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Words by Meg Lamber t & I l lustrat ions by Maya Beus

W E D D I N G  S E A S O N

A kaleidoscope of  colours, sounds and sequins; exploring the glittering maze that 
is India’s Wedding Street.

t’s 10 a.m. on an uncharacteristically 
quiet Monday morning. A faint 

winter sun gathers strength and 
dissipates the lingering mist, forcing 
pedestrians to discard their cocooning 
pashminas. Chaiwallas wail, shutters 
screech open and car horns announce 
the oncoming traffic. Amidst this 
jumble of buildings - a rabbit warren 
of shops and houses (some doubling as 
both) - I’m searching for one location 
in particular. Taking a sharp right, off 
a street selling reproduction Tibetan 
artworks and Nepalese shawls, their 
discarded boxes turning to mulch 
in the gutters, I am hit by a wall of 
colour, like a handful of gulal straight 
to the face. This is Kinari Bazaar. 

Otherwise known as Old Delhi’s 
‘Wedding Street’, Kinari Bazaar gets 
its name from kinara, the ornate 
borders that adorn women’s saris, 
and it has been the go-to place for 
purveyors of such accoutrements for 
generations - brides. Thousands of 
them. This narrow little lane, barely 
wide enough for two people to squeeze 
past one another, is the epicentre of 
India’s £12 billion wedding industry. 
Almost any matrimonial accessory 
can be purchased here: an explosion of 
embroidered silk pouches (infinitely 
more ornate than your average paper 
gift bag), latkans decorated with 
everything from mirrors to beads, 
tassels and bells, and bejewelled 
fruit and nut boxes (fruit and nuts 
sold separately) worthy of a treasure 
haul. And of course, wedding saris. 
I dip into Mahalaxmi Cards which 
seems to specialise solely in gold 

foiled envelopes. “For money,” the 
proprietor tells me, in a tone equivalent 
to “err, obviously.” “In India, we gift 
our families money as part of the 
wedding ceremony.” Getting paid 
to attend weddings is a tradition I 
can definitely get on board with. 

I’ve been told by a friend who works 
as a personal wedding shopper 
for wealthy NRIs (Non-Resident 
Indians) that I must visit Om Parkash 
and lust over their saris. Armed with 
no more than the store’s address, I 
step out into the mêlée, swept along 
by a current of hurried shoppers. I’m 
only slightly dishevelled when I haul 
myself onto a pavement underneath 
an archway bearing the words: 

OM PARKASH JAWAHAR LAL 
Est. 1974

We Have No Branch

written in cursive lettering. It appears 
to mark the entrance to yet another 
labyrinth. I dive straight in. A couple 
of lefts and rights (and doubling 
back on myself ) and I arrive at a 
shabby-looking shop front. A sea of 
one-hundred-odd shoes confirms 
that there must be at least half that 
number of bodies upstairs. I add mine 
to the pile and as I ascend a crescendo 
of voices validates my suspicion. 

Cross-legged on a floor made 
entirely of mattresses, Rashi, a third-
generation sari maker, and I sit 
barricaded on all sides by a sparkling 
fortress of sequins and silks, their 
watchmen twirling brides. “Every 
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bride will need three or four, possibly 
PRUH� RXWÀWV�µ� KH� WHOOV� PH�� ´FRVWLQJ�
between 45,000 INR [£520] and 1 
ODNK�UXSHHV�>������@��HDFK�RQH�WDNLQJ�
upwards of 45 days. But that’s small 
FKDQJH� FRPSDUHG� WR� WKH� FRVW� RI� D�
Tarun Tahiliani [a renowned Indian 
GHVLJQHU@�µ� 6HGXFHG� E\� WKH� GLVSOD\�
RI� H[FHVV�� ,·P� RQO\� LQWHUHVWHG� LQ� WKH�
VXSHUODWLYH�� ´7KH� PRVW� H[SHQVLYH�
RXWÀW� ZH� PDGH� ZDV� LQ� WKH� UHJLRQ�
of four lakh [£4,650] and it took 
DOPRVW� ÀYH� PRQWKV� WR� PDNH�µ� KH�
answered. Rashi tells me that whilst 
WKH� GHPDQG� IRU� ZHGGLQJ� VDULV� KDV�
QRW� FKDQJHG�� WKH� VW\OHV� KDYH�� ,QGLDQ�
EULGHV·� SHQFKDQW� IRU� ¶PRUH� LV� PRUH·�
LV� QR� ORQJHU� de rigueur and has made 
way for more understated fashions. 
1XGHV�� JUH\V�� HYHQ� PLOOHQQLDO� SLQNV�
have found their way into this 
FRUQHU� RI� 2OG� 'HOKL�� 'UDLQLQJ� WKH�
remnants from my thimble of sweet 
FRIIHH�� VRPHWKLQJ� ,·P� RIIHUHG� DW�
nearly every stall, I realise it’s time 
I bid farewell. There is money to be 
PDGH� KHUH� DQG� ,·P� QRW� VSHQGLQJ��

It’s a similar story at Jindal Gota 
6WRUH��0IJ��	�7U��LQ�0DUULDJH�*RRGV��
Whilst the demand has not wavered, 
the nature of it has. Established in 
1975, owner Praveen tells me that for 
the last ten years they have dealt in 
ZKROHVDOH�RQO\��´3HRSOH�ZDQW�WR�VLW�LQ�
WKHLU�DLU�FRQGLWLRQHG�VKRSSLQJ�PDOOV��
7KH\�GRQ·W�ZDQW�WR�FRPH�DOO�WKH�ZD\�WR�
2OG�'HOKL�WR�JR�VKRSSLQJ�µ�,W�VHHPHG�
D�OLWWOH�SRLQWHG��$SSDUHQWO\�2OG�'HOKL�
LV� KDYLQJ� WR� PRYH� ZLWK� WKH� WLPHV��

5HWUHDWLQJ� WKURXJK� WKH� UXFNXV�� ,�
UHÁHFW�RQ� WKH�GLVSDULW\�EHWZHHQ� WKH�
´DLU�FRQGLWLRQHG� VKRSSLQJ� PDOOVµ�
RI�1HZ�'HOKL� DQG� WKH� FKDRV�RI� WKH�
ROG� FLW\�� ,I� ,QGLD� LV� DQ� DVVDXOW� RQ�

WKH� VHQVHV��2OG�'HOKL� LV� IXOO�EORZQ�
EDWWHU\��1DYLJDWLQJ�LWV�GXVW\�VWUHHWV��
SXQJHQW� ZLWK� WKH� VPHOO� RI� VWDJQDQW�
GUDLQV� DQG� VDQGDOZRRG� LQFHQVH��
HDFK� ÀJKWLQJ� LW� RXW� IRU� VXSHULRULW\��
it seems obvious that Kinari Bazaar 
LV�QR�ORQJHU�WKH�SODFH�WKDW�WKH�FLW\·V�
FDVK� ULFK�� WLPH� SRRU�� ¶VRRQ�WR�EH�
wed’ would visit for a bout of bridal 
VKRSSLQJ�� ´,� WRRN� IRXU� PRQWKV·�
OHDYH� WR� SODQ� P\� ZHGGLQJ�µ� ODXJKV�
5DGKLND�� D� UHFHQWO\�PDUULHG�ÀQDQFH�
ODZ\HU�DQG�UHVLGHQW�RI�6RXWK�'HOKL·V�
VPDUW�'HIHQFH�&RORQ\��´,W�ZDV�D�IXOO�
WLPH� MRE� LQ� LWVHOI� DQG� ,� ZDV� ORVLQJ�
VOHHS� WU\LQJ� WR� GR� ERWK�� +RQHVWO\��
,� FRXOGQ·W� ZDLW� WR� JR� EDFN� WR� ZRUN�
DIWHU���LW�VHHPHG�PXFK�HDVLHU�µ�7KHVH�
four-day matrimonial marathons 
WDNH� PRQWKV� WR� RUJDQLVH� DQG� ZKHQ�
you live within a 20-minute drive 
RI� WKH� ERXWLTXHV� RI� .KDQ� 0DUNHW�
DQG� 6KDKSXU� -DW�� LW·V� QR� VXUSULVH�
brides have fallen out of love 
ZLWK� WKH� URPDQFH� RI� 2OG� 'HOKL��

,Q� D� FLW\� GLYLGHG� E\� JHRJUDSK\� DQG�
FXOWXUH� LQWR� 1HZ� DQG� 2OG�� HYHQ�
3XUDQL� 'LOOL� �2OG� 'HOKL� DV� LW·V�
NQRZQ� LQ�+LQGL�� LV� EHLQJ� IRUFHG� WR�
PRGHUQLVH��,Q�D�FRUQHU�RI�WKH�FDSLWDO�
where the streets are so narrow you 
FDQ·W� ÀW� D� FDU�� OHW� DORQH� D� ORUU\�� DQG�
YHQGRUV�PXVW� WUDQVSRUW� WKHLU� JRRGV�
E\� F\FOH�ULFNVKDZ�RU� SRUWHU�� LW·V� QRW�
VR�PXFK�D�FDVH�RI�¶RXW�ZLWK�WKH�2OG�
and in with the New’, but about 
DGDSWLQJ� WR� WKH� WLPHV�� :KHWKHU�
\RX� DUH� SUHSDUHG� WR� JR� VWUDLJKW� WR�
WKH� VRXUFH�� RU� WR� D� VKRSSLQJ� PDOO��
Kinari Bazaar remains the heart of 
,QGLD·V�PXOWL�ELOOLRQ�SRXQG�ZHGGLQJ�
LQGXVWU\�� $QG� GR� WKRVH� JDWKHUHG�
here today think it’s still the only 
SODFH� ZRUWK� JRLQJ� IRU� DOO� DQG� DQ\� 
ZHGGLQJ��SDUDSKHUQDOLD"��%HFDXVH�,�GR�

Draining the remnants from 
my thimble of  sweet coffee, 

something I’m offered at 
nearly every stall, I realise 

it’s time I bid farewell. 
There is money to be made 
here and I’m not spending.

´
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