wished 
I could see her always and could listen to 
her mellifluous voice. I picked up enough 
courage to ask her to lunch with me.  

But the conversation flagged. I tried to 
keep the table talk going. But there were 
frequent uncomfortable silences. Neither 
she nor I seemed to know what to say next. 
Where have all those vocabulary gone?  

She was so near, yet far away. I soon 
realized that this opportunity too was 
slipping through my fingers. Yet I just sat 
there, looking at her clear, bright eyes, her 
pretty snub nose, full red lips. The thought 
of losing her depressed me. I felt sad.  

Suddenly, she asked, “Why are you 
looking at me like that?”  

I was jerked out of my reverie. “I’m 
sorry,” I said nervously. “I was thinking 
about something.”  

“What were you thinking about?”  
“Oh nothing in particular,” I tried to 

avoid her eyes.  
 
“Tell me, were you thinking about me?” 

she asked.  
“Yes,” I confessed. “I was wondering… I 

was wondering whether you would still be 
working with us after your marriage.”  

“I see,” she said smiling. Her dark eyes 
were full of brightness. “I’ve not decided 
anything. That’s up to him. If he doesn’t like 
to see me working here, perhaps I’d resign,” 
she added.  



“We’ll miss you terribly,” I said with a 
frail laugh of sadness.  

“Oh no. You can always get some other 
steno more efficient and prettier than I,” 
she replied.  

“Yes, but it’d not be the same.” That was 
the truth.  

“Why won’t it be the same?”  
“You won’t understand it,” I answered. 

How could I put my feelings into words? 
Her flushed face seemed to shine with an 
inward glow. She looked almost 
supernatural. In contract to this ethereal 
beauty, I was so banal. And it seemed 
preposterous and ridiculous to explain my 
love to her.  

When we parted, I thought I was seeing 
her for the last time.  

That was the worst Sunday I had spent. 
I felt sick with anticipation. I mentally 
visualized the scene at her house: the boy’s 
party would have come now. They would 
certainly like Geeta. She was beautiful, 
homely, educated and no one could find any 
fault with her. I kicked myself for being a 
fool. I could have been in that boy’s shoes. I 
was a coward. I knew I would not be able 
to overcome my weakness; it was in my 
blood.  

 Wasn’t it disappointing?  
I sincerely wished something would go 

wrong at her house.  
 
ON MONDAY morning, when I went to 

the office, my feelings were the same as 
those of a student who had done very 
poorly at the examination and was now 
expecting the result.  

I knew it was a lost case. Nevertheless, I 
was curious to know what might have 
happened. Within, I had a faint hope that 
perhaps she would not agree to that 
marriage!  

But for some obscure reason she 
remained aloof. Whenever I tried to 
converse with her, she replied in 
monosyllables. A bad sign that I had already 
become dust beneath her chariot wheels. I 
felt like crying. I wished I were dead.  

She ignored me completely and her tone 
suddenly became very official. There was no 

personal touch in it. She was in another 
world. I felt terribly jealous of my unknown 
rival. However, I couldn’t endure that 
suspense for long. I decided to ask her.  

“Oh, it fell through,” she said resignedly.  
“Fell through!” I exclaimed. “Why, 

didn’t they like you? Didn’t they…?”  
“Somebody wrote to him that my 

character was not good,” she put it bluntly.  
“Not good! Why the hell…” I stopped in 

mid-sentence because she was looking at 
me searchingly as if I had written that 
letter. I avoided her eyes, but I was glad 
that someone had written a malicious letter 
and prevented that marriage. Good.  

I had not lost her entirely. I had another 
chance to win her. God was at my side after 
all.  

Yet, I felt somewhat guilty. I couldn’t 
help wondering whether she would 
misinterpret the profound relief she might 
have noticed on my face. She walked away 
without bothering to ask the obvious 
question. I regained my hope!  

There were no more nightmares. For a 
few days, she was in a difficult 
temperament, but slowly the whole episode 
faded into oblivion, and we never 
mentioned it. We didn’t want any ghost of 
the past to spoil our harmonious 
relationship.  

I resolved to tell her to be my wife when 
I became a sales officer. I was expecting a 
promotion shortly.  

But I had not imagined that 
procrastination would turn my dreams into 
nightmares again. Yes, she was going to be 
somebody’s wife very soon!  

It was not pleasant news. For quite 
sometime I couldn’t say anything. I felt hurt 
and humiliated. Time had cheated me. The 
memory of those painful days flashed 
through my mind.  

It was my own mistake. None else was 
responsible for it. I was a fool to trip 
against the same stone twice. This time I 
stood no chance.  

It was pretty depressing. Somehow I 
managed to keep my face expressionless.  

“Congratulations,” I said. “Who’s the 
boy?”  



What she told me turned my insides 
cold: He was a junior executive in one of 
the biggest companies in Calcutta. I was no 
match for him. He was rich, and I was as 
poor as a church mouse!  

“How much dowry are your people 
offering?”  

“No dowry,” she said laughing. It 
seemed she was deriding me. I was hoping 
that the boy’s people would quarrel over 
the issue of dowry. That door also seemed 
to be closed against me.  

“Has everything been settled then,” I 
asked, feeling pretty dejected.  

“Yes, except that he hasn’t seen me. 
They’re visiting us next week.”  

“When?”  
“Why are you so curious?” she asked 

suddenly.  
“No, I mean… I wanted to…” I said 

evasively. In fact, I had no answer for that.  
“Next Wednesday.”  
That meant I had time to act, if I 

wished, but I was aware of my own 
weakness. I knew I would do nothing. Just 
sit tight like an idiot, hoping for the best, 
and would let another boy win her!  

However, this time the pain was less 
severe. Since I had earlier suffered very 
much mentally I could take such bad news 
stoically. I had resigned myself to the idea 
that I would never get her. Then why 
should I cry over it?  

 
I DECIDED to remain only a silent 

spectator. I wished she would have a happy 
married life. What else could I do?  

But that proposal also fell through!  
It was indeed a tragedy but I was pretty 

glad to hear it!  
However, she came blazing as if I was 

responsible for her misfortune. She hit the 
ceiling. I had never seen her so angry in my 
life. “I thought you’re a friend – a 
gentleman.”  

I was deeply offended. I had no 
intention to hurt anybody. I never wished 
any harm to anyone even in my dream.  

“I’m sorry to hear that someone has 
again written to the boy about you, but I 
tell you, Geeta, I’ve nothing to do with 

those letters.” I tried desperately to reason 
with her.  

“Who else has his address?” she asked 
turning impetuously upon me, her eyes 
flashing. “On the last occasion, too, you 
know who the boy was, and you had 
written a letter maligning my character. 
Why did you do it?  

I hate you… I hate you…”, she said and 
began to sob.  

 
FOR A MOMENT, I stood still, unsure 

of myself, listening to the painful sound of 
her weeping. The sight of those trembling 
lips, those eyes bright with tears, 
disintegrated me. I was filled with 
compassion and pity, and without knowing 
what I was doing, I put an arm around her 
in a gesture that was purely meant to 
express all the accumulated feeling of 
tenderness and affection for her.  

“Geeta,” I called her softly. “Believe me, 
I’ve nothing to do with any letter. It never 
occurred to me to write such letters. To tell 
you the truth, I had been in love with you 
and do you expect that I’d have done 
anything to hurt your feelings?”  

“You were in love with me?”, she asked 
bewildered.  

“Yes, that’s right,” I said, “I still am.”  
For quite sometime she stood there 

surprised at my confession, without 
speaking. Then suddenly she shook herself 
as though out of sleep and began to laugh 
uncontrollably.  

The storm was finally over.  
But it was only after a few months of 

our marriage that I came to know the trick 
that she had played on me. There were no 
proposals, and no letters either. They were 
all stories concocted by her. Because she 
was terribly in love with me.  

I didn’t get angry with her. Instead, I 
was glad that she did that. 
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