SIMONILs COUNTRY WEDDING 1995
Who shall it be? This one or that?

That one or this? They’re both so nice!

At last our daughter Simonil

Spoke from the heart and chose a date,

A Saturday, four weeks away,
Too soon for his folks, not for us 

Because by this time we were pros.
It would be easy, since they chose

A wedding at our Bangalore farm

Instead of Bombay, where he’s from,
Till Sohrab came to Bangalore

Computering, eight years ago.

Simi worked fifty miles away
At Titan’s plant for jewelry,
Scarcely available to make

Decisions for the big event.
We left them just the wedding card

And wedding list and rings and clothes, 

Easily managing the rest.

As invitations trickled out
We booked twenty five seats by train
For relatives to join the fun
At a week-long reunion
Traditional for the Patels.

Sohrab’s a Parsi, so this was
A first, tradition-bound, for us

With ceremonies starting from

Feb first, until the wedding fourth.

Rellatives gave expert advice

On how and what and where and when.
We would be sleeping forty-two

Guests for a week, and joyfully

Began to plan where they would be. 

The terrace could sleep thirty, so

We hired the mattresses and sheets,

Striped rugs, gay awnings overhead.
Our multi-mattress beds and floor

Would take care of a dozen more.

For bathrooms there’d be quite a queue
So we rebuilt an ancient loo

Outdoors beside the house, plus two

Brick-and-mud-plastered bathing-rooms.
Our farm’s old plumber laid the pipes

And our electrician the lights

Including all the fairy-lights

And floodlights for the trees that night.

An awning on the other side
Was outdoor kitchen, as we hired

Two huge gas-rings and borrowed two

Monstrous big pots to feed the crew.

We knew the loving Patel clan

Would pitch right in and lend a hand

Despite three farm wives working for

Our Philomene as kitchen crew.

Arrangements for the main event

Were easy too: a buffet-tent,

Tables and chairs scattered about

For six hundred or thereabout.

Our dear friend Chitra stood prepared

To cook a Parsi wedding-spread

Of leaf-wrapped chutney-fish (or cheese)
Chicken-and-gravy, lamb pulau

Salad and fruit-salad dessert

And of course lagan-nu-custard,

A sweet dish she had never seen.

A Parsi friend cooked up a batch

For Chitra’s cooks to taste and match. 

Hoshang drew up the lists of drinks
For Shankz, abstemious, once again

To buy and man the bar and pour :

Heroic service, all night long.

We booked bouquets, garlands and leis,

Tailored some clothes, the wedding-blouse,
(Simi too broke tradition, and

Just like Aviva, would be wed

Wearing her mother’s wedding lace),
Went to the priest --at his request--
To personally ask him to

Perform the ceremonies at

Our poultry farm, beneath the trees

On the wide open space we’d saved

For just this hoped-for wedding day.

Sohrab brought us the wedding-lamp

From his grandmother’s wedding day

A wide-wick dream in brass and glass

Lovingly polished by a guest.
The side-table was improvised

From a veined slab of deep-green stone.

But still no chairs! No wedding-chairs!

The two did not get round to shop
For them, and when they did, could not

Approve of any, or agree

On what they’d like their suite to be.

We threatened then to marry them

On an unusual granite bench

With seat and back all in one piece

That we’d installed there recently,
Except that it faced North, not East, 

And could not be moved easily.

Guests came from Bombay, Nasik and
Surat and Madhi and beyond :

Two from Dharwar, two from Kashmir,

And three more from Secunderabad.

They came with various thoughtful gifts

Of special foods and ethnic treats

Like bhakhras, poris, theplas, sweets,

Muramba, wedding-pickles, eats

Of every flavor, shape and hue.

On the train, they’d been eating too,

Right from the start, all through the day,

Amazing fellow-passengers

Who wrote in jest, outside their coach,

“The kha-kha bogie”. What reproach!

Next day, fraternities began.

Five ladies from the bride-groom’s side

Arrived with clothes to deck the bride,

Borne in a huge tray, shoulder-high.
Almitra met them at the door
In ritual greeting,: waved an egg

Over them all for seven times

Then smashed it near their feet, to ward

Off any evil being or thought.

Meanwhile, where were the wedding-chairs? 

At the last moment, Sohrab bought 

Two standard knock-down dining-chairs

And with screw-driver, set them up

Two hours before the wedding-time !

Our Parsi weddings, post-sunset
Are short and quick, less than an hour,

So all can dive in and devour

Both drink and food, the main event,

And then, post-dinner, dance away

Till the start of another day.

The wedding-guests packed up and left,
A bustling laughing happy throng,

While Simi Sohrab packed their stuff,
Slung on their backpacks, waved goodbye

And headed for their honeymoon :
Three weeks of scenic trekking in

Arunachal, Assam, Bhutan, 
Foreshadowing a lifetime love
Of the outdoors and passing on

That joy to generations more.
