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​Chapter One: Journey to Faridpur
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The year was 1986.

The FIFA World Cup had captured the imagination of football fans around the world, and eighteen-year-old Amin was no exception. For him, football wasn't just a game—it was a passion. And when it came to football, there was only one team that mattered the most: Brazil.

On a humid summer morning, shortly after performing the Fajr prayer, Amin picked up the travel bag he had packed the night before and left his home in Dhaka.

Normally, he was excited about traveling to Faridpur. He had been there with a group six months ago and had become familiar with the streets, people, and pace of life of the district town. But this time, he wasn't feeling up to the journey.

Brazil was still alive in the World Cup.

That one thought alone occupied his mind.

As he walked to the bus stop, he wondered if he would be able to watch Brazil's upcoming matches from outside his home. Television wasn't as widely available in 1986 as it would be decades later. Many hotels in the area didn't have television sets, and World Cup coverage was limited. Not being able to watch a Brazilian match seemed almost unbearable.

Yet, duty came before emotion.

His father, once a successful businessman, had been ill for several months. Although the family still owned a sawmill and carried on some import-export operations, most of the business had slowed down.

A few weeks ago, his father's longtime business associate, Hafiz Sahib, came up with an attractive proposal.

Hafiz Sahib explained, "If you register a manufacturing establishment, you may be eligible for an import permit. Such a permit is valuable. Even if you don't use it yourself, others will pay a good amount for it."

The idea immediately caught his father's attention.

Among the documents that Hafiz Sahib brought was the name of a proposed company:

Amin Bucket Industries.

Several official formalities were required for the necessary paperwork, including tax registration in Faridpur, where the business would be officially registered.

That responsibility now fell on Amin's shoulders.

Arriving in Gulistan by local bus, he headed towards the Gabtoli bus terminal. The terminal was already packed with passengers carrying bags, baskets and bundles wrapped in colorful cloth.

He bought a ticket and boarded a bus bound for Paturia ferry terminal.

In those days, the vast Padma River could not be crossed by bridges. Every traveler heading southwest had to rely on boats and launches.

The journey seemed familiar.

As the bus moved along the highway, Amin looked out the window at the fields and villages beyond. The green landscape of Bangladesh stretched endlessly under the morning sun.

But his mind was focused on football.

He mentally reviewed the Brazilian team.

Socrates.

Zico.

Junior.

Careka.

The names kept playing over and over in his head like a favorite song.

What would have happened if Brazil had reached the final?

What if he can't watch one of their matches?

This possibility made him uneasy.

After a few hours, the bus reached Paturia.

The passengers disembarked and walked towards the ferry. Vendors were shouting from all around to sell tea, bananas, nuts and cigarettes. The aroma of freshly fried food mixed with the smell of river water.

While crossing the river, Amin stood on the railing and watched the vast Padma River flowing beneath the boat.

The river seemed endless.

For a while, his worries disappeared.

Then, almost immediately, they returned.

Brazil.

World Cup.

Next match.

Will he find a television in Faridpur?

Will anyone be showing the game there?

When the ferry reached the other shore, the passengers quickly returned to the waiting bus.

Amin resumed his journey.

He finally arrived in Faridpur in the late afternoon.

The district town looked much the same as it had in his memory.

Rickshaws moved slowly along the busy streets. Small shops lined both sides of the road. Court officials, businessmen, and villagers kept the town bustling with activity.

Amin checked into the plain Padma Hotel, located near the courthouse area.

Just opposite the hotel, a young man named Montu had a small photography studio.

Amin and Montu had become friends during his previous visit six months earlier.

The friendship developed quickly but sincerely.

A smile spread across Amin's face as he saw the familiar studio signboard.

At least he had someone he knew here.

HoLeaving his belongings in the room, he washed his hands and face and crossed the street.

He took a rickshaw to the court.

The advocate is discussing a case with two people.

A thin, clean-shaven, dark-haired, middle-aged man.

After learning about Amin's identity, he said,

"Hafiz Sahib told me everything. The office is closed today, you come tomorrow."

Amin came and realized that he would be late. He remembered the World Cup. Little did he know that this football match would change the course of Amin's sports support forever.

End of the first chapter.
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​Chapter 2: A City, a Friend, and Growing Concerns
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Faridpur welcomed Amin with the familiar rhythm of a provincial town.

The streets were crowded but quiet. Rickshaws rang their bells as they passed through the market streets. The tea shops were buzzing with conversation. Shopkeepers sat idly under ceiling fans that sizzled in the summer heat.

Arriving at the Padma Hotel, Amin took a bath, put on clean clothes, crossed the road, and headed straight for Montu's photography studio.

The small shop looked exactly as he had imagined.

A few framed wedding photos hung on the wall. A few cameras were neatly arranged on a wooden shelf. A glass showcase near the entrance held rolls of film and photography equipment.

Montu was busy arranging the pictures when he saw Amin coming.

His face immediately brightened.

Friend! You really came!

Amin smiled.

I already said that this could happen.

Montu stood up and hugged him warmly.

It's good to see you again. How long will you be staying?

It depends on my work.

The two friends spent the afternoon talking.

Although their acquaintance was brief, their friendship had developed naturally during Amin's previous visit. Montu had a rare ability to put people at ease almost instantly.

As evening approached, the call to prayer echoed throughout the city.

After the Maghrib prayers, they continued talking outside the studio. The sound of distant traffic and the calls of hawkers calling for customers drifted through the warm air.

For a while, Amin forgot about business.

For a while he forgot about football.

But only for a while.

After Isha prayers, he had dinner at a nearby restaurant and returned to his hotel room.

The room was small but clean.

A wooden bed took up most of the room. A ceiling fan was spinning idly overhead. A narrow window overlooked the street below.

Amin looked around.

There is no television.

He already knew the answer, but he still asked the hotel manager.

Is there a TV anywhere in the hotel?

The manager shook his head.

No, brother.

Amin forced a smile.

I understand.

Returning to his room, he sat on the edge of the bed.

The World Cup was entering its most exciting phase.

Brazil seemed strong.

Very strong.

Kareka was scoring.

Socrates was controlling the midfield.

Zico could still show extraordinary skill at times.

Many experts believed that Brazil could win the tournament.

Yet he was hundreds of kilometers away from home, in a hotel without a television.

As much as the thought made him uncomfortable, he didn't want to admit it.

Watching football at home in Dhaka was like a festival.

His father would sit comfortably in front of their color television.

His younger siblings would gather around.

His mother would occasionally come into the house with tea or snacks, pretending to be indifferent to football but secretly watching the match herself.

The atmosphere was always lively.

Everyone participated in this excitement.

But here in Faridpur, he was alone.

The next morning, Amin woke up early and headed to the courthouse to meet with the lawyer who was handling his business paperwork.

The lawyer carefully reviewed the documents before raising his face.

“Everything seems to be fine,” he said. “But unfortunately, today is a public holiday. We won’t be able to submit anything.”

Amen (sigh).

So I have to come back tomorrow?

Yes.

There was nothing else to do.

He spent the rest of the day wandering around the city and talking to Montu.

The next morning he went back to the lawyer's office.

This time the news was worse.

A political strike began.

Government offices were either closed or operating on a limited basis.

The lawyer stretched out his hand helplessly.

I have nothing to do until the strike is over.

Amin stared at the desk silently.

This delay was becoming a problem.

Every extra day meant more expenses.

The hotel bill increased even more.

More food.

More uncertainty.

And perhaps more importantly:

There are more World Cup matches that he may miss.

By the third day, his anxiety had increased significantly.

Finally, he decided to call home.

Talking on the telephone wasn't easy in those days. It took patience and luck to arrange a long-distance call.

After many attempts, he was able to talk to his father.

He said, "Dad, everything is delayed because of the strike. I'm staying in a hotel and spending money every day."

His father listened quietly.

“Don’t worry,” he replied. “Let me talk to Hafiz Sahib. We will find a solution.”

The next day another call came.

This time his father's voice sounded reassuring.

"Hafiz Sahib has already contacted the lawyer. Everything will be arranged."

"Focus on finishing the job."

A few hours later, the lawyer gave Amin some money.

“Hafiz Sahib has ordered me to bear your expenses,” he explained. “You don’t have to worry.”
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Faridpur Court Area

For the first time in several days, Amin felt relieved.

His financial worries were gone.

Yet a concern remained.

Every morning, he would scour the newspapers for news about the World Cup.

Every evening he would look for information on upcoming matches.

And every night he thought the same thing:

Will he be able to watch the Brazil game?

He could not have imagined that the answer would come sooner than expected—and that one unforgettable night in Faridpur would change his allegiance to football forever.

End of Chapter Two.
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