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Dedication

To children around the world who love to read about sports like cricket. 
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Ethan Miller Arrives in India
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Ethan Miller had expected this country to be extremely hot.

What he hadn’t expected was sound.

India announced itself the moment he stepped out of Indira Gandhi International Airport: horns layered over voices, the rattle of luggage wheels, vendors calling out in rhythms that felt almost musical. The air pressed against his skin, warm and faintly sweet, carrying the smell of dust, petrol, and something fried that made his stomach twist with hunger.

“Welcome to Delhi,” his mother said, smiling as if she hadn’t already been here many times for work.

Ethan adjusted the strap of his backpack and nodded, pretending the noise didn’t make him feel small. He was turning twelve, tall for his age, used to space and quiet suburban streets in New Jersey. India felt like the opposite of everything familiar—compressed, alive, unconcerned with his comfort. He wondered if he would fit in. 

They were staying with his mother’s old university friend, Ananya Rao, in a neighbourhood that seemed to grow denser with every turn the taxi took. Buildings leaned toward one another. Laundry hung like flags between balconies. Children darted across the road with confidence.  ‘Ah, India is very lively,’ Ethan said to himself. 

“So,” his mother said as the car slowed, “two months. You survive that?”

Ethan shrugged. “I didn’t have a choice.”

Ananya’s house was cool inside, shaded and calm, and there were about three mango trees with mangoes on them. Ethan wasn’t used to mangoes, but he knew they looked delicious. Coming from New Jersey, he was used to apples, pears, and peaches. But he never tried mangoes before.  As he entered the house, he realised there were cooling fans. These were used to keep the place cool due to the summer heat. The walls had framed photographs of places Ethan didn’t recognise—mountains, rivers, a stadium packed with people dressed in blue. “I guess all these places are somewhere in India,” he whispered to himself.  

As he continued to look, one photo caught his eye. It was that of a stadium. 

“You like sports?” Ananya asked, noticing his gaze.

“I play baseball,” Ethan said automatically. “Back home.”

Ananya smiled, but something was knowing in it. “Ah. Then you may find India... exciting and full of fun and adventure,” she said to the young boy. 
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The Busy Streets of India
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The first week had passed very quickly.

Early mornings woke him before he was ready. The city didn’t ease into the day; it was buzzing with excitement. Vendors called out below the balcony, selling fresh milk. Scooters surged like schools of fish. Ethan tried to keep a journal but found it hard to trap the place in words. But he took many photos with his smartphone. 

He missed his friends back in America. Missed the clean geometry of a baseball diamond and wondered if his friends were playing baseball or if they were in school.  Time in India and in the neighbouring countries was different. When it was night in India, it was day or morning in the U.S.A. 

On the seventh day, Ananya’s nephew, Arjun, came over.

Arjun was fourteen, slight, sharp-eyed, and spoke with confidence. His English, to Ethan’s surprise, was very good. Ethan wondered if he had been to America before based on the way he talked. 

“You’re the American,” Arjun said in a friendly manner.

“Yes, I am. Is it that obvious?” replied Ethan. 

“You’re wearing sneakers indoors, and you were looking at those photos on the wall like you have never seen them before,” Arjun said, looking at him. 

Ethan glanced down, embarrassed, and slipped them off.

They sat on the floor, plates of mango slices between them and a dish of fried sweet potatoes. Fried sweet potatoes were new to Ethan. In America, folks were used to fast-food restaurants. And Ethan was used to a lot of fast food. 

Arjun looked at Ethan the way someone might look at solving a puzzle.

“Do you play any kind of sports?” Arjun asked. 

“Yeah. I play baseball,” replied Ethan. 

Arjun nodded slowly. “Ah, that is just like cricket. But I prefer cricket.” 

Ethan snorted before he could stop himself. “I’ve seen cricket. It goes on forever.”

Arjun smiled. “Ah, no, it depends on the format. It’s quite an interesting sport.” 

Ethan had no response to that.

That afternoon, Arjun grabbed a bat from behind the door.

“Come,” he said. “I’ll show you.”
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The next day, Arjun came over to visit his aunt. In his hands was a cricket bat and a white cricket ball. At the back of the yard, there was a small field that you could use for a football and cricket pitch. 

No manicured grass. No white chalk lines. Just a patch of packed earth bordered by jackfruit and mango trees and a low wall where boys sat watching from their houses, waiting for their turn. A battered set of wooden stumps stood at one end. Ethan was about to be introduced to cricket. 

Arjun handed Ethan a bat.

It felt heavier than a baseball bat, flatter, bigger in his hands.

“Grip it like this,” Arjun said, adjusting Ethan’s fingers. “Not muscle. Balance.”

Ethan could already bat with a baseball bat, but he’d never held a cricket bat before to strike with. 

Ethan was also introduced to the cricket gear needed for a game. 

There were just around six boys from the neighbourhood. They seemed to have a special love for cricket. Some even had jerseys featuring cricket stars from India. 

A boy tossed a ball toward him—not overhand, but with a strange rolling motion of the arm. The ball bounced once, rose unexpectedly, and clipped Ethan’s padless shin.

Laughter rippled across the field.

Ethan’s instinct flared embarrassment, then irritation. In baseball, he knew how not to look foolish. Here, he was suddenly clumsy.

“It’s fine,” Arjun said. “This is not like baseball. The cricket ball is very tough.”

“I’m not bleeding,” said Ethan, looking at Arjun and the other boys. 

The bowler had bowled two balls. 

Ethan tried again. Missed again.

By the third attempt, he managed to connect the bat with the ball. The ball came in slower. He watched it longer. When the bat connected, the sound surprised him—a sharp, hollow crack that seemed to echo.

The boys went quiet.

The ball rolled past the wall. 

Arjun grinned. “Again.”

Ethan’s chest tightened— with curiosity. He wanted to understand what he’d just done.  He knew baseball well. A lot of shots in baseball were hit with power. However, to Ethan, in cricket, it could be hit with less power. 

They played until it had reached deep in the afternoon, and the air cooled.

He didn’t notice.

That night, lying under the ceiling fan, Ethan replayed the sound in his head.

For the first time since arriving, he wasn’t counting the days until he left.
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Ethan woke the next morning with his hands aching.

At first, he thought it was jet lag finally catching up with him. But when he flexed his fingers, a sting ran along his palms, sharp and specific. He turned his hands over. Two blisters had risen beneath the skin.

He smiled. 

Downstairs, Ananya was already at the table, reading the paper, and the TV was also on, highlighting an Indian soap opera in Hindi. She glanced at his hands when he reached for a glass of orange juice. 

“Ah,” she said. “Cricket has found you.”

“I barely did anything,” Ethan said. “Mostly missed.”

“That is doing something,” she replied. “In India, we respect effort before excellence.”

He wasn’t sure if that was a proverb or just something she’d made up, but it settled somewhere in him.

Over the next few days, Ethan found himself structuring time around the afternoons and practising his stance and grip.

Mornings were for sightseeing—markets with vivid colours, temples where bells rang loudly like an alarm, streets where cows moved with more authority than cars. He tried to stay present, to absorb what his mother pointed out, but his attention drifted.

He kept thinking about angles.

In baseball, everything was measured: ninety feet between bases, predictable arcs, chalk lines that told you where you stood. Cricket, so far, felt deliberately loose. The pitch wasn’t even grass but clay and sometimes concrete. The boundaries were implied, negotiated by fours and sixes called runs. 
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