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WESTERN INFLUENCE  

The white girl must be easy  

As the number of molestations of foreigners rises,  

Shobhan Saxena  

tries to study the stupid Indian male  

 

   Her jeans hug her thighs tightly and the straps of her black bra shine through the see-

through T shirt, squeezing her heaving chest. She doesn’t lower her eyes while walking. She 

smiles, returns the gaze and laughs like a sexdeprived witch. She wouldn’t mind if her porcelain 

skin is rubbed with rough Indian hands. She likes it. Her starving eyes say it all: why don’t you 

molest me. She is so hungry for sex. This is what tiny Indian males think. And that’s why, when 

they see her—a yellow-haired woman with a bag walking alone in the poorly-lit street—they 

turn into beasts.  

   This beast is everywhere. It sits on a stool behind the telephone desk in cubbyhole STD 

booths, waiting for female tourists who are desperate to make long-distance calls. It sits behind 

the steering wheel of rickety cabs, scanning the street for a firangi prey. It manages the cash 

register at the shady guest houses in dark streets, waiting for a phoren woman travelling alone 

to check in. It performs puja at a temple in a desert, holding his breath for a white woman to 

walk in in search of some spiritual guidance. And with marijuana and cigarettes in his pockets, 

it roams the street of touristy towns, waiting to guide lost, lonely souls. They chase the women, 

selling things to them in hushed tones: Malana cream, Indian beer, Tibetan rosary, real tiger 

nails… and free sex.  

   “They think we are sex maniacs and that we come to India to get laid. They think we can’t 

resist their charms,” says Eleonore, a German tourist who was approached and stalked by men 

wherever she went in India. “You ask for directions and the man begins to follow you.” Eleonore 

has shared her troubles with other western women travelling alone in India. Almost everyone 

has a similar experience. Almost everyone knows someone who escaped from the clutch of 

these sexual predators. They all agree that talking to strangers is inviting trouble. Sometimes a 

faint smile or even a casual glance is enough for a man to follow the tourists, pleading, pushing, 

heckling them for “some fun”.  

   But, it’s not funny for the female tourists who come to India thinking it’s a “safe and 

easygoing” country. In the past few months, the beast has raised its ugly head again and 

again: in September, two Japanese girls were drugged and raped in an Agra hotel by a gang of 

tourist guides; in December, a British hack was assaulted by the manager of a guest house in 

Udaipur; in January, an American tourist was molested by a temple priest and a Swiss girl was 

attacked by a hotel owner in Pushkar; and in Goa, a British national was raped after she hitched 

a ride on the motorbike of a stranger. There have been more incidents in Goa, Rajasthan, 

Kerala and Himachal—India’s tourist hotspots, selling the idea of incredible India to gullible 

tourists.  

   For the women used to walking the streets on their own in their countries, finding the way 

through the stink and squalor of India while trying to make a meaning out of the jumbling 

chaos is a torture in itself. Add to that the groping hands of sexual predators on crowded 

streets and in dark corners and their nightmare is complete. But it’s not just the man on the 
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street or a working-class bloke who turns into a beast, even educated Indians can’t avoid 

stereotyping the western women. “I met a very suave guy at a party in Bombay and had a 

casual chat with him. After one drink, he wanted to take me home for more drinks and ‘fun’. I 

was appalled,” says Alice, an American on a study tour in India.  

   Deep in their hearts most Indian men think and feel like the fictitious Kazakh reporter Borat 

Sagdiyev—just like Pamela Anderson, the moment a white woman sees you, she would strip 

down to her bikini and run into your waiting arms. Thanks to global television penetrating every 

nook of the country, the desire too has turned global. “The men here don’t understand western 

values. You can’t touch a woman just like that,” says Elsa, an Italian traveller. “You have to be 

very careful and cautious in this country, avoid crowds and don’t interact with strangers.”  

   It’s not that easy. With all public space jammed with people desperate to make some money 

for survival, there is no way tourists can avoid the men on the street. And Indian men—used to 

harassing Indian women even without a murmur of protest—see nothing wrong in assaulting a 

woman who “believes in free sex”.  

   At a chai shop in Paharganj, a group of unregistered tourist guides discuss the sexual habits 

of the goris and how they like Indian men. They are full of stories of the priests in Pushkar and 

guides in Agra and the peddlers of Dharamshala who got married to ‘bikini babes’ and now live 

comfartable lives abroad. The single white woman is an obsession in India. She is not only a sex 

doll, she is also a passport to escape the drudgery of life here. There are some men who don’t 

leave a chance to grab this allin-one woman at any cost. TNN  
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