he walked the red carpet

that night with Helen Mir-

ren and Queen Latifah and

the ladies of Wisteria Lane.

It was the 59th Primetime

Emmys, and although she

- wasn't there for the reason

she'd always envisioned—her acting
she said, *“a big fucking deal.”

She could laugh over the fact that she was
she hated real-
ity shows, except for Bravo's Top Chef, which
. murmuring alluring “Mmmm”s
as she tasted food and delivering the signa-

it Wids,

on a nominated reality show

she hos
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For a l)l"lin\' model with a hot new cookbook, m;-u'riu' _
l"'l’(‘llt“«nl |n)|lun|lu s—and [u'nl lems. 70 >(/zr/ Padma Lakshmi
now has an e mlmv in the nml\nw. lu][ \dhn(m Rushdie won't be part of 1t
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ture ax line, “Please pack your knives and
0, all while looking like an earthly incar-
nation of Lakshmi, Hindu goddess of pros-
perity, her namesake.

Padma knew the acting thing would hap-
pen—she'd come a long way since appearing
with Mariah Carey in Glitter (2001). She'd
been in a Bollywood film and a British mini-
series, and she had her own media company
now, Delicious Entertainment. At 37, she
was still one of the most beautiful women
on the red carpet that evening, luscious in
a white satin Dolce & Gabbana gown with
a hint of nipple. She was proud to be the

ALEXI

1o a literary superstar

only Indian woman making the paparazzi
scream her name—"Padma!” So what if it
was because of food. She liked food.

“I never thought that this would be the
way,” she told a reporter. “I never thought it
would be food. But if you think about it, I'm
the kind of girl who thinks about what she’s
gonna cook for dinner when she’s finishing
her lunch.”

“Padma Lakshmi,” might
one day be on as many food labels as “Paul
ewman”—"a big her n there would
be Padma jewelry and fashion, “like Jen-
and television and

she hoped,

nifer Lopez,” she said,
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