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Sending a Night Breeze


He wears swimming goggles and a bright yellow raincoat.


I am naked from the waist down.


He scratches his bald head and leans over me. No love in his eyes. No hate. No warmth. Nothing. As if he has never seen me before.


He tightens the straps on his goggles and sits in a rocking chair, while the fourteen-year-old maid pulls up his Wellington boots.


I am drugged up to my eyeballs. As far as I can remember, this is the first time I am not scared of him. Instead, I love him even though he has never coveted my affection.


He is my father.


The maid lifts one of my legs. The eighty-year-old nurse, chosen because she has no memory, raises the other.


It is July 1983 and there are riots and curfews in Colombo. This barely registers with our family, because I am seventeen years old, unmarried, and having a baby. My father delivers babies for a living, most of the time in a hospital. For a hefty fee, he also performs unrecorded deliveries to spare the shame of anyone in Sri Lanka whose lives are ruled by what their neighbours think. When he does these home deliveries, he is careful that blood does not get onto his person or in his eyes. The goggles, I have always been convinced, are more for effect than necessity, to intimidate in a way he thinks is mischievous rather than cruel. Like how, as a diabetic, he sits at the dining table and injects his stomach in front of us while we’re eating. A smile on his face – and this is a man who rarely shows any joy. Not to his wife and daughter anyway.


I am charged a nominal fee for this delivery, because I am family. My mother insists I pay something even though I could have had it done for free at a government hospital.


‘But what is the price for being judged?’ she asks me. ‘What is the price of shame?’


She is not here, but that’s no surprise. I cannot remember her ever hugging or kissing me. I’m told she never rocked me to sleep as a baby, burped me, consoled me. Those kind of things were left to the youngest maid she had in her employment. Still, I always imagined her holding my hand when I was giving birth. I imagined holding a hand bigger than mine, but now I am squeezing the small right hand of the fourteen-year-old maid.


My father, your grandfather, looks at me. He could be a gym instructor. A drill sergeant. ‘Push, duwa, when I tell you.’


‘Call me sudu duwa, like you normally do,’ I say. Technically ‘sudu duwa’ means white daughter, but I am not all that fair. Maybe it is what they wanted of me. Maybe, since they think it is a good thing to not be dark, my father called me that as a term of affection.


‘Push, duwa,’ he says. ‘Don’t waste the contractions.’


As I scream, my mother pokes her head through the door. ‘Keep it down.’


I push and push until I cannot open my eyes but when I do, you are in the eighty-year-old nurse’s arms. Cleaned, but not clean. My mother nowhere to be seen. My father’s spotless raincoat, boots and goggles strewn on the red cement floor.


The fourteen-year-old maid has tears in her eyes. She touches my forehead and it feels nice.


Now you are on my chest. Feeding.


My sudu putha.


It doesn’t feel real because it is so familiar. So like I knew it would be, for some reason.


This is love.


You have been assigned a fake surname on your birth certificate, but I am allowed to give you a first name. I am not sure if this is the one act of compassion my mother could muster, or if she could not be bothered to research the numerology herself.


I name you Sidhara.


In numerology the name has the birth path 6 and its meaning is connected to self-confidence and excellence. Your life purpose will be to reconcile your ideals with reality, and to accept the world as it is. As if you ever had a choice.


My father’s always been too busy being pampered by younger nurses to notice babies. He delivers them like he would a package for DHL. But my mother? I want her to see you, perhaps then she will change her mind. I know she cannot show affection. I know she hates to touch or hold or kiss. But she loves me. She loves you. She has a heart.


More importantly to her, she has fair skin, a Kandyan name, money, marriage to a doctor, kids. She has respect and she creates fear for people who have none of these things. No way could she have a seventeen-year-old unmarried daughter with a baby. No way could that baby be given a Kandyan name.


It doesn’t make a difference that I was raped. It is still my shame. Still the family’s shame.


We keep you for two months. Enough time for me to breastfeed. Enough time, my mother says, for me to get back into shape so I can be seen again. So I can get ready for my official return from the UK where she claims I have been when I was actually hiding my bump.


A Buddhist monk arrives by trishaw. He has no creases in his robes and I wonder how a man living a simple life irons his clothes. That is a distraction. Me conning myself. I know why he is here.


I scream and say, ‘If they take him, I will tell the whole of Colombo the truth. I will tell them I had a baby and you gave him away. I will tell them who the father is.’


And I feel the cold edge of a kitchen knife to my throat. My own mother with a blade to my neck, her hand shaking with rage, spit dribbling from her mouth. ‘You will do no such thing.’


She smiles to remind me that I do not have the power to upset her. She drops the knife to the floor. That damn knife I hate, its rusted blade ten years past its life expectancy. The knife I was fined for breaking even though it cost twenty-eight rupees new and fifty-six rupees to mend.


Upal and Tharanga drag me away. They need their jobs. I am locked in the upstairs bathroom, standing on the faded green bidet and looking through the gaps in the window frame where the wood has warped. I see the fourteen-year-old maid breaking down on the front lawn. Crying for me. Crying for herself. I don’t even know her name.


My father hands you to the monk. I pound at the window, and my hands bleed when the pane cracks. The Buddhist monk looks up at me, with you in his arms. And he smiles. That’s all he does. Maybe he means to comfort me. Maybe he means to say everything will be okay because they will look after you like the infant Dalai Lama. Yet, it feels as if he is mocking me. There is no air in this bathroom, I am sure. My legs want to give way but I hang on to watch you as if there’s a movie playing on our neighbour’s TV.


But just like that, the monk is gone, vanished into a cloud of exhaust fumes from the tuktuk. I can hear you cough, even though you must be too far away for the sound to carry. Because I am your mother.


I will never forget that.


I will never forget you.


I try to kill myself for the first time, but I am stopped. I will try again and again and again until they bring you to me. That is the only leverage I have. The only way to force my parents’ hands. The only way to punish them. If it doesn’t work, I will continue to kill myself throughout my afterlife until my blood rains down on my parents in front of their neighbours, cousins, aunties and uncles. Then let them all point and whisper.


I am in a Negombo boarding house because my mother knows she can’t trust me in Colombo. She knows I will say the wrong thing so she tells everyone I have gone back to the UK. When she visits me, I can see the guilt in her eyes, but I do nothing to make her feel better. Every time she comes, I cry when she opens the door and stop only when she closes it to leave.


My mother does tests for every conceivable ailment. When my father accused her of being a hypochondriac she scoffed at him, but then rang a hospital to check if she could do a test for it. She takes drugs for everything; drugs she finds in my father’s doctor’s case, next to his black book of nurse’s phone numbers. Yet, she doesn’t know what to take for this guilt that she feels. All she can do is speak to her one-eyed astrologer.


You will not believe this, but when my mother suspected I had been raped, she sent me to this same partially sighted astrologer. To this day, she has not told me why. To check if it was an auspicious time to be raped? To check whether my stars were aligned with those of my rapist? If so, could I keep you? Perhaps it was to see if shaving my legs meant I had changed my own destiny. That I brought it on my damn self.


I wanted an abortion, but then you would never have been born, and maybe that would be worse.


‘No daughter of mine will terminate a pregnancy,’ my father said. ‘It disgusts me morally.’


‘But you abort babies on a weekly basis for other mothers.’


‘Those are for money. Their morals they have to battle with, not mine.’


You were a small baby but I’m told your head was big. The birth was not easy. Later, I will require surgery to stitch some muscles together in my backside. Until then, I break wind without control, and my mother tells me off for ‘sending farts’, even if we are alone in my hostel room.


‘Because I am farting in the daytime, Thathi will not come visit?’ I ask my mother. I am only half joking.


They assume my flatulence is another form of rebellion, just like me bringing shame on the family by being raped. It is consigned to the after-hours, at least in name, like all other family secrets; abortions, flirting with nurses, drinking.


‘Are you still sending night breezes?’ my father asks me whenever we call him from the pay phone.


I have a recurring dream in which I meet you at an airport and it is pitch black outside with a spotlight on us. It is the first time I have seen you since you were taken from me. You are a grown man. A handsome man. You take my hands and kiss my cheeks, and in return, I send you a night breeze.


I know you will find me, and when you do I will look strong. I owe you that. I will not tell you that your father was my rapist, but you’re a bright boy. You will find out and you will not know whether to love this man as your father or to hate him for what he did to me.


Because above all else, you love me. I could see that in your eyes. You love me.


My mother says you are in England. 8,778 kilometres away. I know England because my father was sent there twice to upgrade his skills. The first time, they left me with my uncle for two years because they thought I was too small to miss their affection. They were right, but size and age have nothing to do with it. There was no affection to miss. The second time, when I was twelve, for reasons I now appreciate, they took me because they did not want to unfairly tempt my uncle since I had come of age. Even now, I remember the fields of wild strawberries in England; I remember fallen fruits on the grass that I could eat for free. I remember the school lunches – three-course meals everyone else hated but I loved because they offered two more courses than my mother’s lunches did. I remember smoking to be fashionable. I remember the lake freezing over and the other school children going sliding across it. I thought that to be so dangerous and never tried it, but now I have dreams of being trapped under the ice, you on the other side of it.


The weather is awful but it’s a nice place. You will use your fingers to eat salt-and-vinegar crisps instead of curry. You will have white parents who won’t know how to feed you spice; who won’t know that they should shave your head to improve your hair growth; they won’t know that colic can be overcome with a Buddhist monk’s chants; they won’t know that dabbing cologne on your head cures all ailments.


But they will feed you meat and make you strong. Strong enough to come back to find me.


I hope you recognize me from across a crowded airport because my mannerisms are yours and we have the same smell. Because, like you, I never sweat. Like you, I want love. I want the warmth my parents cannot provide me.


All I have is hope and a photo of you that the fourteen-year-old maid spent a week’s wage to get developed for me.


You are 8,778 kilometres away. It feels like more. But it also feels like less, because I can smell you. My nipples pinch when I think of you. I hear you cry. I love you.




Pot Holiness


A camera films this.


It pans around the inside of a marquee that is closed from all sides. The white canvas walls flap with the wind, and there is a determined marching sound of rain on the roof.


The camera zooms in on Conrad Cecil. He is an ugly man, and this is not subjective. He is slightly hunched and has a bulbous nose below his thick glasses and thinning blond hair. This, combined with his great height and expensive teeth, makes him look a great deal more intimidating than the others in his company. He’s sitting at a table with two grown Sri Lankan men, Mark and Paul, and one fourteen-year-old blond boy, Mathew. Mathew sparks up a joint and passes it around. The other men smoke without looking up from the piles of money in front of them.


The camera zooms out and then back in on a short, dark man with enormous muscles. He is tied to a chair in the corner of the room. His nose is bloody, his eyes swelled shut, his mouth gagged.


Zooming back out, the camera now zeroes in on Conrad Cecil’s face, as he rubs tears out of his eyes and says, ‘This one hurts the most.’ He points towards the man in the chair. ‘Chin-up Channa’s one of Sri Lanka’s forgotten class. A tsunami orphan. Five years ago he was abused by a group of men and nothing was done until those bastards made the mistake of doing the same to a rich man’s son. I was called in to do a number on these men and that’s when I found Chin-up Channa. We saved you, didn’t we, Channa?’


The camera switches to Channa. He nods.


‘But because of what those men did to him …’ Camera rotates back to face Conrad Cecil, as fast as possible, overshooting him in the process. He waits till it settles on him to continue. ‘Because of what they did to him, he was mute for one hell of a long time. The dude still can’t talk in front of women. That kind of pain makes you want to end your own life. Hell, Channa, how many times did you try to off yourself?’


The camera is back on Channa, who holds up three fingers.


‘But we found him and we looked after him. ‘Changed his life till he became one of Colombo’s most sought-after personal trainers,’ Conrad Cecil speaks into the lens, ‘even though he barely says a bloody word. All because we gave him hope. And what did we ask for in return? Just loyalty. And just loyalty is all this bag of muscles gave us for seven damn years, until now. And you see, ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, why this is the hardest one for me? I treated him like a son and look what he’s trying to do to me to save his own skin. Without me he wouldn’t even have any bloody skin. And now he’s talked to the cops and because he has, you two punks have jumped on the bandwagon.’ Conrad Cecil points his finger at the camera. ‘You think you’re safe in police custody, but I will get this video to you and when you watch it, remember this: retract everything you’ve said, and say the cops coerced you or this is what happens to you.’ The camera zooms back on to Channa, who is dribbling blood out the side of his mouth. ‘Don’t forget, the cops were supposed to protect him too.’


It follows Conrad to a long glass table, across which are lined forty-six different types of whiskey and vodka. ‘You stay on my side and this is the life we live. So what’s it going to be, punks?’ He pours shots for Mark and Paul but not Mathew.


‘What about me?’ asks Mathew.


‘You’re too young.’


Mathew lifts up the joint and waves it towards the camera. ‘Hello.’


‘You’ve loads of lines to remember.’ Conrad Cecil looks at the camera. ‘Why the hell are you still filming?’


‘One more thing,’ the camerawoman says. She swerves the camera back to settle once again on the face of Chin-up Channa. The woman’s hand enters the frame as it pulls down the cloth tied across his mouth. ‘You look like you need something,’ she says.


Channa grabs the silver and black crucifix hanging around his neck and shakes his head.


Inside their house, inches from the railway track, Jinesena puts on his security-guard uniform and kisses his sleeping son’s head. He sneaks out of the house with his son’s bicycle which he will pawn so that he can pay his mounting debts.


Leg-Breaker Gunesekera is at the pawn shop to take the proceeds off him. ‘Is this a bloody joke? You’re still twenty-two grand short,’ he says.


Jinesena smiles. ‘I promise I will have it for you by tomorrow.’


‘I’m not buying this anymore, man.’ Leg-Breaker puts a hand on Jinesena’s shoulder and squeezes hard. ‘This crap’s been going on for three years now. Look, it’s not me, okay? I don’t get your money to the big man, he’s going to send someone to do you some serious harm.’


Jinesena crosses himself. ‘I’ll have it for you, of that there is no doubt.’


The church hall is less than one hundred metres up the road from where Jinesena works. Every day, for the last two years, some incredibly happy-looking woman standing outside the church has asked him to come inside to meet God. Finally, he is here for his first service.


The church hall is converted from an old tea factory. The floors are wooden. The acoustics are first-class. There are CCTV cameras in every corner, on every beam and column. All seats are taken. Hundreds stand at the back.


A band plays hymns on electric organs and guitars, as those in the crowd scream out the lyrics. Jinesena is shown to a pew near the altar. Next to him is a middle-aged woman with thinning hair and muscular arms. She turns to Jinesena. ‘Peace be with you.’


‘Good idea,’ Jinesena says. Then like a patient in a doctor’s waiting room, he asks her, ‘What are you here for?’


‘I haven’t seen my son since he was a baby. Twenty-eight years ago.’


‘You will find him, of that I am sure.’


‘No, that’s not what I want,’ she says. ‘He has to find me.’


A bald man, dark and big-bearded, moves amongst the congregation with a microphone and when he lifts his hand, the music stops. The camera follows him as he gets up on stage.


‘I am Kalu Baba. All I demand of you is the truth in God’s eyes. Only then can you be cured by our prophet, our leader, our salvation. For we have all sinned. Every man, woman and child in this here hall.’


Kalu Baba ambles up to the front row of the congregation where six blind men sit. ‘It’s obvious what you people need. Peace and God’s praise be with you.’


‘And also with you.’


‘Within an hour of our prophet arriving, you will no longer need those canes. Instead you will have the Lord’s vision.’ Kalu Baba ambles up to the lady sitting next to Jinesena.


‘I am still looking for my son,’ she says.


‘And the prophet knows that you want him to find you. Can the Prophet guide Sidhara?’ Kalu Baba asks the congregation.


‘He can and He shall.’


The lady drops money into the collection bag.


Next, the camera is in the face of a man with a twenty-thousand-rupee haircut, the kind you only see in posters for hair products – layered, wavy, spiked. ‘My name is Danuja, and I want my family back.’


‘How much do you want them back?’ Kalu Baba asks.


‘More than anything,’ Danuja says.


‘Can the Prophet bring them back?’


‘He can and He shall,’ the congregation shouts.


Danuja places a one-hundred-thousand-rupee cash cheque in the collection bag.


Kalu Baba comes back to Jinesena and holds the microphone to his face. ‘Tell us who you are and what you need.’


‘My name is Jinesena. I am just here to meet you all.’


‘In this place of worship, we are all friends,’ Kalu Baba says. He looks up to the roof of the hall. ‘I can sense you are in debt. Is this correct?’


‘Yes,’ Jinesena says.


The crowd gasps.


Kalu Baba says, ‘I have never met you before, so you could never have told me about your debt. Is that true?’


‘Yes,’ Jinesena says.


The crowd gasps again.


‘But,’ Jinesena says, ‘I filled out a form in which I mentioned this.’ The microphone is too far from his face to pick up what he says.


‘You owe money to a debt collector who will kill you if you do not pay up,’ says Kalu Baba. ‘Then who will look after your son?’


‘I don’t want to die,’ Jinesena says.


‘Can the Prophet save this man’s life?’


‘He can and He shall.’


Jinesena drops two hundred rupees in the collection bag, leaving him with even less money to pay his debts.


Kalu Baba signals to a man on the balcony above the congregation. As the lights go off, everyone is silent.


In surround sound, there is thunder resounding from the speakers. The wooden floor rumbles. ‘He is coming, my friends, he is coming.’


Jinesena holds on tight to the chair in front of him.


Spotlights glare on two men on either side of the stage.


The first man says, ‘Numbers 12:6; He said, “Hear now My words: If there is a prophet among you, I, the Lord, shall make Myself known to him in a vision. I shall speak with him in a dream.”’


The second man says, ‘Josiah 12:10; I have also spoken to the Prophets, and I gave them vision, and through the prophets I gave parables.’


‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ says Kalu Baba. ‘Put your hands together for our preachers. Two men who have returned from the dark side with God’s light. Two men who can speak our words to the Lord. Two men who are here to welcome you, to guide you, to introduce you to our prophet. Oh behold, my friends, shut out the world. Close your eyes and remain in silence as we wait for the prince of peace, the lord of mercy, our prophet.’


Jinesena follows instructions.


Conrad Cecil takes off his shirt and hangs it from the back of his chair. He is now alone with Mathew and Channa.


‘You know your lines, big guy?’ Conrad Cecil asks Mathew.


‘Better than I know my own face,’ says Mathew.


‘We have to get this right.’


‘Have I ever got it wrong?’


Conrad Cecil smiles, lights a cigarette, takes a drag, then puts it in Channa’s mouth so he can take a puff. He squats in front of his captive. ‘I want to let you go in peace, my son, but I can’t. I’m sorry it had to come to this but I can’t let you have your day in court.’


‘Sir, please,’ Channa says. ‘I’ll tell them I was lying.’


Conrad Cecil kisses Channa on both cheeks. ‘Once you join, you can’t leave us.’


‘I know, sir, I never would.’


‘Then what exactly do you want?’ Conrad Cecil asks.


‘I want to be forgiven.’


‘Me too,’ says Conrad Cecil. He puts on a crisp white shirt with a Chinese collar. ‘Me too. I shall ask for both of us when I get to church.’ He puts his hand around Channa’s neck.


Out of the darkness of the church hall, Jinesena follows a spotlight until it shines on a fourteen-year-old blond boy. He is kneeling in front of Kalu Baba and between the two men on either side of the stage. He says, ‘Jeremiah 1:14-16, Then the Lord said to me, “Out of the north the evil will break forth on all the inhabitants of the land. For, behold, I am calling all the families of the kingdoms of the north,” declares the Lord; “and they will come and they will set each one his throne at the entrance of the gates of Jerusalem, and against all its walls round about and against all the cities of Judah. I will pronounce My judgements on them concerning all their wickedness, whereby they have forsaken Me and have offered sacrifices to other gods, and worshipped the works of their own hands.”’


The camera zooms in on the blond boy whose image is projected on giant screens around the hall. He rolls his eyeballs back so all the congregation can see is white and his body shakes as if in a trance. ‘There is one God, ladies and gentlemen, and he speaks to me. Has spoken to me since I was four. Has taught me his words, has communicated through me, has helped me cure and heal and teach and punish.’ He lifts his hands. ‘All with these child’s hands. And last night he spoke to me of his prophet. The one true prophet of the one true God, and that prophet is here tonight to bless you, to cure you and to rid you of evil. He is our modern-day saviour, our Jesus, our reason to be. Please welcome, ladies and gentlemen ...’ The boy has to stop speaking as the stomping of feet on the wooden floor has become too overpowering. ‘Please welcome, the one, the only, our Lord, our oxygen, a gentle subservient master of all that is good, returning from the U S of A for the first time in two months, because God told him of your need. Please my friends, my family, my people, recognize the only one amongst us who has never sinned. All raise your hands and say Hallelujah for our prophet.’


The congregation stands and shouts, ‘Hallelujah.’


‘Hallelujah,’ Jinesena shouts, but everyone else is already sitting down again.


A tall white man struts his way onto the stage, clasping his hands together in front of him. He lifts his arms above his head and everyone in the crowd roars their approval. While he takes centre stage, Jinesena notices a spot of blood on the man’s Chinese collar.


The white man notices him looking and points to it himself. He beckons for the camera to focus on it so that everyone can see on the big screens. ‘Blood, but it is not mine,’ the white man says. ‘Blood, but I have not cut myself. Blood, the tears of your pain, the sign of your suffering. I am here to bleach that blood away.’ He puts his hand around a concealed earpiece. ‘I am here to cure blindness, pay debts, and reunite families. I am your prophet and my name is Conrad Cecil.’




White Knight


Gayan scampered into the froth of a dying wave, blinking at the setting sun’s reflection on the turquoise sea. Fishermen in catamarans fought to bring their catch under control as clouds encroached on the red-tinged Negombo sky. The monsoon breeze, whistling through the gaps in the palm leaves, dropped a vendor’s frangipani at Gayan’s feet as he watched a sunburnt woman clamber up an elephant’s raised leg. The mahout, tucking a bundle of cash into his sarong, flashed the tourist a toothless smile and poked at the elephant with what looked like a devil’s trident.


With his gaze shifting between the elephant and the turds it had just released like cluster bombs, Gayan stepped on a burrow in the sand, which crumbled under his weight. A crab scurried out, went up the beach towards the point where the girl of Gayan’s dreams stood wringing water from her blond hair. She wore a blue bikini top which looked like small sails stretched across giant masts. As she lifted her green-and-orange beach wrap, it fanned out in the wind like a peacock’s tail.


Gayan stood next to her, a frangipani extended in front of him, but everything he had planned to say was lost like the crab without its home.


She snapped her fingers in his face and said, ‘You’re a feisty little chappy. If this keeps happening, one day I’ll –’


‘One day you’ll what?’ Gayan grinned, his palms raised in prayer.


‘One day I may have to find your parents and tell them that you’re chasing twenty-two-year-old ladies.’


‘But you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,’ he said, ‘and I’ve seen lots of women in my time.’


‘You’re just a kid.’


‘The age of consent in Sri Lanka is twelve,’ Gayan said.


‘So you keep telling me, but I looked it up. A couple of years ago, they changed it to sixteen.’


One of Gayan’s palms deflected the slap from the other. ‘Just my luck.’


The blonde grinned. ‘Doesn’t mean anything would have happened if the laws had stayed the same.’


‘Why’d you look it up then?’


‘Good question,’ she said. ‘Because I didn’t think it was possible that anyone could be sick enough to assume twelve-year-olds could consent.’


‘I’m fourteen.’ Gayan puffed out his chest. ‘I know what I’m doing.’


‘I’m sure you think you do. Is that frangipani for me?’ She sniffed it from his hand. ‘Wow. That’s heaven on a stem.’


‘I can get you more.’


‘One day, love,’ she said. ‘One day, you’ll be a hunk of a man, but by then I’ll be old and wrinkly.’


‘You’re not that old.’


‘Compared to you I am.’ She kissed Gayan on the cheek.


‘I’ll never wash my face.’ He cupped his mouth with his hands. ‘Can you do me a tiny favour?’


‘Depends.’


‘If any of my friends ask, can you say we’re meeting tonight?’


She shook her head. ‘I could get arrested for something like that.’


‘Not if nobody knows about it.’


‘But you just told me to tell your friends.’


‘Okay, we won’t tell anyone,’ he said.


‘Never going to happen.’


‘I understand. The laws.’ Gayan covered his face with his hands, before opening them like the doors of a cuckoo clock. ‘Sea Spray Guest House, second floor, third room on the right. No pressure.’ His heels dug into the sand as he turned and sprinted off.


Gayan re-joined his teammates for a game of beach cricket.


An Englishman, standing behind a mounted video camera, loosened his old-school bow tie. He dived after his straw hat when the wind knocked it off his head, but it escaped him and swooped towards the sea before the wicket-keeper trapped it under his foot.
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