

AVIVA’S COUNTRY WEDDING 1991
“We plan next month to wed” she said, 

My lovely daughter from the woods

Of Coorg, where she is studying figs, 

And Tarun, tall and strapping friend 

From college days in Bangalore 

And USA, where day by day 

They grew from friends to something more. 

“We’ll wed in casual style” said they

In their new casual US way. 

He is a Catholic, she Parsi:

“There’ll be no fancy ceremony. 

Fetch, in his car, the Registrar 

To his folks’ farm, three miles away, 

Sign, and be married.”  “As you say.”

“And have the wedding-feast next day. 

“We’ll have it at the Club, because 

Although l’ d love it at the farm

It’s too much hassle.”   “Not at all”

Almitra said,  “it’s been my dream

To share a bite beneath the trees

As at your Navjotes, when your aunt

Mota Fui cooked a feast with ease 

For ninety, who remember still

The glorious savour of her meal. 

“Well, all we need’s the ring” she said. 

“We need no wedding cards at all. 

Our few close friends we can just call

Over the phone.”   “I doubt we can, 

We must write to the Patel clan, 

A hundred strong, all far away, 

In courtesy, to bless the day.”

“Twenty guests each.”   We never knew

Till we tried bravely to short-list, 

How many dear, close friends we had

Whose presence would be sorely missed. 

Three hundred at the very least. 

Next week the invitations came

For an informal --- ooops!   Reprint!

So many friends offered to help

With furniture hire, drinks and lights. 

Friend Chitra Bali’s food assured

All guests a tasty festive board.

Next they tracked down the Registrar. 

After being passed from hand to hand
And proving local residence, 

A bureaucratic bellyful

Provoked fine tantrums, when at last 

The creep agreed to post the banns:

Their sweet friend Suji, quite by chance 

Had warned them of a month’s delay

And no work done on Saturday. 

With luck, they’d meet their wedding date. 

A flawed blood-test gave all a scare

Till a full retest cleared the air. 

This sudden grave adversity

Bonded the pair more forcefully. 

Their test of strength assured us all

The marriage could stand lots of shocks. 

Hoshang, Almitra, Winnie, Bill, 

The Parents of the bride and groom

Approached each other warily, 

First got acquainted cautiously 

Then hit it off quite famously 

With laid-back informality. 

The wedding sari?   “Simple white

That can make do for funerals too.”

Horrors!   How different from dear Ma

Who loved all things bright, beautiful, 

Artistic, and had lovingly 

Crafted a dream in sequined lace 

For her new daughter’s wedding-day.

“The keynote is austerity. 

No ostentatious finery.” 

No dowry asked, nor given.   Winnie 

Voiced one request, half-fearfully :

“Persuade her to wear gold!”  and then 

Gave her a chain, half-furtively. 

Discussing what the rest would wear, 

Admiring Ma’s fine jewellery, 

Vive, slipping into festive mode, 

Diffidently agreed to wear 

Her mother’s lovely wedding wear 

So other guests could dress up too. 

Mutti arrived a week early. 

Sister Dilly and family, 

Mary from Cal, a favourite aunt, 

Close cousins Silloo and Mehru, 

Dinoo, Phiroze. Old hiking friends:

Sophie and Koth, Ashok and clan.

From Dharwad Simi’s guardians came:

Arya and the Tavargeres. 

Twenty five dear ones filled our home

With laughing bustling noisy life

That made the wedding come alive. 

We re-invented ritual 

To suit this mixed informal pair, 

Planting, eighth morn, a banyan tree

For “Dr Ficus”, fig-lady, 

In pot with artist Arya’s art 

Rather than Parsi mango-branch. 

At home, Tarun was teased full sore

After the ritual coconut-milk, 

Smeared with tomatoes, eggs and all;

Mischief planned for the bridal pair :

Alarms set to go off each hour, 

Crumbs in their bed, and much much more. 

That evening was the wedding-hour. 

But panic really struck at noon. 

Where was the wedding-sari, now?

Forgotten at the tailor’s? Store?

We phoned the in-laws who, bemused, 

Realised what disorganised 

Mother-in-law their son now had. 

Aviva, comforting, not sad, 

Made light of it, while Mutti, calm 

And sensible, helped us to find

The sari where it should have been, 

As always, kept “most carefully”!

To Nanthur Farm, three miles away

We went, to the Machados’ place 

For signing our first-born away. 

Bill led us round to meet his clan. 

We shook a few hands formally

Till Al, in unaccustomed heels, 

Went full toss on their velvet lawn, 

Feet in the air, to break the ice!

Tarun had fetched the Registrar. 

Nine signatures apiece there were, 

Judge Sam, an uncle, witnessing 

With suitable solemnity. 

Tarun and Aviva shared a kiss

After a mutual garlanding, 

Opened champagne, and cut the cake, 

Turned on the music, led the way

To a grand home-made Mangalore meal

Of sannas, pork, fish-curry, rice.

And now the pair were wed, we said, 

Until the country Registrar

Announced that their certificate 

Would only bear next Monday’s date, 

Eleventh Nov.  Vive was quite pleased; 

Mutti, her grandma’s, birthday date!

With invitations for the ninth, 

They’d have three “anniversaries”. 

The ninth felt like the real Big Day. 

All prayed for rain to keep away. 

Sweet Suji came with mounds of flowers. 

With Simi’s help, all afternoon, 

Her flower arrangements made one swoon!

Later, all else in readiness, 

Some guests to shop at Chickpet went 

And to fetch giant blocks of ice. 

Raju, our trusty Manager, 

Had worked away, month and a day

Between unseasonal cyclones 

To level and roll flat the grounds, 

Chicken-sheds whitewashed, just in case, 

And bunting bought to dress them up. 

Now with farm boys he strung up wires, 

Arranged the chairs and tables, made 

From braided coconut leaves a gate 

And garlands from its plaited fronds, 

Spent hours arranging all the lights, 

Counted the plates, received soft drinks

And generally left us free

To dress up in our finery 

At sunset, when --- Calamity! ---

All lights went off throughout the town, 

Leaving bride and ten guests to dress

By one emergency tube-light, 

Some hemlines one foot off the floor, 

Wedding shoes missing in the dark . . . 

Fun and excitement filled the air. 

Almitra’d bathed and washed her hair 

To set it with a dryer – alas!

The power failure left her there 

Her usual frizzly woggly self. 

It rained in town, but spared our farm. 

Hoshang stood frantic at the gate:

The ice was quite an hour late

And all the guests were streaming in 

Waiting for cocktails to begin!

Almitra could not greet the guests. 

Always a flame-and candle freak, 

She spent a half-hour in the house

Truffling for lights to fight the dark

And bottles to stick candles in 

While Sam drove off to fetch some more. 

Arya artistically adorned 

A giant anthill near the bar 

With clay lamps in the crevices:

Traditional yet pagan touch. 

Guests sat around by candle-light 

Thinking it all intentional. 

One generator-floodlamp lit 

Chitra’s fine home-cooked buffet spread 

Till half-way through the meal, at last 

The lights came on and suddenly 

Shone off the lacy canopies

Of all the giant back-lit trees. 

Tarun set up his hi-fi set;

Classical music first, and then

Foot-stomping tunes for foot-loose teens

To dance till one beneath the trees, 

And then an hour-long walk along 

The road to a ghost-haunted barn. 

At two, all finally retired, 

Aviv and Tarun on the roof:

Our top-most terrace.  Sweetly then 

They both stayed on an extra day 

To wave their many guests away 

Before, on Monday, heading off 

In bug-red van to honeymoon 

A week in Coonoor and Munnar 

And start a new life ‘neath the stars. 
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