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Monologue 1:  Separating It All Out
(Lights.  We see the contents of a person packing for a trip strewn about the room.  Including a 
small carry-on and a larger brown bag.  We hear a loud “hello” in an Indian accent.  We hear it 
again.  A hand emerges from the bag and attempts to unzip it, and it goes smoothly for a second 
but then something gets stuck.)

Akash:  Hello,  Hell-o, hell-uhhh…oowww… Ummmm….Umm…someone… I think the 

zipper’s stuck.  Umm…Can I have some more light here… Yeah,.. does anyone have any 

scissors…or a twenty…  Umm…can someone give me a hand here.   Hmmm…Yeah ok, 

ok, there we go.  Easy does it. Owww…Hair, hair…ok.  (He finally throws the flap open 

and emerges from the suitcase) 

 Hello…hi…hi… How are you all doing? Everyone having a good night.  Phew…

its hot in there.  Does anyone have any water or anything.  Anyone.  Sir?  Thanks so 

much.  You don’t mind if I.  Great thanks, and you don’t have any like diseases or fungus 

or anything.  Bacteria? Backwash?  Great thanks.  Here you go.  (hands drink back). Ok, 

sorry I seem to have gotten off track.  

So, hi, How are y’all doing today.  I know y’all are here for a show about “brown 

terrorist looking individuals” like me and something called “gindians.” And well that’s 

my plan too and its going to be da’ fucking bomb. Get it. (points at self…maybe there’s a 

smattering of laughter or even better silence and stone cold serious face so he has to 

recover quickly) .  Come on now people that joke was da bomb.  

(breaking chracter again) Ummm…yeah before I go on I feel that in our hyper-

sensitive semi-post pc era that I should just put it out there, that I in no way intend to 

make light of our national security situation or the war on terror.  Ok, maybe just a little. 
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Usually, when I feel uncomfortable in a situation I awkwardly make it worse by laughing 

at it and making bad jokes.  Don’t get me wrong I do have some standard of taste.  I 

would never jump out of a suitcase (climbs back in and pulls flap back on top) and shout 

“I am da bomb.  I am da bomb” or anything like that.  Mine is a more subtle, quieter style 

of humor.  (shout that as he jumps out and in again like a jack in a box, repeatedly saying 

da bomb, da bomb) Moving on--some other small notes based on audience feedback. 

Contrary to the gIndian glossary Baby Spice is not in the show.  She is referenced 

for a mere moment but not here nor or any of the other spice girls that I know of unless 

Scary, scary?  Yeah there will be no spice girls tonight.  

Also the publicity for the show was a bit misleading and there are no wily 

lesbians.  Oh no…don’t get me wrong there are wily lesbian. There just aren’t any in the 

show.

Finally, if you purchased tickets for this show via the internet, phone, carrier 

pigeon, stool pigeon, pony express you are most likely under government surveillance. Its 

what happens when you say the words Al-Qaeda on the phone and then follow them with 

a money transaction.  So, well, welcome to the list.  Anyways, where was I.  Oh right…

In case you can’t tell I’m packing.  I am going to India with my family.  I haven’t 

been there in fifteen years and now they tell me “you have to go.”  Just sprung the ticket 

on me and everything.  “Its your Christmas present,” though it definitely was not on any 

of my lists.  There’s just nothing like celebrating Christmas with your Hindu family. “We 

don’t want you to lose your heritage.”  If you haven’t lost your heritage in 15 freaking 

years I think your safe. The reality is that I have just finished grad school and you know 
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what happens when you go to India after you are done with school.  (acknowledges 

wedding music).  Yep, that’s right you get married.  Before you even touch down the ads 

have been placed, the mitai’s ordered, and your bio-data posted on the internet.  And in 

my case that would be a really bad situation.  Really bad.  Really, really bad.  (to male 

audience member.)  Hi…  What’s your name?  My name’s Akash.  Do you mind giving 

me a hand.  Great.  Could you just sit on it…I mean this, the suitcase.  Great.  That’s 

good.  Has a little bit of bounce doesn’t it. 

Well  (audience member’s name)  I have a little trouble packing in case you can’t 

tell.  You just have to plan for so many scenarios.  Floods, drought, famine, endentured 

servitude, monsoon…wedding.  Ohh..one last thing. Can’t forget my pick me up kit here:  

prozac, wellbutrin…Zoloft and then something to balance these out Sonata. . .sleep 

well…ambien... 

My mother feels I need a change.  “All those pills your taking are not good for 

you.  You can’t find happiness in a bottle.”  I don’t know what she’s talking about thanks 

to my pills I have been finding it just fine.  (to audience member onstage) Hey… you 

know there’s room for two in my bag, want to climb in.  No…Ok maybe later.  Great.  

You can go back to your seat now.  Can we give (audience member’s name) a hand or 

fist.  Thanks (audience member’s name).  Call me (whispered).  

As I was saying, my mom thinks this trip will be good for me, help me relax.  Yes, 

because desolate, abject poverty always cheers me right up.  Helps me relax to think there 

are millions upon millions shitting in and drinking from the same puddle of water. There 
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aren’t pills enough to help those people.   (grabs another few bottles off counter).  Just in 

case don’t want to be a Debbie-downer.  

You see the more I pack the more scenarios I envision that demand I transport my 

entire wardrobe with me.  And this has led to the mess you see before you.  I am the only 

Indian who travels back to India with a Patel bag usually it’s the other way around.  

Sorry, I realize some of you may not know what a Patel bag is.  

The Patel bag is a large unwieldy suitcase that stays together even though it is 

packed so full that it defies laws of space and gravity.  They are meant to be large enough 

so that you feel like you can pack everything you own in two of them as you make the 

journey from India to the US.  The key to identifying a good Patel bag is actually not in 

the size but in its wrapping. Patel bags are usually tied, wrapped, shrink wrapped, stapled, 

glued, and smelted to within an inch of their lives and then placed on four of the most 

unwieldy, rickety, cheap plastic wheels known to man.  This is my parents Patel bag, they 

brought it with them from India thirty years ago and well it still smells. Let me tell you 

some smells you just can’t get out.

I actually didn’t myself know what a Patel bag was or that the Patels even had 

their own line of luggage.  I am waiting for the daypack line to come out. In any case, I 

found out about Patel bags from the second guy I ever dated Sean.  Yes, that’s right.  I am 

a gIndian.  A gay Indian.  We are no longer an urban myth, one is actually standing in 

front of you.  No need to get up now, I will be available for pictures after the show. So, 

Sean the second guy I dated, we won’t mention the first one, Sean was an engineer for 

American Airlines and felt he needed to let me know everytime a plane full of Indians 
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had arrived at the airport with their seventy ton bags, and this would often be followed by 

extensive questioning about peculiar Indian customs and behavior.

After one such grilling on why Indian men thought moustaches were still 

fashionable we broke up.  Ok.  No that’s a lie.  We actually ended up dating for like four 

years which in gay world is like your silver anniversary  hell its like everyone’s silver 

anniversary these days if you make it that far.  

But enough about Sean, and back to packing.  I grew up in a very small town in 

the Midwest, it had an all white population except for my family and I.  And well that and 

having the name Akash ChitraBannermukerjitrajee doesn’t make you real popular.  

Surprise.  No that’s actually the name of the town good ‘ole Surprise, Nebraska.  Home 

of the.  Well nothing.  A gIndian I guess. They’re gonna be so proud.  Anyways, Surprise 

Nebraska.  Yes, believe it or not we brown people have even penetrated the middle flat 

states region of the country with our ownership of Wawa’s, seven eleven’s, dunkin 

donuts, and Indian restaurants.  Someone’s gotta make the chicken tikka folks and let me 

tell ya people in Nebraska do love their chicken tikka. 

Growing up in small, farm, bible, cow tipping Nebraska well it didn’t really suit 

me.  Surprise!  And so first chance I got to leave I did and ended up coming out here to 

the east coast for college.  My junior year after much agonizing I came out to my friends.  

The response being a resounding, “Yeah, so what, you’re not out already?”  

My family however does not yet know which is amazing since it seems like every 

Indian is connected one way or another and nothing is kept secret.  So shhh…
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However, I am wishing I had come out to them before this trip so I can quit having these 

nightmares of an Indian bride waiting for me at the airport. I haven’t been able to sleep 

comfortably in weeks and its led to the mess and confusion you see before you. 

This fucking trip...  I have just now been able to organize everything in my life 

into their own separate non-overlapping categories.  School.  Gay.  Indian.  Hindu.  Short.  

And now with this freaking trip the marriage talk has become insane and thrown 

everything into disarray. I mean look at me.  I can’t decide what to pack.  The other day 

my mom sent me a package full of headshots of girls who had replied to an ad she had 

placed for me online.  Not mentioned were my peculiar tendencies such as my uber-

stylish wardrobe, close non-sexual relationships with females, or tendency to be-friend 

gentleman callers for say 4-6 weeks and then accidentally lose their number, but she did 

add like four more diplomas to my name, a paragraph on my light wheatish complexion 

(thank-you Clinque), and an estimated six figure salary yeah right because that’s 

definitely what comes along with a life in the theater. 

We’ll see what happens though.  There are some redeeming factors on this trip.  I 

convinced my parents to allow me to join them a little later in India and have a few days 

in London with my friends there, and once I am in India, I will be able to see my Suraj 

kaka.   Suraj kaka, is my dad’s brother he now works for a non profit dedicated to human 

rights in developing nations and lived with us for a few years while I was growing up.  

Alright.  All packed and ready to go.  Let’s just hope they don’t open my bags at 

the airport.  (indicating poor packing job)  Otherwise that would be a disaster. Fuck, look 

at me, who the hell am I kidding they’re totally are going to search me.  (blackout)
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Monologue 7:  Honor  

Honor…Honour…it’s a funny word.  Honor…Honor, honor, honor, honor, On 

Her.  I am a firm believer in the British method of spelling, there is no honor without a 

“u.”  In the end, honor is the thing that has made my coming out to my parents (or lack 

thereof) so hard.  

“What will people say.”

“What will they think?”

Its not just the thought of coming out that has paralyzed me but also coming out to 

my grandparents, aunts, uncles, and family friends.  Weddings traditionally are the 

seminal moments in our lives.  The event that transitions you from childhood into 

adulthood. Are you a child forever if you don’t get married?

I had been in India for all of seventy-two hours when family friends began 

stopping by with their single, marrying age daughters.  For the first couple of weeks, it all 

seemed innocent at first until I saw the hope in the eyes of the families that came and in 

the daughters seeking a way out of their small town lives like I did out of Nebraska.  It 

was then that I realized that my denial was not just affecting me and my family anymore.  

Still I soldiered on through the small talk, and sweets, and conversations about my future 

which my parents had like I was not in the room though I completely was, and just as I 

was wondering how long my family would put up with my “pickiness” I met Mayuri.  

 There was something I found compelling about Mayuri and we clicked from the 

first moment we met.  Luckily we had run out of Thumb’s Up and so I suggested that she 
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and I take a walk to get some from the corner store.  When I asked her why she was 

agreeing to passively go along with an arranged marriage she began to talk about her 

close knit small family.  “We don’t have much and actually are pretty poor.  Not the fake I 

wish I could have this jacket and those jeans poor,’ she told me, ‘but the sometimes 

skipping meals or parents not eating so we can eat poor.  But we are a tight family unit 

and my father always told me that even though we don’t have much but we have each 

other and we have our honor and that is something you hold onto regardless of how much 

money you have.  So as an impressionable four-year old girl I put my little honor in a bag 

and carried it around with me everywhere I went. When people would ask me, “Hey, 

what do you have there.”  I would shout, “my honor.”

In high school, I met a girl named Anjali.  Soon after the fantasy of a dreamy, 

song and dance filled Bollywood love affair became a reality for the two of us.  We were 

inseparable, we did everything together, so much so that even the teachers in our all girls 

school commented on it.  But none of that mattered, between our love for each other and 

our youthful innocence we felt like we were invincible.  She made me feel handsome and 

beautiful in ways I could never have imagined. My family at first was excited that I had 

made a close friend but gradually they began to frown on my relationship with Anjali. 

One day I came home surprised to see my dad’s two sisters, my Foies, four of my 

uncles, one of our neighbor’s and a boy I assumed was his son gathered together. My 

mother looked like she has been crying but I couldn’t tell. There was an awkward silence 

which was quickly punctured by, 

“Mayuri, how can you be so selfish?”
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“What are you thinking?”

“What will people say?”

“Have you no shame?”

“Girls are not supposed to cut their hair short and wear pants all the time.”

I noticed though that the charge was not led by my parents but my aunts and uncles. My 

mother after a certain point was crying so loudly that she was roughly led away. I held 

my ground as they made accusations against Anjali and me.  “This was who I was. I 

didn’t foresee things changing.  If they couldn’t accept it, I would just leave.” After a 

while, I could see that there was no arguing with everyone and so got up to leave.  That 

was when I felt a hand on my upper arm.  “Where did you think you’re going?”

“Who did you think you are?” 

“This is the way you take your parents freedom and all they have given you.”

And then suddenly with the taunts came some little slaps. Small jabs that you can’t quite 

hide from and with them came the tears.  Ones of frustration and fear.  This wasn’t my 

family in the room.  These were some other people.  In between the taunts and kicks and 

slaps I couldn’t even see my father.  Then finally some relief.  Two of my aunts stood up 

and said that’s enough and grabbed me by my elbow and started to escort me into my 

room where I hoped they would lock me away forever.  Instead I was thrown onto the bed 

and before I knew it that man who I hadn’t recognized in the living room was in the room 

with us.  Without even looking at me my Aunt said,

“There you go.  Show her…Show her what it is to be a woman.  Show her what 

happens to girls like her.” 
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My immediate reaction to run only led to me being held down by one aunt while 

the other starting going for my pants. 

There was a glass of water by the table and I just kept on thinking of plunging my 

body into it.  Letting it slowly rise up to the surface. Floating on my back.  Arching it to 

keep my head above water, to try to lessen the pain of this strange man unprotected inside 

me while my aunts held me down.  What could they be thinking?  Were they seeing this 

from outside their bodies like I was. My mind was blank as I struggled to think of where I 

could go if I escaped. Who do you seek help from when it is your own family that attacks 

you? 

Later after it was over.  While I laid there.  Naked.  Sore.  Angry.  Sad.  Broken.  

Lost my father came in with a cup of tea. He seemed so faraway it was like he was 

swimming through an ocean to get to me.  He came in hesitant at first but not in the way I 

expected.  There didn’t seem to be any remorse, or pain, or fear in his eyes.  He seemed 

empathetic to my situation but detached.  Somewhere else. When he finally reached me.  

He set the tea on the table next to the glass of water and sat down on the bed next to me. I 

turned to look into my father’s eyes.  Something I had never done before.

“Beti,”  he said, “I don’t expect you to understand.  But in time you will.  I had to 

do this.  We are poor and have nothing but our honor.  Now we have our honor back.”

And to this, all I could say was, “No, now we’re just poor.”

Monologue  8:  Utrang Part II
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Akash:  My cousins’ kept talking about Utrang coming and how excited they were. I 

figured that Utrang was just another religious holiday and decided to keep all my Hindu 

piety in check by staying out of it.  I was however happy with the reprieve it provided me 

from all the marriage talk.  It was only as we drove out the street in our Matador with the 

driver using his horn as a turn signal that I saw that Utrang wasn’t a religious holiday it a 

kite festival.  A huge state-wide kite festival.  The streets were lined with vendors and 

children selling hundreds of bright pink and yellow and green kites made of tissue paper 

and wood.  There were huge spools of colored thread being spun right there on the street.  

You had to be careful though, apparently some people wove glass into the string so you 

could cut down other people’s kites better.  Apparently, kite flying was serious business 

and in typical Indian fashion it was large, bright, vibrant, and a little overwhelming. 

Utrang fell on a Monday and I was told everything would be closed for the day. 

All of it the schools, businesses.  Can you imagine a day where everything shuts down to 

fly kites?  The morning of Utrang, my cousins prodded me awake bright and early.  

Thank god I had only taken half an ambien.  And as we climbed the steps of our house to 

the roof, the agahsi, I wondered about those kids without a roof to stand on.  What would 

they do?  Where would they fly their kites from?  When we reached the top some of my 

cousins already had their kites, or patangs, in the air.  It was a beautiful day light and 

breezy and as I watched the colorful kites against the rising sun I felt something different 

inside me.  For a moment, I felt it was because I had forgotten one of my pills but this 

was something else.  
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Gradually, the other members of my family and extended family came upstairs 

and soon you could see everyone in the town on their rooftops.  The handful of kites that 

had been there that morning were replaced by thousands and thousands of them as far I 

could see.  Everyone was laughing and eating.  The kids and adults all flying their kites 

trying to cut each other’s down and see whose could go the furthest. It was there that I 

saw something else.  The most beautiful thing about all of this was that up in the air 

everyone was equal.  It didn’t matter if you had a 5 tiered house or no house, no one’s 

heads were looking down everyone was looking up.  The few hundred feet between the 

ground and the rooftops was nothing in the sky.  I saw kids whose homes were in the 

ditches flying their kites with the same smiles on their faces as my cousins.  Nothing 

mattered against those kites except how high you wanted to go. Families were not 

fighting but laughing, there was no alcohol to be seen, no poverty, no money, no dead end 

jobs, castes, sexuality. There are no class or race differences in the sky.  It was so simple 

and easy, and yet it made me so happy. Imagine that, me happy in India. I wonder why I 

can’t be happy at home with all of the money and pills and latest fashions there such a 

simple thing as some paper, and sticks and a few pieces of string in the sky could lift me 

up so high.
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