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    To my mother, a trailblazer in her own right and my husband, who never stopped believing in me, even when I doubted myself.
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Just for you...  Because there’s two sides to every story
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This story is all about our heroine.  It’s her journey, her struggles, her learnings.  But of course, for every story, there’s another side.  When you get to the end, you’ll get the opportunity to hear from the boys – the heroes, anti-heroes, false heroes... whatever you’d like to call them.  But for now, enjoy getting to know our heroine.  You’ll like her, she’s quite funny.  

* * *    
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7th March, I’m getting married
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I’m getting married and you’re invited.  I can’t share too much yet, mainly because I don’t know where, when or who I’ll be marrying.  But that’s just a minor detail.  The main thing is, by hook or by crook... it’s happening.  

One may wonder... without a venue, save the date, or indeed a man, how can I be so sure?  Well, I’m 25, I’ve finished my degree (and masters, I’ll have you know) and I’m having a good pop at this working lark, with a promotion on the horizon at my PR company.  With education done and work bubbling along nicely, it’s time to think about something bigger.  In fact, the biggest step of my life - finding a man and getting married.  

Most girls think about settling down at some point (unless you’re a modernist, feminist sort).  But for me, marriage comes with a slightly greater sense of urgency than most.  I’m Asian, you see.  Bengali, if you need specifics.  Being Bengali, finding a suitable suitor needs to come sooner rather than later, by whatever means possible.           

Welcome to the world of the arranged marriage.

This is where we are matched up to an appropriate candidate based on education, occupation, family background and village ‘back home’.  Despite sounding terribly old-fashioned, arranged marriages have come a long way since generations gone by.  Nowadays, we’re allowed to get to know and like our prospective husbands.  We even have a say in the small matter of the man we choose.  How thoroughly progressive.                      

As I embark on this journey, I thought it best to write my thoughts for posterity.  I’d like to turn this diary into a blog one day (anonymous, of course).  Or if I don’t find ‘the one’, I might burn it in an angry rage.  Either way, I want to remember this time.  The good, the bad and the ugly (and I don’t mean just the boys).  Plus, writing is not only the foundation of my career, it is my therapy, my solace and route to rational thinking.  I’m hoping I’ll come out the other side (hopefully) married, wiser and able to help the rest of womankind navigate the choppy waters of single-but-looking life.     

Another reason for writing (and maybe sharing) this is to tell my side of the story.  The story nobody hears.  The story I’ve been complicit in burying through years of denial.  I know many people have a bad opinion of arranged marriages.  Living in a white area, I grew up listening to negative opinions on the subject from people who don’t really know anything about it.  To survive and fit in, I inadvertently fed the narrative by whitewashing what is a fundamental cornerstone of my culture.  I simply don’t talk about it to my friends, because apart from one very worldly girlfriend whom I adore, most would be shocked that I’d even entertain the idea of being set up by my family.   

Work colleagues are equally oblivious to my impending manhunt.  If they knew, I imagine they’d worry that I’m being forced into a backward, sexist tradition that has no place on British soil.  

I don’t blame people for thinking the worst.  Every single book, TV show or movie that depicts arranged marriages paints a sad picture.  At best, it’s seen as a last resort for desperate singletons.  At worst, it’s a breach of basic human rights.  And it always, always goes against the wishes of the girl.  

So with the safety of anonymity, I’d like to do something I’ve never done before.  I’d like to talk about it, starting with some myth-busting.         

First, you’re not forced into marrying any old Joe (or more likely, Junaid) chosen by your parents.  That’s called a forced marriage, hence force is applied.  Nor are you made to marry someone you meet for the first time.  The 21st Century arranged marriage affords you several meetings, some official (i.e. mum and dad know about it), many unofficial (though your mum probably knows about it) and a frequent exchange of text messages to boot.  

There’s none of this get-married-to-the-first-boy-that-comes-along nonsense either.  Most girls I know have met several prospective suitors before getting married.  My sisters met quite a few, while my cousin Rashda – who’s a brown Angelina Jolie lookalike - went into double figures.  Such was her revolving door of men (in a non-slaggy way) that she started getting their names and occupations mixed up (again, in a non-slaggy way).       

Yes, the mechanics of an arranged marriage are a bit formal but it’s not quite as bad as non-Asians are led to believe.  And here’s the real revelation - the bit you never get to hear about... many of us Bengali girls are open to being set up in this way.  Shocking, I know.   

Now I’ve established what it isn’t, here’s what an arranged marriage actually is...               

An arranged marriage is basically the precursor to Tinder and Match.com.  While Match.com thinks it’s a market leader with its complex algorithm helping determine who is the right partner for you, us Asians have been doing this since time began.  We’ve long had someone else decide who is right for us.  We didn’t even need a computer.       

It starts with our parents, who put the word out that they are ‘looking for someone’ for their son or daughter.  They ask their extended family, though said family rarely like to recommend someone, as they too are looking to get their daughter married and don’t want to be pipped to the matrimonial post.  Or, these competitive aunties may offer their cast-offs - boys that are too fat, too short, too ugly or too uneducated for their darling child.     

After exhausting that option, parents then cast their net wider.  Luckily there are many busybodies in the community, who are more than happy to fix us up with some random whom they know nothing about but have heard they’re from a ‘good family’.   

Nowadays, there are even professional busybodies.  They play matchmaker as a side gig, charging willing (read: desperate) families a small fee for their efforts.  These busybodies are usually middle-aged, bespectacled men who have an admin job in an all-Bengali office.  Yet they somehow find the time to cultivate an excel spreadsheet with the names of people who are on the shelf, waiting to be plucked from single obscurity.  They usually advertise their services in the local Bengali newspaper.  They have a website that is always under construction and an email address that never works.  Snail mail and telephone are their preferred modes of contact.  I shouldn’t really take the piss out of them though.  The professional busybody enables us girls to meet more prospective boys than our mums ever did, in a short space of time, too.   

Simultaneously, us youngsters do our own hunting.  We go to thinly veiled marriage events, which are usually marketed under the guise of charity fundraisers.  So much has been raised for Gaza by us singletons alone, we’re likely to be the largest donors.   

The more brazen of us go the whole hog, attending racially discriminate padlock and key events.  My uni friend Reena, who is Hindu Gujarati (read: way more modern than us Muslim Bengalis) has attended a few of these events.  She’s not impressed, as she’s found herself forced into conversation with other singletons that she doesn’t remotely fancy as they may hold the key to her padlock.  Apparently it’s kind of like a business-networking event but with more pretentious twats.  

The last resort, of course, is the Internet.  Shoes, car insurance, courgette recipes and now husbands.  Is there anything you can’t find online?  

There is one small issue, however.  I’m caught in the middle.  I’ve never fully fit in with my friends, colleagues or even my family.  Big sis says I’m too westernised, as I don’t like fish curry (it’s the smell that gets me, and I don’t like fiddly bones).  My friends have likely cottoned on that I’m absent from every booze-fuelled night out but turn up with a spring in my step for lunch dates.  While my work colleagues have noted that I duck out of socials at 11pm, just as Peter gets drunk and ‘handsy’.  How nobody has raised this with HR yet is beyond me (Peter’s misconduct that is, not my unsociable ways).             

I know I’m a misfit, but I don’t know if there is anyone like me of the single and male variety.  From what I’ve seen, most other Bengalis are either very cultured or not cultured at all.  So there’ll likely be some element of compromise.  But at this stage, with my somewhat limited life (and boy) experience, I’m not sure what’s got to give.   

So there’s the challenge...   

I don’t want to be single forever.  I want to stop sharing a bedroom with my teenage sister.  I want the big Bengali wedding with the sparkly lehenga.  I want to have kids at some point.   

But in terms of who I wear the lehenga for and who I have kids with, is a harder one to call.  Beyond knowing that I want to get married, I don’t really know what – or who - I’m looking for.    
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28th March, The pity
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Living in a small town outside Manchester and working in a PR company on the outskirts of the city, I have always found myself to be the only brownie in the village (and office).  Therefore, I am inadvertently the spokesperson for arranged marriages and I am quizzed on the subject in the most random, unexpected and brazen of ways.  

Just last week I was having a conversation at work with Peter, who is every inch the serious PR Director when he’s not had two glasses of Prosecco, about the upcoming Christmas lunch.  We were lamenting the lack of food options when Fiona, who’d just returned from the kitchen with her third cup of black coffee that morning, piped up and asked: “So will you have to have an arranged marriage?”        

You couldn’t make it up.  I mean, where the hell did that come from?  It’s not like we were talking about cultural norms in Bangladeshi society.  How did we go from garlic mushrooms to arranged marriages?  There wasn’t even a smooth transition.  In fact, there wasn’t even a transition.  Even the smallest of segues would have helped.

Clearly, Fiona had it on her mind and felt she just had to ask.  It was like a knee-jerk reaction.  A spontaneous burst of invasive nosey-ness.  She couldn’t wait until a relevant subject came up.  Nor could she afford me the good will of waiting until we were alone.  She had to shout it across our open-plan office.  The makeshift walls separating each desk offered no privacy, or in this case, dignity.  Everyone heard. 

I felt my face heat up.  If I weren’t so brown I’d be bright red at this point.  My corner of the room fell deathly quiet.  A few people looked up from their desks.  Peter, whose ruddy cheeks were now brighter than his salmon pink shirt, seemed to do all the blushing for me.  He stared at me with what looked like a combination of pity and genuine intrigue.  Obviously this was far more interesting to him than my food choice for the Christmas party but he still felt sorry that I was singled out.  Others looked like they were just relieved she asked, as it’s something that had been bugging them ever since the brown girl joined the team.  Which was two years ago, by the way.             

I nervously took a sip of my tea, forgetting that it’s piping hot.  I nearly burned my tongue.  I was embarrassed and mortified.  A ‘difference’ had been identified so publicly and not the first time.  All my life I’ve been reminded of my brown-ness with such blatant disregard to my feelings.  Fiona’s imposition sent me back in time, to my teenage self – awkward, reserved and trying to fit in... 

In school, I remember Carly, the only mixed-race girl in our Year, wanting to know the names of each of my sisters.  An innocent enough query, you may think.  Except, like Fiona’s unfiltered line of questioning, this came left of field and was shouted from the other end of the classroom.  When I responded, she repeated each name, painfully slowly, struggling to pronounce each syllable.  And honestly, their names aren’t that difficult to say.  I’d tell you what they are but that would blow my cover.  More to the point, Carly couldn’t give a toss about my sisters' names.  She had an ulterior motive.

To fit in herself, conniving Carly was adopting a rudimentary tactic - pick on the other ethnic minority.  You know, the one who’s even browner.  The one whose navy school jumper is a size too big.  The one who’s never allowed to get drunk in the park, go out with the boys, or any of the other stuff that she could do.  It wasn’t quite bullying, it was more of a sport.   

The worst thing of all of this was the pity that came with it.  The looks from other kids.  The looks that said sorry you’re being picked on, sorry you’re different.  I could almost, almost cope with being singled out, if nobody else would notice, or even care.  But they noticed and they felt bad for me. 

It was only Julia who defused the tension by saying: “I love your sisters' names.  They beat ours – Julia and Jem-my-ma.  They go with the matching outfits mum made us wear since the day we were tiny.  Which wouldn’t be so bad if we weren’t FOUR YEARS apart!”

Julia always had my back and I laughed a little too heartily as a thank you.  I think it was at that point that I learnt my best form of defence was humour.

These incidents peppered my school life.  I was asked whether my parents could speak English (for the record, they can, in a very broken way).  Another popular one was whether I had curry every day (and I did, except on oven-chips-Tuesday and the occasional fish-finger-Friday).  It was only when I moved away for University and made some Asian friends, that suddenly my differences weren’t so different.  Yes, my friends had less strict and younger parents but the fundamentals were the same.  At the very least, we all had funny foreign names. 

Alas, university was a bubble.  I graduated, came back home and now I work for a company in the sticks.  Life has come full circle.  Here I am once again – awkward, trying to fit in, and fielding stupid-ass questions from people who really have no business asking.  Even the looks of pity, in adults instead of pre-teens, are the same.

I should be used to it by now but I’m not.  Each time I’m ambushed feels like the first time.  That stomach knot.  That face flush.  It doesn’t get any easier.  For my sins, I responded how I always would – with denial.  My parents can speak the Queen’s English.  I don’t eat curry every day.  And I most certainly won’t have an arranged marriage.      

Fiona was visibly relieved by my response, which she then followed up with an anecdote of her own.  “There was an Indian girl that I used to work with at my old company and she had a boyfriend but she couldn’t tell her family.  She said they’d hit the roof if they found out, as they wanted her to have an arranged marriage.  I remember feeling really sorry for her.”

This then prompted other eavesdropping colleagues to chime in with their two pence worth of “oh, that’s awful” and “how unfair.”    

And it is awful.  But like everything else I’ve seen on TV and read about in books and newspapers, this only shows one side of a whole unknown world.           

‘Love marriages’ have been quite the norm for years and I’m planning on doing my own hunting.  But arranged marriages do still very much exist.  And I’m going into the process with open eyes and an open mind.  However, I wasn’t about to let nosey cow Fiona know that, nor anybody else, for fear of highlighting what most people see as a problem with Asian society.  Though I’m about to poke holes in this viewpoint.  Arranged marriages are NOT A PROBLEM.  

For too long there’s been a misunderstanding but arranged marriages are actually a bloody brilliant idea.  They’re a dead cert against being a spinster and growing old alone.  It’s a cast-iron guarantee that no matter how ugly, how fat or how boring you are, there will be someone for you.

In this modern western society we live in, how many people do you know who are in their thirties, or even forties, that are single?  I bet you know someone.  I do.  Her name’s Laura and she’s my eldest sister’s friend.  She’s in her late thirties, never quite got on the dating ladder and possibly never will.  Having been single for so long, she doesn’t have the confidence to meet someone new.

The BBC says there’s a spread of loneliness in Britain, a growing epidemic of people living in isolation as they haven’t settled down and are facing old age alone.  This is where the arranged marriage would have come in handy.  In western culture, you’re left to it.  If you’re single, it’s not really anyone’s problem but your own.  In Asian culture, it’s everyone’s business and mission to find you a match.  The process may be daunting, cringe-worthy and borderline comical but you’re pretty much guaranteed a suitor at the end.  If you find someone of your own accord, even better.  I’d like to.  But if I don’t, I can take comfort in the fact that I’ve got my arranged marriage trump card to fall back on.  

I wish I had the balls to say all this to Fiona.  But it’s hard.  We work together, speak the same language and drink tea from the same stained office mugs.  We have more similarities than differences.  But the arranged marriage is the one thing that the Fiona’s of the world can’t get their head round.  To her, they’re a strange brown phenomenon.  It’s an uncomfortable conversation to have in an open plan office, so if I do serialise this diary as a blog, I might just send Fiona a link.        

Unfortunately, pity, confusion and misunderstanding isn’t just confined to the office in my world.  Even my best friend Julia sometimes struggles to get her head around it, even though she’s possibly the brownest white person I’ve met.    

I’ve known Julia since I was five and she’s one of just a handful of friends I’ve kept in touch with from school.  Not only did she come to my rescue when Carly played spot-the-other-brownie, she’s never once asked an ignorant question, or put me on the spot.  We made friendship bracelets for each other, gossiped about our high-school crushes (though she could pursue hers) and shared our ambitions in life.  

Over the years, Julia’s also had a few glimpses into my culture.  She’s seen my mum pick me up on my first day of school in a billowing floral saree.  I was mortified.  I mean, who picks up their kid from high school anyway?  And don’t get me started on the saree.  She’s been round for dinner.  Though I think she was disappointed when it was fish fingers on the menu, rather than the chicken curry she could smell wafting in from the kitchen (mum thought it would help me better fit in by serving up an English meal.  I had the chicken curry as a second dinner after Julia had left).   

When Julia went and studied at a University full of Hindus, she became something of an expert in arranged marriages, courtesy of her more forthcoming brown friends.  She even briefly dated an Indian guy who later had an arranged marriage with a girl from the community that he’s known since he was six.  So while Julia kind of understands the world of arranged marriages, she doesn’t necessarily agree with it.

We meet for lunch at our favourite rustic Italian the weekend after the Fiona fiasco and I couldn’t wait to tell her all about it.  Partly because Julia loves hearing my work stories – she thinks PR is so glamorous compared to her role as a trainee family lawyer.  But also, I wanted to know that I was right to feel offended and that Fiona was indeed a nosey cow.        

Prim as ever, Julia arrives in what I would call smart business casual, with tailored trousers and a camel-coloured blazer.  Her brunette hair is worn in her standard shoulder-length poker straight look.  I’m half-wondering whether she’s on call this weekend.  I’m also wishing I’d made more effort.  My hair hasn’t seen a straightener since I washed it three days ago, so it’s scraped back in a trusty ponytail.  And I’m wearing Diesel jeans.  I must have overlooked the dress-code.      

Not only is she dressed for business, it seems that Julia can’t shake off lawyer mode.  She normally pipes up whenever she gets a whiff of ignorance but is surprisingly diplomatic about Fiona’s intrusion.  “The way she asked you could have been more... tactful but I think she was just intrigued.  I suspect she doesn’t get to interact with many Asian people, so the only thing she knows of your culture is what she sees on TV, which is hardly helpful.”   

No shit, Sherlock.  In the last few years, according to the news, you’d be forgiven for thinking anyone Muslim is a terrorist, an oppressed woman, or both.     

“But I didn’t sign up to do the PR for all Muslims, so the idea that I’m a spokesperson available on tap for any personal questions is just a joke.” 

Seeing my offence, Julia holds her hands up.  “You’re right, she was out of order in the way she asked.  But... like I say, people are just, well, interested.”

Julia takes a long sip of her iced tea, downing with a visible gulp, as if she was preparing to deliver an uncomfortable home truth to a client.  “And maybe she also wanted to check in on your... welfare.”

“My welfare?”  I see Julia’s face change.  I iron out the crease on the cotton red check tablecloth with my hand, pressing harder with each stroke.  That crease has been annoying me since we sat down but the rough cotton material is strangely soothing, like it’s scratching an itch.        

Here comes the pity party. 

Julia does her empathising (yet patronising) face, the one she reserves for divorcing couples going through mediation.  “Look, I know about arranged marriages more than most... non-Asian people,” she begins, avoiding eye contact and instead focusing on her unused knife, which she is running along the rim of her plate. 

Julia and I are careful not to refer to each other as brown or white, though that is totally what we mean.

She continues, choosing her words carefully like the good lawyer that she is: “But I just... well, I worry about you sometimes.  There.  I said it.  Oh, don’t look at me like that.”  She smiles, trying to lighten the mood as she notices my grimace. 

Julia rests her knife on the table.  “I get that arranged marriages are the done thing.  And God knows, sometimes I wish someone would sort me out with a guy.  I’ve been single for two years now and it’s getting boring.  Plus, since I moved to London, dating is a nightmare.  I thought it’d be easier to find someone decent there but nobody wants anything serious.  But at least I’m getting to date...”   

We suddenly realise that we have an audience, as the grey-haired couple next to us is making no secret of their eavesdropping.  They’re looking right at us, waiting for us to go on. 

Julia lowers her tone.  “And I’d love for you to date too.  Let’s be honest, you had your share of admirers in school, so if you got yourself out there – wherever ‘there’ is in Muslim culture, I doubt you’d be single for long.  And even if you end up meeting someone through your family, I hope that you get to have the fairy-tale.  You know, the date nights, the holidays... all those things.”  

Julia returns to her penne pasta, leaving me to ponder her point.   

Her concerns aren’t completely unfounded but her views are outdated.  Growing up, it seemed that the wives of my cousins were of the brown Stepford variety.  Whenever we’d visit, they’d be clad in a saree, serving samosas and being very polite and ladylike.  Kind of the opposite of what I am.  However, it’s only in recent years that I realised that what we see on a very occasional visit is just a show.  They’re putting their best faces forward, making an effort for the guests.  These seemingly desperate housewives were still having date nights, holidays and their very own fairy-tale.  And how do I know all this?  Facebook, of course, the giver away of all secrets.      

Mum, who often reminds me that arranged marriages don’t mean the end of a girl’s life, confirmed my findings.  “In fact, getting married can be the beginning of a lovely new phase, as you can travel and see the world with your husband and do things you no able do as single woman.”    

Times have moved on even further still.  Girls nowadays ditch the saree-wearing formalities.  They continue with their careers after marriage, earn their own money and are in charge of their own lives.  They’re not trapped in a lifeless, loveless marriage, as Julia believes.       

Where Julia is right, however, is that with arranged marriages, we don’t get too long to get to know somebody, so there’s less time to know if they’re the one.  So what can seem like a fairy-tale at the beginning could well be just a dream.  And does that concern me?  Of course it does.  Like any girl, whether she’s Bengali, English or Mongolian, I want the fairy-tale.  And just like any other girl, I worry that I might not get it.  I worry that I won’t find the one.  That I’ll have to settle.  But I don’t think this is just a Bengali issue, or even a brown one.  I think this is something that keeps all single girls up at night.  

The bill arrives and I know this is the last time I’ll see Julia for a couple of months.  I’m hoping that next time we meet, I’ll have some positive news to share.  Mainly because I’d love to meet someone and partly to show Julia that us brownies aren’t as backward as she thinks.    

“You know what, I hope we both get the fairy-tale.  And for my part, I will do everything I can to find ‘the one’.  You’ll be glad to know I won’t be just relying on my parents.”     

Julia’s pity face turns into a beaming smile.  “And I can help you too on that front.  I’m always meeting new people in Canary Wharf.  So if I come across any nice Bengali boys, I’ll let you know.”  

I’m highly doubtful that Julia will be a source of marriage-appropriate boys but I smile appreciatively.  
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1st April, Biodata
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In order to have a queue of eligible men outside my door, mum tells me I need to get my biodata sorted.  A biodata is like a marital CV.  When you’re looking for a job, you put together a CV, which highlights your occupation, education and hobbies.  When you’re looking for a spouse, you also put together a CV, which highlights your occupation, education and hobbies.  You then add in your height and build and enclose a nice photo to boot.             

I think a biodata is a lot more straightforward than a professional CV, as I don’t need to list my key achievements or write a bullshit personal statement.  Though I do need to write crap about myself to seem appealing enough to go past the first round and into the marriage interview, or rishtaa meeting.        

I don’t really know where to start.  So, as I do with most things, I consult Google.  A quick search of ‘what to include in a biodata’ throws up a list of threads, forums, guides and examples of how to market myself with my marital CV.  Amazing.      

The basics are:

	Name (obviously)

	Age (don’t include D.O.B. though, as they’ll know I’m nearly 26 and we can’t have that)     

	Hometown (not the full address.  Want to keep stalkers at bay)

	Occupation   

	Education (my degree isn’t just useful for getting me a job)

	Height (this is very, very important)

	Parents’ names (for the crucial research into the family)

	Name of the village in Bangladesh my parents come from (again, for research purposes)   

	Parents’ town address in Bangladesh (must include this to prove that we are middle-class and have a house in the town, not just a mud hut in the village)   

	Siblings (to know how many Eid presents we must buy)       


I throw all this info together in a word document and present it to mum, who’s sat in our dining room, reading the Bengali newspaper she gets on a monthly subscription.  It’s handy that she’s already wearing her glasses.  She shifts her attention from the paper, clears her throat and sits up straight on the brown leather-backed wooden chair.  She is taking this terribly seriously.  While she reads, she makes lots of mum noises like ‘hmm... ah... hmm’, before telling me my biodata isn’t marketable enough.      

She doesn’t actually give me any constructive pointers but just shrugs her shoulders, saying in a mix of Bengali and broken English: “Ammi zanni na, it just doesn’t seem interesting enough.  I doh-no.  Don’t girls normally add a bit more detail?  Maybe put in a line about what you’re like as a person.”

What I’m like as a person?  Could she be any more vague?  Plus, if I was to detail my true persona – very talkative, ambitious and lacking in girly grace, I’d probably have most prospective Bengali boys running for the hills.   

Bemused and confused, I check out other examples.  People sometimes include their build.  I’m a size eight, with slightly wider hips.  But I am loathed to describe myself as ‘slim but pear-shaped’.  If someone wants to know my build, they can deduce it from my photo, or see for themselves in person.  They’ve got eyes.   

This whole biodata compilation isn’t as easy as I thought.  I’m at a bit of a loss as to how to pimp my CV.  It’s also very annoying to learn that I do need to write a bullshit personal statement of sorts after all. 

Adding to the pressure is mum, who is watching over me as I check out other biodatas online.  She’s taken to providing an unhelpful running commentary and getting totally distracted when she sees some photo examples of pretty girls clad in decadent Asian outfits.  “Ooh, she looks ni-iiice, I bet she’ll get snapped up quickly.” 

“Mum, that photo’s from 1998, I’m sure she’s married with kids now.”  

“Aww that’s a shame.  What about her?  I wonder if she’s still single?  Does she look Ban-gali to you?”  Mum points to a thumbnail of a girl in a green saree, posing with her arms around a tree trunk, like a Bollywood heroine.

“What the... why?  You don’t have any sons?”

“No, thank you for reminding.  But I might know someone who knows a nice boy.”

I think it’s in every Bengali mum’s genes to play matchmaker with someone, or anyone, so they can boast about their cupid credentials.  However, with a very single daughter in her charge, mum really should remember her priorities.                  

As she doesn’t have the displeasure of working at a computer 37.5 hours of the week, mum seems to find this whole ordeal fascinating and, dare I say, enjoyable.  I, on the other hand, do not.  And it’s my biodata.  So despite mum’s eagerness to get it sorted - whilst getting sidetracked along the way – I ruin her fun by deciding to sleep on it.  I have precious little patience for doing CVs at the best of times and this particular resume carries even more weight, as it’s in preparation for the biggest job of my life.  

With fresh eyes, I add a few bits to boost my biodata the next day.  Without an audience, I can think more clearly.  It helps that I’m editing in the almost privacy of my shared bedroom, rather than downstairs with mum being a backseat CV builder.  I have to make do with little sis sat on her single bed, though luckily she’s too busy playing with her phone to care what I’m doing.  She is never not on her bed, nor off her phone.  I swear that grey crushed velvet blanket has her shaped etched into it.  Anyway, I add in that I’m family orientated (always a winner), though I’d assume this should be a given.  I’d like to see a biodata where someone states that they hate their family and despise other people’s kids.  

Mum approves this second draft but warns me that my biodata must be tweaked depending on the prospective guy.  I am nothing if not adaptable.  Mum shares the biodata with dad but this is more out of obligation than anything else.  She doesn’t really want an opinion and she doesn’t get one. 

Dad spends less than 10 seconds looking at the fruits of my extensive Googling, barely reading the contents, before saying to mum: “Yes, yes, yes, it all looks fine to me.  If you’re happy with it, so am I.”   

After much editing, sub-editing and proofreading, both parents sign off my biodata.  So next up is the bigger challenge, getting that all-important photo.   
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