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“Monsoon Wedding” Parte V 
Mira Nair, Director (2001)  
 

Pimmi and Lalit are in bed — or we should say in their beds, because each sleeps on a separate twin-
size bed. Pimmi turns over with a sigh. She’s wearing a pink silk nightgown. Lalit appears to be asleep, 
but Pimmi is wide awake. She gazes at her husband. Then she gets up from her bed, walks over to his 
and starts kissing him gently: on his neck, on his back. 	
 

She stops and says his name quietly: “Lalit.” But he doesn’t respond. She tousles his hair. “Hmm?” he 
mutters, “Let me sleep.” And he turns to the other side.  

 

 

Outside, Dubey and his men are assembling the wedding tent. They’re using brightly colored cloth, as 
Lalit insisted. Tameez-ud-din is perched up high, straddling a bamboo pole. He calls to the people 
below, “How should I arrange the colors?”	
 

But Dubey is still despondent over Alice. “Anyway you want.” Then he announces: “Brothers, I’m 
going.” He picks up his dabba* and case, stands and tells them, “Do without me.”	
“What’s up?”	
“I’m not feeling well.”	

	
*The dabba is a tiered lunch pail with separate containers for rice or bread (on the bottom), 
vegetables, some protein and something crispy if there’s a fourth level!	
 

His men watch him with bewilderment and concern as he walks away forlornly.	
“I’ve worked with Dubey five years,” says Tameez-ud-din. “I’ve never seen him like this.”	
“He isn’t even eating marigolds,” notes Lottery.	
“We must do something.”	
 

Caption: The bustling chaos of Old Delhi! In the street, pedestrians walk without fear among trucks, 
vans, buses, scooters and rickshaws. Bollywood movie stars pose are shown posing on a billboard.	
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At home, Ria and Aditi are having a serious conversation.	
“What are you going to say to Hemant?” asks Ria.	
“Everything.”	
“Oh, God. Then?”	
“He’s going to tell me that I’m a slut and that I should get lost. How could I have been so stupid?”	
“Are you sure you want to tell Hemant everything? I mean, everything’s over between you and Vikram 
now.”	
“Ria, I don’t want to lie. I don’t want to start something new based on lies and deceit. It’s just so 
wrong.”	
 

Aditi asks her cousin, “You liked Hemant, no?”	
“Yeah!”	
“He’s nice.”	
“He’s good for you,” Ria assures her.	
“I can’t do this to him.”	
 

“I’m going mad!” Aditi says, as the insistent rhythm of a Bollywood song plays in another room. “What 
is this music?”	
“It’s Ayesha rehearsing for the sangeet tonight.”	
“Maybe she shouldn’t bother,” Aditi comments, disheartened.	
“Come on!”	
 

Aditi and Hemant walk together under a portico, eating popsicles. The arc of pillars unobtrusively 
shapes the shot. 	
“I’m really glad you called me, you know?” says Hemant, “Because I was going to call you myself this 
morning.”	
“Why? What happened?”	
“Nothing happened. It was great to see you alone yesterday, so I thought I’d try my luck again.”	
“You look really nice when you laugh.”	
“Oh, yeah?”	
 

“I need to tell you something,” begins Aditi, “You’ll probably hate me at the end of it, but I really need 
you to know.”	
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“It’s okay. I’m not going to hate you, though.”	
 

They go to an outdoor snack bar. An ancient fan moves the air. On a poster, two Bollywood lovers are 
poised for a kiss.	
Hemant says, “This used to be my favorite haunt when I was studying I.T.. Best tea in the world.”	
“It’s nice.” The chairs are as red as Lalit’s wedding canopy.	
“Oh, yeah? I was hoping you’d like it.”	
Hemant and the cook greet each other – in Hindi – like old friends.	
“I haven’t seen you around,” says the cook.	
“I’ve been away four years.”	
“What will you have?”	
“Two of your special teas. Mine without sugar.”	
“America has brainwashed you. No sugar, if that’s the way you want it! 	
 

Pimmi and Lalit sit quietly in the bedroom. Pimmi is looking at the things she’s put aside over the 
years for Aditi’s wedding. Lalit is going over bills. 	
“Pimmi, why have you spread all these things all over? I have to do my accounts and I can’t find my 
papers.”	
She suggests that he get a computer: no paper! 	
He says he’s too old to learn to use the computer and besides, “Do you know how much money we’ve 
already spent? Do you know how long it will take me to repay all this?”	
 

She sits down and calls him affectionately by his nickname. “Don’t worry so much, Lalee. Our only 
daughter is getting married.” She tries to help her nervous husband get a little perspective. “Look at 
these saris. Do you know I bought this one in Madras twenty-two years ago? I’ve been collecting these 
since the day Aditi was born.”	
 

“Tomorrow she’ll be gone. Just like that, in one day.” Pimmi sits without moving, overwhelmed by 
emotion. 
 
At the snack bar, Aditi says, “I’m sorry.” 	
“Yeah,” Hemant responds bitterly. “I’m sorry too.”	

They leave.	
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Although he’s very angry, Hemant holds the car door open for Aditi. On the drive, he says coldly, “You 
couldn’t help yourself, huh? You had to drag me into your mess as well. What am I supposed to do 
now?”	

Through the windshield, the pink dome is framed by an avenue of trees.	

 

At the house, we see Alice in the garden. She is carrying a heavy metal bucket, with a towel over her 
shoulders. Lottery, Yadav and Tameez-ud-din stop her, talking all at once. “Alice, one minute. We 
wanted to talk to you. We’re sorry. We made a big mistake. We didn’t do it on purpose. It won’t 
happen again.”	

But she just looks down and goes on her way.	

 

Hemant’s car pulls over at the end of Lalit’s tree-lined driveway, but he doesn’t drive in. Aditi is 
crying. She glances over at him, but he doesn’t turn to look at her. 	

 

Finally she opens the door herself, gets out of the car and walks up the driveway alone. Behind 
Hemant’s car, hardly visible, cows are walking along the street.	

 

But Hemant has second thoughts. He gets out of the car and runs after her, calling her name. 	

“I’m sorry,” he says when he catches up to her.	

“You had every reason to be angry.”	

 

He goes on, “I really appreciate your telling me about Vikram. You didn’t have to, but you did. That 
honesty means a lot to me. Yeah, I know it’s a risk, but what marriage isn’t a risk? Whether our 
parents introduce us or we meet in a club, what difference does it make? I know we can put this 
behind us. I really believe it.” 	
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He takes her hands in his. “I believe this can work. I believe we can be happy. As for the question of 
whether we should get married or not, it’s really you who has to answer.” 	

 

Aditi puts her hand, with its bridal henna design, on his face. Then he, in turn, puts his hand on hers. 	

 

Dubey makes his way home. He walks past brick fortifications and domed palaces, through crowded 
street markets, noticing nothing. He’s lost in his thoughts about Alice. He hails a bicycle rickshaw and 
sits hunched in the back, oblivious to the teeming city around him.	

 

Turning into a narrow alleyway, he climbs some steep stone stairs, to the apartment that he shares 
with his mother.	

 

His mother, sitting at the kitchen table, greets him warmly. In the shot, he’s framed by the rectangle of 
the window, head bowed, solemn. 	

He doesn’t even respond to his mother, who is talking excitedly about the stock market. He sets his 
dabba on the table, tears off his scarf and throws it down. 	

He goes to his room and begins to undress. Behind him, we see towels hung on a line to dry. The 
apartment feels cramped and dark. It’s a world far away from the Vermas’.	

 

As he’s taking off his shoes and socks, his mother gets to the point: “Oh, God! What’s the use of all this 
money? I’ll die before I see the face of a grandson. Your father’s name will disappear without a trace.” 	

Dubey takes off his pants as his mother continues, “What sin did I commit? You don’t like any girl. 
Don’t you feel like settling down? Ramesh is six months younger than you and he has two children. He 
earns half what you do. His mother shows off her grandsons to make me jealous.”	
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Dubey walks into the bathroom and tosses water on his face from a bucket. What must it be like for 
him to work all day at extravagant homes like the Vermas’ and then return at night to Old Delhi, to 
this apartment, to this bucket? He puts a towel over his shoulders and leaves the bathroom.	

 

Barefoot, in boxer shorts and a T shirt, he goes out on the balcony, where gorgeous purple flowers 
grow along the side of the building. The balcony has a view of the Jama Masjid Mosque and the nearby 
tall minarets. From this vantage point, in the dark blue of evening, his home seems magnificent.	

Deeply sad, Dubey sits down in a chair, folds his knees against his chest and, resting his chin on them, 
surveys the urban landscape, the darkness punctured by dots of light.  

 

At the Verma home, the sangeet is in full swing. C.L., as emcee, announces that the marriage will take 
place the next day. 	

Hemant and Aditi sit comfortably together, smiling. Tending bar on his own, Rahul seems hardly able 
to keep up with the orders.	

With Tej close by, Lalit explains to Hemant’s father, Mohan, “After Partition, we came here with 
nothing. Nowhere to go. No future. Tej’s family looked after us. He educated us, helped us to stand on 
our feet.”*	

*In 1947, the British colonial rule in India ended. The British drew a border which created two 

countries out of the former India: the primarily Muslim Pakistan and a secular India. Religious 
hatred made the resulting mass migration a bloody one, as Muslims moved to Pakistan, and 
Hindus, Sikhs and other religious minorities went from Pakistan to India.	
 

Varun is angry — too angry to dance with Ayesha at the sangeet, despite all their rehearsals. He just 
found out that his parents are going to send him to boarding school. 	

“Varun, please!” Ayesha begs him.	

“I told you: I don’t care about anything anymore. I don’t care. And that’s decided.” He walks off and 
leaves her there in her costume.	

	

	



 

Li conoscevo bene: Il blog per gli studenti di lingua italiana che amano i film.                   www.liconoscevobene.net 7 

C.L.  warms up the crowd: “May this enchanted evening glow forever!”	

Someone comments: “In my opinion, you Punjabis are way too ostentatious.”	

On behalf of all Punjabis, Ria responds: “In my opinion, you Bengalis are way too pretentious.” 	

That provokes general laughter, that acknowledges that both statements have their truth.	

 

In the middle of the party, something catches Ria’s eye. It is Tej, who is putting a flower in little 
Aliyah’s hair. He kisses her head, then grasps her shoulders.	

As soon as he’s gone, the little girl takes the flower out of her hair and tosses it away, frowning.	

 

Remembering that Rahul has seen one of the dance rehearsals, Ayesha asks him to perform with her. 
She reassures him, “You can make up the steps as we go along. You said that you love to dance. Please! 
I’m begging you. I really need your help.”	

But he refuses, explaining, “I can dance, but this isn’t a nightclub in Melbourne, you know. I can’t 
dance to this music.”	

She scowls and insults him, finishing off with a Hindi word, “You’re such a bloody foreigner!”	

 

Rahul says to himself, “I just fell from grace.”	

But Saroj, Hemant’s mother, has seen what happened. She tells Rahul, “Oh, darling, you have to be 
standing up in order to be able to fall. I mean, if you keep sitting on your ass, nothing’s going to 
happen.” She quotes a line from poetry in Urdu: “Only brave warriors fall from their horses in battle. 
How can kneeling cowards know what a fall is?”  

 

 

She puts her hand on his shoulder. “What I mean, sweetheart, is that the main thing is: you have to 
fight the battle.”	
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Just then, C.L. announces: “Ayesha!” Wearing a spangled top, her midriff exposed, Ayesha performs 
her steps with great energy, to the delight of the crowd.	

Various people join her  in the dance, briefly, before leaving the stage.	

	

One partner, with striking good looks, seems to know all the moves. He is completely in synch with 
Ayesha.  Rahul takes note and is not happy.	

 

Finally he gets up his nerve. On the dance floor, he pushes the other man away from Ayesha. The 
crowd cheers.  

 

 

Copying some of Ayesha’s moves, he improvises a fusion of Bollywood with Western-style dance. Now 
it’s Rahul who is completely in synch with Ayesha.	

 

Everyone moves onto the dance floor.  Varun even dances with his mom: he has forgotten about his 
tantrum.	

Hemant suggests to Aditi that they leave and be alone together. So things are good with them, too.	

In contrast to Aditi’s last romantic encounter, confined to Vikram’s car in the pouring rain, everything 
is out in the open now, brightly lit and publicly celebrated. Hemant leads her up a spiral staircase on 
the outside of the house. They stand and kiss on the balcony, against the background of the festive 
lights for the wedding.	

 

Meanwhile, here comes Dubey. He walks through the garden carrying a heart made of marigolds. He’s 
dressed in a sharp blue shirt and a many-colored necktie. He walks towards the kitchen, where he had 
his first real conversation with Alice. The bright red door is closed. He gazes at the door and, after a 
moment, he turns and walks away.	

But then he quickly returns. Kneeling on an orange blanket surrounded by candles, he holds the 
marigold heart as if he were praying. He’s created a kind of living altar to Alice. She finally comes to 
the door, her loose hair falling around her shoulders.	
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As she emerges slowly from the building, Dubey rises and extends the heart to her, reciting her name.	

 

At last she smiles. The innocence and restrained passion of these two characters contrasts with the 
worldly and pragmatic relationship of Aditi and Hemant. The real romance in this film is between 
Alice and Dubey.	

 

Aditi and Hemant return to the party, where they’re greeted by Ria. “Hi, lovebirds,” she says while 
she’s chatting with some other young people, together with little Aliyah. Hemant says goodnight and 
goes.	

 

By this stage of the party, people are just hanging out, talking quietly. A guy comments, “I don’t like 
kissing.”	

One of the women responds, “Typical man.”	

“No, really,” he answers. “I get so confused about what to do. Does your tongue go right in and move 
around or does it stay still? It just makes me too nervous.”	

“Don’t think,” advises Aditi. “Just go with the flow.” 

 

“I don’t know what the big deal is,” contributes Aliyah. “I know all about kissing.”	

“Really, baby?” asks Ria.	

“Everything?” asks someone else.	

“Yeah, what’s the big deal?”	

“No big deal,” the man who raised the question in the first place ironically assures her.	

 

Aliyah continues, “It’s gross. You open your mouth and he sticks his tongue in.”	

Ria is stunned. So Tej has been molesting Aliyah. 	
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The little girl gets up to leave, saying, “Yeah, don’t you know? That’s how older people kiss.”	

Ria, frozen, watches her walk toward the aunts and uncles who are talking together. 	

 

Aliyah sits next to Sona, her mother, and sleepily collapses into her arms. “Mama,” she whines. “I 
want to sleep.” 	

Tej notices and tells his wife, “I’ll go and help.” She nods.	

Meanwhile, Aliyah’s father, Uday, has received a phone call and walks away to answer it. 	

 

Tej walks over to Aliyah and says to her, “Aliyah, come.”	

Sona explains, “She’s sleepy.”	

Tej says, “I’ll take her out for a drive.”	

Ria watches, seeing herself somehow in that helpless child. 	

 

Tej and Aliyah pass by Uday, who’s still on the phone. Tej explains, “She’s tired and cranky. I thought 
I’d take her out for a drive.”	

“Thank you.”	

“Bye.”	

 

Now we see Ria running through the dark, looking for them, calling, “Aliyah?”	

A voice asks, “Ria, what’s happening?”	

She runs to the DJ in his cap and epaulettes and asks him “Did you see Tej Uncle? That tall old man…”	

 


