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“Monsoon Wedding” Parte VI 
 
Mira Nair, Director (2001)  
  
 
Meanwhile, Tej is in the car with Aliyah. He’s about to drive away but stops abruptly. Ria is blocking 
his path. 
 
 
Looking out of the car window, Tej asks, “What’s the matter Ria?” 

“Just let her go.” 

“Huh?” 

Ria runs to the car and opens the passenger door, repeating, “Just let her go!” 

“Let her go from what?” 

“From you, you bastard!” she tells him, taking Aliyah out of the car. 

“Ria, have you gone mad?” 

 
Aliyah’s father is near the car now. Tej says to him, “I don’t know. Maybe she had a bit too much to 
drink.” He laughs. 

Uday asks Ria urgently, “What happened?!” 

Ria turns around. “It wasn’t enough that he touched me when I was a girl? That wasn’t enough that 
you had to teach Aliya how older people kiss?” 

 

Tej says sternly, “Ria, stop this nonsense.” 

“What did you get out of it?” she demands, “I didn’t even have breasts, you sick man!” 

 

Tej’s wife, Vijaya, is there now, watching and listening. She goes up to Ria and slaps her. “Insolent, 
crazy girl!”  
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Lalit is listening too. He looks stunned. 

“Seven afternoons, seven afternoons of how older people kiss.” 

Tej tries to stop her, “Ria –” 

But she goes on, “He took my clothes off. ‘Open your mouth, Ria.’” 

He screams at her, “Stop it!” 

 

Then he grabs her and she yells, “Don’t touch me!” Now Lalit reaches out to her, but she backs off 
saying, “Don’t touch me! Don’t touch me!” In grief and anger, she concludes, “And now he’s doing it 
all over again to Aliyah.” 

“She’s lying,” Tej defends himself. 

Lalit remains silent, astonished . He doesn’t question Tej, but he doesn’t support Ria either. 

 
“You don’t want to believe me?” asks Ria. “Then fine. I’m not a part of this. I’m not a part of you,” she 
sobs, looking at Lalit. 
 
Tej urges Lalit, “Say something. She’s lying.” 

“You know I don’t lie. You know it. You know I don’t lie!” she cries, walking away from Lalit and the 
group of witnesses that has gathered. 

Vijaya says, “She’s lying, Lalit. Unmarried girls like Ria, they make up these fantasies.” 

 

Ria has gotten in a car. Lalit runs up to it as it moves away, begging her, “Ria! Ria! You can’t go away 
like this. Ria, please.” 

But the car keeps moving. Ria is sobbing, her hands pressed against the window to avoid seeing Tej 
and her Uncle Lalit, who seems like a stranger to her now.   

As the car roars away, Lalit looks at it helplessly. Then he turns and looks back at Tej. 

“She’s mad,” says Tej. “That girl is going crazy.” 
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Lalit lies in bed, crushed by the burden of his new awareness. What is he to do?  
He’s a family man. He needs Tej – if for no other reason, for his financial support. But Lalit is also 
responsible for Ria. She’s part of the family, too. 
His mind goes to the events of the night before: Sona in tears, with her arms around Aliyah. 
Lalit sobs, his head in his hands. 
 

Lalit goes to Pimmi, who is asleep in the other bed. Waking, she turns and holds his head in her 
hands, then pulls him to her in an embrace. 
“It’s okay,” she says softly. 
“I’m falling, Pimmi. Hold me.” 
 

It’s the wedding day! Today, even the car is being decorated with marigolds. As Dubey’s men hang the 
garlands, pedestrians, bicycles, scooters, and rickshaws stream by. For the Vermas, this is a special 
day, but in Old Delhi, life goes on, in all its chaos. 
 

With a heavy heart, Lalit goes to see Ria. When he calls her name from outside the door, she doesn’t 
answer.  
 

He slides the door open and enters, still saying her name softly. 
Ria is lying on a mattress, facing the wall, her back to the door. She turns and looks at him.   
“Don’t do this, my child,” he says in Hindi. “Let’s go home.” Switching to English, he says, “I want you 
to come with me now. I don’t want to listen to anything, please.” It sounds somewhere between a plea 
and an order. 
 

Drawing closer, he says, “Change your clothes and come home with me. I’ll wait for you in the other 
room.” 
She gets up and insists, “Don’t pretend like nothing happened.” 
“Ria, I’m not pretending.” 
“You are!” she says angrily, a fierce look in her eyes. 
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“I don’t even know how to console you, Ria,” he says. “What you have gone through I can't even 
imagine. I don’t understand. What can I do?” 
“There’s nothing you can do, Uncle.” 
 

“Ria, if you don’t come home — without you, the wedding can’t happen.” Almost to himself, he adds, “I 
don’t even know what to do.” He repeats: “I don’t know what to do, Ria. My hands are tied. The 
relationship between Tej and our family go back a very long way. We are so indebted to him. Come 
home, I beg you.” 
 

“It’s not your fault,” she says through her tears. 
“Then why are you punishing me?” 
“I’m not.”  
“And your sister and her mother. Listen to me. I cannot break up my family. I cannot. Please don’t ask 
me to make that choice. I don’t know what Surinder would have done in my position. I know I can 
never replace your father, but you are my child now. Aren’t you my little one? My family means 
everything to me. Please don’t leave us.”  
 

He takes her face in his hands saying, “Ria, if you go, everything will break.” 
 

In the yard, the men are wearing pink turbans. A long pink tail hangs between their shoulder blades. 
The photographer tries to herd the family for a wedding photo.  
Tej is there, part of the group. Uday gives him an angry look, but says nothing.  
 

Four chairs have been set on the lawn. Aditi takes one: she looks regal in her traditional Punjabi 
clothing. Some family members stand behind the chairs; the youngest sit in front on the grass.  
Several of the women wear red saris with a gold design, matching Aditi’s outfit. Tej sits down between 
Aditi and his wife.  
 

The photographer starts to shoot, but nobody is smiling. In the back row, Aliyah’s parents, holding 
their grief inside, are solemn.  
The photographer asks the group to smile. Pimmi manages a small smile. “Very nice. Beautiful,” says 
the photographer. Lalit, too, looks grim but manages a faint smile. “What a lovely family,” the 
photographer goes on. 
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Then he asks Ria to move to the front. He seats her in front of Tej.  
She sits obediently and then looks at Lalit. Their eyes meet. 
“Hold it!” instructs the photographer. “Everybody all smile together.”  
 

In the final pose for the family photo, we notice that both Ria and Aliyah are sitting at Tej’s feet: it’s a 
disquieting image. 
When the photo shoot is over, it’s a relief for everyone. 
Pimmi tells Aditi to go and receive her elders’ blessing. 
 

Ria is gazing at the photo of her father, a bearded man with the look of a college professor. “I miss you 
so much, Papa,” she says and puts a tika* – a dot of red – on the glass covering the picture, between 
his eyebrows. Then puts her hands together in prayer. We watch as they are enfolded in smoke from 
burning incense. 
 
*The tika is a religious mark applied on the forehead, not an ornament like the bindi. Here it is used 
to welcome and honor guests as well as to demonstrate remembrance and respect for Ria’s late 
father. 
 

When Aditi arrives, she and her mother put another tika on the photo. 
 

Through a screen, we see Tej, who enters along with other relatives, smiling at everyone. He seems 
confident of his place in the family.  
The women gather around the photograph of Surinder. Looking at the portrait of the dead man, Lalit 
seems in agony. 
 

Tej says, “Lalit, I’ll just go out to receive the guests.” 
“No!” replies Lalit, shaking his head. “No. I don’t want you to — I can’t do this. I can’t. I’m sorry.” 
 

“Lalit –” begins Tej. His wife, Vijaya – Lalit’s sister – is standing at his side. 
But Lalit cuts him off. “I don’t even want you here. Please. I cannot allow this. I cannot. Both of you 
just leave my home and my family and go.” 
Vijaya tries to argue with him, but he won’t listen. “I don’t want to say anymore. Please. Please don’t 
make it worse.” 
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Vijaya tries again, “For such a small thing…” 
“No, no, I don’t want to say anything. Please don’t make it worse.”  
The other family members watch in stunned silence. 
 

“These are my children and I will protect them even from myself if I have to. Please go,” he finishes, 
putting his hands in prayer position. 
 
 
Tej extends his hand to touch Lalit’s shoulder, but Lalit backs off, eyes downcast. Resigned, Tej 
removes his pink turban. He looks at Ria, then at Lalit, and leaves.  
 
Lalit goes to Ria, takes her head in his hands and kisses her forehead. 
 
Finally! Aditi and Hemant’s wedding!  
It is pouring outside. Under Lalit’s bright red wedding canopy, built by Dubey and his men, a brass 
band plays. The musicians are dressed in red caps and white jackets, with gold tassels and epaulettes. 
Tables covered by red tablecloths await the Vermas and their guests. 
 
And, close by, another ceremony is about to take place. On a wooden footbridge, framed by foliage, 
Dubey holds up his red umbrella to protect Alice from the rain. 
 

The rain is torrential. On the great lawn of the Vermas’ house, night has fallen, but festive party lights 
dot the trees and bushes, the structures are decorated with vivid fabric, there’s music: it’s a 
celebration! 
 
The bride’s family members stand under the bridal tent, looking out into the darkness waiting for the 
family of the groom. Temporarily protected by the canopy, the men carry folded umbrellas. Pimmi 
holds a tray of candles in her hands.   
 
Finally, many people come dancing towards them, a column of guests in saris and pink turbans, hands 
waving in the air. From under the canopy, a cry goes up: “The soaked in-laws are here!”  
 

Hemant, in a white turban garlanded with marigolds, arrives riding a horse outfitted in spangled 
cloth, protected by an enormous umbrella. 
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Someone yells, “Verma family, forge ahead!” Unfolding their umbrellas, the men take off, matching 
their motion to the rhythm of the music. “Get drenched, bloody fools!” the voice continues.  

 

On the bridge, Alice and Dubey stand under an umbrella draped with marigolds, regarding one 
another intently. As traditional music plays quietly, Dubey holds out a necklace. “Should I put it on?” 
Alice asks. He says yes, and she does. Despite the umbrella, they’re soaking wet, just like Hemant’s 
family. 

 

Dismounted from the horse, Hemant is rushed to the canopy under the Verma men’s translucent 
umbrellas, while the guests cheerfully toss flower petals at him. 

 

Dubey holds Alice in a close embrace, while rain streams across her cheek. A voice – one of Dubey’s 
men – says, “Congratulations on the wedding, Mr. and Mrs. Dubey!” So there is a second wedding in 
this monsoon!  

In a long shot, we see the three witnesses throw blossoms at the bride and groom, through the 
torrential cascade of rain.  

 

At the Vermas’ party, the band stops and is replaced by traditional music. The crowd dances in one big 
communal celebration, arms waving in the air. Dubey and Alice are pulled into the singing and 
dancing, generously invited by Lalit who says, “Under your own tent!” – the tent that Dubey put up for 
his daughter. Lalit and Dubey hug; Lalit dances with Alice. Class differences are forgotten in this 
unifying celebratory moment. 
 
Aditi and Hemant put garlands around each other’s necks. In the background, we see Lalit, smiling in 
his pink turban. 

Suddenly, a tall figure emerges from the rain: it’s Rahul’s brother Umang, arriving late and in a casual 
Western-style shirt. Something about him catches Ria’s eye: we sense the stirring of a new romance. 
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In two days, the preparations for the wedding have brought unexpected challenges to the Vermas: not 
least, a revelation that could have broken the family apart. But, in his despair, Lalit reached out to 
Pimmi for comfort, strengthening their bond; and, at last, he chose to protect those in his family who 
were most vulnerable, despite the financial and social costs that might entail. 

Ria, in turn, buoyed by her uncle’s gesture, seems to be healing, while Aditi, whose wedding provoked 
such agonizing complications, has embraced the choice that she resisted and has begun a life with her 
husband. 

And Dubey and Alice? They have found love!   

 

 


