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To my family. No social media trial can break us ever.


And


To all who have felt powerless against the entitled.


This is for them.
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YPU Controversy


YPU. A term that starts with one of the lesser-used letters in the English language, and three letters that are seldom used in this configuration. But strung together, they had the power to nearly destroy a life, and deeply damage a career built with two decades of hard work. Why do I write this now? Do I not know that I will be abused and trolled relentlessly once this book is published? Have my family and I not had enough? More than half a million abusive tweets in the week between February 20, 2022 and February 26, 2022. Weren’t those enough? Why do I want to put my loved ones, and myself, through that again?


Also, why now? Why did I not speak up earlier? When scores of journalists asked me to talk about the ban, I stayed silent. In fact, I didn’t utter a word on the issue in the last two years. I waited for the ban to be lifted, endured in silence for 730 days. Why? If there was a story to be told, why wait?


I have written many books. Words are my friends. But never have I felt as apprehensive before writing something as now. Why would I revisit the nightmare? Why do I want to confront that time in my life again? The wrongs heaped on me. Especially now that things are going well for me, and for Revsportz, a company that is no less to me than a child.


As human beings, we are guided by certain principles. Each of us have our own set of values. To be told that you are a bully, that you have threatened a cricketer and intimidated him merely for an interview, when you have not, compels one to set the record straight. My mother, now 74, became severely anxious and depressed, and my wife was harassed and abused on social media. Even if one person reads it, it’s important that I put my story out there. I write this for my family and for myself, knowing that it might well invite another avalanche of vitriol.


Wait. Is this just for Sharmistha, my wife, and Roopa, my mother? What about my 10-year-old daughter, who was eight then, who couldn’t quite comprehend yet possibly knew something was very wrong at home? She wasn’t old enough to comprehend the gravity of the situation—and thank God for that—but could she not sense that her father, a strong and positive person by nature, was all but broken? Could she sense her mother putting on her bravest face, and her grandmother on the verge of a breakdown? Can you imagine the impact on the mind of an eight-year-old?


Mental health, anyone?


So, yes, I had to write this book. Frankly, I don’t give a *%*% about the trolls. For days and months, I sought validation. I tried to make people understand that what was in the public domain was not the truth. There was another side to it, my side, which should have been heard at that point. Entire articles and opinion pieces were written even in well-respected dailies without asking for a response from me. Public sympathy was not in my favour. The Cricketer who had represented the national team for over a decade, was always more powerful than I on social media. His narrative would naturally find mass acceptance. Needless to say, I never had a chance. National-team players in India are demigods. So when he came out against me in public alleging that I had threatened him, my truth was quickly turned around. That he did not take my name in public did not help my case—if anything, it gave the whole episode more fuel and fire when there started a frantic guessing game over who it could be. He did, of course, give my name to the committee, and convinced them that he was feeling ‘unsafe’, so much so that he had come to the airport (to make the trip to depose before the committee) in a different car from his own, and that he feared for his future.


I last spoke to the man on February 13, 2022, when I congratulated him after an Indian cricket franchise bought him at that year’s auction, a week before he posted my WhatsApp messages on social media. Why did he allow a week to pass before he posted those messages on social media? And, how was I (and not anybody else) responsible for his or his family’s subsequent mental trauma, as he had claimed before the committee? We had known each other well over a decade. On what basis could anybody say that I had engineered his trauma days after I had sent him my last WhatsApp messages, and why wasn’t that statement questioned?


I have not survived in my profession of journalism for over two decades by threatening and bullying people, and still less players and athletes who I consider national treasures. A middle-class Bengali with a set of values I live by, and a young daughter almost the age of The Cricketer’s own child. How could I be held responsible for anybody else’s feelings of insecurity or any rumours that he might have heard about losing his place within the national cricket set up? In fact, that it will happen was written by another journalist and not me. I did not have any contact with him after February 13 and I certainly did not float those rumours. How could someone get away with such a preposterous suggestion? And how was it believed?


Justice?


What was told to the committee was not in my presence and I did not have a chance to directly counter the allegations or pose any questions to him in the presence of the committee. No cross examination. Let the recordings of the testimonies before the committee, his and mine, be disclosed. The sessions were recorded, and my side, and my defence of myself, should be in the public domain.


Repeatedly, The Cricketer asked (in his tweets and media interviews) why I didn’t apologise, or show any remorse for what I had done. Apologise for what? For not accepting the charges thrust on me? Or admitting to the guilt that I was being forced to concede to? In fact, the committee members could tell you that during my own appearance before them I demanded that The Cricketer should apologise for the trauma that his actions had caused me and my family. I still feel that he should.


The media fed on The Cricketer’s narrative and this in turn forced a witch-hunt on me. The Cricketer told the committee that I had pressured, and by implication, intimidated him for the past 2-3 years. While he steered clear of naming me in public on this issue, his media declarations effectively stoked the fire of this controversy by suggesting repeatedly that I was remorseless and unapologetic, and that drove an unabated avalanche of social media abuse and negativity at myself and my family. I was pronounced guilty even before my story was heard. When the troll army had taken over, what chance did a start-up entrepreneur, toiling to set up a media company, have anyway? The ban that followed was almost inevitable.


To set the record straight, once and for all. I did not threaten The Cricketer. And that’s why I decided to write this book. I decided to take on the trolls and the hate army, and deal with the toxic online fan culture that has taken over Indian cricket. If you question an Indian cricketer of any stature as part of your media job, your parentage is questioned. Why?


In the past, Indian cricket legends like Sunil Gavaskar, Kapil Dev and Sachin Tendulkar have faced uncomfortable questions from journalists. Kapil’s shot against England in the 1987 World Cup semi-final, which may have cost India the game, was debated for weeks, and he even lost the captaincy as a result. But the journalists who did those stories were not called names as a result.


What has changed now? Have we become more intolerant as a society? What does it say when we don’t even wish to listen to the other side? Millions saw only the victim card, without having a clue that the same individual had sent me multiple messages in the past, requesting me to put out his side of the story in the media in different situations. Asking me to not reveal his name as the source of my information, so that he wouldn’t be in the Apex Body’s bad books. I have quoted from some of those WhatsApp messages in this book, for the record. It is time to tell the full story.


The Cricketer is saying on record that he had felt threatened by my attitude towards him for over 2-3 years. When someone is such an obnoxious bully, why would you send them messages saying ‘Don’t write you have got this from me’ (inside information) or suggest they put out your side of a story? Instead of putting me in my place, why would a cricketer of stature tolerate such behaviour? Why tweet to promote it? Why grant me multiple interviews? And most importantly, why pick that particular date—19 February—for posting my WhatsApp messages on social media.


Does any of that make sense? And would it have made the slightest difference if I pointed these things out in February 2022? How can you stop the tide when over 100,000, often nameless and faceless trolls are abusing you online every day? How was I to get a fair hearing when even my fellow journalists had pronounced me guilty without bothering to check my side of the story, a basic of journalistic ethics?


I worked in an organisation for nine long years, heading sport and putting in my best every single day. Someone who replaced me in that same organisation called one of my RevSportz colleagues at least five times in a day, inviting him to go and speak against me on his show. Not once was I called and asked to put forth my version of events. Two sides to every tale? Not here. Instead, Debasis Sen, my colleague, was harassed by a fellow journalist for inside details on what I was doing after I was accused by The Cricketer. What was my plan? Could he please tell them that I was indeed guilty! This was from the same media house where I had worked for nine years, with whose owners I still share a rapport. I wonder if they even knew what was going on!


But then, there is always the truth. Each of us has a voice and I decided to stand up to the trolls. To wrongdoing. I emerged from the endless dark tunnel of a media trial because I had my family with me. And my team. I owe it to them to put out the real story.


I mustered the courage to respond. And yes, I did not bully anyone. Or threaten them. Not once. I did help The Cricketer, on many occasions. When he was at the National Cricket Academy (NCA) recuperating from an injury, he had sent me multiple WhatsApp messages seeking help, i.e., to put out something favourable about him in the media. When his manager came to my house and said: ‘Do something for[image: image]da’, I agreed.


Finally, the last time when I spoke to The Cricketer, on the evening of February 13, 2022—within moments of the cricket franchise drafting him—there were other people in the room that heard me say that we should celebrate him. We do not have many players from Bengal in the cricket T20 league, I told him, and this would be a good time to speak and celebrate. Trisha Ghosal, my colleague, even said to me at the time that everyone was tired after covering the league’s auction through that entire day and that we should just let it be. She was unwell and it was a fair request. I was the one who insisted that we interview and celebrate The Cricketer because he was one of our own, a fellow Bengali. In fact, the next day, I interviewed the head coach of the very same franchise that had drafted him. And one of my questions to him, still out there in the public domain, was whether the franchise would give more opportunities to The Cricketer, for he was good enough and deserving of the chance.


And then, within days, I was accused of trying to end the career of the very same man. The logical question that nobody asked was, what power or authority did I have to do so? I had asked the coach of his franchise, why he shouldn’t get more opportunities. This was just days before The Cricketer put out his first tweet against me. He did so a little after 10 pm on February 19, 2022. I noticed then that the date on those WhatsApp messages was blurred out in the tweets, giving people the impression that they had been sent that very same day, not a week before, in the context of the league’s auction. Nobody asked why that was done. Why indeed it was necessary to blur the date on my previous messages before they were posted in the public domain? Within minutes, I was Indian cricket’s public enemy no. 1. A bully.


How did all this start and how did it spiral out of control within hours? This is that story.
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Guilty Till Proven Innocent


How the Issue Unfolded


It was 10:13 pm on February 19, 2022 when Kushan, who heads cricket coverage for a national news agency and is one of my closest friends, sent me a WhatsApp message asking: ‘What’s happening? What is this?’ Below his message was The Cricketer’s tweet, along with screengrabs of WhatsApp messages sent by me a week before, which gave the impression that I had sent the texts to him in the context of his getting dropped from the Indian Test team that very same day, a week after the league’s auction.


The Cricketer put out his tweet on February 19. The reproduced WhatsApp messages that accompanied the tweet had no date, something which is always there in a WhatsApp message. What happened to the date part of the messages? It is a question that I raised before the committee? And a very serious question it was, the moot question if any in this whole matter. Why was it necessary to blur or obscure that part of the message before it was put out on a public platform? In any case, it was a violation of my privacy as an individual to have my private messages with another individual splashed across social media without my consent, as my lawyer tells me. The messages, for the record, were actually sent on February 13, but they were tweeted out by the Cricketer on February 19. For every layperson, the impression the tweet therefore gave was that the messages were sent on February 19, within hours of The Cricketer’s omission from the Test squad. It’s only logical that irate fans would assume that my WhatsApp messages and The Cricketer’s subsequent reaction on social media were linked to that. That I had pressed him for a reaction on his being dropped from the squad.


The reality, however, was profoundly different, and which has so far been obscured in the public domain. Here are some questions for The Cricketer before I go on to address what happened:


Did I send him even a single message related to his omission from the Test team? Did I ask for an interview a week before or immediately after he was dropped? Did I say a word about his India career? Did I not send the messages the day he was picked by the cricket franchise, to celebrate his cricket league contract?


When I received Kushan’s message, I was in my bedroom after a long day’s work, and was dozing off. It took me a few seconds to even comprehend what the message meant, for such a tweet was beyond my wildest imagination. What was being portrayed—that I was trying to ‘bully’ him? When I realised what the tweet implied, my first thought was to call The Cricketer and ask him what was up. Like I would any person I knew well. But then, sense prevailed and I held back apprehending that having put out such a tweet, he might also declare that I had called and threatened him, after I had seen his tweet. I realised anything was possible.


To be honest, I was confused. Not scared, but confused, because I hadn’t yet realised the gravity of the situation. In my mind, I was clear that I hadn’t done anything on the lines of what was being implied. Hence, the thought that it could derail my career hadn’t even occurred to me. The next morning, I decided to speak to my wife, and showed her the tweet. She was grim after she read it, and for the first time, I realised what this could mean, at a time when social media outrage rules our lives.


Within the hour of the first tweet, I had started trending. And each response was full of abuse. A cricketer of repute had put out a tweet, and it had played on fans’ sentiments. It had to be a Gospel truth. Why would someone like The Cricketer, who has played many Test matches for India, lie? Why would anyone even try to comprehend why indeed he put out those messages?


One of my early calls, the next morning, was to a lawyer, who asked me if The Cricketer had named me in the tweets. When I said no, I was asked to lie low and not say a word. ‘If need be, we will put out a statement clarifying the whole matter,’ she said. Within the next couple of hours, the number of tweets against me had swelled to the thousands, and I got a call from a senior cricket official of Bengal asking me to not go to Eden Gardens to watch India play the West Indies. I was told that I could be suspended.


‘Suspended from what?’ I remember asking him. He had no real answer. He merely said that it was in my best interests to stay quiet and let the issue fade away. Social media jumps from one issue to another, and I wasn’t important enough for people to stay glued to this. That’s when I called a top cricket administrator, someone I have known for three decades. He told me that he was concerned about what had been put out by The Cricketer and asked me what had really happened. He was leaving for London the following day, and asked why I couldn’t meet The Cricketer, who I knew well too, and explain that he had clearly misunderstood me. This cricket administrator was also aware that The Cricketer’s manager had come to my house a week earlier to plan a media series involving my company and The Cricketer and some of the other players that he managed. ‘Speak to his manager and close the matter,’ was the gist of the advice from him.


But then, the water had already started to rise over my head. Tense, anxious and alarmed, it was a night I will never forget. Instinctively, I kept checking Twitter, and each time I did, the number of tweets abusing me had swelled exponentially. Over time, my family was drawn into it. There were abuses posted below pictures of my wife, and one of the tweets mentioned my daughter, and how unfortunate she was to be born to a father like me. While I hadn’t been named by The Cricketer, it was apparent to most that he had referred to me.


In the screengrab tweeted by The Cricketer, I had accidentally spelt the word ‘YOU’ as ‘YPU’. Many had figured out that it was a common typographical error on my part, and hence it had to be me that had sent the messages. Even those who didn’t know who The Cricketer was talking about had joined in the tide of abuse regardless. By then, some notable cricketers who I had known well for years had also tweeted on the issue. Each tweet added to the tide of wrath, and by 5 am the following morning, it was evident that I was facing one of the biggest challenges of my life.


I was guilty till I could prove my innocence, not the other way round.


My first calls that morning were to two ex-Bengal cricketers, one of them my cohort and another a senior I have a great regard for, and two of my close friends. Both were stunned to hear that I was the alleged harasser, and said they would try and help resolve the matter. The senior of them, who was commentating on a domestic game, even asked me if I wanted him to speak to The Cricketer, for after all, the cricket fraternity was like a big family, and he would try and help ease the matter. The other, on his part, asked me to write down the exact chronology of events and keep it handy, in case I needed to put out my side of the story. Both asked me to stay quiet and not react publicly.


By mid-morning on February 20, the mainstream media had picked up the story. It was a juicy tale—an experienced cricketer alleging harassment by a senior journalist. Just the kind of story that sells. And because I hadn’t been named, the story allowed for speculation as well. It could be kept alive, and for platforms that needed content, it was a gold mine.


While many of the reports speculated on the identity of the person, others conjectured that it was me based on the word ‘YPU’. And as each story came out, the hatred grew exponentially. How dare I threaten a respectable gentleman like The Cricketer? How dare I write that he had to give me an interview, failing which I would supposedly ruin his national career? Or even his prospects in franchise cricket. Some even said that I should be lynched and put in jail because I had tried to hurt The Cricketer’s prospects.


Not one of these journalists, however, bothered to call me and check if I had something to say on the matter, which is a basic courtesy in journalism. At noon on February 20, I finally called The Cricketer’s manager, who had visited me at home a few days earlier to plan a media series involving The Cricketer and some other cricketers. He was well aware of my previous support for this Bengal cricketer, and especially my support of him as a fellow Bengali. There was a WhatsApp group with the said manager and my partners, where a number of messages had detailed our promotional plans involving the cricketers he managed. Those messages are still with me.


The least I expected from the same person was to say that there had been a misunderstanding. To my utter astonishment, he said, ‘The way I see[image: image]da, he won’t lie.’ In a call which lasted well over 20 minutes, he kept saying that this was something between The Cricketer and I, and it was best if he was kept out of it. It was a sign of how things would play out over the coming weeks.


When I told the manager that he knew full well I hadn’t been in touch with The Cricketer since the day of the cricket league’s auction, and that the WhatsApp screenshots tweeted out by The Cricketer conveyed a radically different picture, his answer was, ‘That, I don’t know.’ Clearly, he had chosen to distance himself from the issue, and wasn’t willing to help. This, after he had called me multiple times in the past seeking my support to promote his athletes, and met me on several occasions to discuss how he could collaborate with RevSportz to plan events for the cricketers he managed. I have a recording of this call with him.


By then, I was desperate. I needed someone to stand by me and say that I was actually telling the truth. I had known the then President of Bengal’s Apex Body for 20 years, and he is someone I considered family. He was the man in-charge of the India-West Indies game, and it was very likely that he would meet The Cricketer at the Eden Gardens. I had learnt the ropes of Indian cricket under his father, and felt he was someone I could surely turn to. He did take my call, and having heard my side of the story for over 20 minutes, he promised to speak to The Cricketer and explain my point of view.


To be fair to him, he tried calling The Cricketer multiple times, but to no avail. I remember him sending me a screengrab of his call records, which included at least four unanswered calls to The Cricketer. The Cricketer did not pick up, and the administrator could do little thereafter with a match on hand. He, however, promised to get in touch with me the following day, and make sure that the matter was sorted at the earliest. His plan was to set up a meeting between The Cricketer and myself at his house or at the Cricket Association of Bengal (CAB), and iron things out. That meeting, however, never took place. I never asked why.


There was one other member of the media fraternity in whom I had confided, besides Kushan, and Arani, a respected and senior writer, and had worked for RevSportz in South Africa during the India tour in January 2022. We had been speaking for a while and were about to ink a long-term agreement. I remember him asking if it was me that The Cricketer was referring to. He wouldn’t say a word in the public domain, but he needed to know. I told him everything that had happened, and asked if he would continue to work for RevSportz. To my relief, he agreed and said that he would cover Virat Kohli’s 100th Test match for us, and that we should go ahead with the planning.


Things, however, changed the very next day. He sent me a text in the morning, saying that he needed to discuss something urgent. And when we got on a call, he said that while he was with me and understood what I was going through, he couldn’t work for RevSportz anymore. This was apparently because someone in the establishment had told him that if he did so, he would be in trouble. For the cricket establishment, I was already persona non grata. With the pandemic and lockdowns already having caused big cuts in newsrooms, the journalist in question didn’t want to put his career at risk. He said his father was over 70, and had been told by many of his golfing buddies that he shouldn’t be seen working with someone who was a bully.


I understood where he was coming from, and we agreed to part ways. We have, however, been in touch subsequently, and he has always offered support.


Little did I know that this particular call was just the start of the downward spiral. It was around noon the same day that I got an email from the legal cell of one of RevSportz’s sponsors. The mail was extremely terse and humiliating. It said that on account of what had happened, the company no longer wished to associate with me or RevSportz. The contract was terminated with immediate effect. No explanation sought, no chances given. Interestingly, we still haven’t been paid for the work done. There has been no communication since.


The same evening, February 21, Sharmistha and I decided to take stock. Could we continue with the company, for one sponsor walking out could well be a sign of things to come. We had 10 members in the team then, a number that has swelled to 37 now, and it was only fair that we called each one and took them into confidence. Each of them was present when the call asking for the interview was made to The Cricketer at 7:50 pm on February 13. They all knew the truth. I had shown them when the messages had been sent and told them why. I hoped that each one of them would stand by me. To my immense relief, they did. My first question to Sharmistha that evening was whether she was agreeable to sustaining the company using our family savings. There were salaries to pay, and overheads to take care of. If we did not have corporate support, it would mean using family monies to sustain the company. I was clear that our partners at RevSportz and strong pillars of support, shouldn’t be asked to handle a crisis of my making. She, in return, asked a very simple question: Is it about money or is it about self-respect? ‘If you say you haven’t done anything wrong, shouldn’t we continue with RevSportz, come what may?’ she said. ‘Is closing it down even an option? It is important for us to respond to this injustice in whatever way we can. If that means using all our savings, so be it.’


I was stunned. The words took time to sink in. I can now say that I wouldn’t be writing this book if not for my family. The call had been taken, and we would continue. Despite all the online abuse and the insults, work had to go on. My friends asked me to stay off Twitter (now X) for a while and colleagues at Twitter (I then had a partnership with the platform) called to say they would inform me once the level of abuse had gone down. They wanted to keep the partnership with RevSportz on hold for a while, because it wasn’t good optics to be associated with someone who had been labelled a bully.


Each time the abuse seemed to abate, some trigger or the other would give it oxygen. The Cricketer was commended by multiple media channels for being tight-lipped and not revealing my name in public. Perhaps it was missed that during these days when I was on the verge of a mental breakdown, he was on an interview-giving spree, and each interaction had a common thread. He hadn’t named me because he was being deliberately considerate, but that didn’t stop him wondering out loud why I didn’t apologise. Did I not feel regret or remorse? While it apparently wasn’t his intention to hurt someone’s family, he declared that he had to put things out in the public domain so that no one would dare do such a thing to a cricketer in the future. His statements were predictably followed by a barrage of social media abuse and targeted insults from the trolls baying for my blood. It was enough to traumatise even the strongest. Interestingly, there was not one word from him, even without naming me, to allay this abuse being heaped on a journalist and his family. More so since most of the trolls also referred and mentioned him. While I was the primary target, my wife, daughter and parentage had all been dragged into it by the troll army. The Cricketer was conspicuously silent on that, even as he was being held up in the public eye as the victim. Here I ask, if he considered it his moral and social responsibility to bring out the improper nature of my WhatsApp messages to him on the night of the auction, what about one’s moral and social awareness when violently abusive and psychologically damaging invectives are being hurled by a troll army, in the perspective of those very same revelations? Did he even once caution restraint to his followers? Urge them to allow the establishment or the Apex Body to decide on the matter? It could have been done, even without naming me, just like in the case of the allegations. It would have assuaged my wife, sister and mother.


If I remember right, it was in the fourth week of February that one of the office bearers of the Apex Body announced the setting up of a committee to probe the matter. He announced that The Cricketer would be urged to reveal his persecutor’s name before the committee. My lawyers welcomed the news. It meant that I could also be asked to present my side of the story, because by law both sides need to be heard. What they hadn’t taken into account was the power of trial by media. Hundreds of thousands of tweets, and hundreds of articles had already denounced me as a criminal. And when it was one person’s word against another’s, didn’t a centrally contracted cricketer stand a better chance? He was one of their own, and how could I, an outsider, be believed when I claimed I had never threatened a cricketer? The supreme court of trolls had already pronounced me guilty and singled me out as worthy of a lynching, with even players of repute urging The Cricketer on social media to take a deep breath and reveal the name.


Before I go any further, it is important that I lay out the sequence of events, with respect to when the messages were sent and in what context. Did I send them immediately after The Cricketer was dropped from the Indian team? Was I implying that the interview I sought could save his place in the side, if he obliged me? Was I really so stupid? When it was public knowledge that the India coach had spoken to him in the dressing room and conveyed the decision that he would be dropped from the side, what further business did a journalist have in the matter? But then, what chance does logic have against the troll army?


And that is, in effect, a very grave reality of our times, not only in the case of myself, but such others as me who have been subjected to such online kangaroo courts.


In reality, the messages were sent on the night of February 13, within hours of The Cricketer being picked in the cricket league’s auction.


I now turn to why and how this happened. A version I had also placed before the committee.


The dreaded messages


A week ahead of the auction, The Cricketer’s manager and I planned to do interviews with a few of the players he managed. It would be good content for me ahead of the auction, and also help create some buzz around RevSportz. After all, the auction was the first after the inclusion of two new teams and would shape the future of the league. In October 2021, two new teams were added to the existing eight-team competition making it a ten-team extravaganza. New teams meant there had to be a mega auction for there had to be a realignment of players. For a new media company, it was a marquee event. Any content that I could generate would help.


On the basis of this plan, I interviewed Abdul Samad and Chetan Sakariya. Both these chats are on the RevSportz social-media platforms for all to see. The plan was also to interview The Cricketer, but with Krunal Pandya doing an interview with me on February 10, and Hardik Pandya, who had been appointed captain of a franchise, following his older brother, we couldn’t find an appropriate slot ahead of the auction.


I needed a window to speak to The Cricketer, and the auction offered the best opportunity. On Day One, he went unsold, and each of us had felt bad for him. And it was only natural that the moment he was sold on Day Two, we would try and make use of the opportunity. He wasn’t one of the auction headlines, and had we not spoken to him soon after he was sold, the news value would have been lost. Ishan Kishan and Shreyas Iyer were the two major stories coming out of the auction. Kishan had gone for 15.25 crores, while Iyer cost Kolkata Knight Riders 12.25 crores. As a media organisation, we had to focus on them in our auction review the next morning. We also had interviews lined up with Ashish Nehra and Gary Kirsten from one of the franchises, Gautam Gambhir from another of them, and two franchise owners. The next two days had looked choc-a-bloc.
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