Letter to no one (for whom, if not you)
                                                                                                                                       14th February, 2025.
                                                                                                                                                         3:47 AM.
 
   Dear, 
4538 4883 words later, and still every sentence echoes with the sound of your laugh. You creep in somehow, with inexplicable tenderness. Except it doesn’t soften anything. Instead it chafes against the syllables, abrades the convenient deceptions, makes the memories fray. 
These letters used to be my sanctuary, but now I want nothing more than to forget you. It should be easy. All I have of you are throwaway lines from friends and your job profile. But even after countless paragraphs and backspaces, your memory vibrates through these pages. 
I scratch at that wound, sink into the pain, scratch again. Then allow the ink to feed off the anger, the indifference. It overflows, indigo blue everywhere. 

Is that dramatic? I don't know. You haunt me.

And even though I address them to no one, they always end up only for you. 


Did you know I lied? That first night, desperately searching for those shooting stars, I lied. 

Your hand in mine, the cool wind, the wet grass underneath my fingertips. You saw it immediately, as if even the heavens pined over you. Your excitement through the phone was palpable. But all I saw was darkness. 

I could’ve been honest then, admitted that I missed it. But I wanted it to be magical and special and ours, so achingly, that I made that moment. Manufactured that spark of serendipity. 

Our relationship was built on synthetic truths. Not to each other, no, in that sense we’ve always been true. We, ours, us, that was sacred. But me, you, singular? No. To ourselves, we had no such compunctions. 

We began that starlit night, lying on a woolen blanket, doomed by my idealism. I listened to your voice through my headphones for what seemed like minutes, years, hours. I parsed every syllable for your interest. My want for you, for this, for us, a deafening throbbing between my ribs. It was decidedly not casual or subtle, but rationality and logic had long abandoned me. 
Because when it comes to you? Oh, you were corporeal stardust to me. 

So of course I lied about seeing the shooting stars. Lied to myself about us, about all the ways we didn’t fit, and in truth, lied about what actually happened. 
Really though, it wasn't the most egregious of deceits. That night I did glimpse a version of the stars. Through your eyes, because I only ever looked at you.
Turns out, I was the only one who considered us holy. Then again, you’ve never been much for faith. I shouldered it for both of us, kneeling, eyes shut, devoting myself to the script. You stood with your eyes wide open, repeating after me. 
I lied to myself, you lied for yourself. 
I begrudge you a little for that. 



No, actually. I despise you for that. 

I called you on your birthday 6 months later. 
Had it all planned, calculated the time difference, not exactly midnight, not too late. 
You never even answered. 
I sat with my back against the door and cried. 

The last time we met at the coffee shop, you took 7 minutes to notice me. 
You were cordial and polite. I was a stranger. 
I asked to be friends that day. You said no. 
How could you say no?

I gave you my all, where is my equal and opposite reaction? 
You’re a physicist, why don’t you know? 
Why do I still care? 
Why are there only questions with you? 

I hope someone forgets you as easily as you did me. 
There. That’s a statement. 

I still think of sending this to you. 


you make me feel small. 




I try hard to stay in this rage; if only to simplify the turmoil. 

“I hate you.” 
“Fuck you.” 
“This is too childish”

Instead here I sit, slamming the letters on the keyboard, mythologising your memory. 

Outside, the world is a quiet blue now, not quite dawn, and the music is just the right amount of sad. So I deflate and go back to when we were happy. 

Most of the time the memories are stuffed into a handmade box, bright red and curiously shaped like a long forgotten valentines gift. But during these twilight hours, they slither free. In these stolen moments there are no rules. No logic about letting you go. No judgment about how still…still, you’re my favourite daydream.

Somehow, I always come back to your softness. The vulnerable, unpolished piece of you. 
I remember lying on your lap, with the sunlight devotedly illuminating your windswept hair. Your knuckles gently gliding across my drowsy face. You turned towards me, and I don’t think I’ll ever forget that look on your face. That awestruck expression, tinged with pure disbelief that anyone could trust you so completely. You held me reverently, like I was the most precious thing you had ever been allowed to possess. 

Then you bent over, and with the sun forming a golden halo around your head, you kissed me. A soft, barely there, brush of your lips against mine, as if confirming that I was real. That we were real. It’s so vivid, I can almost taste the strawberry chapstick on your lips. 

The one fruit you’ve always hated. 

Maybe it was raspberry then, or cherry? Does it matter?
You held me. I felt treasured. We kissed. 
The rest is scaffolding. 


But my sunlit dream had walked out the door that final valentines night.  

I drifted. Sat in the imprints you left on my bed. Ran my fingers along the red ribbon of that carefully wrapped gift. Stared at the blinking cursor. Drew our initials in the shower, watched them linger, then disappear. 
Can you believe I got a tattoo? Matching ones with my best friends. God, it was ridiculous, me hysterically yelping at every slight touch of the needle. It’s the size of perhaps a large penny, yet it took hours because the tattoo artist had to take breaks to contain his laughter. I’ve never been good with pain. You know me. Knew me. 
Is it insane that I crave the intimacy of having known you? Oftentimes I reach for that strawberry-scented conditioner you despised, let that syrupy smell cling onto my fingers. A part of me revels in that. It's true, even if out of spite; knowing what you hated is mine. 
(I hate that I don’t hate you). (do you at least hate me?). (I know you don’t). (this is pathetic).


At night sometimes, I cup my own face. Dream it's you. It never is. 
Again I descend into a spiral of fury.
At you. At the circumstances. At us being so naively young.

Yet, as I purge these words, they leave stark, violent marks of blue. Because to be honest, we were young, you were foolish, and I really did know what I had gotten myself into. The pattern of our break was no surprise. It had been part of our foundation. I knew how you would leave. How you’d let your doubts and logic transcend “petty” emotions, how you’d never promised always.

But you knew me too. 
Saw me. 
	Held me. 
	You just didn’t care if you hurt me. 

Regardless, 
I wanted to be somebody’s, so I ignored it. Worse, I rewrote it. 

This rage though, the one I direct at myself. It doesn’t need rehearsal. For how I clung to us, with chipped nail polish and bleary eyes, long after we were over. Fighting for something I had carefully cultivated, but couldn’t sustain. 

That's the thing, isn't it? We romanticized the struggle, named it yearning. Hid behind the cowardice, labeled it miscommunication. I aestheticise the breaking of my heart and call it literature. But the concise versions, reality-congruent versions, our version, always end with torn up letters and tearful, gasping goodbyes. 

Except I keep writing these letters and make collages of the fragments. I’ll never truly let you go. 

I read somewhere that the more we recall memories, the more we forget. Funny how it’s the opposite for me. Each letter crystallises my abstraction of us, solidifies our story, legitimises the longing. 

Because after all this time, all this aching, all this rumination. 
An insistent question lingering on my tongue like sour candy. 

	Who is it I miss? You or the idea of you?

No.
	I won’t ask, you won’t answer. 

   
Love, 
   R. 
       
                                                                                                                                         6th November, 2025.
                                                                                                                                                          2:25 AM.
 
   Dear, 

You just left. 2 minutes ago, you walked out of my door, out of my life, left me here; bereft. Again. I can still hear the sound of your boots on the stairwell. Heavy, solid, unflinchingly concrete. 

I am floating. 
There’s no clever way to describe it. I am simply unable to occupy my physical presence. It reeks of you. 
My tears are dripping on the keys; there are bruises forming in the shape of your mouth; your old shirt is huddled around me, suddenly smelling just like you. My polish has been stripped away by my teeth. There’s a faint twinge of pain. The bathroom light is still on. You’re still gone. 
I am still afloat. 

I thought I remembered the music of your laugh, but tonight it jangled in my ears. I was just getting used to our new characters, learning how to play at being disinterested acquaintances. Even convinced myself that there was no need for clean binaries anymore. We could venture further, find new places on the continuum. Maybe inch towards friendship? 

Then you barged in with all your stupid puns, and your hazel eyes, and reality burned my haloed dream. Before, all I had were recollections and whispers, and I was able to turn them into dissertations. 
What am I going to do now?

did you reach home safely? (i miss you). will you think about me on the tube? (i miss you). does your cat still startle when you close the door? (i miss you). do you have an “R” box too? (i miss you). are you the type of person who remakes their bed in the morning? (i miss you). Do you miss me too?

It was just a few hours ago, yet most of the details have already drifted away, refusing to be captured by my pen. It’s your scent on the stained shirt that grounds me. I’ve never been able to identify it; it remains as much a mystery to me as you. But it’s heady, and familiar. A perfume I flinch at in drugstore aisles, but still pick up religiously. 
So months later, when we finally found ourselves on the same continent, I couldn’t resist. I picked up the phone and sent you a damning text. I asked, you answered. 
Here in London, we are 6,704 km away from recognition. Thousands of kilometers away from judgement. From disappointment. This night, tonight was going to be pure indulgence. 
Somewhere, someone has decided to take advantage of the karaoke machine. The taste of beer on my tongue, my third, your fifth. Slowly the dim lighting begins to glow, reforming into something suspiciously circular. Being with you makes me foolish, impulsive, wanton. A break from being me. 
There is a newly acquired confidence in my steps as I point out insignificant structures filled with anecdotes. At the intersection you grab my hand, patiently waiting for the turn of colours, forcing me to slow down. There’s an assurance in you as well. I don’t think the old you would have been able to touch me so freely without blushing. 
Except, I still wanted you to know every minuscule detail about me. Meanwhile, you were still pausing.
We slipped into those old roles easily, nearly effortlessly. We didn’t even question it until we were back at my flat. I almost showed you all the trinkets that reside in that worn red box, ribbon and all, intact. But right then, I had no need for souvenirs. Here you were, in blue jeans and messy hair. Disconcertingly real. 
Between kisses and relearning the curves of our bodies, we found space for all the forgotten, swallowed confessions. 
“I missed you.”
“You smell so good.”
“I’ve moved on.”
We broke apart at that admission. Took a slow dragging breath. You were being honest, I could tell.
This means nothing; of course it doesn’t. 
I will never let you in again. You broke my virgin heart. That statement hurt. Good. I like wounding you, however imperceptibly.
Regardless, you felt compelled to clarify, and that enraged me. 
You stripped me of my clothes and my heart. I am see through, translucent. 
No, that’s it. This is all that will remain of our last kiss, in all its cold, dishevelled authenticity. Everything else has been splattered with jet black ink. 
Anyways, there’s no need for me to claim tonight’s. I already have my perfect last goodbye. Starring you as always, just a little bit younger, just a little less clinical. And me, just a little less aware of who we’d become to each other. 
It’s perverse, I know, that I have our last kiss memorised. But even then, in that too warm dorm room, amidst the heart shaped candy and handmade gifts, I knew this was a flashbulb memory for us. This was a scene I would replay under the safety of my blanket, in the quiet of the dark, again and again and again. We deserved a heart-wrenching send off. 
So I made us perform. 
Your trembling hands tracing my face, still oh so reverent. The way you didn’t notice the tears that slipped free. Yours, not mine. No, I was in the director's seat. 
Softly, your palms cupping my face again, your warm jacket clutched over my expensive lingerie. 
A moment of quiet. 
“I love you.” You refused to respond.
Then your whispered last confession. 
That final image of you standing at my door, in the fluorescent lighting, cradling the reminders of our relationship. 

I hold tight to this memory, because there you were, unequivocally wanting me. All your emotions on display. Raw. For maybe the first, and last time, you were mine. This is the goodbye I keep coming back to, using it as proof of your adoration. This scene will always be real, even through unanswered calls, and casual meetings devoid of intimacy. Once, you had to tear yourself away from me. Had to keep calling me in the aftermath, just to hear my voice. 

Because, as you know, the true goodbye, the actual last time you held me in my messy little flat? It’s the antithesis of the first. In tonight’s farewell, I am the one crying as you leave forever. No cinematic lighting or impassioned dialogue. You just leave silently, and I break down. I know there will be no missed calls from you tomorrow. No messy contradictions for you. 
For me though? Closure unravelled paragraphs ago. 



As much as I try to immerse this night in ebony liquid, the scene refuses to fade quietly. The remnants willfully persist. Because in our last moments together, I had to face a facet of truth. 
For a few hours, we had decided to pocket rationality and hurt. Lying on the bed, lazily exploring, refusing to detach our lips from one another. You slowed down suddenly, circling the arch of my heel. Your touch a soft caress of admiration. Tender, but questioning. 
There, in emphatic black ink, was a symbol of everything we were trying to forget. 
My tattoo. 
Bold and different and new.  
I felt you pull back slightly, let the cold air occupy the space in between. 
You’d never seen it, I realised. This incarnation of me. It jarred me enough to let go of you completely. I don’t think you saw the paradigm shifting realisation you had forced upon me. So in the moment, I brushed it off. Fell back into your warmth, continued sifting through your hair.

In the aftermath, as I sit with my hot tea, still clad in your shirt, watching dawn break through, the observation crashes through me. 
The tattoo has settled into my skin as if it had always resided there. It has been months, maybe a year. I can’t even recall the sting anymore. Honestly, I no longer remember a me without it. 
This unfamiliar version is the only one that remains. 
We had fooled ourselves with intimacy and ease, but here was an unyielding marker of time. 


You didn't know me anymore. 
I would never know you again. 
And, truly, I don't want to.
Love, 
R























P.S. - Is it okay if I keep writing to you though?
