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Praise for the author

Many writers are successful at expressing what’s in their hearts or articulating a particular point of
view. Chetan Bhagat’s books do both and more.
– A.R. Rahman, in TIME magazine, on Chetan’s inclusion in the TIME 100 most influential people

in the world
 
The voice of India’s rising entrepreneurial class.

– Fast Company Magazine, on Chetan’s inclusion in the 100 most creative people in business
globally

 
India’s paperback king.

– The Guardian
 
Bhagat has touched a nerve with young Indian readers and acquired almost cult status.

– International Herald Tribune
 
Bhagat is a symbol of new India. A torch-bearer for an unafraid generation. . .

– India Today
 
. . .our most remarkable novelist.

– The Times of India
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To all Indian girls
especially the ones
who dare to dream

and live life on their own terms.
 
 

To all the women in my life,
thank you for being there.*

 

*Despite me being a total pain sometimes.

Lituz.com

http://www.lituz.com


Contents

Acknowledgements
Prologue
1
2
3
4
New York
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
Hong Kong
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31

Lituz.com

http://www.lituz.com


32
London
33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42

Lituz.com

http://www.lituz.com


Acknowledgements

Hi all,
 
I can’t possibly thank everyone who has contributed to this book. Every woman who ever came into
my life has played a part. You all know who you are, so in case I missed you out, like always—sorry.

The ones I would like to thank here are:
God, for giving me so much.
Shinie Antony, my editor, friend, guide. She’s been with me from the start and continues to be

the first reader of all my books.
My readers, for blessing me with so much love. It is because of you that I get to do what I love

—tell stories.
The hundred-odd women I interviewed for this book, including that Serbian DJ, the IndiGo

flight attendants, the hotel staff wherever I stayed, the various people I met at my motivational talks,
the co-passengers on planes. There was a phase when I discussed this book with every woman I came
across. Thank you for opening up and sharing your innermost feelings. It made the book.

Alphabetically—Abha Bakaya, Aditi Prakash, Alisha Arora, Amit Agarwal, Angela Wang,
Anubha Bang, Anusha Venkatachalam, Ayesha Raval, Avni Jhunjunwala, Bhakti Bhat, Ira Trivedi,
Jessica Rosenberg, Karuna Suggu, Krishen Parmar, Kushaan Parikh, Meghna Rao, Michelle Shetty,
Nibha Bhandari, Prateek Dhawan, Rachita Chauhan, Reema Parmar, Shalini Raghavan, Virali
Panchamia, Vivita Relan, Zitin Dhawan—for all the inspiration, support and feedback at whatever
point during the journey of this book, or even my life.

The editors at Rupa, for their relentless attempts to make the book better.
The salespersons at Rupa, the retailers who carry my books, the online delivery boy or girl

who brings my books to my reader’s doorstep—thank you.
My critics. For helping me improve and keeping my ego down.
My mother Rekha Bhagat, the first woman in my life. Anusha Bhagat, my wife. Thanks.
My kids. For having a little less dad so there can be a little more author.
My extended family. Brother Ketan. In-laws. My cousins. Everyone who has ever loved me.
With that, it’s time for One Indian Girl.

Lituz.com

http://www.lituz.com


Prologue

Some people are good at taking decisions. I am not one of them. Some people fall asleep quickly at
night. I am not one of them either. It is 3 in the morning. I have tossed and turned in bed for two
hours. I am to get married in fifteen hours. We have over 200 guests in the hotel, here to attend my
grand destination wedding in Goa. I brought them here. Everyone is excited. After all, it is the first
destination wedding in the Mehta family.

I am the bride. I should get my beauty sleep. I can’t. The last thing I care about right now is
beauty. The only thing I care about is how to get out of this mess. Because, like it often happens to
me, here I am in a situation where I don’t know what the fuck is going on.
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‘W

1

hat do you mean, not enough rooms?’ I said to Arijit Banerjee, the lobby manager of the Goa
Marriott.

‘See, what I am trying to explain is. . .’ Arijit began in his modulated, courteous voice when
mom cut him off.

‘It’s my daughter’s wedding. Are you going to shame us?’ she said, her volume loud enough to
startle the rest of the reception staff.

‘No, ma’am. Just a shortage of twenty rooms. You booked a hundred. We had only promised
eighty then. We hoped to give more but the chief minister had a function and. . .’

‘What do we tell our guests who have come all the way from America?’ mom said.
‘If I may suggest, there is another hotel two kilometres away,’ Arijit said.
‘We have to be together. You are going to ruin my daughter’s wedding for some sarkaari

function?’ my mother said, bosom heaving, breath heavy—classic warning signs of an upcoming
storm.

‘Mom, go sit with dad, please. I will sort this out,’ I said. Mom glared at me. How could I, the
bride, do all this in the first place? I should be worried about my facials, not room allocations.

‘The boy’s side arrives in less than three hours. I can’t believe this,’ she muttered, walking to
the sofa at the centre of the lobby. My father sat there along with Kamla bua, his elder sister. Other
uncles and aunts occupied the remaining couches in the lobby—a Mehta takeover of the Marriott. My
mother looked at my father, a level-two glare. It signified: ‘Will you ever take the initiative?’

My father shifted in his seat. I refocused on the lobby manager.
‘What can be done now, Arijit?’ I said. ‘My entire family is here.’
We had come on the morning flight from Delhi. The Gulatis, the boy’s side, would take off

from Mumbai at 3 p.m. and land in Goa at 4. Twenty hired Innovas would bring them to the hotel by 5.
I checked the time—2.30 p.m.

‘See, ma’am, we have set up a special desk for the Mehta–Gulati wedding,’ Arijit said. ‘We
are doing the check-ins for your family now.’

He pointed to a makeshift counter at the far corner of the lobby where three female Marriott
employees with permanent smiles sat. They welcomed everyone with folded hands. Each guest
received a shell necklace, a set of key cards for the room, a map of the Marriott Goa property and a
‘wedding information booklet’. The booklet contained the entire programme for the week, including
the time, venue and other details of the ceremonies.

‘My side will take fifty rooms. The Gulatis need fifty too,’ I said.
‘If you take fifty, ma’am, we will only have thirty left for them,’ Arijit said.
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‘Where is Suraj?’ I said. Suraj was the owner of Moonshine Events, the event manager we had
appointed for the wedding. ‘We will manage last minute’ is what he had told me.

‘At the airport,’ Arijit said.
My father ambled up to the reception desk. ‘Everything okay, beta?’
I explained the situation to him.
‘Thirty rooms! The Gulatis have 120 guests,’ my father said.
‘Exactly.’ I threw up my hands.
Mom and Kamla bua came to the reception as well. ‘I told Sudarshan also, why all this Goa

business? Delhi has so many nice banquet halls and farmhouses. Seems like you have money to
waste,’ Kamla bua said.

I wanted to retort but my mother gave me the Mother Look.
They are our guests, I reminded myself. I let out a huge breath.
‘How many from our side?’ my mother said.
‘Mehta family has 117 guests, ma’am,’ Arijit said, counting from his reservation sheets.
‘If we only have eighty, that is forty rooms for each side,’ I said. ‘Let’s reallocate. Stop the

check-ins for the Mehtas right now.’
Arijit signalled the smiling ladies at the counter. They stopped the smiles and the check-ins

and put the shell necklaces back in the drawer.
‘How can we reduce the rooms for the boy’s side?’ my mother said in a shocked voice.
‘What else to do?’ I said.
‘How many rooms are they expecting?’ she said.
‘Fifty,’ I said. ‘Call them now. They will readjust their allocations on the way here.’
‘How can you ask the boy’s side to adjust?’ Kamla bua said. ‘Aparna, are you serious?’
My mother looked at Kamla bua and me.
‘But how can we manage in only thirty rooms?’ I said and turned to my father. ‘Dad, call

them.’
‘Sudarshan, don’t insult them before they even arrive,’ Kamla bua said. ‘We will manage in

thirty rooms. It’s okay. Some of us will sleep on the floor.’
‘Nobody needs to sleep on the floor, bua,’ I said. ‘I am sorry this screw-up happened. But if

we have forty rooms each, it is three to a room. With so many kids anyway, it should be fine.’
‘We can manage in thirty,’ my mother said.
‘Mom? That’s four to a room. While the Gulatis will have so much space. Let’s tell them.’
‘No,’ my mother said. ‘We can’t do that.’
‘Why?’
‘They are the boy’s side. Little bit also you don’t understand?’
I didn’t want to lose it at my own wedding, definitely not in the first hour of arrival. I turned to

my father. ‘Dad, it’s no big deal. His family will understand. We are here for six nights. It will get too
tight for us,’ I said.

Dad, of course, would not listen. These two women, his wife and sister, controlled his remote.
For once, both of them were on the same page as well.

‘Beta, these are norms. You don’t understand. We have to keep them comfortable. Girl’s side
is expected to adjust,’ he said.

I argued for five more minutes. It didn’t work. I had to relent. And do what the girl’s side
needs to do—adjust.

‘You and Aditi take a room,’ my mother said, referring to my sister.
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‘Let her be with her husband. What will jiju think?’ I said.
‘Anil will adjust with the other gents,’ Kamla bua said.
Over the next twenty minutes the two women sorted the extended Mehta family comprising 117

people into thirty rooms. They used a complex algorithm with criteria like the people sharing the
room should not hate each other (warring relatives were put in different rooms) or be potentially
attracted to each other (mixed gender rooms were avoided, even if it involved people aged eighty-
plus). Kids were packed five to a room, often with a grandparent. Kamla bua, herself a widow,
dramatically offered to sleep on the floor in my parents’ room, causing my father to offer his own bed
and sleep on the floor instead. Of course, Arijit kept saying that they would put extra beds in the
room. But how can you compare sleeping on an extra Marriott bed with the Punjabi bua’s eternal
sacrifice of sleeping on the floor?

‘I am happy with roti and achaar,’ Kamla bua said.
‘It’s the Marriott. There is enough food, bua,’ I said.
‘I am just saying.’
‘Can you please focus on the reallocations? We all need to be checked in before the Gulatis

arrive,’ I said.
In the middle of this chaos, I forgot what I had come here for. I had come to change my life

forever. To do something I’d never believed in my whole life. To do something I never thought I
would. I had come to have an arranged marriage.

Here I was, lost in logistics, guest arrangements and bua tantrums. I took a moment to reflect.
I will be married in a week. To a guy I hardly know. This guy and I are to share a bed, home

and life for the rest of my life.
Why isn’t it sinking in? Why am I fighting with Suraj on chat instead?
Me: Major screw-up on rooms, Suraj. Not cool.
Suraj: Sorry. Really sorry. Political reasons. Tried. Really.
Me: What else is going to get screwed up?
Suraj: Nothing. IndiGo from Mumbai just landed. We are ready to receive guests. See you

soon.
I went to the Mehta–Gulati check-in desk. All my family guests had checked in. Some did

grumble about sharing a room with three others but most seemed fine. Mom said that the grumblers
were the jealous types, the relatives who couldn’t stand the fact that we had reached a level where
we could do a destination wedding in Goa. The supportive ones, according to mom, were those who
understood what it was like to be the girl’s side.

‘Do not use this “girl’s side” and “boy’s side” logic with me again. I don’t like it,’ I said.
Mom and I were sitting in the lobby, ensuring that the staff readied the special check-in desk for the
Gulatis.

‘Can you stop waving your feminism flag for a week? This is a wedding, not an NGO activist
venue,’ my mother said.

‘But. . .’
‘I know you are paying for it. Still, beta, protocol is protocol.’
‘It is a sexist protocol.’
‘Did you figure out your parlour appointments? Aditi also wants hair and make-up all six

days.’
I love how my mother can throw another topic into the conversation if she doesn’t want to

answer me.
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‘Of course she does,’ I said.
‘Now go change,’ mom said.
‘What?’
‘You are going to meet the boy’s side in jeans and T-shirt? And look at your neck!’
‘Again you said “boy’s side”. And what’s wrong with my neck?’
‘There is no jewellery. Go change into a salwar-kameez and wear a chain from my jewellery

box.’
‘I have just arrived. I am working to settle the guests in. Why am I expected to doll up? Is the

boy expected to dress up right after he gets off a flight?’
My mother folded her hands. When logic fails, she does this, brings both her hands together

dramatically. Strangely, it works.
I relented and stood up. She handed me the key cards to her and my room. I went to her room

first. I took out a gold necklace, the thinnest and least hideous of them all. Why am I agreeing to this?
I wondered even as I wore it. Maybe because I failed when I did things my way. All the women’s
empowerment and feminism bullshit didn’t really take me anywhere, right? Maybe Kamla bua and
mom’s way was the right way.

I went to my room. Four huge suitcases were crammed into the walking space in the corridor.
Two giant bags belonged to my sister, who had essentially packed a retail store’s worth of dresses for
herself.

I opened one of my suitcases, took out a yellow silk salwar-kameez with a slim zari border.
My mother had told me, no cottons this week. I undressed. I looked at myself in the mirror. My wavy
hair had grown, and now reached my shoulders. I looked slim—the two-month diet before the
wedding had helped. The black La Perla lingerie I had purchased in Hong Kong also gave a little lift
here and a little tuck there. Expensive underwear can make any woman look sexy, a little voice in my
head said. Some men in the past had called me sexy, but they could have been biased. Why am I
always so hard on myself? Why couldn’t they have genuinely found me sexy? Well, it didn’t matter
now. I would be undressing in front of a new man soon. The thought made me shudder.

I walked closer to the mirror. I saw my face up-close. ‘It’s all happening, Radhika,’ I said out
loud.

Hi, I am Radhika Mehta and I am getting married this week. I am twenty-seven years old. I
grew up in Delhi. I now work in London, at Goldman Sachs, an investment bank. I am a vice
president in the Distressed Debt Group. Thank you for reading my story. However, let me warn you.
You may not like me too much. One, I make a lot of money. Two, I have an opinion on everything.
Three, I’ve had sex. Now if I was a guy you would be okay with all of this. But since I am a girl these
three things don’t really make me too likeable, do they?

I am also a bit of a nerd. My sister, Aditi, and I went to school together in Delhi at
Springdales, Pusa Road. She is just a year older than me. My parents wanted a son for their firstborn.
When Aditi came, they had to undo the damage as soon as possible. Hence, my father, SBI Naraina
Vihar Branch Manager Sudarshan Mehta, decided to have another child with his homemaker wife,
Aparna Mehta. Sadly for them, the second was also a girl, which was me. It is rumoured that they
tried again twice; both times my mother had an abortion because it was a girl. I confronted her on this
topic years ago, but she brushed it off.

‘I don’t remember, actually,’ she said, ‘but I am happy with my two daughters.’
‘You don’t remember two abortions?’
‘You will judge me, so no point telling you. You don’t know what it is like to be without a
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son.’
I had stopped asking her after that.
In school, Aditi didi was a hundred times more popular than me. She was the girl boys had

crushes on. I was the girl who started to wear spectacles in class six. Aditi didi is fair-complexioned.
I am what they call wheatish in matrimonial ads (why don’t they call white-skinned people rice-ish?).
We look like the before–after pictures in a fairness cream ad; I’m the before picture, of course. Aditi
didi started dieting from age twelve, and waxed her legs from age thirteen. I topped my class at age
twelve, and won the Maths Olympiad at age thirteen. Clearly, she was the cooler one. In school,
people either didn’t notice me or made fun of me. I preferred the former. Hence, I stayed in the
background, with my books. Once, in class ten, a boy asked me out in front of the whole class. He
gave me a red rose along with an Archies greeting card. Overwhelmed, I cried tears of joy. Turned
out it was a prank. The entire class laughed as he squeezed the rose and ink sprayed across my face.
My spectacles protected my eyes, thankfully.

That day I realized I had only one thing going for me—academics. In class twelve I was the
school topper. I ranked among the top five in Delhi, which, come to think of it, was a major loser-like
thing to do. Unlike me, Aditi didi had barely passed class twelve a year ago. However, she did win
the unofficial title of Miss Hotness at her farewell. In some ways, oh well, in every way, that was a
bigger achievement than topping CBSE.

Have you heard about the insane cut-offs at Delhi University? I am the kind of student that
causes them. I scored a 98 per cent aggregate in class twelve. Then I joined Shri Ram College of
Commerce, or SRCC. People say it is one of the best colleges for nerds. At SRCC, I realized that I
was nerdier than even the regular nerds. I topped there too. I never bunked a class. I hardly spoke to
any boys, I made few friends. With bad school memories, I wanted to survive college with as little
human contact as possible.

I finished college and took the CAT for MBA entrance. As you can guess, nerdy me hit a 99.7
percentile. I made it to IIM Ahmedabad. In contrast, Aditi didi had finished her graduation from
Amity University the year before and wanted to get married. She had two criteria for her groom. One,
the boy had to be rich. Second, well, there was no second criterion really. She said something like
she wanted to be a housewife and look after her husband. Fortunately, rich Punjabi men in Delhi who
can’t woo women on their own are only too happy to oblige girls like her. Aditi didi married Anil,
owner of three sanitaryware shops in Paharganj and two Honda CR-Vs. They had their wedding the
same year I joined IIMA.

‘You should also get married soon,’ didi had told me. ‘There’s a right time for a girl to marry.
Don’t delay it.’

‘I am twenty-one,’ I said. ‘I haven’t even done my master’s yet.’
‘The younger the better. Especially for someone like you,’ she said.
‘What do you mean especially for someone like me?’
She never explained. I guess she meant for someone as nerdy as me or as wheatish as me or

someone whose breasts weren’t the size of footballs, as Punjabi men prefer.
I joined IIMA. I finally found nerd heaven. Everyone studied, and just when you thought you

had studied enough, the institute gave you more assignments. My mother called on a regular basis,
primarily to discuss her favourite topic. ‘Start looking at boys at least. Anil’s circle has many good,
rich guys.’

‘I am not going to marry a man from the circle of sanitaryware shop owners, mom.’
‘Why?’ my mother said, genuinely confused.
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‘I joined a gym. Try to go every day.’
‘It’s showing.’
‘Thanks. You look relaxed too. Your face seems. . .clearer. More peaceful.’
‘So is my mind. A month of travel helps calm you down.’
‘Yeah, I’m sure. You look nice,’ he said.
I smiled. We sipped our coffee.
‘How is work?’ I said.
‘Good. But my business idea is taking shape. A service provider for developing Internet of

Things or IoT apps. IoT is the next big thing. A company that helps make IoT apps has scope.’
‘Of course it does.’
‘Just that I need this formal business plan to raise money from VCs. It is a pain. They want

financial models and projections and what not.’
‘I could help if you want,’ I said.
‘Really?’
‘It’s what I do on a daily basis,’ I said and smiled.
‘Oh yeah, of course.’
‘I will need to understand the business. And turn it into a spreadsheet full of numbers. I do it

all the time.’
‘I will share the details with you. How long are you here for?’
‘I have five more days of vacation left. I could make a quick model in the next couple of days.’
‘You would? That would be amazing. Can we work on it over the weekend?’
‘No problem,’ I said.
We sipped our coffee in silence for a minute before he spoke again. ‘Also, if you are here this

weekend, there’s an Arijit Singh concert.’
‘Oh cool. I like him,’ I said. He had simply informed me about the concert. I couldn’t assume

he had asked me to go to it with him.
‘Yeah, so,’ he said and took another sip of his coffee. A sliver of foam stuck above his lips.
I pointed to his lip.
‘What?’ he said.
I opened the camera on my phone and turned it into selfie mode. I showed him his face and

smiled.
‘Oh no,’ he said, embarrassed. He wiped his foam moustache with a tissue.
I gathered the courage to ask him a question.
‘Brijesh, would you like to come to the Arijit Singh concert with me?’ I said, my heart beating

fast. I had to be prepared for any response, including a bitter, biting rejection.
‘Of course, that is what I meant. You will be helping me with the business, so we could go

together to the concert later, right?’ he said.
‘I would love that. To go to the concert with you,’ I said.
‘Yeah, I would love to spend more time with you too.’
Our eyes met again, this time for longer. He took another sip of his coffee. It created an even

bigger foam moustache. He also had some foam stuck to the tip of his nose. I showed him his face in
my phone’s camera again. He smiled. I smiled. We looked at each other for a few seconds. Then we
laughed. And then we laughed some more.
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