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To all those who ever felt like a misfit. Or entirely invisible. This one is for you.

— MissFit
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To all those who did not believe in me,

thank you.

— MissFit
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“Oh, there is the fool who believed in love, God, goodness and karma — said the mirror.”
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A NOTE BEFORE WE BEGIN
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This book is a collection of observations, experiences, and truths gathered over twenty years of living, watching, and refusing to look away. Some of it is mine. Some of it belongs to women I know, women I've met, and women I've never met but whose stories found me anyway. All of it is real — because real doesn’t always mean personal.

Names are fictional. Identities are protected. But the truth? The truth is exactly as you’ll find it on these pages.

The only memoir here is the act of seeing clearly. Everything else is the world as it actually is.

— MissFit
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DISCLAIMER
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MissFit accepts no responsibility for:

	Sudden urges to throw your stilettos out the window. 

	Unexpected arguments with your family about the Mrs/Mr title. 

	Uncontrollable laughter in public places at inappropriate moments. 

	The sudden inability to look at a Hermès bag without rolling your eyes. 

	Existential crises triggered by the marriage checklist. 

	The overwhelming desire to separate your own tomatoes. 

	Realizing your guardian angel quit a long time ago. 

	Waking up one morning and deciding to live loudly.

	Side effects may include: seeing clearly, refusing to shrink, and an alarming sense of self.


You have been warned.

— MissFit
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GLOSSARY

WHO IS MissFit?

Feeling deeply,

Seeing colors sharply,

Intensity of emotions,

Loss of self.

Belly laugh, 

Heartbreak screams.

If that is wrong,

Then I am glad I am made wrong.

They tried to fix me,

Make me normal,

Numb me.

And I was lost.

What is a sea without the water?

Let me feel,

Let me live,

Let me be.

Unapologetically.
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PART ONE: THE CAGE 
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What they built around her.

What the f**k is wrong with me!? 

Taking away the “Boo!” from TaBoos.
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THE MissFit:

I was born into a very normal, traditional, cultural, and educated family. The youngest. Pampered. The “Good Kid.” Being the baby sister, I grew up with more than one set of parents and no siblings — although I had two brothers and a sister. Just like every parent, my family wanted a beautiful, perfect, and safe life for me.

DING!! The perfect checklist:

	College degree

	High paying job

	Well-settled Desi Muslim husband from a good family background

	Lots of kids

	Kids who then repeat the same cycle


Just perfect!!

Let me make “MisTakes.” , because that’s how I will learn

But as it’s said: Don’t ever listen to daddy — daddy wants your safety.

So, this next-door average girl wanted to fly. She jumped straight out of the safety of the nest — without wings — to a spectacular SPLAT!!!

I chose the path less taken and felt brave.

Then I found out why people hesitate to venture 

there.

Now I feel so stupid rather than brave.

Twenty years of errors. Twenty years of hitting the wall — literally, from different angles — to get my vision corrected.

An acquaintance lovingly nicknamed me “Sweet Psycho.” A really, really nice well-wisher once tried to cart me off back to the safety of the nest. But I am so sorry, my loving, caring, awesomely safe friends — safety is overrated. And it is damn boring.

When you’re the only Sane person around, you look like the only InSane person.

I have seen extraordinary people crash and doubt themselves because they dared to think differently. These people often end up on the couch with a counsellor on the other end — their chips not functioning right, needing tweaking so they can “Fit” well in society.

I tried those sessions too. They made the soup of my thoughts so thin I could never use a spork again. My mind at times feels like scrambled eggs — beaten twice for better fluff.

This is not a self-help book. This is not a memoir. This is what happens when you remove the tinted blinds from your eyes and look at the so-called “Normal” for exactly what it is.

Welcome to the extraordinarily abnormal life of an average Desi1 Muslim girl.

Because life is brilliantly colorful — not black and white, or even grey.
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1Desi — a colloquial term for people of South Asian origin, particularly from Pakistan, India, and Bangladesh, living at home or across the world.
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A friend once told me — if I ever found myself on a smooth road, I’d get bored. 

I’d park the car. Pick up a spade. 

Dig holes every few meters just to make it more interesting. 

He wasn’t wrong. 

Give me a life that is fiercely, beautifully interesting.
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Be like fire, 

Be like water, 

Be like phoenix, 

Be like tree. 

How about just be like me?
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Another friend another time — 

When you get married, I will find your husband and tell him: “May God be with you. Good luck, man.”

I took it as a compliment.
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PLEASE KEEP TOMATOES SEPARATE

A cyclist on Meena Bazaar¹ in Dubai was carrying a boxload of vegetables. Somehow, he lost his balance and in the process of saving himself from the fall, his entire box spilled across the street. Cars were crossing.

Some good Samaritans — including myself, who loves to interfere in other people’s business (sorry, not sorry) — rushed to pick up his vegetables before they became a squashed spot under the wheels. We gathered everything into a bag handed over by another interfering fool. (It gives me comfort to know there are other kindred spirits out there, just as lost as myself.)

Once the man regained his balance, once we confirmed he was alright, he opened his mouth.

First sentence. Irritated tone.

“Please keep tomatoes separate.”

Jaws dropped.

One of us idiots had enough presence of mind to shove the bag into his hands and say “You can separate them yourself later.”



You can lie down flat for people to walk all over you and you will still never be flat enough for them.



Please keep tomatoes separate — the art of complaining while someone is busy saving you.



¹ Meena Bazaar — a crowded stretch of Old Dubai filled with textile shops, spice traders, street food, and memories. Most South Asians in the UAE have a story that starts, ends, or gets lost there.
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They were celebrating.

I mourned the death.
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MARRIAGE IS THE ULTIMATE GOAL

The goal for every parent is to get their child married — especially if she is a girl. If she is unmarried, something is horribly wrong. Either with the girl or the family. The social mouths won’t ever let them be at peace.

From childhood, all preparation goes into making the Girl the perfect woman so she can attract the best marriage proposals.

The girls should be:

	Good looking — supermodel good looking

	Educated with a good career (your husband or his family may ask you to drop it on command — but it’s nice to say “our daughter-in-law is a Dentist 😊”)

	Religious (your husband or his family may ask her to wear hijab¹ if she doesn’t — or remove it if she does — because “we live in high society and we don’t follow such customs”)

	A good chef — preferably MasterChef material

	“Domesticated” and docile. Family material. No, I am serious. You read that right. Like a nice pet. She must know her place.

	Patient. Understanding. Flexible. Adjustable. Yes — “Flexible and Adjustable” — like a home fixture, so she fits right into our family and adjusts according to our views and opinions.

	Young — early twenties. Any older and her character becomes questionable.

	Single — no past relationship experience.


In other words, dear woman — you are designed to be a “WooMan.”²



Now. What we look for in a husband:

	Male — born with a “y” chromosome. By accident.

	Earns well.









And when your daughter hesitates over a proposal? “Rest everything is immaterial. You can change him with your love and affection over time.”

Most likely — they are going to change you so badly you won’t even recognize yourself.



¹ Hijab — the headscarf worn by Muslim women as a sign of modesty and faith. Also apparently negotiable depending on which family you marry into. 

² WooMan — a deliberate play on “woman” — the one designed to woo, to perform, to fit.
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Two people wanted a marriage.
Four hundred people wanted a wedding.
We spent enough to feed a village.
They called it a “Dream wedding.”
The couple called it a loan.
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Marriage or life sentence?

Why did you do it? 

Because everyone does it.
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A woman older than the man?

Society faints.

They forget Khadija1

Then applaud it when celebrities do the same.
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1Khadija — Sayyidah Khadija bint Khuwaylid, First wife of Prophet Muhammad. A successful merchant, widowed twice, traditionally cited as being approximately fifteen years older than him, and widely understood to have initiated the marriage proposal through intermediaries. One of the most revered women in Islamic history.
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Always remember — the one unforgivable sin in any society is to be different. Be different and be damned. And yet — whenever you find yourself on the side of the majority, it is time to pause and reflect.
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A few centuries ago,
The rich were round.

Queens wore abundance on their bodies.
Softness meant food.
Food meant wealth.
Wealth meant security.

The thin were often the hungry.
The sick.
The forgotten.

Then the world changed.

Now we spend fortunes trying to look like what Poverty once looked like.

Beauty keeps changing clothes,
And calling itself eternal.
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Mating season. 

Peacock dance. 

Beautiful colors. 

Head crowned 

Then suddenly — 

He looks down.1 



1They say the peacock becomes ashamed when it looks at its feet.
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OH! BUT IT’S CHANEL...

A friend once took me shopping before heading home for the holidays.

At one point he wanted to buy perfume.

I started recommending fragrances. Not brands. Fragrances. The scent itself. The story. The experience of wearing it.

He had never heard of any of them.

Then he leaned toward the shopkeeper and whispered a name.

The shopkeeper returned with a tester.

“This one’s for you,” he said.

I smelled it.

“It isn’t really my thing.”

He looked genuinely confused.

“Oh! But it’s Chanel.1”

Ah.

There it was.

The magic spell.

Not Do you like it?

Not Does it suit you?

Not Does it make you feel something?

Just —

“Oh! But it’s Chanel.”

A Hermès2 Birkin starts at around ten thousand dollars.

Ten thousand USD.

We buy the bag.

Walk into an elite charity function.

Then discuss poverty over canapés.

Blink.

Blink.

What exactly is the logic here?

Apparently, I am the irrational one because I struggle to understand how spending the equivalent of someone’s annual income on a handbag is considered normal.

The truly fascinating part is that nobody calls the handbag weird.

They call me weird.

Don’t get me started on the Make-up Industry

First convince women they are not enough.

Then sell them the solution.

Layer after layer.

Product after product.

New trend.

New standard.

New insecurity.

New miracle cure.

Hamster’s wheel, sweetheart.

The finish line keeps moving because reaching it would destroy the business model.

Then they tell you that beauty requires correction.

Improvement.

Enhancement.

Maintenance.

Repair.

And if the damage from all those corrections creates new insecurities —

wonderful.

Now there are more products to sell. 

Half a trillion US dollars. Built entirely on the fear of not being enough.

You are beautiful.

A relative once told me that even poor women in remote parts of Tajikistan3 wear kohl4 made with lead.

The statement was meant to prove a point.

It did.

Just not the one intended.

Lead is preferable to being seen without kohl?

WTF is wrong with us?

And then there are the shoes.

The glorious stilettos, so hip — because it ultimately breaks your hip

The shoes that doctors repeatedly warn can damage posture
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