


Under this complex yet stunning roof was where it all started, when I was handed the ticket for working 
Backstage at Wills Lifestyle India Fashion week. 

It was ecstatic feeling being the ‘selected two girls’ over the innumerable others.



Hats off to the 
women out there 
who put a brave 
front to do what 
they love so 
passionately. 

In a country like 
ours where a 
career in modelling 
is shun upon as 
‘disgraceful’,  it 
takes guts and 
perseverance to be 
true to one’s 
calling. Earning a 
living is one thing, 
being successful at 
it is a whole new 
other level.



Body image is big in this business. Constantly shaped 
ideals  around feminine aesthetics has created far 
bigger problems than the ideal itself. Behind the ramp 
is a dark and silenced reality where in order to survive 
one has to look ever so youthful and skinny (anorexic).

It’s high time we embrace ourselves and look beyond 
our bodies. Celebrate life in day to day activities and 
not miss out on the good things in life like food!



No offence intended but 
What was the need for an 
extra ‘A’ in the first place if 
a Hindi alphabet was to be 
added in the first place?

‘fae-aa-sh-n’ was 
definitely not the most 
phonetically sound word for 
Fashion. Keep things 
simple. 



Being the typical girl obsessed with makeup, I was rather 
shocked to see the amount of makeup the models had to apply 
and re-apply on an everyday routine.

Initially I was quite mesmerized and fascinated about the whole 
thing but later realized the whole charm would be lost if I had to 
do it so often. The models also didn’t seem quite happy anyway.

It takes great patience and good skin of course to look that 
beautiful everyday. No wonder they drank so much water, that 
answers it!



Personally apart from a few distinguished faces, I could 
hardly make out one model from the other. Height, tiny 
waistlines were prominent among all but naturally gifted  
good looks only to a few.

It just felt very factory-like to me with replicas all around 
barring only a few. From my experience I realized in my 
head that you only require a  great height and body in this 
industry. The rest is all secondary.



The daily 
‘shoe-market’ 
at the 
Designers’ 
Fittings was 
quite a sight to 
witness. 

Colorful, funky 
or sober you 
name it and 
they were 
there 
somewhere all 
scattered 
across the 
room.

Good luck 
finding a pair!



Perhaps the 
busiest and 
least noticed 
was the 
‘masterji’.

He would 
religiously 
tailor garments 
day in-day 
ensuring the 
garments 
would fit like a 
glove.



Amidst busy fittings, 
somehow these girls would 
miraculously find time to 
gossip, have fun, read books 
and relax at the same time in 
the same room; trying hard 
to balance work versus 
sanity.



‘She reminded me of Thumbelina, a pretty 
young lady gracefully seated on a soft flower 
petal.’

A candid moment caught during Rehane’s 
fitting trials. I simply loved the soft feminine 
colours which made the girls look so elegant.



The Egyptianesqe 
headgear seated on a 
perfectly sculpted head 
and body resembled a 
Sphinx  at the Pyramid of  
Giza.

There was something 
very feline about the whole 
thing right from the side 
profile  down to the 
slender body and the hand 
gesture vaguely reminding 
me of a stern cat with her 
arms to the front.



Sexy Defined.

(One of my personal favorites)



The journey towards perfection of an art is 
best captured here. 

Design is a journey, not a destination. Right 
from the inception to the final moments before 
the show, designers are constantly being 
tested against time and patience.

They constantly improvised on their walking 
pieces of art down to the last minute like 
parents who constantly nurtured their children.

I was surprised to see designers frantically  
run up and down before the final moments just 
to ensure whether the tiny minuscule  pin on 
the hair matched the outfit or not. 

It seemed ridiculous at first but later  I 
understood the value of perfection and how 
they wouldn’t serve true justice to their 
masterpieces and gain the absolute pleasure 
they were seeking towards without it.



It’s unfortunate to say 
how female 
dominated the 
modelling industry is.

I still remember 
working front desk 
during the Fitting 
trials. There were 
several young 
aspirants who stood 
all day in the lobby 
hoping to be noticed.



I recall 
wandering 
around the 
designer stalls 
in between 
shows for a 
quick breath 
once in a 
while.

I would stop 
by at my 
friend’s stall 
whose mother 
happened to 
be the 
designer. We 
would share 
lunch and 
gossip about 
the latest 
happenings, 
the shows and 
much more.



Truly mesmerizing in all aspects and still vividly remembered was Sahil Kochhar’s  Show. Everything right 
from the collection to the choreography was a treat to the eyes.

I still remember humming my then ‘favorite song’  in sync with the music- ‘Magic’. The energy and 
adrenaline brewing in the room was palpable. The delightful visual experience ended with a shower of  white 
paper flowers and confetti as though to commemorate a happy festival!



The most thriving spot in the entire hall was the Model Lounge. High profile designers, models,  
photographers and page 3 socialites would flock to this zone to celebrate in between the shows. It was quite 
interesting interacting with these personalities as their spirits were high, well  literally.



Media does things for the 
Fashion Industry what the 
Fashion Industry cannot 
do directly; it sells the 
fantasy.

Fashion is a whimsical 
world and Media is its 
‘high heel’; it takes it to 
the next level and makes 
it desirable.

The photographer would 
go into an ecstasy like 
state when they started 
shooting the models. One 
shot after the other 
suggesting postures, the 
amount seemed never 
enough.



Just before the final 
announcement, when the 
models would get dressed 
and touched up is when the 
tiny passageway backstage 
would come alive with 
commotion.

Freelance photographers, 
their assistants would 
prepare the lighting 
equipment's, request the 
models for participation and 
start firing the flash, 
partially blinding me.

Once the show would begin 
I would be on the guard to 
ward off  over-enthusiastic 
photographers. This was to 
prevent over crowding in 
the tiny little space with 
makeup and changings room 
adjacent to them for quick 
changeovers.



I still remember the 
utter chaos whenever a 
celebrity would arrive 
at the scene. 

The crowd, especially 
the shutterbugs would 
have a field day trying 
to snap and get as 
close as possible

The area around the 
‘Celebrity Dressing 
room would get as 
chaotic as a fish 
market. Everyone 
would gather around to 
catch a glimpse of what 
the fuss was all about 
and of course give me a 
tough time managing 
the area.



They seemed like a unstoppable force to be reckoned with. Pacing up and down several times to get 
their moves and mannerisms right; all within a tight time frame really got the adrenaline pumping 
within the dark corners of the auditorium. 

These were a few candid moments I would want to witness sometime again in the future seated in a 
quiet corner with my eyes glued right to the front. 



After the dramatic 
Grand finale by Namrata 
Joshipura it was hard to 
believe that the fantasy 
came to an end. A few 
days gone it was still 
hard to digest that I was 
no longer involved in 
such an enriching 
experience.

No matter how small a 
role I played in the 
entire event I have 
never gained so much in 
so little time through a 
practical experience. It 
was eye opener to the 
industry.


