Cricket 48

Chapter 48

The sun dipped slightly, casting long shadows on the field as the players returned after the break. India's
team, still buzzing from their phenomenal batting display, took their positions on the field. The
scoreboard read a daunting 444, and the Indian bowlers looked determined to make every run feel like a
mountain for England.

"Here we are, ladies and gentlemen! The Indian team has taken the field, and what a moment this is. A
target of 445 for England—massive, monumental, and intimidating. Harry Brook, the skipper, strides out
to the crease, accompanied by Max Holden. Both know they'll need to play out of their skins to even
stand a chance. And look who has the new ball—Arshdeep Singh. The left-arm seamer has been in fine
form, and he's got a big job ahead of him."

Arshdeep's first delivery was on the money, a perfect length just outside off. Harry Brook respected it,
letting it go through to the keeper. But on the second ball, Arshdeep overpitched slightly, and Brook
pounced. He leaned into a gorgeous cover drive that raced to the boundary.

"Brook doesn't hold back! A picture-perfect cover drive, and that's four! England is on the board, and
the skipper has made his intentions clear."

Two balls later, Arshdeep was slightly short, and Brook capitalized again, pulling it elegantly to the mid-
wicket boundary.

"Another four! Brook is showing no signs of nerves here. England's captain leading by example, and
that's eight runs off the over. Arshdeep will need to tighten his line."



From the other end, India's skipper Aarav Pathak took the ball. The crowd roared as he marked his run-
up, his eyes locked on Max Holden, who looked a bit uneasy against the pace and angle.

"Here comes the Indian captain, Aarav Pathak, with the ball in hand. Around the wicket, first delivery—
AND BOWLED HIM! What a delivery! An absolute peach! Max Holden had no clue. That's the skipper
leading by example!"

The ball had swung late, crashing into the top of off-stump. Holden stood stunned before trudging back
to the pavilion. Aarav celebrated with a fist pump, his teammates mobbing him.

"That's what champions do! Aarav Pathak, you beauty! The Indian captain strikes in his very first over,
and England is one down."

Ryan Patel was the next man in. Aarav kept the pressure on with a fiery over, but Patel managed to
defend resolutely. At the other end, Brook began to steady the ship for England. His timing was
impeccable as he flicked Arshdeep for another boundary and followed it up with a backfoot punch that
split the fielders on the off side.

"Brook is in the zone here. A flick, a punch—this man is oozing class. England's hopes rest on him, and
he knows it."

The partnership between Brook and Patel started to blossom. Patel played a crucial supporting role,
rotating the strike and finding the odd boundary. In the 10th over, he lofted Shivam Mavi over mid-off
for four, a risky but effective shot. Brook, meanwhile, brought up his fifty with a delicate late cut off Ravi
Bishnoi that sped to the third-man boundary.



"Half-century for the England skipper! What an innings under pressure. He's holding this chase together,
but the road ahead is long and treacherous."

In the 16th over, however, the breakthrough came. Ravi Bishnoi flighted one beautifully, tempting Patel
to drive. The ball turned sharply, catching the edge, and Riyan Parag at gully took a sharp, low catch.

"Got him! Patel departs, and Bishnoi does the trick. That was a masterclass in leg-spin bowling. Patel's
resistance ends, and India strikes again!"

Will Jacks walked in next and wasted no time settling in. He smashed his very first ball, a short one from
Bishnoi, over mid-wicket for six.

"That's massive! Will Jacks announces his arrival in style. England isn't backing down just yet!"

Jacks and Brook began to accelerate, taking the attack to the Indian bowlers. Jacks played some
exceptional shots, including a stunning reverse sweep off Bishnoi and a pull shot off Kartik Tyagi that
sailed into the stands. Brook, too, kept the scoreboard ticking, driving and cutting with precision. In the
28th over, he brought up his century with a powerful lofted drive over extra cover.

"Take a bow, Harry Brook! A captain's knock, 109 off just 85 balls. He's kept England alive in this
daunting chase."

Aarav brought himself back into the attack in the 31st over, and the decision paid dividends. On the
second ball of the over, he bowled a perfect in-swinger to Jacks, who tried to flick it but ended up
chipping it straight to mid-wicket. Kartik Tyagi made no mistake.



"Another one bites the dust! Aarav Pathak strikes again, and this time it's the dangerous Will Jacks. The
skipper is on fire!"

England's hopes started to wane after Jacks' dismissal. Ben Green tried to counterattack but fell to a
brilliant slower ball from Riyan Parag, caught at deep mid-wicket. Oliver Robinson, the wicketkeeper,
managed a couple of boundaries before holing out to Shivam Mavi in the deep.

Brook continued to fight valiantly, smashing a glorious straight drive off Aarav for four and pulling
Arshdeep for another six. But when he attempted another big shot against Bishnoi, he miscued it, and
Prithvi Shaw took a brilliant diving catch at long-on.

"And that's the end of a fantastic innings! Brook departs for 129, and with him, England's hopes are all
but gone."

The tailenders didn't offer much resistance. Matty Potts was cleaned up by Kartik Tyagi, and Aarav
returned to take his third wicket, sending Josh Tongue's off-stump cartwheeling.

"Clean as a whistle! Aarav Pathak with his third, and he's sealed the deal here."

England was bowled out for 289 in the 46th over, handing India a massive 155-run victory. As the
players shook hands, Aarav was lifted on the shoulders of his teammates, his 179 runs and three wickets
making him the undisputed hero of the match.



"What a match, what a team, and amazing play from both the captains, especially Aarav the Indian
skipper! India dominates England to win the series 2-1. Aarav Pathak—remember the name, folks. This
young man is destined for greatness."

The floodlights illuminated the ground as the players, officials, and fans awaited the post-match
presentation. The atmosphere was electric, and the commentary or the announcer boomed through the
speakers, capturing the energy of the moment.

"Ladies and gentlemen, what a match we've witnessed here today! India, absolutely phenomenal with
the bat, and their skipper Aarav Pathak leading the pack with a scintillating 179. But hats off to Harry
Brook as well—a true captain's knock under pressure. Now, it's time for the presentations. Let's start by
inviting the England skipper, Harry Brook, to join us here."

Harry Brook, visibly exhausted but maintaining his composure, walked up to the podium. The crowd
applauded his valiant effort, a display of sportsmanship that cricket is so well-known for. The
commentator began with his trademark energy.

"Harry, what an innings you played today! A century under the toughest of circumstances. Let me start
by asking—how do you feel about your individual performance in this match?"

Brook adjusted the mic slightly and replied, "Thank you. It feels good to get a hundred, but it's
bittersweet. At the end of the day, you play to win matches, and we couldn't get over the line. Still, I'm
proud of the way | batted and tried to keep us in the game."



"Absolutely, a century like that always stands out. Now, let's talk about the bowling. India posted a
massive total—444 runs. Do you think your bowlers could have done something differently to limit their
runs?"

Brook nodded thoughtfully. "Yeah, | think there were a few moments where we missed our lines and
lengths, especially in the death overs. Aarav batted brilliantly, and when someone's in that kind of form,
it's tough to stop them. But | feel we could've been a bit more disciplined, especially with our yorkers."

"Well said. Discipline at the death is crucial, especially against a player like Aarav in that mood. Now,
Harry, was there a specific moment or partnership you feel changed the course of the game?"

He smiled faintly. "I think it was that partnership between Aarav and Jaiswal. Once they got going, it was
really hard to pull things back. They kept the scoreboard ticking and then exploded in the last ten overs.
That was the turning point, in my opinion."

"Couldn't agree more. The required run rate seemed to creep up quickly during your chase. Was there a
sense of panic in the camp as the chase progressed?"

Brook shook his head. "Not panic, but there was definitely pressure. Once Will Jacks and | built a
partnership, we thought we were back in the game. But losing wickets at crucial times made it harder to
keep up with the rate."

"That's the nature of this game—small moments make all the difference. Finally, Harry, when you saw
445 on the board, what was the strategy? Did you ever feel it was within reach?"



Brook exhaled and glanced at the crowd before replying. "We knew it was a massive total, and we
talked about taking it deep—staying in the game as long as possible. | believed if one of us could bat till
the end, we had a chance. But credit to India; their bowlers kept us under pressure."

"Well said, Harry. A tough day at the office, but you showed great character out there. Ladies and
gentlemen, a round of applause for Harry Brook!"

Brook stepped away, and the commentator turned to the crowd. "What a sportsman and what a knock!
But today belongs to India and their brilliant skipper. Stay tuned as we hear from the man of the
moment, Aarav Pathak!"

The spotlight shifted to the Indian dugout, and the commentator's booming voice echoed through the
stadium.

"Now, ladies and gentlemen, let's welcome the star of the night, the man who led his team from the
front with a staggering 179 runs and three wickets to his name. Put your hands together for the Indian
skipper, Aarav Pathak!"

Aarav walked onto the stage, with humble smile lighting up his face. The crowd roared with
appreciation, recognizing the masterclass they had just witnessed. Aarav adjusted his cap slightly and
took the mic.

"First of all, congratulations, Aarav. And then from losing the previous match to winning today with such
a massive margin—how did this transition happen?"



Aarav chuckled slightly before answering, "Thank you so much. Cricket is a game of ups and downs, and
we learned a lot from the last game. We analyzed what went wrong, worked on our execution, and,
most importantly, backed ourselves. Today, everything clicked—batting, bowling, and fielding. The team
showed incredible character, and I'm proud of every single one of them."

"Well said, skipper. Now, let's talk about your performance. You scored a stunning 179 runs, played an
absolute blinder of a knock. How do you feel about your performance today?"

Aarav paused for a moment and smiled. "Honestly, it feels surreal. | just wanted to stay out there as long
as possible, build the innings, and let the others play their natural game around me. The bowlers were
challenging, but | was in a good rhythm today. It's always special to contribute to a team win like this."

"Special indeed! Your partnership with Jaiswal, who also scored a brilliant 105, seemed crucial in setting
up that mammoth total. How important was it for you to build a solid foundation with him?"

Aarav nodded. "That partnership was key. Jaiswal is such a talented player, and batting with him is
always a joy. We kept communicating, rotating the strike, and once we got settled, we knew we could
push for a big total. His knock gave us the perfect platform to explode in the later overs."

"Now, let's talk about your all-round performance. You not only scored big but also took three crucial
wickets. How do you balance your batting and bowling duties, and which one gives you more
satisfaction?"

Aarav smiled. "It's always a challenge to manage both, but | love contributing in any way | can. Batting
gives me the thrill of creating something, setting a platform, or finishing a game. Bowling, on the other



hand, is about breaking partnerships and changing the momentum. Both are equally satisfying in their
own way, but as a captain, taking wickets gives me a special kind of joy because it directly impacts the
game."

"Indeed, you impacted the game in every possible way today! Now, this was a massive win by 155 runs.
How do you plan to keep the team grounded and focused for the upcoming matches?"

Aarav's tone grew serious. "That's the key—to stay grounded. we win the match, though winning the
series. We celebrated the win tonight, but tomorrow it's back to the drawing board. England is a strong
side, and they'll come back harder in upcoming T20s. We need to stay sharp, keep working on our
weaknesses, and take it one game at a time."

"Wise words, Aarav. Finally, with such a dominant performance, how does today's win help with the
team's confidence moving forward in this England tour?"

Aarav responded confidently, "This win is a big morale booster for the team. It shows what we're
capable of when we play as a unit. The conditions here are challenging, but this victory gives us the
belief that we can overcome any obstacle. The goal is to carry this momentum forward and keep
improving."

The commentator smiled broadly and turned to the crowd. "Ladies and gentlemen, a captain's knock, on
and off the field! Aarav Pathak, leading his team with grace, skill, and determination. Let's give him
another big round of applause!"

The crowd erupted in cheers as Aarav stepped off the stage, joining his team with a content smile and a
wave of gratitude to the fans.



The presentation ceremony concluded with the trophy glimmering under the floodlights, and the
announcer's voice once again filled the air.

"And now, the moment we've all been waiting for—let's invite the Indian skipper, Aarav Pathak, to
collect the winners' trophy!"

Aarav walked up to the podium, greeted by thunderous applause from the Indian fans who had
gathered in numbers. Dressed in the team jersey, with beads of sweat still glistening from the hard-
fought game, Aarav shook hands with the dignitaries and accepted the shining trophy with both hands.
He held it up high, turning towards the sea of fans and the cameras. The Indian tricolor waved proudly in
the stands as chants of "India! India!" echoed across the stadium.

With a wide smile, Aarav descended from the stage and headed straight to his team. The players
huddled around him, all smiles, ready to celebrate. Aarav handed the trophy to Jaiswal, and the entire
squad gathered for the team photograph.

"Alright, lads! Trophy in the center, big smiles, let's make it a memorable one!" shouted one of the team
managers.

The squad, coaches, and support staff assembled, with Aarav and Jaiswal holding the trophy at the
forefront. The shutterbugs captured the moment as the team erupted in cheers. The air was filled with a
mix of joyous laughter, pats on the back, and playful banter. The atmosphere radiated camaraderie and
triumph.



Aarav then raised his voice over the din, "Alright boys, celebration continues, but first, we head back to
the hotel for some well-earned rest. Great job today, everyone!"

The team boarded the bus, the trophy safely seated beside Aarav. Conversations buzzed around the bus,
reliving the highlights of the match, from Jaiswal's hundred to Tilak's blitz, and Aarav's all-round
brilliance. It was a bus ride filled with pride and satisfaction.

As they reached the Hyatt, the players were greeted by hotel staff who clapped for them as they
entered. The team quickly freshened up before heading to the dining area. A carefully planned meal
awaited them, packed with the right balance of nutrients to aid recovery. Aarav, ever the responsible
captain, ensured everyone was hydrated and well-fed.

Sitting down to eat, Ravi Bishnoi joked, "So Aarav, when's the next hundred? Or should we expect
double next time?"

Aarav laughed, "You focus on taking wickets, Ravi. Let's win the T20s first, and then we'll talk about
doubles!"

The room erupted into laughter, the mood light and celebratory. Once dinner was over, the players
retired to their rooms. Aarav sat by the window of his suite, reflecting on the day. The sound of the city
outside faded as his thoughts lingered on the game, the team's performance, and the road ahead.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, but for tonight, victory was theirs. And they had earned every
bit of it.



