





WINDS BEHIND THE WILLOWS

unbroken sandy beach on earth, endless tea plantations, an
amazing hilly region and many beautiful temples and palaces.

The next day, we took a stroll down Dhaka's bazaars and came
across Bangladesh's colourful, legendary textiles displayed for sale
at many stalls. It's known that many Indian restaurants in London
are owned by Bangladeshis. Our final preparation before the
momentous final on the following day included a delicious Bengal:
meal accompanied by a few beers.

Return to subcontinental rivalry
At nine o'clock on the morning of 6 April 2014, I was still lying iz
bed and staring at the ceiling. Emotions ran high.

'A penny for your thoughts,' said Jagath.

'This is the best chance we've got, after all those near misses
said I.

'Be positive,' says he, continuing, 'You watched what happened
on 17 March 1996, right?’

Not overly convinced, I said, 'Instead of butterflies, this time
around I have caterpillars in the stomach.'

'That's better machan, because caterpillars come first iz
metamorphosis.’

'In 1996, by the time dark horses Sri Lanka reached the World
Cup final, they had already exceeded what most thought w=
impossible,' I said, trying to control my anxiety, with which Jaga:®
was now playing.

'After four “finals” losses in 2007, 2009, 2011 and 2012, the
benefit of the law of averages is long overdue,’ said Jagath.

‘Whatever your supposed law of averages says, a do-or-die baitis
ison the cards,' I said, still the ever doubting Thomas.

'They should give a fitting farewell to their twin towers, Mahe'z
Jayawardena and Kumar Sangakkara.' This from Jagath.

'So, they should at least win it this time,' [ said, with bare!
discernible scepticism.

At half past one, the three of us were at the Sher-e-Bang!
National Cricket Stadium. Shamim and the policeman chuckled o=
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